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To Letress.


The first one is for you, big sister. I will forever miss your smile




 

 


Chapter 1


 


The hall was decked out from top to bottom with red, purple, and black tapestry. The best foods were laid out at a table that was so long it stretched the full length of the ballroom. The music was festive, the dancing magnificent. Everyone was dressed in their finest clothes like few before had ever seen, from pelts and furs to the shimmering colors of the water snakes and even styles new to the beastkin culture. They celebrated and danced like they were daring the gods to stop them. For today was the 12th birthday of the heir to the throne of the beastkin and all had come to show their loyalty and love. 
 Emperor Dorvo Pula Drakus was in a fine black and red hakama, his black hair long and unbraided. His white horns shined in the firelight with every move.  His face was young, which was that of a handsome human male about 30 years, and his red eyes shined with mischief as he glanced at his only daughter and heir to his throne.  
 Princess Himeko Luna Drakus, Heir to the Skythone, Daughter of the goddess, sat beside her father. Her own throne was nowhere near as grand as the Emperor’s, but no less beautiful. Both thrones were made of obsidian and red marble, cuisines stuffed with plush wool from an animal neither of them had ever seen. One by one, the leaders of each Pride, Clan, and Pack came before her and presented her with one gift or another. She spoke only to thank each for the gifts and did her best not to look at the amused eyes of her father. One by one they stepped up, laid a gift at her feet and then stepped back, and waited for her to give a smile and a thank you, then walked away. 
 She found this to be a hard process to endure. Each leader seemed to think she was either very cold, hungry or extremely young. So far, she was given a large pile of pelts made of some bulky animal with tusk, about 40 lbs. of dried and wet meat, and toys ranging from a ball of golden yarn to a large bone. So like stone, she sat and stared at anything but her father or she risked just melting into laughter.  
 She sat quietly as this continued, her eyes watering just a bit when a she-bear dropped a large net filled with fish on the floor. The woman then decided to grunt at them and walk away pleased with herself. What was weirder, the servants, mostly fox shifters, couldn’t pick up the damn net. As the two foxes pulled with all their might, tails flicking in irritation, more came over to help. By the time they had rolled the fish out, five foxes pulled while two pushed. 
 Trying to keep her breathing as even as possible, she almost jumped when her father spoke to her through their mind link. Of course, the words were completely unintelligible and more like barks of laughter than anything. She quickly tossed him out of her head, slamming down all her mental barriers.  
 An alpha wolf male walked up next, with three kids at hand. Each was female, all around the age of 10. They all had white hair that cut just above their shoulders and the ice blue eyes of their pack. They had pointed ears and small fangs that didn’t quite fit in their mouths yet. The triplets matched, wearing the warm brown furs of the high mountain rams that wrapped around them with the head of the ram looking as if it was biting a shoulder. They all looked up at her with light brown skin and figures that told of exercise. The one on the far left smiled sadly just a bit before going back to the serious face that they all wore.  
 “What is the meaning of this, Alpha Tar of the White Mountain Pack?” her father leaned forward just a bit, his red eyes boring into the oversized wolf. The Alpha, Tar took an oversized knee before them. He was as tall as the Emperor at 7 feet tall with long white hair and crystal blue eye with skin the color of coal. Scars marred most of his face and what she could see of his arms from his own ram fur shirt. The wolf raised his hands at what obviously were his daughters. If there was anything they got from their mother, it must have been that beauty, for Tar was not a pretty man.  
 His voice was lighter than expected but harsh, like he had something in his mouth. “I have three litters born to me,” Alpha Tar spread his arms wide over his daughter’s head. “These are my only daughters. I trained them myself. My pack has the strongest of warriors and the fastest learners. I will let my princess choose one to guard her for life.  Provide and she will protect your daughter well.”  
 The hall went silent. This alpha was giving up one of his kids like a puppy he found on the street? Not only that, but in the same breath, he had insulted every alpha hereby declaring himself the mightiest. This put both her and her father in a situation to boot. On one hand, this alpha was one of the biggest and strongest there was. He was wider than most wolfs and taller than most of the shifters in the hall. His pack was known for their fighting power and many were descendants of war heroes she had once read about in her studies. To decline his offer, meant to lose his and his pack’s respect.  
 On the other hand, to accept meant to back his claim. This, in turn, would fuel any bad blood from the packs on to this alpha as well as her father.  Before she could speak on this, the choice was made for her.  
 “Are you here of your own free will?” the Emperor spoke lightly to the young girls before him. Himeko quickly tried to open her mental link to her father, but his mind was shut tight.  
 “I am.” All three girls replied at the same time. The one in the middle was now staring up at her with a touch of anger in her blue eyes. Then the girl quickly looked away and down to the ground.  
 “Father, this...” before she could finish, her father stood. He held out a hand for her and she bit back a snarl. The Emperor looked down to her, clearly asking for silence from her. Not understanding what he was planning, but trying to trust her father in this, she took his hand and stood.  
 He walked them both down towards the girls. They stood quietly, all looking at the floor in submission. It must have been hard for them to do this at even their young age. The submission was never easy for a wolf. 
And they were Alpha born, taught early never to submit to anyone, not even their own father, without a fight. 

“This needs to be done child, pick one” her father's voice was in her head, their link was open again.  
 She spoke back to him in cut tones. “He is giving them away like puppies in a basket. This is wrong. We are not humans that deal in slavery.”

 Her father walked her over to the first child. The Emperor and princess smiled at her. Her father used his free hand to raise her head and look into her eyes. “Don’t be so quick to judge. The wolves are a proud people with the highest honor. In the long history of our family’s rein, they have not once betrayed us or the other beastkin. Have you ever wondered why a wolf has never challenged one of us?”

 They slowly walked over to the second child and her father lifted her head up as well. Just as he had done with the first, he stayed a moment to look into her eyes. “I don’t know, dad, maybe because they are not stupid.”


“Exactly.” The word was plain in her head. There was no joking or hidden meaning. “Do you recall what he said? Three litters born to him, but these are the only girls? What are the odds of that and where are his sons? His mate? He came alone.”

 The walked over to the last one and repeated the process. “I don’t understand?” 


“He claimed his pack to be the mightiest for all to hear. It was a challenge. Yet he himself is weak and bleeding.” At his words, she quickly looked at Alpha Tar. She was too young to scent it and there were too many people in the hall. Yet his eyes were not as bright as his children. Nor was his breathing even. “He came without a mate when no mated pair ever parts for more than a few days unless new pups are born. He offers up his daughters and tells us she will serve for life, making her pack-less.”

 The duo turned back towards their thrones just as it hit Himeko. “He is dying. Why bring his youngest here? Shouldn’t his sons…”


“They are wolves. If someone defeats the old alpha, the new alpha would go through a time of war within the pack. Everyone looking for their new place, most old would be killed or ran out and the young rarely live through the transition if the Alpha female is killed. It is not something they are proud of. Yet in a time where everyone is looking out for themselves, the children are not fed, and many are caught up in fights they could never survive.” They took their seats and looked back at the hall now up in hush whispers and growls. 
 She saw it now. The other wolves in the hall were not angry. Many looked to be sad, others looked resolved. A mated pair standing near a pillar looked at the girls, then spoke quietly to each other. A younger male was being pushed by his second from behind, making him snarl at him.  

“He is trying to protect them? The challenge to make sure the strongest gets to raise them. And telling us how many kids he had was to make sure they tried to take the kids from him now and not go after the pack. But they killed his mate, why protect them? Why offer one of the girls to us?”

 The emperor looked out at his people, willing each to be silent. As the noise died down, they waited for him to speak.  Instead, he spoke to her. “They are his sons. Most likely the mother was not meant to die. They let him leave with the youngest in hopes that he would be able to find them better safer homes. He raised them to be strong, and now they are. As for this present, if one of his is worthy enough to protect a dragon hatchling…”

 He trailed off and she understood. An alpha wolf that protects a dragon as she grows was mighty indeed, which meant her sisters would be just as strong. Yet still, this felt wrong. “Alpha Tar, you honor me. Might I know your pup’s names?” 
 She asked the question to buy herself time to speak more with her father. “What will you do father?”


“Me? Nothing. He has offered them to you” she sent him a mental equivalent of an eye roll. “I can tell you this child. The one on the left will do her duty, but as she grows, she will want more adventure. She will suffer if she spends her life chained to you. The second one is angry. I think she might have seen something or did something she will carry with her. She will do her duty but her true lot in life will be revenge. She will never understand, and her hate will eat up at her. The last is the one I can’t get a read on. Her eyes are nothing but sadness. If anything, all I can tell you is that she understands her mother is dead and her father is not long for this world either. Now choose. And remember the one you choose will be pack-less and bound to you, the other two will watch their father die and be raised by the one that does It.” her father slammed his mental walls down and refused to open them. 
 During her father’s little speech, Alpha tar had given a summary of each of his pups. She got the gist of it. Good hunters, well taught in basic sword fighting, strong alphas. She didn't need to think about it, she had already chosen. “Isia you said?” 
 Alpha Tar nodded and pointed to the last girl. “Will you follow me? Take my orders and protect me as I grow into my shift? Will you be my knight? My champion?” 
 The girl had looked up when she had called her name. She looked over at her sisters and then at her gently smiling Father. “Yes. I, Isia of the White Mountain Pack, pledge myself to you. I give up my family, my pack, and my life and swear it to you, Princess Himeko Luna Drakus, Heir to the Skythone, and Daughter of the Goddess.” 
 Her crimson eyes locked on cobalt eyes and they held each other there. In those blue eyes, she could see understanding. She did this willingly. Her life, so that her two sisters could find homes. They would be free and in a pack. So, one day they may heal. While she would have to stay and serve this Dragon. The moment felt like forever, but it was only moments. Soon the wolf pup broke eye contact and walked over to her throne. She stood behind it and didn’t say a word. 
 Himeko didn’t hear the Alpha and many others leave the hall. She didn’t notice the other two girls leave. Instead, she felt the hall to give a collective sigh, and watch the Alpha and his two daughters leave, never looking back. 



 

Chapter 2


 

 Hours later, after many unnecessary gifts and one large piece of cake, everyone was leaving.  Tired and full Himeko dismissed herself from her father and began to walk towards her rooms. Her father preferred to sleep in a cave in the nearby forest, so she knew that the royal wing would be cold and empty tonight.  
 She stood in her bedroom, reading over a missive from one of the human princesses, wishing her a happy birthday. When she placed the letter down on her desk and reached for the next, the scent hit her. It smelled like burning firewood, dirt, and hazelnuts. She turned, and there stood the girl.  
 Unsure of what to do, she turned back to her letters and tried to read the next one. Yet she was unable to focus as the scent didn’t leave her space. She cleared her throat and tried to sound nonchalant as she spoke. “Is there anything I can help you with, pup?” 
 In fascination, she watched the girl’s right eye twitch. “I am here to serve you, my lady.” 
 “Well, I am just going to bathe then go to bed.” 
 “I will watch over you.” It was so bluntly spoken, as if it was assured that it made Himeko take a step back. 
 “I am capable of washing myself.” 
 “Good because I have no idea how to wash a princess. I said watch.” 
 They stood there staring at each other. It was awkward. Neither of them moved or said anything. Just stood and stared at each other. As the minutes went by, Himeko noticed how dusty and dirty the younger girl was.  
 “How about we go down to the bath house? If you insist on shadowing me, we might as well get cleaned up, yes?’” 
 Isia didn’t say anything, just nodded. Just a bit freaked out, Himeko left her room and head towards the palace baths. Once there the guards opened the heavy door for her and her new shadow. The bathhouse took over a whole floor in the palace. Most of the outer rooms closed off for private baths while the middle room was a large hot spring that was deep enough for even a dragon to soak in.  
 She rushed into the bathhouse room that was her personal apartment and quickly dropped her black and red silk kimono on the floor before grabbing a bucket that already had her favorite soaps and oils in it. The room was fogged with steam from the natural water making everything feel just a bit irregular and steamy.  Placing the floatable bucket into the steaming water, she turned around to grab a towel. That is when she noticed the fully dressed girl behind her. She jumped a bit at the closeness of the wolf pup. The girl just stared straight ahead for a good minute, just quiet. “Hmm. You have to take off your clothes first and step in the shower.” 
 The girl took off her clothes in less than a second, standing proudly naked before her future Empress. The girl was about 2 inches shorter that Himeko’s 4'9 frame, which was tall for a wolf her age. Right? “How old…” Himeko’s voice trailed off when she saw all the scars. The child was colored in red, black and blue. She had old scars and new ones over every inch of her body. One thin white set of scars started at her hip and ended at her foot. Himeko could see where blood dripped from a wound right above her elbow. She grabbed the girls bleeding arm gently, and turned  it toward her to get a better look.  
 “What happened?” The girl blushed and looked at the floor. It was her first real emotion she showed since her father left the ballroom and it was shame. She lifted the child’s head up, forcing blue eyes to meet red ones. “Answer me.” Himeko tried to keep her voice gentle, but the rage boiled her dragon’s blood.  
 The girl took a step back from Himeko. “I tried to protect my mother from my brothers.”  
 “Why is it still bleeding?”  
 The girl looked away, finding the walls and floor interesting. 
 “Will you answer me?”  
 With a sigh, the girl looked back with tears brimming in her eyes. “It was deep, and we had no time to rest or eat.” 
 “What happened?” She whispered it and like magic, the tears fell from the girl’s eyes. She watched as she opened her mouth then closed it tight. She opened her mouth again, but no words came out. It broke Himeko’s heart.  
 She reached out and wiped the other girl’s tears away. “I’m sorry. You don’t have to tell me. It’s been a long day.” She pressed the girl into a hug and that seemed to truly break down her walls. The child began to cry loudly, and the sound shook her little body.  She tried to push out of Himeko’s grip, but the princess just held on tighter.  
 At some point the two girls had ended up kneeling on the wet floor, the tears finally drying up. When the younger girl finally fell silent, Himeko stood with Isia wrapped in her arms and walked to the shower that was attached to the baths. She turned it on and stood under the hot water until most of the dirt was off them both. She walked them over to the bath and sat down with the other girl in her lap.  
 “I’m supposed to protect you.”  Himeko almost laugh at the outrage in the 11-year-old’s voice. 
 “Yeah, let’s hold off on that until you’re at least taller than me.” 
 *** 
 Isia lay in the princess’s bed beside her. She knew the other girl wasn’t asleep but speaking to her after she had embarrassed herself in the baths was hard.  She hadn’t spoken since they had left the bathhouse. Himeko didn’t seem to mind it, she spoke for them both.  Chatting away endlessly about things Isia would never remember. 
 Himeko dressed her in some old clothes of hers that felt too soft. And since Isia was hungry,  fed her in her room, then ordered her to bed. She was used to sleeping with her sisters, their warmth dragging her to sleep. Even though she could feel the heat radiating off the Princess, it still felt cold in the bed beside her. She kept wondering if the bed was too big or if the girl wasn’t warm enough. 
 She had no idea what she was supposed to do. She was pack-less, in a huge castle far from her mountain home, and sworn to protect a girl she had only heard of in passing. Yet if tonight had shown her anything, it was that this princess was at least kind. Tomorrow she would ask the Emperor about her responsibilities and how to better perform her duties.  
 She was just thinking of things she could do when a knock came from the great door. The princess got out of bed without difficulty, meaning she too was having trouble sleeping. She opened the door and the Emperor stepped in. Isia looked out the huge glass door to the balcony and knew it was late. Isia got out of bed and walked over towards the two. They didn’t speak, but Isia knew they were using mental link when the emperor leaned down to wipe a tear from Himeko’s eyes before placing a huge hand on Isia’s head. She was so shocked she froze in place.  
 As the Emperor turned to leave, closing the door behind him, Himeko grabbed her hand and pulled her to the bed. They sat down and Himeko began to speak. “Alpha Tar of the White Mountain pack died tonight in combat against Alpha Cain of the Silent Leaves pack. It was done in honor and as his right. Alpha Cain and his mate have claimed both pups as theirs.” 
 Isia looked down at the floor, her chest burning like her heart wanted to rip out from her torso. “My father tells me that Cain will do right by your sisters. He has also asked me if you would like to go and train with your sisters until you are of age.” 
 Isia’s head shot up. She stared at red eyes that looked at her filled with warmth. “I cannot give you a pack. Nor can I take you out of your vows to me. Too many saw you make them. But I can give you this. I don’t want you to grow up without a family. But this is all your choice.” Himeko’s smile was soft, her eyes filled with kindness. 
 This whole thing confused her. She would grow up with her sisters? Why? What difference would this make? What would this mean for her? “I don’t understand?” 
 “Fine. On your 18th birthday, you will become my protector. My champion. I will send teachers to you and you will learn from them as well as Alpha Cain.” Himeko lifted Isia’s chin up gently with her hand. “Make me proud. Until then I will see you once a year during the week of my birthday. Ok.” 
 Unable to speak, Isia just nodded.  
   
   



 

 


Chapter 3


 


6 years later

 Isia raced up the last of the hill. Her huge white paws covering the ground faster than any normal wolf could. She watched as the trees and the plains rushed by slowly turning into small houses and farmland. She trotted to a stop, Panting heavy and heart pounding in her chest. As soon as she had fallen to a full stop, something crashed into her back. Growling, Isia tossed off the laughing and panting white wolf. "Siai, you ass."

 The other wolf opened her mouth in laughter, breathing heavily. Siai pranced around Isia, her pack filled with clothes shifting up and down on her back. She spoke to her through their mind link. "I'm so excited, sister. We haven’t been back to the palace in so long! And I heard the princess has even invited humans! Can you imagine?" 

 Isia rolled her wolf eyes as best she could. Siai had a soul for adventure. She was always out running through the woods looking for new scents and coming back with wild tales. She was much smaller than Isia, her wolf and humanoid body trained for speed rather than strength.  

"This is not some wild and crazy night. We are here to represent the Silent Leaves, give the gift of our pack and leave. I don’t wish to dally in this city." the voice in both Isia and Siai head came from the wolf trotting out of the wood. Aisi was the biggest of the three in sheer mass, but no way the quickest. At times, mostly close to their parents’ deaths, Aisi could be short and brooding. Yet she had also become honorable and in many things wiser than her years.  
 Siai stopped prancing and lowered her head a bit. "We won’t be able to stay for the party?" 

 Isia leaned into Siai and they both turned their puppy eyes on full force right at Aisi. Aisi opened her huge maw and exhaled. "Fine, turn down the cute eyes, will ya."

 Giggling, the two girls turned and looked towards the north. The gate to Skylight City, the seat of the Skythone was only a mile or two ahead. Carts and beastkin formed a line towards the gate. So many colors and scents drifted downwind toward the trio.  
 Siai shifted first, one moment she was a 6-foot-tall white wolf, the next she was a 5'9 white-haired beauty. She was thin but toned. Their once light brown skin had darkened in the hours of sun. Her long white hair was dangerously close to her butt. They all kept their tails fluffy out of pride. She dressed quickly in the Green and red plaid skirt and with amazing skill, fastened the pleats that match. 
 Before Isia could swing off her own backpack filled with clothes, she saw that Aisi was already dressed in her own matching kilt. She was the same height as Siai but broader. Her own hair was cut short and seemed to spike naturally. While Siai was basically flat in the chest area, Aisi was overly endowed in that area. Something she was just too proud of. 
 Isia shifted. She pulled out a pair of all black pants and a black turtleneck shirt. She slipped them on and then grabbed the red sash with purple dragons flying in a pattern over it. She fastened it over her torso with a chain made of gold.  
 Isia had not been back to the palace since she was 12.  That first time she had come back, Alpha Cain and his mate had brought her. She had thought she would spend the whole time with them, but the princess took her by the hand and bam. Six days of fun. They had eaten, bathed, and played the whole time. Himeko had even managed to get out of her duties during the week. It was great childish fun. For the most part, Himeko would scream that they would do something and Isia would have magnificent fun doing it with the princess. 
 Princess Himeko's magic power manifested that year and she was sent to study abroad in a school filled with different magical teachers.  She would have stayed away if not for the horns that had just begun to start showing. Once they started causing too much attention she returned. They had written letters over the years, telling each other of adventures and hardships. Even though she had not seen her in 5 years, it felt like she was going to see a long-lost friend. 
 While Himeko studied magic, art, and music, Isia studied war, hunting and forms of combat both in and out of her second form. As promised, Himeko sent tutors from all over. Many teaching her skills most wolves would have never been able to learn. In their letters, they talked about their different teachers, the things they liked to learn and the things that were harder for them to grasp. 
 That was until the package with instructions for a tailor and the fabric came with the invite to Himeko's birthday party three weeks ago. The letter asked for two representatives of the Silent Leaves Pack and Champion in training. When her sisters won the right to represent the pack, they were given the kilts they wore now.  
 During the competition and the reward ceremonies, Isia had just watched. It wasn't until that moment she had ever felt alone. She would never have colors or be a part of any pack, clan or pride. Her whole life would be this duty. She would be the Princess’s warrior, not her friend. 
 It was not like she forgot her duty, and though the pack had treated her well, but she was never one of them. They had taught her how to hunt and function in a pack, but that was what they were honor bound to do. She was nothing but an obligation. She knew it, had always known.  
 Yet seeing her sisters happy and in colors did make her bit proud. They had become fine and honorable women. If that meant she would wear black and be pack-less than it would be her honor to do so. She would try her best to not feel pity for herself.  It was only 200 years, and if Himeko has a lot of enemies, it won’t even take that long.  
 Maybe it was that she would never be allowed to wear any colors or styles that represented Pack. Maybe in time she and the princess would become close. Maybe the Princess would choose a mate early and have a hatchling Isia could grow to love and secretly think of as her own pup?  Maybe she wouldn’t always feel like she was surrounded by everyone, yet alone? 
 "Let’s get going, I’m hungry."  Aisi turned away from them, tail wagging, and headed for the city. The other two sisters, close behind.  
 They were inside the city by noon. Instead of going straight to the inn, they stopped in the market district for food. It was busy, much louder than the village they lived in. So many people were out in forms, buying and trading. Cubs and pups ran around, all staying close to den mothers and mothers. All wearing different types of clothes, some in brightly colored loincloths others in dresses so big they cleared parts of the street.  
 Isia waited as Siai haggled with a fox, who’s three tails were wrapped around pups that fought to get away. Next to the fox mother, a lion male who was proudly yelling about his glassmaking. Isia looked over his wears and agreed that he was talented, and once she told him, he puffed up the way only cats can do.  
 She let him have his pride and marveled at the little figures in every type and color of second forms. They even had little chains that could be colored to match the different colored glass. He noted her interest and then her clothes. His tail stood straight up, and he reached for a box from under his stall. “If you fancy dragons, my lady..."  
 He opened the small box to show a beautiful black dragon. Its wings close to its body and it stood proudly on all four legs. It had eyes that where the tiniest of rubies that seemed to stare at everything. Her interests must have shown on her face because the male sounded greedy when he spoke. "Only 40 gold, my finest work, my lady." 
 Isia started shaking her head but never took her eyes off the necklace. "I could buy the rest of your stall with 40 gold. That is too much." 
 The lion’s tail twitched. "I can go no lower than 35. These are real rubies miss."  
 Isia grumbled to herself a bit. She only had 43 gold. She worked all summer in her free time for the village healer. The mean old bitch had her all but carry her up a mountain only to tell her that the herbs she was looking for didn’t seem ready to be picked. Much worse, the woman made her go back two days later just to say the same thing again. She spent the whole summer at her beck and call, but she did it. She thought to buy a gift for the princess and send it to her, she had held on to the coins for months hoping for the right thing to catch her eye.  
 This dragon was the right thing. But she was a beastkin, and their people as whole loved to haggle. "25 gold for the dragon and a gold chain with the colors of my choosing." 
 The lion hissed a bit so Isia growled back low. "32 gold and you get the dragon and a silver chain.” 
 Grinning because she knew a gold chain would be easy for the princess to obtain, she handed the lion the coin and took the box from him.  She swung off her backpack and placed the box in it before placing it back on. By the time she looked up, her sisters were there with meat on sticks. Aisi handed her one, and they headed off. Silently, they agreed to go check in at the inn together.  
 The Royal Lights Inn was one of the closest buildings to the road that leads to the Palace. It was still an hour’s walk but was where most of the representatives would be staying for the next week.  It was five floors, made of bright stones and bragged to have some of the finest cooks in the country.  
 The doors were massive and seemed to have real gold handles attached. On either side of the doors stood two cheetah males. As they walked up, one of them held out a hand. "Names?" 
 As always Aisi spoke for the trio. "The representatives of the Silent Leaves pack and the Future Champion of Princess Himeko."  
 The two cheetahs looked at one another before the one on the right dashed off towards the castle. The trio watched him go in awe. He was fast even in human form.  

"What was that about?" Siai spoke to them mentally and they both replied with a shrug.  
 The other doorman grabbed the golden handle, bowed low at the waist then opened the door. The trio walked in and looked around. The walls were covered in art of all kinds and the room was empty of all occupants other than a small jaguar male at the front desk.  Aisi walked toward him to check them in, which left Siai and Isia to check out the wall art.  
 After about ten minutes, Aisi was back with a room key and a frown. "We only have two beds. They say the Silent  Leaves Pack only booked rooms for two guests, so we must share. " 
 Isia frowned but said nothing. The rooms here ran at about 200 gold pieces a night.  Even if they all chipped in, they would not have enough to cover the room. Though they had slept in the same bed growing up, they all had gotten too big to ever be comfortable. She resigned herself to either sleep on the floor or share a bed with Siai, who was a kicker.  
 Siai just shrugged her shoulders and leaned on the wall. "Aisi will sleep in the stable. Cows are not that much different than horses.” With that comment, she began to jiggle her own breast. 



 

Chapter 4


 

 Princess Himeko pulled her horse to a stop in front of The Royal Lights Inn. It was one of the cheaper inns that housed the Alphas and representatives who visited the Capital, though still nice.  It had been five years since she had come home and even longer since she had been this excited.  
 Isia was here and after five years of reading about her adventures she wanted very much to see her. Had she changed a lot or was still that shy sweet little pup that had run amuck through the castle with her and played with her in the garden all those years ago?  
 She felt like her best friend was coming home. She had so much to talk about and so many things she wanted to ask that she had not dared to ask in letters. When they had first started writing, it had been so business-like and formal, as time went by, receiving Isia's letters had become one for her most beloved forms of comfort when she missed home.  
 All the teachers that were sent spoke of the young girl’s skills and motivation. She was a hard worker and had excelled at everything. So, when the time had come for her to visit, all she kept thinking was maybe she would want to stay. Skip the last 10 months and just finish up her training here in the capital.  
 Overly excited, she had found out days ago that she would be staying here and took the liberty of canceling her room. She had ordered that the staff notify her as soon as the wolf announced herself.  So, when the cheetah had come running, she was on the horse before he could even finish speaking.  
 Her father laughed when he heard that she wanted a horse at the ready for her, but allowed her to do so for the last few days. Now she was here. Himeko jumped off the horse and almost ran to the doors. But, instead, she fixed her appearance, to the best of her abilities, and waited with gritted teeth for the cheetah to open the door.  
 Once inside she spotted the trio near the stairs. They were bickering. They were all beautiful, their skins a lovely shade of brown with snow-white hair at different lengths. Yet it was her wolf that stopped her cold.  
 She was 5'9, with waves in her shoulder-length hair, her body was lean but toned, her breast sat high and was of average size for a woman of her height. Her tail was fluffy and looked soft as it flicked back and forth. Now her blue eyes shined with laughter as she stood in between her two sisters with her arms pushing them apart.  
 She used to be so small. When she had come back after the first year, she hadn’t grown much. Five years later, and she was a woman. She was beautiful now, with a strong jawline and plump lips, and eyes as blue as the sea.  
 "Princess?" Himeko turned around and noticed the two bear guards behind her. She had no idea when they got behind her or if they had noticed her staring at the girl. They followed her around so much, like huge angry shadows, she hardly noticed them. "Would you like us to stop them?" 
 Himeko turned back to the trio and stifled a giggle. The biggest one had the smallest girl in a headlock. Her poor wolf was trying to free her sister from the headlock but failing. Himeko’s laughter got all three to turn to her and turn a lovely shade of red. It looked lovely on Isia.  The biggest one, she remembered she was called Aisi in the letters, dropped her victim on the floor. She bowed, her large hands clamping in front of her. "Princess Himeko." 
 The one that fell to the floor, most likely Siai, jumped up and bowed as well, following in her sister’s steps. "Princess Himeko." 
 The only one that didn’t move was Isia. She stood there just staring at Himeko. Her mouth was slightly open, her fangs showing bright and white in her mouth. She didn’t say anything just stared.  
 One of the guards behind her stepped forward. He was angry and growling. "You will bow before the Heir." 
 That seemed to break the spell and soon she to bowed. "My princess." her voice was smoky and strong, with just a hint of embarrassment in it.  
 She didn’t like hearing that embarrassment and something protective flickered in her chest. She grabbed the bear by his big arm and pushed him back. "Do not speak to my Champion in that way, she outranks all of you." She didn’t give a second thought to the shocked look on his face as she passed him by. Steady now, she walked over to her wolf. 
 Himeko placed a hand under Isia’s chin and raised her head up. Red eyes locked with cobalt ones and everything felt right. She leaned forward and whispered in Isia’s ear. "You will never have to bow to me. Welcome home my wolf." 
 *** 
 The next twenty minutes were a blur for Isia. She was told that she would stay at the castle and was given quick goodbyes before being tossed on the back of Himeko's horse and holding on to her slender waist.  
 When the sweet music of the Princess’s giggle had rung out in that room, the world had frozen for her. The vision before her seemed to have cast a spell on her. She was so different from the way she remembered her, letting her hair grow to the middle of her back. As the cold air blew towards Isia face, each strand felt like silk on her skin.


 She stood at 5'7, her breast were larger than Isia’s own, and her body was soft with curves. Her voice was still the same, like milk in chamomile tea. Her eyes remained like rubies and were alight with mischief. She was beautiful, with two tiny black horns just at the top of her head that would be magnificent as she grew.  Everything seemed to come together under a black kimono with purple and pink flowers at the bottom of it. And by the Goddess, she smelled of fire and honey. As if her scent didn’t know whether to be strong or sweet.  
 Himeko turned around slightly on the horse, her eyes questioning. "Do you smell something?"  
 Realizing she had just been caught sniffing the princess’s hair, she leaned back as far as her arms wrapped around the princess would let her. "Just the nice mountain air?" 
 Why did that come out a question? Himeko grinned, and for a second, something new flashed in her eyes before she turned back around. "Tomorrow we will go up and hunt. I want to see you in your second form. I know it will be magnificent." 
 Isia felt the heat rising in her cheeks. Why did that make her blush? "Every day has a different event for the afternoon. Most of them are just political events that we only need to make appearances for. But I’m looking forward to the ball and the birthday party." 
 As Isia tried to take all that in and resign herself to sitting through it all, she heard metal clanking. She looked up and watched the massive gates of the Palace open.  
 Once inside, the stable boy grabbed the horse’s reins and waited. Isia got down first, and not really thinking, she grabbed the princess's waist and helped her down. If she was thinking she would have realized that this would force the princess’s body to slide dangerously close to her own. Not to mention, one of the bear guards was waiting on the other side to assist looking awfully angry. 
 But she didn’t think and now they were so close, staring at each other's eyes, and the world just seemed to stop moving. Himeko's red eyes flashed with something just as it had on the horse, and then she was walking away, grabbing Isia's hand as she did. As soon as she entered the castle, she was engulfed in a hug and lifted off her feet. "LITTLE WOLF, YOUR HOME!" the volume of that statement alone made her ears ring. And if it was anyone but the Emperor of the beastkin, crushing her bones like this she was sure she would have ripped their necks out.  
 It wasn’t until she was wondering if she was going to pass out from lack of air that he put her down. He slapped her back bone-crushingly hard before grinning at his daughter, who started blushing at whatever he spoke to her in her head before stomping off.  
 Isia raised one eyebrow and stared at Himeko. Who, in turn just smiled that amazing smile and said in explanation "He is having a good day."  
 "Aye.” They smiled at each other for a second, before Himeko resumed her walk to where ever she was taking them. As they walked through the palace, many stopped to greet the Princess. For each, she gave a simple smiled and for others, she nodded her greeting, but she didn’t stop walking until they were in the royal wing.  
 Isia entered the Princess's sitting room right behind her and watched as the woman dismissed all her maids. Once the room was clear, Himeko turned to her. "Well get comfortable. You’re going to be here for a whole week, are you going to stand there the whole time." 
 "I’m confused. I’m staying in your rooms?" 
 "Yes." 
 They stared at each other, the quick silence making the air feel hot and stuffy. "My princess, I’m sure I can find other accommodations" 
 "Nonsense. You will stay with me in my bed." As soon as the word bed came out of Himeko’s mouth, Isia blushed and that weird spark flashed yet again in Himeko’s eye. "I have dismissed my guards until the week is over. So, I feel I will be safer if you were in here." 
 Isia's heart dropped in horror. The way she said it was like she wouldn’t take a no for an answer.
By dismissing her guards, it put Isia in the sole responsibility of the princess’s wellbeing. "Are you insane? You’re the future monarch, the only Heir. Why are you leaving your life in the hands of a 17-year-old?" 
 Isia had no idea what she said that made the princess smile like that, but it was unnerving. "You have trained for six years for this role. It’s only for a week so just think of it as ...mmm... an internship. Besides, I’m the princess"  
 She’s insane. Still, in shock, Isia watched as the other woman took a seat on a sofa like she hadn’t just dropped a royal bomb on her head. "No. Call your guards back. I’m one wolf." Isia punctuated the 'one' with a finger. "You’re basically a human until you can shift. We have no idea how long it will take for that. Besides I have never even been in a real fight." 
 "Well let’s hope you don’t freeze." Isia stared at Himeko like she had turned pink with spots. The cheer and perk in that insult were just amazing. 
 In the most pampered and high-pitched voice she could think of, Isia mocked her future sovereign. "Well, I hope you don’t freeze." Tossing her hands wide she screamed. "Well me either or we are both dead."  
 Himeko burst out into laughter. Isia watched as her princess doubled over in her seat. Her eyes were closed, and her body was shaking with laughter. The sight of her in such abandon made Isia smile and shake her head in frustration. Her anger was gone instantly and all the tension from earlier was gone. This was the same girl that ran with her through the gardens and stole sweets with her from the kitchens. They had spent a week pulling pranks on the king and dancing together at her 13th birthday party.  She sat beside Himeko and waited for the girl to settle down.  
 "I think that’s the first time anyone has ever spoken to me like that in five years. Oh, how I talked you into trouble that first year." 
 Blushing, Isia looked down at her hands and whispered. "I’m sorry, I just, and I don’t want you to get hurt." 
 Isia felt soft fingers on her chin. Himeko lifted her face up with those soft tips and the instant their eyes locked, Isia was lost. "Never apologize for speaking your mind. I want to hear your thoughts. I have every faith in you. You have worked so hard. So, you can do this.” 
 "Himeko, I..." 
 Himeko rolled her eyes. “What did I just say?" 
 Isia started giggling and their spell was broken, she sat back in the seat and closed her eyes. She spoke without thinking. "I don’t even have clothes for all these events." 
 Himeko shot up out of her seat. "Well good thing it’s early." From the evil grin on her princess’s face, she realized that she shouldn’t have said a damn thing. 
   
   



 

Chapter 5


 

 Himeko comprehended that she might have gone too far with the bright yellow dress. When she had called for the tailors, she had every intention to just have some fine clothes made for her dear wolf, but it all had gotten out of hand. First, she used the excuse of wanting to know what colors went best with the girls coloring, and then it changed to what style. Well, it escalated.  
 When the tailor’s feet left the ground and Isia began shaking her, she should have at least helped save the young lynx. As Himeko finally stopped laughing long enough to grab Isia’s arm and try to pull the tailor out of her hands, the door opened. Thinking it was just another tailor or a seamstress, she didn’t look away.  She jumped a bit when she heard musical laughter she knew well.  
 Forgetting about the growling wolf and her helpless victim, Himeko rushed to the door and wrapped Princess Oasis Amara, second born to the kingdom of Val Amara in her arms. Princess Oasis was a short girl, with silky blonde hair curling down her back, and a round face that made her look younger than her 17 years. She had skin like cream that burned fast in the sun. And blue-green eyes that craved mischief.  
 They hugged, screaming incoherent words to one another. After they had gotten their giggles out, they held each other at arm’s length. “By the Goddess, when did you get here Oasis? Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?  Is your brother here? Your mother and father?” 
 Oasis giggled, pulling Himeko over towards one of the sofas. “Calm down Hime. I came only with my guards. My parents are meeting with some of the barbarian kings and didn’t want me around for that, so I asked to stay with my dear Himeko for a week or two. Goddess, you should have seen them, they freaked out when they realized. I told them Mario could not come with me.” 
 “I’m sure Prince Mario had a fit as well.” 
 Oasis leaned over suspiciously “Oh, aye. Heartbroken! He couldn’t see his favorite Princess. He was so sad when he had to attend the talks rather than flirt with you. My poor brother is smitten.” 
 Both girls’ laughter was cut short by a ripping sound. They looked over at a panting Isia. She was alone, in nothing but a light shift. Himeko looked at the yellow dress torn apart on the floor. Then she looked around. Then back at her wolf, who was panting and staring her down like she was meat. “Isia, where is the tailor.” 
 Isia looked right at her, eyes blazing in displeasure. “Window.” 
 Both Princesses looked at each other, then the open window of the third-floor room, then back to Isia. “Rude.” 
 *** 
 After apologizing to the tailor, Oasis and Himeko spent a few hours ordering suits, dress shirts and slacks for Isia. They didn’t try to put Isia back in dresses and she was thankful for that. Isia wasn’t sure why she had tossed the lynx out the window but hearing about some prince missing Himeko really pissed her off. Luckily the cat landed on her feet and even understood Isia’s frustrations, though the sassy smile did bother Isia just a bit.  
 The princesses pulled another shirt off Isia as they spoke about the happenings in Val Amara. It seemed that the country, which was just southwest of their kingdom, was a place of beauty and music. Val Amara’s main trade was fish, treats of all kinds, and art. Isia had learned from her studies that Val Amarains worshiped Inanna, Goddess of love, war, and wisdom. She didn’t know much about her, only that the goddess's people prided beauty above all in Val Amara.  
 Knowing what little she did about the goddess, she thought the beautiful Princess Oasis would be vapid and cruel. Instead, she was quickly growing to like the teen. Princess Oasis was quick to laugh, charming and just a bit wicked.  
 When they had started dressing her, Oasis had run her hands down Isia’s tight abs only to earn herself a quick slap on the appendage from Himeko. Thinking this would mean a fight, she was surprised when Oasis instead laughed and accused Himeko of stealing all the good cookies.  
 After two hours and a long list for the tailor, Isia put back on the outfit she had brought with her. The princesses had talked non-stop about school, which they attended together for a year, politics, and magic. All of which bored Isia.  
 As the girls animatedly discussed Barbarian politics, Isia left the room and posted herself on the door. On the wall to either side of her stood human guards, both in bright green shirts and puffy pants. They had swords that curved like a hook on their backs and mean looking faces. They didn’t move or speak, so she didn’t either, just stood there and waited.  
 Her mind drifted to Himeko and this Prince of Val Amara. She had tried to focus on the conversation when she was inside the room but now that she was outside of the noise, all she could think about was Himeko. She wondered if Himeko liked this boy. Himeko had asked about him and seemed to delight in the boy’s antics as Oasis told her stories. 
 It didn’t really matter if she had lain with the boy. The dragons lived until they were killed. In comparison, to a human’s lifespan, it was laughable. Even her two hundred years was laughable to dragons. The Emperor was almost 700 years old. He had taken over 20 mates and countless lovers. Dragons were only able to reproduce with other beastkin, which meant the prince would never become more than a lover. He would never be a mate to a dragon. They needed heirs.  
 Himeko’s mother had been a Lion shifter who had died tragically from hunting wounds. But that didn’t make Himeko half dragon. Dragons only make dragons. Though she had never heard of any dragon taking a human as a mate, reproducing with any other than beastkin was unlikely. Some believed it had something to do with marking one’s mate, while many believe the goddess Mara was solely to blame.  
 She knew Himeko would start hunting for a mate, but that rarely happened before a dragon first shifting. Yet, the thought of Himeko getting naked with anyone made her chest hurt. She knew she had no right. Himeko was a Princess. Isia was just a guard. It was not her place to do or say anything, only protect. Besides, she was female. Her thoughts rolled in circles. Isia was trying to think of other things. It wasn’t working at all.  
 When she heard giggling behind her, she turned around to see both princesses in the doorway. “So, can I call you my puppy?” 
 “No.” Isia rolled her eyes and stepped aside as the two other women exited the room. Each one grabbed one of her arms. They locked their arms around hers and pulled her down the hall.  
 “Tsk, I don’t even think you realize how sexy that body is my puppy.” Oasis laughed and lean over to see Himeko as they walked down the halls, “You two would make a beautiful couple.” 
 Himeko leaned over and grinned at Oasis around Isia. “We would make a very cute couple, but I’m the heir and she is my champion. Besides my people would have a field day if I mated with a woman.” 
 Oasis stopped walking making all three of them stopped. For the first time since Isia had met the girl, she looked anything but happy. “What do you mean? I have seen same sexed couples on my way here, many in fact. It’s like Val Amara with teeth.” 
 Himeko chuckled at that while Isia remained silent and staring straight ahead. “There are only two dragons in the world, my father and me. It’s hard for us dragons to conceive a hatchling, so the kingdom tends to go into chaos if we waste our time on same-sex mating.” 
 Oasis huffed and began walking again, dragging the other two along. “That sounds just silly. You have forever to think about babies." 
 Isia flinched at that, her tail wrapping itself flat to her waist, trying to protect itself. While Himeko just sighed. “It would not matter. And if we were caught, many would try to kill Isia. “ 
 “Alright, well I guess I get Isia all to myself then.” Oasis threw herself into Isia’s side, linking their fingers together. "Though, who would know if you started a secret love affair?" Himeko laughed and Isia blushed. Oasis went on like she was in her own world. "It would be like Dusk and Dawn. Poetically beautiful." 
 "Dusk and Dawn?" Himeko questioned the much shorter girl. 
 Oasis grinned up at her. "Oh, aye. It’s the greatest love story in the world, filled with sex and passion and violence. Have you read it, Himeko?" 
 "No," Himeko shook her head. "But I hear you are practicing being a bard, if you know the tale why not entertain us at dinner?"  
 "Wonderful! Will your father be at dinner?"  
 Himeko nodded. "Yes, but he is molting so let’s keep it clean." Well, that explained the hug from earlier. Once a year, a dragon that can shift starts molting. In their second form, it just meant they got a bit bigger and each scale got a new harder layer. In human form, they could act irrational, going from happy to sad, to frisky in a moment. Most dragons, in the past, stayed in the second form during that two-week process. They never knew when it would start but the signs were easy to spot, like overeating at meals and the insane mood swings. Random things could set them off and most of the time they didn’t know they were doing it until later. 
 Oasis crinkled her cute nose. "That would be no fun, the best parts are just dirty." she grinned at her own joke.  
 They stopped in front of the dining room, and the shifters guarding the door opened it wide for the three. Isia had expected hundreds of people, but only the king and a maid were there. He was sitting at the head table, the maid in his lap, feeding him. They were both giggling and trading whispered words. 
 She heard Himeko sigh as they walked towards the table. Servants pulled out chairs and the three sat, with Himeko on the kings right and Oasis on his left. Isia sat next to Himeko. Since the king was already eating, she began to fill her own plate.  
 "Father, why don’t you return to your cave for the night?" Himeko tapped the servant’s arm, signaling for her to leave. She did, blushing and making eyes at the emperor as she left.  
 "Later. I wanted to have dinner with my daughter first." The room got quiet and only the sound of Isia and Oasis eating could be heard. It was clear that the two dragons were talking over the link. "Fine, as soon as I am done eating." 
 The king grumbled adding more food to his plate. Smiling, Himeko turned back to her two guests. "You must come hunting with us. I know how you hate waking early but it will be great fun." 
 Oasis rolled her eyes then took a sip of her water. "Fine, but only if we go out tonight. I really wish to taste the wines in this region. " 
 The emperor snorted. "Neither of you are old enough." 
 Both girls pouted while Isia just grinned. Dinner was pleasant and all of them joked and laughed. They told stories and even Isia spoke of the mishaps she and her sisters got into. All was going well until Himeko suggested that it was time for her father to return to his true home.  
 In a flash, Dorvo's glass hit the wall. The hall was completely silent. He looked down at his hands, they were shaking. "My apologies. I am not myself little ones." he looked at his daughter and kissed her forehead. "Thank you. I will return in the morning. I expect you all for evening court." with that he stood and began to walk towards one of the large windows. "Remain in the castle." with that he hopped out the window. The beatings of very large wings fill the silence.  
 "Is it always like this?" Oasis turned from the window she was staring at back to Himeko.  
 "No, sometimes he can tell on his own. It’s best just to keep him, if possible, in dragon form. It balances him more. My father likes to deny it if possible, he hates it. " 
 "Tsk, I really wanted that wine." 
 Himeko grinned which made Isia grimace.  



 

Chapter 6


 

 Himeko stared at the three sisters. They stood on her balcony, covered in already healing scratches and bruises. Siai had a black eye, while Aisi had a lump on her forehead. Poor Isia lip was cut open and glass was in her hair. Dusty and looking angry, they walked in. She had no idea how they scaled the 5th-floor wall, it was smooth as a cub’s bottom, but she would be sure to ask that later. 
 Oasis and Himeko had changed into nightwear and sent out Isia for drinks. The wolf had refused at first but agreed only after Himeko accepted more guards outside her room until she returned. Himeko could have asked the servants to fetch wine but the risk of her father knowing was too great.   
 Isia walked over and handed her a bottle of wine. With a grunt, she sat down at the table. The other two she-wolves sat down next to her and pulled out their own bottles. Aisi drank deeply from her bottle and handed it to Isia who did the same.  

"They are triplets." Oasis looked at Himeko in wonder. Himeko smiled and pulled Oasis to the table. She pulled two glasses from her water tray and poured wine for both Oasis and herself.  
 "Well, what happened on your little adventure?" Himeko looked at Isia, who was now drinking from, Siai's bottle.  
 "We were out trying to find a drink ourselves, the bottles were a bit overpriced at the inn, and bam, we catch our sister's scent. So, I attacked her.”  Siai grinned at Himeko, her eyes filled with mischief.  
 Aisi picked up the story. "Oh aye, they feel back into a  bar, by the time I walked in everyone was fighting, almost 15 people in that brawl. By the time the city guards came, we all had trashed the place. They made us pay about 7 gold each, and let us go." Aisi handed the bottle she was drinking from to Siai. “The only reason we were not put in chains, was the owner. The old guy thought the fight was great fun.” 
 “The old fart threw a chair at me!” Isia's passed the bottle to Aisi and laid her head on the table. "We went to a new inn to buy the bottles, but I couldn’t afford it so Siai covered it. In exchange, I told them they could visit but only for a few hours. I’m sorry, my Princess." 
 "Cheer up sister, we are all broke now." Aisi patted Isia's hair, forcing bits of glass out.  
 Himeko looked at Oasis, who now was poking Siai's biceps. She would have removed Oasis's hand, but the smaller sister was flexing for her indecently. “How could you be broke? You have carried the rank of lieutenant since you took the role of champion." 
 "Yeah, I was told," Isia accepted a bottle from Siai. She didn't drink just sat up and looked at Himeko. "I’m still broke." 
 Himeko blinked in surprise before she took a sip of her wine. "At your rank, you make over 50,000 gold a year. So far, I have only sent your living expenses to the Alpha's of the Silent Leave, but if you need more, all you had to do was let me or the treasurer know. Goddess, you worry over money with a small fortune in the treasury." 
 All three sisters froze in place. They took a moment then started yelling. They banged on Isia's back and she, in turn, pushed them away and laughed with them. After a few moments of this, they settle down and started talking about the bar fight in details...  
 Himeko had no idea why she looked at Isia, but when their eyes met, she was locked in. it was brief, and they looked away, Himeko adoring the blush the other girl wore now. Oasis caught it. She stood, just a bit wobbly, and raised her hands up high. "That endearing glance you two shared just reminded me of the tale I promised to tell.” 
 Himeko glanced at Isia, who was drinking to avoid her sister’s eyes. "For it was done and so it must be told, I tell the Tale of Dusk and Dawn. 
 As it was, in the day, the gods of light worked on the world. They created beauty and arts, wisdom and all its works. They created the plains and the birds, and they enjoyed it all. At night, the gods of dark worked. They created caves and stealth, the deeps and The Undo Roads, and monsters to walk in it all and they enjoyed it all.  
 In the Day, one Goddess worked harder than any other. Inanna, Goddess of love, war, and wisdom. She woke with the light and till the moment it was replaced by the dark, she worked. One such morning, she awoke just a minute earlier. She stood and stared into the dark. There she spotted a figured standing next to a great many stocks in the ground.  
 The figure was dress in fine armor and staring at the stocks. She spoke aloud and mostly to herself. 'A year you will take to breathe one breath, Beauty can be found in each cut of your skin, and yet you feel incomplete.' 
 Entranced by the deep and unusually beauty of this figure's voice, Inanna took a step forward. With the sound of her one step, the figure turned around and their eyes locked. In the seconds before night became day, they stood locked into each other’s eyes. It was then that the light of day came, and for a few more moments they looked upon each other before the Night Goddess disappeared.  
 Spellbound and in love, the goddess Inanna ran to her other gods of day and ask if they knew the stranger she had just met. When asked what she looked like, Inanna spoke of armor that shined like jewels and eyes both blue and purple. Confused, none knew of any like this. Sadden, yet determined, Inanna went back to the stocks in the ground. All day she stared and was breathless at the details and beauty of each stock. She remembered what the other had said. And she too felt these incomplete. 
 She looked around herself and stared at the flowers and the grass. All day she had done nothing but look and wonder, yet moments before the day would end, she weaved simple but beautiful greeneries and covered the stocks in them. And so, trees where completed. She sat beside a large one she had named willow and waited for Day to fall to Night.  
 When Night fell, she stood and marveled at the beauty around her. She had not known the night could be such and was breathless by it. Consumed by her wonder, she was almost taken aback by the presence of the woman before her.  
 "Mara, Goddess of Nature and Death" with that introduction started a love affair like no other. Mara would walk in the day for many hours beside Inanna, who in turn, showed her the beauty of the day and the many things the gods of the day did. For this gift, Mara taught Inanna night and all its wonders. And they did this for many years. 
 They made love in the sea, and from their lust they birth mermaids. In the sky, their cries of passion awakened the birds and gave them strength. In the plains, any mare that saw them fucking grew a horn of magic.  But their favorite place to make love was the forest. They say the trees that saw them finished together, would hold their long breath at the instant of their passion. That white birds would blush and forever be turned red.   
 It is said that they would lock eyes and know each other’s feelings. Sharing in them, it was during the day, while sharing one of these moments, that Balas God of War and Might caught them. His anger boiled in his blood for he wanted Inanna and thought she should be his wife, so that they may rule over day together.  
 Balas convinced the other gods of day to help him banish all the gods of dark back to the night. They agreed and so the Ward was built. A ward that kept those of night in the night and those of day in the light. For many days and nights, both Goddesses wept. Their tears finally came together to make the Grand River that runs down the whole of the continent.  
 The night after the river was connected. Mara drank from the river and felt Inanna's sorrow. Refusing to let her love cry, she waited for the moment when the sun would take over the sky and forced it to slow its climb. Homi, the sun god, was outraged at Mara's arrogance. But Mara's power and love were greater than Homi’s anger. Inanna finding that the ward was weak ran into Mara's arms and swore that she would love only her Mara. In the light of dawn, they wed each other and loved each other.  
 Now it is known that the eyes know the soul, and when their eyes had met all those years ago, they had been destined for this moment. And it is so that in Val Amara, all married in the light of dawn. 
 But I tell you that this is the story of Dusk and Dawn, so know that though Dawn brought them happiness Dusk brought them pain.” Oasis hiccupped and grabbed her glass of wine. Her audience was completely enraptured by the story. Himeko had known that Mara and Inanna were mates, but she had not heard the tale of how.  
 Thinking that Oasis would finish the tale, all was quiet. Oasis smiled, then sat down in her seat. "Dusk is gloomy and will have to wait for another night." 
 "Goddess damn you, you got me all pumped up for it." Isia was drunk and her voice was loud. Her smoky voice was slurring as she spoke. Himeko wondered if Isia remembered that she should be protecting her but figured that was why she didn’t relieve the guards she insisted Himeko have while she went searching for wine. Aisi seemed to be the most stable one, but she kept closing and opening her eyes slowly. Siai was the worst off. She was now reaching for Oasis's night shift and pulling it down to staring at her cleavage. This of course made the girl giggle and move ever closer to Siai.  
 Himeko spent the next hour drinking and trying to keep Oasis and Siai from taking advantage of each other. Aisi and Isia were singing pub songs and the whole night had gone well. When Oasis declared she was ready for bed, Aisi had to grab Siai to keep from following. Laughing at her sister’s insanity, Isia watched as Aisi took their leave by way of the balcony, fighting the whole climb down.  
 Himeko watched all three from her balcony doors. She had drunk far less than any of the others but still, she felt just a bit light headed. Isia turned around and smiled at her. It took Himeko's breath away. It was those blue eyes, glossed over with drink and laughter, she looked free. Isia was calm and contented. As Isia walked closer, Himeko's heart pounded in her chest.  
 In the morning she would blame it on the wine. She would pretend it never happened and that it was just the drink and the love story. Or she would demand more. For now, she would do what she wanted from the first moment she saw her wolf at the inn. Each step Isia took closer to her, made Himeko’s heart beat faster. If she pulled away, she would never bring it up. If Isia pulled away, she would pretend it never happened, but she needed to know. Once in arms reach, Himeko pulled Isia gently towards her. Their bodies fit neatly against each other. There was not a single part of her mind that told her this was wrong or that she shouldn’t do this. 
 Himeko moved slowly, giving Isia time to back away from this if she wanted to, but she didn’t, and their lips met. It felt like someone had hit Himeko with a lightning spell. All at once her body reacted. Was this how it was supposed to be like, like everything stopped, space, time, breath? It was gentle. And when Isia pulled her closer, Himeko almost yelped in surprise. Yet what made her melt into Isia’s body was when her tongue slid in between lips. It was so innocent. Testing each stroke, learning each other’s taste.  
 The first kiss, her first kiss, could not have been more perfect. Isia tasted like ale and ice. The kind of ice that could burn you if you touched it too long. She felt safe, curled up in strong arms, her own arms around Isia’s neck. She ran her fingers through Isia’s hair and the girl moaned into her mouth. It was everything she had no idea she wanted.  
 When they broke away from each other, they were both panting. Isia was staring at her with surprise in her bright blue eyes. She wanted to comfort her, but her own mind was racing with thoughts that didn’t make sense. She went from thinking how soft Isia’s lips were to how strong her arms felt. Was the kiss as perfect for Isia as it had been for Himeko? Would she push her away?  
 Instead of gathering the courage to ask her, all thoughts went away when Isia’s lips met hers again. This time was even more perfect than the last and she felt her knees get weak even as strong arms held her up. They broke away again only to exchange tiny quick kisses that made Himeko feverish.   
 When they finally stopped, they stood beside each other under the moons. Isia’s head was resting on Himeko’s neck. She, in turn, was staring at the two moons. It felt as if the Twin Gods where nodding with approval at the match before them. She shuddered when Isia’s hand ran up and down her spine. “Are you cold? We should head inside.” 
 “I'm a dragon.” The words were whispered into Isia’s neck and even if Himeko could get cold, she was far from it. Instead, she was burning up, her skin was on fire. She wondered if Isia could feel it.   
 Isia chuckled and untangled herself from Himeko. She took her hand and pulled her back into the rooms. Isia’s heart pounded faster inside her chest as she neared the bed and with each step, she thought her heart would give out. Was she ready? Was this happening now? What bothered her a bit was that she knew Isia would be the one to do it. She could think of no one better to do this with.  
 When they got to the bed, Isia let go of her hand and bowed to her. “Goodnight princess.” 
 Himeko watched the other woman turn around and almost laughed as she started towards the door. “And where are you going?” 
 Isia stopped and turned around looking puzzled. “To bed?” 
 “Your sleeping in here Champion.” 
 Isia looked down at her torn and dirty clothes. “I'm dirty.” 
 “I don’t...” 
 “Fine.” Isia cut her off and marched back to the bed. She laid down on top of the covers and closed her eyes. 
 Not wanting to argue but knowing she could not sleep with someone on top of her blankets, she asked gently. "Do you have anything to sleep in?" 
 Isia shook her head no and Himeko was tempted to just tell her to sleep naked. Somehow, she didn’t know where that would lead. She got under the covers on her side of the bed and turned away from Isia. "There are night clothes in the closet. We will have to have some made for you later." 
 Isia grunted but left for the walk-in closet and Himeko got comfortable, wiggling into the softness of her bed. Himeko rolled on her back to stared at her high ceilings and let her mind wander back to the warmth of Isia's body. She couldn’t help but remember the way her moans sounded when their lips touched, the way her chest vibrated with tiny her growls when Himeko slightly pulled on her hair, or how the press of her felt as they kissed. She wondered if this is what lust felt like and if there was any way to ease the tension without making Isia touch her or touching herself. 
 The bed dipped on her right and Isia got under the covers. They were both quiet for a long time. The sound of their breathing and the wind at the window was all that could be heard. Himeko moved her hand to find Isia's and as soon as their hands touched, Isia linked them. Himeko was sliding towards Isia, and Isia was wrapping her up in those arms she was beginning to feel completely safe in. They were warm and they fit together perfectly. They never said anything and by the time they had fallen asleep, neither of them could tell you who drifted off first. 



 
   

Chapter 7


 

 Himeko pulled Isiadown kissing her lightly for only a moment before a low growl came out from Isia lips, and Himeko was being picked up. Isia's tongue met hers and she didn’t care about excuses or being the heir or how it should feel. Only that tongue against hers mattered.  
 She didn’t fight when the bed hit her back or when Isia forced both of her hands above her head. Himeko had no sense of things when she wrapped her legs around Isia's waist. She was still confused about how this kiss could get deeper with every flick of Isia's tongue. She could feel heat, unlike anything she could ever remember spark in her belly. She needed something, and by the goddess, this wolf would give it to her. 
 Isia broke the kiss and Himeko’s eyes shot open. Crimson eyes met cobalt blues, they were both panting, when Isia broke the stare, her eyes went first to Himeko’s lips. Isia's speech was uneven and breathless as she spoke, "we shouldn’t, and you’re the Heir." 
 Angry and wanting the fire to burn her, Himeko said the only thing that made sense. "Fuck the kingdom." She freed her hands from Isia and wrapped them in her white hair, pulling her down for another kiss. Their tongues danced together. Himeko couldn’t control her hips, so they moved in a way that felt both right and incomplete. The flames built again and Himeko feared that it would never burn out. 
 Himeko’s hands ran all over Isia's body. Her fingers glanced over the other girl's breast and the moan she was awarded made the flames burned even hotter. She wanted to feel that brown skin under her fingers, so she started lifting Isia's shirt.  
 Isia growled and broke the kiss. "We can’t do this." 
 Panting, wet, and laying on her back, Himeko was flabbergasted. "We can." 
 "No, we can’t.”  Even as she spoke, she took off Himeko’s nightdress, making her pant as she stared at her with lust. It was like she couldn’t hear her own words. Then there was Isia’s mouth on her breast and pleasure. So much pleasure, she had no idea when her back arched into the wolf’s mouth, but she didn’t care she needed more.  
 “Himeko?” she took one of Isia’s hands and brought it to her other breast. 
 “Himeko…” Isia let go of her prize only to take Himeko’s lips for her own. 
 “HIMEKO!” 
 Himeko shot up out of her dream and into the face of real Isia.  They were so close, lips so close. The girl was blushing and trying to find anywhere to look but at Himeko. 
 “What’s wrong?” as she asked the dream came back to her and she could feel the damp spot on the bed. 
 “You were…moaning...my name. And you…you were…your hands...” 
 “Shut up!” 
 Isia grinned, “With pleasure, my princess.” 
 *** 
 The week went by so quickly for Isia. The meetings and daily court sessions felt long, but their free time was spent with Princess Oasis or Aisi and Siai, or all of them together. Mostly they went hunting or shopping. It was nice and easy. Siai and Oasis found every chance to flirt outrageously, while Aisi spent most of her time pulling them apart.  
 Isia was even getting used to waking up with Himeko more on her than lying next to her. They had done no more than a kiss but each time they did Himeko seemed to find a way to prolong it. The princess had even gone so far as to pull her into closets and bathrooms for quick kisses. It was so amazing to kiss her, that Isia rarely fought back, and protesting when someone could kiss you and make your knees week was almost impossible. She didn’t know what Himeko was playing at, but it was driving Isia insane. 
 The first morning, was by far the worst and the best. Himeko was dreaming of her. Sometimes, she could still hear Himeko’s moans and her whispering her name, demanding something. She would still scent her lust. And by Mara, she wanted to taste it now more than ever. Honey and fire! 
 She had woken up this morning to a kiss on the cheek. In return,  the kiss that she had given Himeko was need and desire and intentions all in one. And Himeko had returned it with even more passion. Isia had no doubt Himeko wanted her, but to do so would but Himeko into a position neither one of them could afford. If not for a maid knocking on the door, Isia doubted either one would have stopped that kiss. 
 Sometimes she would catch Himeko staring at her with this cold and calculating look and other times these red eyes would be staring at her so intently that it took her breath away. Around anyone, she was just normal Himeko, but alone Himeko was different. Alone she would find any reason to drape herself over Isia. She found herself just sitting alone one second and the girl in her lap the next. It was off-putting to have her always wrapped around her, but at the same time, it felt right for Himeko to do so. So, she never complained. 
 During their hunting trip on the first full day, Himeko had run her hands through Isia's fur in such a way that it started to make Isia pant. Himeko had told her that she loved her fur and from that point on she would ask Isia to shift for her and curl up in her fur in odd places.  
 It was now the 4th day and Himeko was reading a book while she lounged on Isia in the royal rose garden. Oasis was out shopping, and her sisters went with. If she were in humanoid form, she wasn’t sure how this beautiful romantic garden would affect the mood. To avoid that mouth that tasted of fire and honey, Isia shifted and walked them through the royal gardens. They found a spot and Himeko pulled out a book.  
 They had court soon, and since going back to the room to get a change of clothes would make them late, she decided to just go in a second skin. She now had a few finished suits and lay about outfits done by the seamstress but most of the fancier items still had not arrived. She didn’t really feel like wearing clothes that cost more money than she hardly ever held, so the second skin was perfect.  
 Himeko turned a page from her book and without looking up she asked, "Would you like to lay your head in my lap little wolf?" 
 That was another thing she was getting used to or trying too, Himeko had become a shameless flirt when they were alone. Huffing, Isia moved her head further away from that tempting lap. The rose bushes hid them mostly from sight but sitting like this was mostly innocent. "If that makes you so uncomfortable, you could shift back, and I can lay my head in your lap." 
 Closing her eyes, because the princess was just outrageous, she almost missed the scent of another wolf close by. She stood, making Himeko catch herself or risk bumping her head. "Rude wolf." 
 Isia ignored her and watched the entrance to their little corner of the rose garden. She let out a low warning growl bracing her paws apart and waiting. The man that walked in the entrance broke Isia's heart. It had been six years, but he had grown to be the spitting image of his father. Their father.  
 "Heir, Champion." the Alpha bowed to them both. Tac, Alpha of the White Mountain pack, smiled at them both, but those cobalt eyes seemed to settle on Isia. "I was hoping to speak with you Isia, you and your sisters. If you have a chance..." 
 Himeko's hands were in Isia’s fur, almost gripping. "I’m afraid it won’t be today, my Champion, and I seem to be late for court." 
 Tac bowed again and stepped aside. The only reason Isia could move was that of the fist tight in her fur. As they passed her brother, her eyes never left him. She never spoke about it, but she remembered Tac well. She had no idea why it had never occurred to her that she would meet the Alpha of her old pack again.  
 He didn’t follow, and she was grateful for it. She wasn’t ready to face the White Mountain Pack just yet. Himeko pulled her along the halls, and Isia could feel red eyes on her as they headed to court. In her wolf form, Isia was huge compared to the princess. She also moved faster, so she had to watch what she was doing or risk dragging the princess along.  
 "Isia?" Isia looked over to the questioning woman, their eyes locked as soon as they met. "Are you ok?" Himeko leaned in close and whispered. "Want me to kill him? I can do that you know I am a princess." 
 Isia snorted in laughter and Himeko smiled at her. "We don’t have to go to court. We could go to my room and just talk." 
 Isia shook her big wolf's head, she didn’t want meeting her brother to be a big thing she would have to talk about. She knew Himeko meant just that, that they would just talk. Yet she didn’t want to and as weird and boring as the court was, it was better than bringing up the past. Himeko's fingers dug deep into Isia's fur as they walked along the hall in relative silence.  
 *** 
 They were in their seats at court in no time, Himeko beside her father, and beside her, Isia dozing off on the floor. For the last four days, they attended afternoon court. Alphas and leaders came to ask for something, like more lands or longer hunting seasons. It was dull. They kingdom seemed to be in tip-top shape and most of this shit they could have dealt with on their own.  
 Isia could tell that Himeko was asking questions through mind link with her father as she studied and learned. She was also patting Isia like she was a common house pet, but she didn’t mind. Himeko’s hands felt nice and it was putting her to sleep.  
 When the Herald called for Tac, Alpha of the White Mountain pack, Himeko's hand went still in her fur. Isia suppressed her growl only by closing her eyes shut and focusing on her breathing. He was an alpha and he had a right to be here. If she made a scene it would look bad for Himeko.  
 "Your Immanence, I would like your permission and the right to hunt down my mother's killer and claim back my sisters to White Mountain. " it was only the four of them, the Herald and two guards in the hall, yet it felt like everyone was taking in the silence. 
 "Murder? And what proof do you have of this act? Or that the killer yet lives?" the king turned to his daughter who stood still. For everyone else, it appeared that  Himeko didn’t move. Yet the nails digging into her fur told Isia that Himeko was anxious. 
 "I wounded my brother Tie, but he got away from me along with a few other brothers that sided with him. They move in and out of many pack lands, lands that I cannot cross. If I could just have the permission to hunt him..." 
 "What proof do you have? I will not ask again." 
 Tac stole a glance at the princess. "My sister, Isia, witnessed the crime." Isia stood at his statement but did not deny or approve it. Instead, she stared at Tac.  
 Dorvo didn’t miss a beat. "And you know for sure that he lives?" 
 "Aye Emperor, he...he is the Rogue king.” 
 Isia began to pace behind the thrones. Her tail twitching, something was wrong here. The Rogue king was just an alpha of rogues and bandits. The name king was an insult all its own, for only humans had kings and many kings did not have honor. There had been many rouge kings over the years. They popped up, they stole from the wrong clan or pack, and then they were hunted down, most of the time by the army itself.   
 So why ask to hunt down Tie? Why wait this long? Killing the King has consisted of a thankful act but not one that granted you any awards. You were pack-less as soon as you became rouge so it’s not like Tie was dishonoring the White Mountain. So, what? Isia looked at Himeko. She was calm outwards, but she could see the rage venting off her eyes. She looked at Tac, the fool wasn’t looking at the king, and he was looking at Himeko. 
 Isia shifted and walked over to her brother. The way he looked at her naked body made her skin crawl. "So, for six years you have been catching our brother’s scent in the wind and you have done nothing about it?" 
 "He was weaving through many territories, I could do nothing." he almost sounded like she was whining. 
 "Nay? And how do you know the king is your brother? Did you see him?" the Emperor got up and lifted his hand to assist his daughter up. 
 "Hmm. There is no award for killing Kings, Alpha." Himeko stood up as she spoke. "But revenging the death of a parent would be necessary for one seeking courtship with an Heir. In fact, such dishonor would take you right off the list of single alphas’ I can pick my first consort from." she said nothing else, just turned to leave.  
 "I have been told it was him. It’s my right to hunt him down. And I admit, I want your hand, if it got out that the king was my brother, my chances would fall even more. So if they found out that my mother was killed dishonorably, and I did nothing about it." Isia stared her brother down. He looked at the emperor then back to her. “Sister...” 
 "I am not your sister. You have shamed yourself and your pack enough now, go home. You seek to honor our mother only to sit your ass near power."  
 With a growl, she turned and followed her princess out. She stopped long enough to hear the king laughter. 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   



 
   

Chapter 8


 

 Back in Himeko's room, the princess watched as her wolf paced back and forth. She was in her human body and naked now, but the anger radiating off her was not the mood Himeko was hoping for. It was distracting as hell to watch those breasts bounce up and down as she stomped back and forth but still not what she was hoping for.  
 In truth, Himeko had no idea how to seduce anyone much less her uptight wolf.  She could ask Oasis, but the other princess tended to side on the tack of extreme everything, so it would have to be her last choice. Since the first night, Himeko wanted her. wanted that dream to be real and the fire in it to burn her. 
 For now, Himeko needed to focus on her wolf. In the meeting, her father had told her to through mind link, that Tac had felt wrong before closing the link completely. She had no idea what to do with that information, and from the angry look on Isia’s face, it would only worry her more. 
 "Are you ok?" 
 "Yes," Isia didn’t even look up just kept pacing. 
 "Your brother..." 
 "He is not my brother." 
 "Ok, Alpha Tac, what he said, is it true?" 
 "Is what true?" 
 "That you saw it?" 
 Isia stopped pacing. Isia looked up at Himeko then started pacing again her tail flicking from side to side. "Yes." 
 "So, your mother was..." 
 "Yes."  
 "You don’t have to talk..." 
 "It’s fine.” Maybe it was being raised as royalty but the cutting off words were starting to grate on Himeko’s nerves. That and the fact that her wolf was so upset. It was making Himeko miserable.  
 "Are you..." 
 "Yes, look. Tie killed my mother in her sleep, I tried to stop him, he almost killed me, Tac came in and saved me, my father entered saw my mom's dead body and attacked Tac. Tac won, my father ran with me and my sisters.  Good enough?" 
 Not really. "Isia..." 
 "I don’t need your pity." 
 Himeko took a seat on a sofa and contented to watch Isia for a time.  She was already resolved in making sure this king was tortured slowly just for the anger her wolf was feeling. "Isia ...?" 
 "Yes princess." the bite in Isia's voice irritated Himeko more. 
 "Your tone is noted, Champion." 
 Isia stopped pacing and turned fully to Himeko. "Tac's plotting something." 
 "I have no doubt. He wants my hand. Though many just...." 
 Isia stumped closer. "No Himeko, Tac was different from the rest of my siblings. He wasn’t officially kicked out of the pack, but he lived on the far edges of our land. I never thought of it until now, but I wonder how he got back to the village that night, just in time to help." 
 "What are you...?” 
 "Maybe Tie told him of his plans, they were litter brothers. You see how close my sisters and I are, I wonder." 
 "You think Tac knew you mother was going to be..." 
 "Why he was in the village, was he seeing someone and if not, how did he know about Tie." Isia had already resumed pacing so Himeko just sat back. If Isia wasn’t going to listen, then Himeko would  just sit back and enjoy the show.  
 “It doesn’t make….he was. Fuck him.” 
 “Do you want to…” 
 “No. it is not important.” 
 Himeko stood, grabbed some knitting and walked out the door. She was at the end of the hallway, when Isia, draped in a long robe-Himeko’s robe- caught up. The wolf let out a long growl. "Where are you going?" 
 Himeko smiled as innocently as she could. For some reason, that robe on Isia made her heartache. She liked it, and as a dragon that hoarded everything with a fierce jealousy, it felt just a bit too right. "Oh, I can speak in your presence now?" 
 Isia's frown was instant and cute. She looked appalled and quickly and slowly started rubbing her own arms. "Princess, I’m so sorry.” 
 Why was this hot to Himeko? Seeing Isia look so shy and innocent did something to Himeko. "Well, seeing as you are now paying me attention, I wish to go out to the market." Isia stood and began taking off that robe that looked just delicious on her. "No, I want you to come as human." 
 "If you would give me a few minutes to get dressed, my princess, I will be more than happy to escort you." Himeko loved it when Isia called her 'My Princess'. It sounded possessive and Himeko took it that way. It made her feel loved. 
 Back in the room, Himeko waited for Isia. She put her sewing away and grabbed a light coat instead. Isia didn’t make her wait long and she was ecstatic as always with the master tailors work. Isia wore a black suit  and shiny black shoes. Her bright red dress shirt fit perfectly. She had lazily not buttoned her two top buttons and she was holding a tie of the same color as her suit with red and purple stitching.  
 In the last few days, Himeko was trying and purposely failing at teaching Isia how to tie a tie. It was a skill she had learned early for her own suits but enjoyed doing way too much for Isia. Himeko suspected that Isia knew that Himeko enjoyed doing this thing. She also suspected that Isia enjoyed the ritual of it just as much as Himeko did.  Today she left it loose so Isia wouldn’t need to button up her shirt. Besides, she loved looking at her cocoa skin. 
 "If we bring in Tie, your mother’s murder would be investigated. The kingdom must stay out of pack deaths unless it crosses over territory lines. I can have them ask about your mother." Himeko patted both of Isia's shoulders and stepped away. 
 “If Tac was involved, then he will kill Tie long before they would get him back here for trial. Maybe I should go instead?" Isia placed a lock of Himeko's black hair behind her ear. Their eyes met, and electricity passed between them before Isia took one of Himeko’s arms in hers. They walked out of the sitting room and proceeded down the hall.  
 "I can have a trusted general sent with Tac. Tell him to keep an eye on him. Do you need to know, or is bringing him to justice what you really need?" 
 Isia looked down at the floor, seeming much younger than her seventeen years. "…I think so. I think Aisi needs it more. She fought with mother the night before and I think she blames herself. Maybe if she knew, she wouldn’t have so much anger in her heart." 
 Himeko stopped them. Turning to Isia and lifting the wolf's head up. Himeko smiled at those confused blue eyes. "I understand, Champion. I will have Tie brought here alive." 
 "Princess..." 
 "Enough, my wolf, this is stressing you. I will have it done.” Himeko patted her face and started them both down the hallway. 
 Isia got close to Himeko’s ear and whispered for only her to hear. "…thank you." Himeko nodded and wondered why those words made her blush.  



 

Chapter 9


 

 The marketplace was full of beastkin running back and forth, yelling and laughing. The first time Isia was here, she felt like it was alive. When her sisters or Oasis's guards was here, she felt just a bit on edge, but with just Himeko and her, she was completely on guard. As they walked, many Kin walked out of the way, bowing at the waist. Some tried to approach, but Isia snarled at them and they backed away. 
 When a woman and her child got too close, she growled at them and sent them skidding away. Himeko laughed, shook her head, and pulled Isia closer. She placed her hand over Isia's heart and smiled. "Be at ease, my wolf. There are guards everywhere. I am safe." 
 Isia looked around her and saw that all the guards were looking at Himeko. She relaxed just a bit, but every part of her was still very alert. "You need more guards." 
 "Are you saying that you cannot protect me?" Himeko looked at her with a pout. 
 "No, it would just be better for my peace of mind."  
 "It’s better for mine if my champion was not afraid of children." 
 Isia sighed and huffed a bit. She was right. Isia took Himeko’s arm and walked towards the area of the market that sold jewelry, gems, and other shiny things. Himeko loved shine. Like any dragon, collecting gems and gold came naturally to them.  
 As she watched Himeko rub a gold necklace like it was a kitten, a scent that was beginning to aggravate her today came up behind them both. She looked at Himeko’s happy face and then at the two guards that were inching their way closer in a nonchalant way. Happy that the guards were close enough to watch the transfixed princess, Isia smiled and waited for the scent to come closer.  
 Once the male was right behind her, she whirled around, grabbed his neck, then took his feet right from under him. When he hit the ground, the hand that was crushing his neck slowly began to shift into claws biting down into his skin . "Ah, Alpha Tac." Her voice came out cold and musical. 

He was still looking up at her with both fear and amazement. Their matching blue eyes stared at each other in challenge. His voice was choked as he spoke, though he tried to make it seem less so. "I see the Champion is at top form. They have been teaching you well?" 
 She said nothing, just squeezed her hand deeper into his neck, blood dripped from the skin her nails dug into. She heard two growls near her, but she refused to look away. This male wanted Himeko, and as alpha and male, he had a better chance than she would ever have. Maybe she should just kill him now. Such weakness didn’t deserve to touch her princess. She should just kill him. As she thought it, the coward dropped his eyes, his submission made the growls stop.  
 She snarled as she released him and stood up straight. Two males wearing the ram head shirts of the White Mountain pack were staring at her with hatred in their eyes, so she took a step toward them. Instantly the taller men looked away from her eyes.  The two bear guards that had prevented the two from protecting their alpha, were grinning and nodded to her. 
 Irritated, Isia turned her back on them and looked at her princess. The beautiful dragon was staring at a diamond through the light of the late afternoon sky, smiling peacefully. She most likely had not even seen or heard anything that just happened and somehow, that blind confidence made Isia smile. 
 They spent more time staring at gems, but Isia was less tense now. The brief fight and the submission from her brother seemed to have lightened the air around her. She wasn’t smiling at everyone, but she wasn’t snarling either.  Himeko seemed to notice Isia's change, but every time Isia thought the princess was about to ask, she pointed at something that shined. This helped keep the princess distracted until the sun was leaving the sky.  
 Once back in Himeko’s rooms, they took their dinner in the private sitting room with Oasis. The two princesses giggled and whisper together as Isia ate as quickly as possible. Once she was full, Isia stood and walked out into the hall. The guards that kept Oasis safe nodded to her, before turning back to look blank and spaced out.  
 Once down the hall, she spotted two hall guards and ordered them to the princess's door. With the Princess safe, Isia headed down to the baths. For the last few days, she had gotten good at finding time to bathe alone, and out of the eyes of the princess.  
 Once in the huge pool, Isia closed her eyes and tried to clear her mind. It had been years since she had thought of her mother. Of the night she had awakened to Aisi's screams and the sight of both of her sisters trying to fight off their much bigger brother, both too enraged to even shift. Aisi and Siai had fought Tie with little training and very little strength. They didn’t stand a chance.  
 Isia hadn’t even tried to fight him at first. Instead, she stood over her mother, blood pooling on the floor from where she had been cut from ear to ear. Her mouth was open, her dark brown skin losing color right before Isia eyes. She remembered Tac entering, his cold eyes as he looked at his own mother's dead body. Tac had punched Tie away, seconds before Father had run in.   
 Tac killed their father. Their father was broken from grief and any honorable person would have submitted and then explained. If he had, the sisters would have back his claims. Instead he took advantage of their fathers rage and went for weak points. The only reason why he didn't land the final blow was due to the Betas running in. Yes, her father started the fight, but even a child knew that the death of a mate drove a kin into temporary madness. An honorable man would never challenge an alpha at such a time.  
 Isia shook her head. The memory of Tie and Tac's short fight and the scream of rage from Tar as he looked at his dead wife, brought tears to Isia's eyes. In the wake of her father’s rage, Isia had found her own fury and attacked Tie as her father attacked Tac. She and her sisters had fought him with everything they had and in answer, been hurt badly. Nothing had been honorable that night, and she wondered if Tie could explain or even give a reason for destroying their family.  
 Isia laid her head back on the cold marble. It had been six years since then, she was a pack-less, and had duties to get back to. She thought of Himeko, of red eyes full of passion and lips that made her forget everything.  
 They were young enough to write it off as simple curiosity. And she would have to keep this week just that. Could she? Could she forget the taste of her lips or the feel of the Princess’s body close to her own. Could she ever forget the sparkle in the princess’s eyes right before she did something completely unseemly? 
 The next time she returned, she would have her own sleeping quarters arranged and have guards posted. Wondering about the guards and if she would need to have some posted outside the princess’s balcony before she returned to the Silent Leaves, she stood and began to dry off.  
 Dressed, Isia realized as she walked down that she might have spent more time in the baths than she planned. It was late out. Both moons were up and when she got to the doors, Oasis’ guards where gone, and night shift guards stood as replacements for the ones she had sent earlier to stand watch.  
 The rooms were dark. Isia tried to be as quiet as possible as she moved through the sitting room into the bedroom. None of the candles were lit, but unlike her princess, she didn’t need them. On the bed was Himeko. She was in the middle of the huge bed, the covers up to her waist, sleeping peacefully. The shift she was wearing was red and thin. She looked so beautiful, so at peace, that Isia wondered if she should sleep on the sofa instead of risking waking up such a peaceful creature.  
 She had no idea how long she stood staring at the princess, but she had moved closer to the bed and was almost hypnotized by the rhythm of Himeko's breaths. Turning away, Isia barely caught the whispered word. "Isia?" 
 Wondering if the princess was sleep talking, or better, dreaming of her again,  Isia turned back to her only to see red eyes staring back. The princess stared at her for a second, and then stretched those long limbs before rolling onto her side away from Isia. She patted the spot behind her in invitation. Smiling, Isia crawled into bed and wrapped an arm around Himeko. Huffing a bit, Himeko grabbed the arm that wasn’t wrapped around her and pulled it free to use as a pillow. When she was happy with the placement, she dug her butt into Isia's pelvis until she was comfortable. 
 "Most wolves would see that as an invitation,” Isia whisper the words into Isia’s ear. 
 "You will always have an open invitation." the grin in Himeko’s voice made her smile. She kissed Himeko’s neck just to hear her gasps. 
 "Female you pull at my fangs." 
 Himeko turned her whole body around in Isia's arms to face her. Their eyes met when she settled, and Himeko reached up to place her hands on Isia's chest. The princess seemed to be searching for something in Isia's eyes. Becoming a bit on edge by the intensity of that look, Isia decided to take Himeko’s lips with her own. The kiss was short and almost innocent, but when she opened her eyes again, Himeko’s were still closed.  
 Instead of opening her eyes, Himeko buried her face in Isia's chest. “Mara’s lips, you make me feel things, Isia. Things I shouldn’t feel.” When Himeko’s mumbled words reached her ears, her heart skipped a beat She wondered if Himeko could hear it.  
 “Himeko?” It was a question she didn’t know how to ask. one she wasn’t sure how to answer herself. 
 Himeko finally looked at her. She was searching for something in Isia’s eyes again. Isia was not sure what, but before she could ask, Himeko was kissing her again, this time much more deeply. It felt different, like they were both asking questions and giving answers at the same time. Himeko broke the kiss and returned to Isia’s chest. 
 Isia ran her hands through Himeko’s hair and drifted off to sleep. Her last thought was of how that moment felt incomplete. 



 

Chapter 10


 

 "Are you going to tell me what’s wrong?" Himeko jumped in her skin at the voice behind her. She was standing in front of a full-length mirror, Oasis behind her with her head on her shoulder. They both looked stunning. The ball had already started and they, like the princesses they were, went all out.  
 Oasis was in a blue gown that made her eyes look more blue than green and her curls were pinned up. The gown couldn’t truly be called a gown with her skirt coming just before the knees. There were so many layers to the skirt that it was impossible to count. Oasis had sworn that the calf-high boots where for her modesty, but Himeko feared it was just to give the princess six more inches.  
 Himeko, on the other hand, was wearing a ball gown. It was red with purple and black roses stitched throughout. The only part that could be called daring was the back, it was low and stopped just high enough to keep her from mooning the world. Her hair was pinned up much like Oasis’s own hair was. Her horns had been polished, and fangs sharpened for the occasion.  
 "I don’t know." Himeko turned from the mirror and grabbed a drink of wine. "Oasis, have you...never mind." 
 Oasis wrapped her arms around Himeko from behind. "Have I ever had sex? Yes. She was nice, but her brother was better." 
 Himeko covered her face with her hand and tried to hold back her laughter. "Of course, after I told her that her brother was better, she had to one-up him, so I insisted that I must help." 
 "By the goddess, Oasis." 
 "You sound like my Father, so bashful." Oasis let Himeko go and flopped down on the sofa. "Besides, after a summer of helping them one-up each other, I found that I am one of those few people that will never be able to decide by just gender alone. I’m thinking a trio marriage would be best for me." 
 Fully laughing now, Himeko sat beside her friend. "How does your mother deal with you, you could drive the moons to insanity." 
 "Nonsense, my mother adores me. She was so proud that I had managed it for a full summer. She even asked for details. So coy, my mother, and so wicked." Oasis grin made Himeko laugh again. "Besides, the way the beastkin makes love, mmmmm. That’s memories. Delicious ones." 
 Himeko’s jaw dropped. "Siai?" 
 "Oh aye." Oasis sounded dreamy. "I have no idea how she got in my room, but I’m thankful for it." 
 Himeko hid her face behind her hand, hoping to mask her smile. "I told the guards to let the sisters come and go as they pleased. I have no idea why they keep climbing the walls." 
 "Well," Oasis bumped her shoulder on Himeko’s. "I’m grateful for it. Not to mention that she is my date for tonight. So, encore!"  
 "By Mara’s hand! Oasis, you are a force of nature." 
 "Why, as if you are not using that overly toned wolf in your bed each night." 
 "I..." Himeko blushed and looked away. 
 "Oh my! You are!" Oasis began bouncing around. "Well, tell me everything!" 
 Himeko grabbed her friend’s arms to keep her calm. "Hush. It’s not like that. We kissed and that’s it." 
 Oasis stopped for a moment, staring at Himeko long and hard. "But you want more." 
 It was a statement, so Himeko just sighed. “She is dutiful and honorable, and all I want is for her to rip my clothes off and teach me about passion and...and..." 
 "Love?" Himeko turned away from the sadly smiling human. "In my kingdom, no one can get in the way of love. Not even the king. If you are of age, then you are free to love as you please" Oasis gently took Himeko's face in her hands. "Yet, I understand where your laws come from. Your people only get the one ruling line. If my brother, goddess forbids, dies, I will unhappily take the throne, of course, only if I can’t find a cousin stupid enough to do it.  What I’m trying to say is, this is not a fairytale. You have a duty, and so does she.  
 But, if you didn’t have these things, I would tell you that love is a river, and a relationship is a house in the middle of that river. To build a house in water is hard enough. To build it in rushing rapids would be almost impossible. Yet, Himeko, when a house is built in such conditions. Just imagine how strong and beautiful it would have to be. These are the types of love stories that come from books. " 
 Himeko stared at the blonde human for a moment, and then, because the people of Amara could be so poetic and confusing said, "Been waiting use that? Water houses?" 
 Oasis sighed with relief and grinned, but before she could speak, there was a knock at the doors. Shaking her head, Oasis stood and helped Himeko onto her feet before they both called for the guest to enter.  
 The door opened and Siai stood there in a very beautiful kilt. She wore a green vest instead of a shirt and was smiling from ear to ear at Oasis. She held out her hand and Oasis rushed to her, pressing her body on Siai's “Why do the beastkin people have so many styles and music? I mean, you look fantastic, but some of you look like something out of the pages of a history book while others look like future Amaras.” 
 “Oh, you can blame all that on my great-grandmother.” Himeko smiled when Oasis raised one eyebrow at her.  “When she was about 600, she left my grandmother in charge of the country. She flew all over the world, learning music, arts, and everything she could from places no one had ever even heard of on this continent.  In fact, she wrote a book for each land and people she met. I’m sure you have heard of them, the collection is called The Thousand Islands. You know, the ones that tell about Islands where everyone looks like lizard people or people with  half horse bodies?” 
 “Bullshit, those are just fairy tales.” 
 “Nay,” Siai pulled Oasis into her. “When Empress Akane returned, she refused the throne. Instead, she spent the next two hundred years teaching each pack, pride and clan. She taught us music, art and most importantly to her, style.” 
 “Style?” 
 “Aye, she loved clothes,” Himeko cut in, looking at the doorway, waiting for her wolf to show. “She basically used the people of her kingdom as a fashion show. But everyone loved her, so when she disappeared, the people kept up with everything she taught them. Her books are  really mass productions of her journals.” 
 “Well, fuck me. I had no clue.” 
 “Most don’t, but then again, most don’t believe this kingdom is run by dragons. So, are you ready to go dance to the music of the world princess Oasis?” Siai grinned down at Oasis and almost instantly, they were giggling their way off to the ball.  
 Once gone, Isia stepped in. She wore an all-black suit with a purple and red shirt. Now she wasn’t looking up. Instead, she was trying to tie her red and purple bowtie. She still hadn’t looked up when she started to mumble. "They insist on dressing me but ran out in a hurry before tying the damn tie." she dropped her hand to her sides clearly give up. She looked up as she continued speaking. "Can you tie......?” 
 Her words cut off. Now, Isia was just staring at Himeko, mouth slightly opened. The wolf was as still as stone and seemed to completely forget everything. Unable to stop her own blush, Himeko spoke in jest. "...You down to the bed?" 
 "Yes." Both looked at each other in surprise. "I’m mean no. not... I mean I want..., but I mmm no wait what." 
 Himeko laughed at how flustered Isia was. She walked over, only for the wolf to take a step back. "Calm down wolf, let me do your tie." as she tied the bow, she could feel Isia staring at her. She wanted to pat herself on the back for telling all the maids that Isia needed to learn how to tie a tie on her own, so no one should help her. It gave her moments like this, with all Isia's attention on her. 
 When she was done, she smoothed down Isia's suit. Isia grinned and moved her hands slowly through her own white hair. The act was so simply beautiful to Himeko that she had to take a step back or she risked pulling her into a kiss. 
  "Will you escort me to the ball, my Champion?" 
 Isia cleared her throat than step aside. "Of course, my Princess." They locked arms, but before they took a step, Isia reached into her pocket. "I almost forgot. Here." 
 She handed Himeko a small box. Himeko opened it and gasped at the beautiful necklace. On a silver chain stood a black dragon with little ruby eyes. The dragon was made from clear black glass and each scale could be seen in perfection. "It’s magnificent. Thank you." 
 "It’s nothing, just a birthday gift.  You will have so many tonight and tomorrow."   
 Himeko huffed and handed the necklace to her champion before turning around. "It will be my favorite." The necklace was placed on her gently and she turned back towards her wolf.  She leaned forward and kissed Isia gently. "I love it. It’s perfect." 
 Isia looked at Himeko the same way she had last night when she thought Himeko was asleep, with utter emotion. And just like last night, it was gone so fast. "Aye, shall we, my Princess?" 



 

Chapter 11


 

 "Princess Himeko Luna Drakus, Heir to the Skythone, Daughter of the Goddess, Flower of Skylight City and her Champion, Isia Wolf." Isia tried not to snarl at the announcer as she escorted Himeko into the Grand Hall. The use of the last name Wolf was to inform everyone that she was pack-less and was not the announcer’s fault. She was
pack-less and, though it hurt to hear it, she would have to live with that.  
 As they walked toward the thrones, the room got quiet and everyone bowed low as they passed. There were so many colors, so many styles and scents, she was surprised that she even spotted Aisi. Her sister was decked out in the same outfit as Siai and was giving Isia one of her rare smiles.  
 As they passed, her link to Aisi flared. She opened it. "I’m so proud of you, sister." Hearing the tears over the link, Isia desperately wanted to turn around, but didn’t. With so many eyes on her, she could not.  

"Thank you, you look awesome tonight." In return, a snort of laughter cut through the link. She wanted to laugh, but she was already near the throne. Himeko and Isia bowed before the Emperor before Isia lead Himeko to her throne. Isia took her place beside Himeko, standing at attention.  
 The Emperor lifted his hand and the music began to play again. On cue, the hall erupted into dance and conversations, both loud and whispered. As the merriment resumed, Himeko leaned over. Without thinking, Isia leaned toward her. "Remind me to complete a mind link with you. I forgot how dull these things could be." 
 Isia smiled and nodded before standing straight again. Not a minute later, Oasis was on the dais in front of the thrones. She bowed low to the Emperor before speaking. "My good dragon, may I have this dance." her voice was deep, trying and failing to mimic a male’s tone. 
 To her horror, the Emperor giggled like a teenage girl before standing and tossing his long black hair back. Isia's horror only increased when the Emperor of Marain spoke in a horrible girly voice. "Why, I would be honored, but only if you are ever so gentle with me.” Oasis took his hand and kissed it before spinning him out to the dance floor.  
 Himeko was shaking in her chair, one delicate hand over her mouth. Isia almost lost the battle of laughter herself when the tango music started up. Oasis took the lead, having the much bigger Emperor do dips and trying to twirl him around. At this point, Himeko was laughing outright as well as clapping. Most of the other guest also laughed and clapped along.  
 As the music changed, so did the Emperor's dance partners. So many different types of music and dances circled through the next hour of festivities. Himeko left her throne to mingle with the party guests. Isia stood next to or behind her as she laughed and talked with Alphas from all over the country. She did it with such poise and confidence that she seemed far older than her seventeen years. Though, most of the conversations dealt with their sons more than being about themselves.  
 Isia found the whole thing boring. It was all compliments and ass kissing. Mostly, Isia just stood there and made sure no one got too close behind her Princess. When Himeko’s wine glass was empty, she handed it back to Isia. Isia took it and just stared at it for just a second then tossed it behind her with a snarl.  
 When she looked back, the Alpha Himeko was talking to walked away, and her  evil little minx was smiling at her,  “I am not your maid.” 
 “Then why did you take the glass?” Himeko took Isia’s arm, pulling them forward, making Isia’s tail flick back and forth. 
 She had to think about it. “Reflex?” 
 “Are you asking me or telling me, my Champion?” They stopped, Himeko turned to her, taking the time to fix Isia’s bowtie. “I’m sorry. I know you’re not my maid, but you just looked so bored.” 
 “Sorry, it’s just that everyone is so full of themselves or their sons. It’s dull. Is there nothing else we can do?” 
 “Why don’t you do that weird thing that you and your sisters do and climb out the window and down a wall? I will go with you.” 
 Isia paused and looked confused. “Oh, you mean scaling. We learned that from an analysis, espionage and battle tactics teacher when we were 14.” They had all taken a few lessons with Isia when the instructors would let them. One of their favorites was the bear that taught them how to be stealthy. When the old man had entered the village of over 150 wolves, he had not been spotted until he knocked on the Alpha’s door. It had freaked out and impressed Alpha Cain so much that he paid for Siai and Aisi to take the course as well. It had been a hard and amazing winter. 
 “I must read in detail all your training reports.” The grin Himeko gave her made her heart skip a beat. “Well, we can go out on the balcony, but I’m afraid people will just find me there or we can avoid talking altogether and dance?” 
 At Isia’s groan, Himeko rolled her eyes. “You can’t tell me that you don’t know how. I know for a fact that dance lessons were included in your training. I picked out the teachers myself.” 
 “Good, then hopefully they told you how bad I am at it. Besides, I cannot guard you and stare at my feet.”  
 Himeko pouted those perfect lips, but before she could say anything, Oasis was there. “Then allowed me to cut in, Champion.” Seeing the excitement on Himeko’s face, Isia bowed and watched them run off to the dance floor. She walked closer to it, only to almost bump into both of her sisters. 
 Siai was struggling and failing to hold onto Aisi’s arms. Aisi was growling low, and her eyes had shifted from human to canine. She was losing control and fast. Thinking fast, Isia took Aisi by the neck and pulled the skin there gently. She opened her mind link to them only to catch the tail end of what Siai was saying. “Representing the Silent Leaves, we cannot challenge him here.”


“Challenge who? Aisi what do you need, sister?” Siai must have been too focused on Aisi because she looked surprised to see Isia. 

“Tac is here.” Aisi’s eyes finally shifted back and her growling had calmed some. “That dishonorable dog is here.”

 Siai pointed to one of the higher balconies, there stood Tac with another male in the ram skin of White Mountain pack. He was not looking at them but out on the dance floor. A moment later he was gone. She grabbed Aisi’s face with both of her hands, “Listen to me. Your heart is mine’s sister. Yet you are not a White Mountain wolf. You have an alpha that needs you to be his wolf tonight. Do not fail him.” 
 Aisi visibly calmed. She took Isia’s hands and slowly removed them from her face. Her breathing was still just a bit uneven, but she had full control, so Isia let her go. Siai leaned her head on Aisi’s shoulder. “I know what happened to us still pains you Aisi, but we have a new life now. One that our father and our sister have sacrificed to make.  Trying to kill Tac will only end with you in prison and pack-less or worse, your death. You must find something to replace this anger.” 
 “You would have me forgive him? He all but killed our father. He is without honor, yet he wears our father’s colors! While we...” Aisi was staring down Siai, tears in her eyes. Siai just propped herself on Aisi’s shoulder like she always loved to do. 
  Siai didn’t seem to see or care about their sister’s challenge. “Nay, but until more can be done, we must do nothing. So why not enjoy this party, sister? Or will you have him ruin our night?” Siai stepped away and held out her hands. “Come, my huge sister, dance with me.” 
 Aisi rolled her eyes and took Siai’s hands, allowing the smaller sister to pull her out to the dance floor. They were soon spinning around the huge floor and laughing despite the near disaster. Siai had that effect on them. No matter how bad their moods, a couple of words and they had all but forgotten everything. Thankful for Siai’s ability to bring joy to even the surly Aisi, Isia began to look around for her charge.  
 She spotted the two princesses on the other side of the dance floor. Oasis was looking for something behind them. When her eyes caught sight of Isia’s she looked relieved. Not understanding, but already moving toward the duo, she hurried up. Her heart began to pound in her chest when she saw Tac. He was coming up from what had to have been a bow and talking to Himeko with an unnerving smile on his face. His eyes looked wrong, crazed. 
  As Isia approached, Oasis stepped away looking relieved and beginning to relax. When she stepped beside Himeko, the princess relaxed, almost sinking into her side. Himeko didn’t look at her, but she did seem to move close enough for their arms to touch. Preoccupied with the slight scent of honey and fire, she had missed all that Tac had said but got the gist of it when he held out his hand. 
 “I must decline, again. As I said, Princess Oasis has stolen all my energy and worn me out.” Staring Tac down, Isia lifted her arm for Himeko to take. On cue, Himeko took it and smiled at her. Yet before they could leave, Tac grasped Himeko's other arm. "Alpha..." 
 "Take your hand off her or we will take just that hand with us." Dark blue eyes met each other, one in rage, the other with insanity.  
 The whole hall was quiet. The music had stopped, and everyone was looking at them. She wondered if Tac only let go of Himeko because of all the eyes on him. "Champion, the Princess is 18, surely you can see that she is now a woman that can make her own choices." 
 Isia pulled Himeko behind her. "She is still 17 until the sunrise and by your words, has already said no. I believe that no was her choice. We are leaving princess" 
 Tac looked around, that smile never leaving his face. He leaned over to look at Himeko before Isia sidestepped to block him. "I meant no disrespect, Princess. I only wish to dance with the most beautiful woman here." 
 "Then ask a woman." Himeko turned from him. “As my champion has said, I am still a child till the first sun rays. Now, come my Champion. I have grown weary.”  
 As she turned to leave, Tac spoke loud and clear for the whole hall to hear. “Then maybe you need a new Champion. Someone that wouldn’t dictate what you can and can’t do.” Himeko and Isia turned around to face Tac again. “A champion is supposed to stand quietly for their heir until needed, not tell the heir what to do. “ 
 Isia looked at Himeko and instinctively knew where this would go. Himeko’s face was cold, gone was her laughing friend and in her place, was the future monarch of the kingdom. She seemed taller, stronger, and unattainable. The change occurred in a blink of an eye. Tac didn’t seem to notice it.  Maybe that’s why he kept talking. “Your Champion is old school. We are the most powerful people on the continent. You will be the most powerful person on this continent. Why hold yourself to the rules of old.” 
 “And what would you have me do with all of my power Tac?” Himeko took a step toward him, holding her hand up to stop Isia’s protest.  
 “Nothing. If you took me as consort, I could lead our armies to tame this land. I would bring you the heads of its leaders. The Humans, Elves, and even the Dwarves will bow to you, my Empress.” 
 Isia looked over at the Emperor, he was staring at the happenings, but Oasis hand on his chest kept him from interfering. She was whispering something in his ear. “So, you wish to bleed the world in my name? And what assurances do you have that this will work? Why would I even want it?” 
 Tac bowed low before staring into Himeko’s eyes, most likely hearing only the curiosity in Himeko’s voice and not the threat. He was proposing this in front of everyone so that they would know it came from him. But why move so fast so early? Surely, he knew that apprehending the king would have given him better standing. Instead, he insults Isia and acts as if he knows without a doubt that Himeko would choose him. It didn’t make sense. “The ways of our parents is dead. This continent must be under one rule. I have been promised that you are the one that would lead. Our parents did a fine job of raising us, but our country’s growth is stagnant under the weight of their traditions and weak values. The old Gods are dead, the traditions barbaric. We could start our own. Make our own values, instead of adhering to the old ones.” 
 “Values?” Himeko seemed to stand very still and stare into his eyes. She was quiet before turning to her father, then to Isia. “Like honor? Loyalty?”  
 “I do honor you and am loyal to both you and the kingdom. I meant other values.”  He looked around the Great Hall and whatever he saw there seemed to give him more courage. “Choose me as your consort and I will have the whole of the world at your feet.” 
 “You have such passion for this. You truly believe in this.” Himeko turned and stared at Isia for a second before she started back to the thrones. She spoke as she walked, the room of onlookers parting for her. Even as she left Isia’s side, the champion did not move from her place in front of Tac. “You are not loyal to this kingdom. You have no loyalty to my father or his people. Honor is as far from you as the sun from the moons. Loyalty is a joke to you. So, no, I won’t be your little puppet Heir. No, I will never be your mate, and no, I will not dance with you. you make my skin crawl.” 
 Tac looked taken aback like he couldn’t understand or hadn’t imagined that Himeko would say no. In disbelief maybe or shock or insanity, he pointed at Himeko where she now sat on her throne. “You can’t say no. He already promised me you! You belong to me. You crave power and I am the only one that can give it to you” 
 Himeko looked confused. “Why would I crave what I already have?” She looked at her father, who was now looking at Tac like he was the shit of a mouse. She lifted her hand as if to silence him before he could speak. “Forget it. Just leave. I have already declined your invitation as consort and find your courtly manners lacking. So go, and don't return.” 
 Hearing enough, Isia moved to block the thrones and Himeko from Tac’s view. Though she was a good foot shorter than he was, he turned his focus to Isia. “Leave.” 
 Tac leaned down, his voice so low, she doubted anyone, even the closer shifters could hear it. “Think I cannot smell your scent so strongly on her sister. Think I don’t know what revolting little things you and your princess do, it’s evil and I won’t let some degenerate have what is mine.” 
 Unharmed by his statement, Isia spoke through a snarl. “I will not repeat myself.” 
 “Ok Champion, I’m leaving, but remember, she was promised.”  
 *** 
 By the time her father had returned to his throne, Isia was back and her anger near absent. The party was back in full swing, but there remained more glances at the thrones and even more whispering. Isia seemed to be on edge, her stares forcing even the servants away. When the emperor sat, he was not in any better mood.  

“I will have him killed tonight.” Emperor Dorvo curled his lip at the doors Tac had left threw. 
 Himeko looked over the guests, her body outwardly tranquil. “The whole kingdom will think either Isia or I did it. We cannot.”


“Fuck child, do you not see that that wolf is moving into insanity? You were ‘promised’ to him by whom?”

 Himeko wanted to know that as well. Tac seemed to have it in his head that Himeko should be all over him. That his declaration of war would somehow endear him to her, instead of repulse her as it did. “I do not know.”


“No, you don’t, because this is an Alpha with a mental disorder. Wolves don’t act like this! Demeaning, inconsiderate, dishonorable. It’s not their people’s way. In six thousand years, no wolf has ever even come close to treason. Yet this one all but marks you a day before you can begin looking at possible mates.”

 Himeko looked up at where Isia was standing like a statue. She was watching every move the guests made like she was a hawk shifter watching its prey. “Father I understand, and we can take care of this later, but to kill him now makes Isia and I look shady. You know this and it’s just your molting. Please, he is no threat to me while my wolf stands guard.”


“She did nothing! He grabbed you and she threatened him! She should have taken his arm.  No one would have faulted her for that. Maybe we should get…”


“Do not speak ill of her father.” Her coldness had returned. Her whole body felt numb in her instant rage. She could almost feel her back getting straighter, her face settling in a mask that hid everything from the world. This was her defense, her shield to the world.  “She is a teenager. And I gave no order. She did the right thing.”


“Oh, so she would kill for you but only by order? She is a wolf, not a dog to be trained.” Her father’s voice seemed cold, trained, as unfeeling as her own in this state. 

“You insult her then protect her?”


“Ok, I can kind of see what is happening, so you know, sorry. Still, Tac must be dealt with.”  
 Himeko relaxed slightly, and with it, she could see her wolf relax. She had no idea the girl had reacted to her mood like that. She was unsure when Isia had become more diligent, but she knew it had to be the moment that Himeko became that colder protected version of herself. “When you send Tac to apprehend Tie, maybe then he can meet with a fatal accident.”

 Dorvo looked at her only to roll his eyes. “You sound like my mother when she plotted. Just say we should kill him in the woods.” He turned back to the party and called for a servant.  “I can’t have him dealt with that way. I forbid Tac from going.”


“When?”


“During our meeting yesterday. I saw the madness then, felt fishy, so I declined him and sent out a platoon of my fastest. Tracking him will take some time, and taking him alive is the goal, so they tell me six to eight weeks.” The servant brought him a glass of wine and a tray of different foods. 

“Thank you, it will mean a lot to Isia.”

 He took the tray and wine before telling the servant to go and enjoy the party. “In their eyes, you will be an adult soon, for me, it will be another 1000 years before I can think so. You’re my only hatchling.”


“Father?”

 He chewed on some food as he stared at Isia. “I just want you to be happy, so if you want to take the wolf to bed then do so.”


“DADDY!”


“But remember your duties.” He stared into her eyes, and she knew, she could not lie to him. He pointed a stick with meat on it at her as he spoke through mind link. “And remember that daddy loves his baby. But we are dragons. I wish I could give you more, but until an heir can be born, you belong to the kingdom. I am sorry for this, even more, so that by the time you do have one, she would be long gone from this world. So, take her to bed, it will give you great memories of her. But I will say this last thing and hope you hear it, it would be better if you didn’t, it will only hurt more when you lose her.”

 Himeko broke his glance and looked down at her lap. She could feel Isia looking at her. Knew that if she looked up, those cobalt eyes would have so much concern and care in them, that any hope of hiding how she felt would flee. Isia knew her better than anyone. Altogether, they had spent less than three weeks together in the six years they knew each other existed, yet Himeko felt like it had been years at each other’s side. She wanted to tell her father that. She instead, closed her mental shields down tight and tried to sit back up straight. 
 She comprehended what her father was saying. Empress Akane lived for almost 2000 years before she disappeared. Her journals, the real ones, were in the castle library. 2000 years of living and the dragon fell in love repeatedly all over the world. Yet in every one of those books, she had an entry about SR. One entry where she would speak about how every day felt dull without this mysterious person. No one knew who it was, but the desperation of wanting SR back moved everyone so much, that there was a book with copies of every entry she made for SR. It was one of her favorites to read in school, The Fading Love in Years. Himeko never thought the title fit, Akane’s love for SR never faded. 
 Himeko knew she was young and had no idea what love looked like between lovers from anything but books, yet she knew that 200 years would never be enough. Sadly, it was all she had, so fuck tradition. She would live and love Isia. She would not have the regrets of her great-grandmother. But first, she would have to find a way for the wolf to survive loving Himeko without the kingdom trying to kill her. And she had no clue where to start.  
 After an hour and a half, all in which Himeko had danced with her father, Aisi, Siai, and Oasis again, Himeko was ready to leave. Many of the guests had, including the Emperor. Nothing but the slower types of songs were playing. Isia had not said more than three words to her since Tac left.  
 Listening to only the piano play, Himeko knew that there was one more thing she had to do before she left. She walked out to the dance floor, knowing that Isia would follow. Once she had a good spot, she turned to Isia and waited. 
 After a few seconds of them staring at each other, Isia lifted an eyebrow. “I won’t leave here without a dance from you Isia.” 
 There was a moment where Isia’s right lip twitched up before she bowed and held out her hand. Himeko took it and was promptly wrapped in Isia’s embrace. They moved in sync and slow.  Just happy to be in her arms, Himeko laid her head on Isia’s shoulder. Isia was wrong, she was a perfect dancer. When the dance was over, Isia bowed. When she was looking at Himeko again, the princess whispered, “Thank you.” 
 Isia just nodded and followed Himeko out of the hall. When they reached the room, Isia seemed to calm down a bit. She stood in the sitting room as Himeko slowly took the pins out of her hair. “Are you ok?"  
 Isia smiled at Himeko's reflection in the mirror. "Aye, it’s just been a long night. Are you? I felt as though you and your father were having a disagreement" 
 Himeko turned in her chair to look at her wolf. "We were." 
 "What was it about?" 
 "What needs to happen and what I want to happen." 
 Isia just stared at her for long moments. When it was obvious Himeko wasn’t going to say more, Isia tail began to flicker in agitation. "Will you let me stew in my anticipation?" 
 Himeko let everything she was feeling and everything she wanted to do and be done to her, show in her eyes as she looked Isia up and down. She was only satisfied when Isia tail wrapped itself around her own leg and she gulped. Isia didn’t back down from that stare, and that made Himeko smile.  
 "Mara's blade, you told your dad you wanted to have me?" 
 Himeko rolled her eyes and started taking off all her jewelry but the necklace of the dragon. "My father has Dragon Eyes. He took one look at me and knew how I felt. Don’t worry, he told me that I should pursue you while I’m still young." 
 Isia grinned and shook her head. "You lie like it’s the truth." 
 Thinking it was time to change the subject and not wanting to go into that conversation, Himeko walked into her room closet and began taking off her clothes. She had to yell for Isia to hear her. "You will be going back with your sisters tomorrow?" 
 "Nay, we leave in the morning the day after the birthday party." The wolf wasn’t shouting, so she must be right outside the closet door.  
 Himeko finished disrobing and grabbed her bathrobe before walking out. Isia was leaning on the wall next to the door. "You don’t have to go back, you could stay." She tried to keep her voice from sounding too hopeful. 
 Isia pushed herself from the wall, her eyes avoiding Himeko as she walked into the sitting room, Himeko following behind. "I have one year left with my sisters. I kind of want to finish it. Unless, I mean, you need me here." 
 Himeko grabbed the other girl's arm before Isia could open the door to the hall. "No, I want you to be happy. Besides, it's only…..." 
 Blue eyes seemed to search her face. It was a long moment before they stopped. "Thank you."  
 Isia turned around to open the door again, but Himeko stopped her once more. "I have a request. Would you..." 
 "Oh, are there strings attached to me leaving?” Isia cut her off. 
 "No, but there are strings attached to you sleeping on the floor if you cut me off again!" Isia simply smiled at Himeko. Isia could give smiles that sometimes would make her heart skip a beat. It was frustrating.  
 Himeko was going to request a kiss but thought better of it. Instead, she wrapped herself around Isia's arm and laid her head on her shoulder. "Tomorrow, let’s just skip out on all the meetings and extra bullshit. We have no choice but to go to the birthday party, but I want to spend the day with you, away from everyone else. We can run through the woods like fairies. Ok?" 
 “One day without duties?” 
 “One day without duties.” 
 Isia kissed the top of Himeko's head, making her whole body warm. "Ok, princess. But we will not be going far." 



 
   

Chapter 12


 

 After the baths, Isia got Himeko into bed with little fuss from the princess. Her princess was drowsy. In the baths, she watched as the crimson eyed girl slowly doze off while she played with Isia's tail by putting little plaits in it. She was undoing them now as Himeko slept beside her. Himeko had been extremely well behaved, allowing Isia to tuck her in and only demanding a few quick kisses before she passed out.  
 She had joined her in sleep for a few hours but had just awakened right before the sun. At first, she just laid there, wrapped in Himeko and her warmth and the scent of honey and fire for a while. Isia wore only her bra and a pair of shorts to bed, while Himeko might as well have been naked. The nightgown came just above her knees and the thin material showed everything.  
 Himeko looked beautiful in it. She looked beautiful in everything. She is beautiful. And not just outside. She treated everyone the same, she was always kind and considerate. She went out of her way to listen to people, even if they were in a rush somewhere. She was charming. and that was what most people saw, a selfless princess. 
 Yet Isia also knew the parts of her that would make an amazing empress. She could separate everything until only logic and reason were left. She heard Himeko and Oasis plot a prank on Siai like they were plotting a battle. There was no room for failure because Himeko wouldn’t stand for it.  
 Himeko wasn’t just that two dimensional either. She had a softer side that only few could see, as well as a selfish side she kept just for Isia. A side that begged for one more kiss or would give you a soft smile when she thought you weren’t looking. That was the Himeko she liked most, the one that just wanted to hold your hand as you walked and whose eyes told you everything like you were the one with Dragon eyes.  
 And starting today, others would come seeking to know that side. She would have to hold their hands or look into their eyes and Isia would have to watch it all happen. She tried to picture it, some male holding her close, them kissing. Would he even care about her, or would she just be the prize that he could win? 
 Or worse, would he care? Would they fall in love? Would she spend the rest of her life listening to her princess declare love for some lucky alpha male? Would Himeko insist on talking about it? Would that be her life? Listening to her princess talk about some guy that would never be good enough?  
 What happens when more people learned of her feelings for the princess? Would Tac tell? When would they start asking questions about them? Would Himeko get into trouble? Would the Emperor have her killed or would the Kin beat him to it? Would Himeko cry when they cut off her head? 
 Warm arms wrapped around her from behind, as she sat on the edge of her side of the bed.  The sweet kiss to the side of her neck made her both happy and sad. "What is wrong my wolf?" 
 "Nothing, my princess." 
 Himeko's hand turned Isia face to hers. She stared into her eyes before smiling sadly. "You lie, my Champion. And you are not very good at it." And then their lips met. It was a slow and gentle kiss, one that made Isia's heartache for something she would never be able to have. So, she deepened it, pushing Himeko back on the bed. This would be the last day she would be able to do this, so she poured everything she was feeling for Himeko into it. 
  One day without duty, just Himeko and Isia. And they would be perfect together. She would never be able to say otherwise. Not with the way this kiss felt. Tomorrow they would be forever Princess and Champion, so today they would be just two girls, young and happy with feelings they did not have words for yet. And she let this kiss say all that.  
 When she broke the kiss, Himeko looked shocked and beautiful. Laying on this bed, in the early morning light, her black hair messy and perfect, Himeko was beautiful. Her lips were red and plump from their kiss, her eyes like stained glass, staring into Isia’s soul. Isia never wanted her more. 
 The princess laid under her with one hand to her lips and another to her heart as if she could stop it from racing. It was pounding just as hard as Isia’s was, she could hear it. They were both out of breath, looking at each other as if it was the first time. Red eyes never left blue ones, but Isia got her senses back first. “We need to head out, if we stay much longer, your father’s spies will catch us sneaking out.” 
 “I don’t…” 
 Isia cut her off, mostly because the princess hated it so much but also because if they stay, Isia was not sure what would happen. “A day without duties.” Himeko punched her shoulder, and Isia laughed before rolling off her. “Come, I feel like running.” 
 It was the fastest that either one of them had dressed.  They wore hunting pants and brown tunics, hoping that the plain colors would help them camouflage. They took the servants doors out the back, keeping their heads down and hidden in their cloaks. Once they had left the keep, they rode their horses into the woods for over an hour. Their conversation was light, filled with good-natured bickering and about books they both read. Feeling like they were out far enough, Isia tied up the horses and just walked with Himeko. They walked next to a small river, holding hands for only Mara and the wildlife to see.   
 At the loud stomach rumble from Himeko, Isia laughed and considered the water. “We didn’t think this through. We should have brought food.” 
 “Next time.” Isia looked up into Himeko’s eyes, trying to hold back her own sadness. There would be no next time, but she wouldn’t tell her princess that today. Not with her princess looking so happy. Instead, she took off her clothes and shifted quickly.   
 Isia jumped into the creek, diving for her prize and coming up with a fish too small to enjoy.  Tossing it back in, she pedaled around, tossing her wet fur out of her face. She spotted a dam on the other side and drifted over. Beavers liked to make traps next to their dens, and this one was full. The water level inside the trap was lower than the water level of the stream, the tubes that let the fish in were starting to crack, but still looked good enough.  
 She shifted to human to reach her hand in and pulled out an eel. She turned her nose at the nasty thing but turned in the water to hold it out to Himeko on the shore. “Want it?" Himeko shook her head, so Isia tossed the eel back in from over her shoulder. Before she could turn fully back around, something slimily smashed into the side of her face.  
 She shook her head. She knew they were not in danger by the fit of laughter coming from the shore. She turned and faced her foe. The fucken beaver was smashing its tail on the top of the dam, making screeches and chipping noises. It was moving in circles as it screamed and Isia could do nothing but roll her eyes.   
 She turned to leave, only to be hit with a fish in the back of her head. She could see Himeko’s jaw hanging wide open. They made eye contact for only a moment before Isia turned around in a rage.  
 "Isia no!" Hearing more laughter in her voice than authority, Isia took it as a ‘no, it's beneath you’ instead of a ‘no, stop don’t kill the water-rat’. It didn’t matter. She was already on the dam and proceeded to punch the little fucker in the face. The beaver looked stunned but quickly got its wits and began to punch back.  
 They fell into the water, tiny fist and teeth matching blow for blow with the much bigger wolf. The water was a disadvantage, but it wouldn’t stop her rage so Isia kept at it. It wasn’t a fight as much as it was just two wild animals having a brawl in the water.  
 Hands pushed Isia and the beaver apart. The beaver ran back to its dam, while Isia spat out water, completely out of breath. Himeko was treading the water beside her. She had taken off everything and was just as naked as Isia in the water. "That was..." 
 "I don’t want to hear it," Isia growled but Himeko just laughed and punched her on the arm.  
 "He was rightfully angry. You tried to steal from him." 
 "He needs to learn to share, we are guests." 
 "What?" Himeko shook her head then wrapped herself around Isia's neck. Her warm naked body pressing gently on Isia’s. She took Isia's ear between her teeth and bit lightly. And just like that, Isia's whole system was on fire. "I’m still hungry, wolf. Forget about the beaver, find me food and I will reward you." 
 Their naked bodies were so close it made it hard for Isia to think. She inevitably rubbed her jaw on Himeko’s. Himeko kissed her in return so softly it both broke Isia's heart and made it pound harder. When they parted, Himeko patted Isia's cheek. "I am a dragon, my wolf, find me food or I will have to eat you." 
 Isia grinned. "That sounded carnal." 
 "It is." Himeko got impossibly closer, kissing Isia's cheek. "So, what will you feed me?" 
 Feeling playful, Isia ran her hands slowly down Himeko’s sides. She watched in satisfaction as the princess shuddered. Her red eyes flashed with what she now knew was lust before Isia pushed her away. "It’s freezing out here, get dressed. I will find food." 
 Grumbling about dragons and heat,  Himeko did as she was told. Isia realized she was probably the only one getting cold. She looked around the water, greenery at the bottom making it slightly hard to see. Nonetheless, she spotted a fish about the size of her arm not far from her and dove for it. When she came back up, she was a wolf again, with her prize in her teeth. 
 She climbed out of the water, dropping the fish at Himeko’s feet. It was a large one, fat with age. She shook off her fur only to hear Himeko scream at the water attacking her. Laughing at the beautiful girl, Isia shifted back, only to be punched in the shoulder. “You are horrible.” So Isia laughed harder. 
 Isia dressed quickly, and the two-gathered firewood and nuts that only grew in the late autumn. All of this was in Isia’s basic training, so she was a bit surprised when Himeko showed skill in gutting the fish with the small knife that she carried with her. Isia was about to begin the long fight to start a fire when a ball of flames hit the wood in the fire pit. She turned to Himeko, but the girl just smiled and continued her task. “You forget, I am a mage, wolf.” 
 Isia sat back to simply watched Himeko. “I didn’t forget. I still remember how you bragged in your letters about how you bested this schoolmate or that one. So very cocky.” 
 Himeko laughed as she tossed the guts of the fish back into the stream before washing the body in the water. “They were my triumphs. I loved school, but some of those fools needed a good ass-whooping.” 
 “I have no doubt.” Himeko stuffed the fish with the nuts they found, as well as herbs Isia didn’t know the princess had picked up. She set up the fish to cook and sat in Isia’s lap, face to face, wrapping her legs around Isia’s waist. Isia raised an eyebrow before kissing Himeko’s chin. “Why not use it more often?” 
 "Magic has a price. Fire magic takes my body heat, water magic takes water within me, earth’s price is high, taking hair or skin, air’s price will take the breath right out of you. Most of the time, it's just a tiny bit that a mage needs for activation, the rest of the power comes from the wielder’s mana, or magical energy.. Either way, a price is a price and Dragons don't like to give things away." 
 "So, when you make a fireball, your own body heat is the flint and your mana is the wood?" Himeko nodded in answer. "What about healing magic?" 
 "Illusionary, life and telepathic magic come at a higher and harder price than most. Illusionary takes one’s vision, telepathic takes one’s sanity. Healers pay the highest price, Life for life. Dragons, in theory, should be excellent healers, but we suck at it. Our mana's just don’t agree with it." 
 One of Isia's eyebrows drew up. "Agree with it?" 
 Himeko poked Isia in the chin. "Oasis put it best to me. She said that mana was like finding a sexual partner. You can fuck anyone, but to have the passion for them makes the sex so much better." 
 Isia burst out laughing. "Shameless that princess." 
 "That’s why I adore her. She answers only to herself. She could have just said ‘some have an easier time casting spells that agree with them,’ but no, she goes for indecency." Himeko rested her head in the nook of Isia's neck. “You seem different today?” 
 “Yeah, well today we are just two kids in the woods.” Isia rested her head on the tree she was leaning back on. “Tomorrow you will be the heir to the kingdom, and I will be the claws you wield. We will never be just kids again. You will serve our people, and I will protect you while you are doing so. The next time I see you again, you will be courting alphas and I will protect you from the weirdos, like Tac.” 
 Himeko kissed Isia’s neck gently, causing Isia to suck in a breath.  “If I was just some girl, not the heir,” She whispered the words on the skin of Isia’s neck, making her close her eyes as tight as she could.  “And you were just some girl and not the protector, would we….” 
 “Yes.” They remained frozen like that for a time. The fire crackled, the wind blew, and the two girls smiled without looking at each other. “Are you not going to hit me for cutting you off?” 
 “I like your answer, so not this time.” Isia grinned as Himeko tried to move closer into the embrace. When she was settled, she began to hum a slow song, making Isia’s body gently vibrate.  
 “Himeko,” The humming stopped at the whispered word. Isia knew she should keep what she was about to say to herself, but knowing she could never say the words after today gave her strength and resolve to do so. She had no idea if she should say it. It changed nothing. They are who they are. So, she would say them and break her own heart in hopes of keeping both of them safe. “I don't wish it, because wishes don’t change the world, but I mean that yes. I would mark you. Build you a cabin in the woods by a river. Wake up to you, lay down next to you, I would have you by my side until age took me. I would bring you orphans to raises as ours and watch them brighten our days. I would be the greatest mate I could be and spend every day making sure I lived up to that promise. But we are star-crossed lovers and doing so will leave you in a weak position. I but risk my life having these...feelings for you and I risk your honor. The future of over two million people is what is at stake. So, two girls’ wishes mean nothing in the wake of your duty.”  
 While Isia was talking, the two girls had unwrapped just enough to look at each other. Red and blue met, and Isia could see that her words were not good enough. Yet it didn’t matter, it took two to play this game, and she meant every word. Duty comes first, even if she had to become a monster for Himeko to see that.  
 Himeko must have seen at least this resolve in Isia’s eyes. That resolve shook just a bit at the first tears that fell from those crimson orbs. “Isia, I don’t want us to stop. I’m already in….” 
 “Don’t say those words, because, when you’re happy in some alpha’s arms and I’m standing behind you, I don’t think I can handle you speaking those words to another and still do my job. My duty is to protect you.” Isia swallowed hard when Himeko buried her face back in Isia’s neck, letting the tears she caused to dampen the skin. "I cannot let those words mean less." 
 “Then why not let me say them only to you.” Himeko's arms wrapped tighter around her. “I have thousands of years to do my duty. Why not just give me this one lifetime, this one lifetime?”  
 "Stop crying, my heart. Please. We have only a few hours left, and I do not want to spend them with you in such pain." Isia raised Himeko’s face to hers, kissing her gently before trying to give her a smile worthy of her Princess. "Let’s eat, then we will run, dance in the glens or catch a Will-of-the-Wisp. Anything you want." 
 Himeko shook her head, her tears slowly stopping. "A Wisp will kill us both. I’m fine here let’s just do this." 



 

Chapter 13


 

 “This is the place, right?” Isia placed a finger on Himeko’s lips and quickly peeked in the room. A thousand things to do today, and she wanted to run around inns and snoop. Sometime during their walk in the woods, Himeko had suggested this. And now they were in an inn, being nosey.   
 “The least you could do was be quiet.” When she turned behind her to see the princess pouting, she snorted a laugh and walked into the room. They went for the luggage first. Pulling it from under the bed, the ripped it open and started pulling everything out. 
 “I will check the bathroom, like the common thief I am.” Himeko stood and walked into the bathroom. Isia had no idea what made them want to ransack Tac’s room, but they were at the inn and he wasn’t, so they were snooping. The luggage was empty, so she lifted the bed and tossed it aside. The desk didn’t have any drawers, so she went to check on Himeko.  
 She stopped at the bathroom door, shell-shocked. It was a complete mess. The princess had somehow quietly ripped the shower curtains, broken a tile from the wall, water was everywhere, with the source not visible. The princess as calmly reading a book and holding some kind of pendant in her other hand. 
 “I want to ask how but, no, just no. Come on. We are leaving though the window.” Himeko held up the book and the necklace but Isia just held up her hand. “Ok, how did you break the tile?” 
 “Thought you didn’t want to know, my champion?” Himeko raised an eyebrow and Isia shook her head. She took the hand that held the necklace and released it grunting in pain. Himeko dropped the book and took Isia’s hand.  
 It was shaking on its own, purple lighting jumping around it. Himeko whispered something, and the water shot off the floor and into Isia’s palm. The lighting seemed to stop and the shaking soon after.  
 “That necklace has a protection spell on it. I used the water to cleanse it from you.” 
 “Why didn't it hurt you?” Isia looked up at the hand now holding the book and the necklace. “Why didn’t you tell me when you found it?” 
 “I was busy trying to keep the spell from binding me when I first walked in. We need to make a mind link if we plan to keep playing spies.” 
 “Yes, let’s just use that excuse. Why didn't I hear all of this?”  
 Himeko stuck out her tongue and pocketed the now stolen items. “Bathroom was spelled. I will do some digging on this necklace in the library later, but I think this book is barbarian text, so I can’t read it.” With over forty different tribes, the barbarians still only spoke and wrote in the one language. Yet they hated the beastkin, seeing them as wild beasts and not as humanoids. Yet neither saw much of each other with the dark elves to the southeast and Val Amara to the southwest. Closing off the barbarians that that lived south of them both with their kingdoms in the north. 
 Isia walked over to the bathroom window and looked down. They could fit. She opened it and motioned to Himeko to come to her. “Well let’s go now, I don’t want to be here smelling Tac all day.” 
   
 *** 
 Himeko chanted the words as she held Isia's hands in hers. The words were older than even the Dragons could remember. No one knew what they meant or where anyone got them from, only that they knew them. Littermates had been caught saying them to one another before they could speak. They were magic from before Magic had a name and cost nothing so unlike magic.  
 As they both spoke the words, their bodies radiated a white light before it faded. "Can you hear me?"


"Aye, my princess." Himeko smiled at her, glad that the mind link took. It rarely failed but it happened, mostly between different types of beastkin. "Now, my tie, please?"

 They were getting ready for the birthday party after their day out. They barely made it before dark and the maids had been dismissed as they both dressed. Isia looked amazing in a black and gray suit vest and slacks, with a gray shirt. Her tie was red and purple, the Drakus house colors, as always.  
 Himeko wore a simple black dress with a slit that ran up to her thigh and a red and purple shawl. Both of their hair were done simply, Himeko's in a tight bun and Isia's all flowing down the right side of her face and shoulder. They were all but ready, so Himeko did the mind link so tonight wouldn’t be so boring. 
 Once she had tied the tie loosely, Himeko unbuttoned the top button of Isia's shirt as a finishing touch to her look. Pleased with herself, she stepped back and grabbed her own heels. She sat on the bed and began lacing the heels up. Feeling Isia watching her, she looked up. Those blue eyes were looking at her such remorse and the resolve she had in the woods, so Himeko looked back to her task but spoke out loud. "What’s wrong?" 
 "Nothing, you’re just really beautiful." Isia cleared her throat. "That dress is nice on you." 
 "Is it the dress that looks nice or...." 
 Isia cut her off. "Himeko you know what I mean." 
 Himeko tossed the shoe she hadn’t put on at Isia. The demon wolf caught it, smiling with all her teeth and fangs. Isia tossed the shoe on the bed, and Himeko rolled her eyes as she reached for it. She put it on as fast as she could, standing to test the height. "You have horrid manners wolf.” 
 "I have amazing manners." Isia was there, her arm out in invitation. 
 Himeko took it and kissed Isia’s cheek. “My wolf, you only have manners when it comes to being a good champion, everyone else just gets just snarls and growls, not too hard to do. But you lack in the conversation area.” Isia just shrugged and started for the door.  
 “I’m an amazing conversationalist.” Isia opened the door. “You are the one always saying something I don’t feel like hearing.” 
 “I’m I not the princess here?” 
 “You are, but you are also the one that gave me permission to be myself around you” 
 “That was before I knew you were a little bit of a know-it-all brat.” Isia’s tailed flickered and slapped Himeko on the ass. 
 “I am not.” 
 “Then why cut me off.” 
 “I know what you’re going to say, why waste time.” 
 “Know it all and anal.” 
 “You’re a princess, your time is important.” 
 “Know it all, anal, half-assed liar.” 
 “You're so cruel.” 
 “Then stop cutting me off.” 
 “Stop saying things that are completely unnecessary to say.” 
 “You don’t even know what I’m going to say.” 
 “I know everything you are going to say.” 
 “How?” Himeko stopped and crossed her arms in what she was sure made her look like an angry seven-year-old.  
 Isia turned to her, and the pained look on her face made Himeko’s heart soften. “I just  know.” Those blue eyes never left Himeko’s face, even as Isia took both of her hands in her own.  “I think I always will.” 
 The air seemed to still between them. Like a spell older than time, eyes locked and hand in hand, Himeko understood. This was how Isia acknowledged whatever this was between them.  Isia could never have her body but they had this connection.  “I know.”  
 She saw it happen right before her. Those storming blue eyes turned to steel, and Isia’s whole body seemed to harden before her. She let go of Himeko’s hands and faced away, her arm out in an invite.  “Princess.” 
 Confused, Himeko simply took Isia’s arm. “Champion.”  



 

Chapter 14

   
 "Princess Himeko Luna Drakus, Heir to the Skythone, Daughter of the Goddess, Flower of Skylight City, Earl of The Valley of Heroes and her Champion, Isia Wolf.” Isia rolled her eyes at the Herald and like yesterday, brought the princess to her throne.  Unlike yesterday, there was a dragon in her head who was giving a very funny explanation about how she planned to add a new title every time she had to be formally introduced to a room. 
 “They will get so wild and ridiculous, so far I have a list of 30 titles. Some are true some are just bullshit from some list I found in the archives or just plain made up.” The Princess leaned over in her throne and kissed her half dozing father’s cheek and effectively woke up the emperor. He stood and began thanking people for coming and giving a very long-winded speech about the future. 

“Yeah, but what is the point of making your title so long?” The emperor must have finished his speech since everyone bowed to the thrones and Himeko stood.  
 As Isia began to listen to Himeko thanking her subjects, she was surprised to also hear the young princess in her head. Not many people could talk out loud and through mind link. “To see if anyone is listening? These people hear the first name and after no one listens to the titles. I want to get rid of all that grandstanding. I mean how ridiculous or long can I make it before someone says anything?”

 Himeko took her seat after she finished her speech to her people and music softly began to play. The emperor stood again, and two fox servants walked over with a white wiggling box. “I'm sure someone has already noticed.”

 Himeko was looking at the box but turned to Isia, she blushed then looked away. “Only you, so far, my champion.”


“It's hard not to, you are just so ludicrous.”

 The emperor took the box from the foxes and presented it, “For my lovely hatchling.” He opened the top of the box and a tiny six-inch blue human popped out. It was naked and female, with emerald green eyes too large for its face and tiny black wings that beat so fast they would be hard for a human to see. It looked at Himeko with contemplation before looking at Isia and back. She smiled and lifted her arms.  “Your instructors tell me you are in need of a familiar.  This is a Pixie from the Isle of Auburn. They bind themselves to the first person that gives them clothes. I hear they are the best familiars.” 
 “Oh Daddy, she is beautiful.” Himeko held out a hand, palm up, at the tiny pixie only for it to smile and drop back in the box and close the lid. Delighted, as only she could be, the princess took the box and sat it on her lap. As soon as she began to open the lid, the pixie popped out again and place something red on Himeko’s lips. Himeko licked it only to smile. “Strawberry?” 
 The pixie nodded then returned to her box and close the box lid. “She’s adorable! Thank you, father.” 
 Dorvo patted Himeko’s head before taking his seat. The guests that stood closest to the thrones were in awe of the small blue creature that was hiding in the white box.  “I am sorry, Champion. I have completely forgotten about our conversation. Yet on the bright side, I'm so naming my new pixie Princess Oasis the Second.” Himeko grinned at the white box before looking up at her. 
 Isia could do nothing but shake her head and look away. She was most likely conspiring by naming the adorable creature that but staying out of it would keep Isia from getting into too much trouble.  

“Though, Crorxi is pretty, too”

 *** 
 The rest of the birthday party was a mix of surprise and humor. Alphas presented Himeko with everything from food to raw gold and freshly mined silver. Isia spent her time speaking to Himeko about everything from stories of past birthday gifts that Himeko was mailed including a box full of dead snakes from the only honey badger alpha or live mice from a lynx. She told Himeko about her own birthdays, about how the triplets would play hooky in the woods or spend the day in a random bar, drinking. 
 By the time the cake was brought out, Emperor Dorvo had gone back to his cave and the party was in full swing. Guest danced and drank with each song. Oasis and Isia’s sisters kept popping in for one thing or another. Yet it was all welcome. For every time one of them popped in, it was just in time for Himeko to be introduced to one suitor or another. Even Aisi came to steal a dance once, apologizing for nothing as the big woman danced just as well as Isia. 
 Now she was hoping for one of those saves. She was listening to a huge bear female talk about her ten-year-old grandson. She was easily one of the most beautiful women there, at 7 feet 5 inches with long greying brown hair and sharp green eyes. She was also one of the most influential bear leaders on the ruling council. Alpha Jinni of Lite Valley gave off an almost motherly feel as she kindly introduced this six-foot-tall ten-year-old boy, Michael.   
 The huge skinny boy was blushing as his grandmother spoke about him in praise. In all her years, Himeko had never met such a tall boy, even for a shifter, this boy had the potential to be massive. She was nodding her head and accepting the information from the Alpha bear as she talked to Isia. The champion was close behind her with a completely blank face.  

“We will need to bring him into the castle through the dragon entrance. He is like 6’5 and he has not even hit puberty yet.”


“Hmm?”


“Are you even listening to me?”


“Sorry I stopped listening when she started talking.”


“Are you not going to call anyone to come and save me from my suitors like the last ten times?”


“He is ten. It will be another eight years before he is a threat to me.”

 Isia must not have understood what she truly said, but Himeko did and the implications of her statement cracked Himeko’s resolve to honor Isia’s wishes of not pursuing her. “I'm sorry Alpha Jinni, I need to excuse myself. But I do hope, Michael, that you will save me a dance?” 
 The boy's pale skin flushed a deeper shade of red before he stuttered out, “y…y... yeah, yes, yes Princess.” Both bears bowed and Himeko walked away and straight for the doors. 

“Himeko?”  
 Himeko ignored Isia and continued out the doors and into the hallway. She walked to the nearest room, knowing it would be empty since this floor consisted of nothing but ballrooms, all smaller than the grand ballroom they just vacated. She opened the nearest one and walked in. It was dark except for the lights coming from the slightly parted doors that lead to the conjoining balcony for each ballroom on this side of the castle. 
 She walked into the empty room and stared out at the light until Isia had closed the door and stood behind her. She turned to Isia and saw nothing but the concern in those slightly glowing blue eyes. And all she could think was that they looked like one of the twin moons shining on her. Like Luna had infused her light in them. No one was as perfect for her than this wolf staring at her like she would fight the demon hordes at the gates of oblivion just to make sure she smiled. 
 “None of them, Isia, not one of them is a threat to you. I will never love any of them as I love you.” 
 “Princess…” Isia took a step forward, the moonlight hitting her whole face. In the light, Himeko could see the pain there. “Please.” 
 “No, not one. And you will never hear me say that to anyone the way I say it to you.” Himeko took both of Isia’s hands in her own.  
 “Himeko we... The way I said that... I didn’t mean…” 
 “Do not lie to me, my Champion.”  
 Himeko didn’t know where she got the strength, but she pulled Isia closer and like so many times before their eyes locked and the rest of the world vanished. Isia freed one hand and gently wiped away a tear Himeko didn’t know she was crying. “Ok, just, no more crying.” 
 Himeko rested her head on Isia’s shoulder, breathing her in as the other girl wrapped her up in a hug. “I want you. Just until you leave again and then, we can just be champion and princess, until I find a way to fix this imprudent rule. We shouldn't have to hide how we feel.” 
 Isia’s fingers caressed her chin, lifting her face up so their eyes could meet again. “You would fight this for me? Risk honor, I cannot let you.” 
 “I would open the gate to Oblivion for you.” 
 Isia was kissing her. Himeko didn’t know when she closed her eyes or leaned in for the kiss, but she would always remember the worlds Isia spoke to her before they did kiss. “And I would hold those gates closed for you. ” 
 It was not such a sweet kiss. It was not the type they ended books with. The type a princess and prince would share with promises of love and innocents’ hearts knotting together. This was the kiss of two animals binding themselves. A kiss of passion and need. In Himeko’s mind, this was their true first kiss. One not out of lust, desperation, or the pain of something ending, but out truth and love and more mushy things.  
 But he had to fuck that up. 
 “See, she defiles our princess.” Isia jerked away and looked towards the balcony doors. Seven figures entered, three leading the charge into the dark room. She knew the voice that spoke was Tac, even if those glowing blue eyes didn’t give him away. Even when she faced them down, it was not the five sets of glowing blue eyes that upset her but the two yellow ones. 
 “Shit.” Isia grabbed Himeko and pushed her behind her body. She was shaking, but Himeko could not see the other girls face to know from what. 

“Princess, what is the meaning of this?”  Himeko took a small step to the left, she could barely see the face of the speaker’s voice in the moonlight. It was Alpha Emmanuel of the Shifting River. He was a council member like Alpha Jinni and well known for his sense of justice. She could have just screamed lies at anyone else, but the lynx was known for being truthful to the point of pain.  
 “This cannot stand Princess Himeko. We will have to call the Council.” She could not tell who the other voice was, but it sounded female.  
 “Tac, you are not supposed to be here.” Isia was tensing up now, her back muscles moving like they wanted to shift. Tac had stopped the group a few feet away. The other four members of the group were obviously of the White Mountain pack, with strong builds and white hair with blue eyes. They were outnumbered.   
 “What do we do?” As panicked as she knew Isia was, her calm words kept Himeko calm.  
 “I am an Alpha, it is my right to be here. And once the court hears of this, they will push for you to choose a mate. Of course, princess, if you pick me, I will see that my sister is not killed, just banished, for this…offense.” Himeko couldn’t see Tac’s face, but she could hear the hatred in his voice. 

“He is blackmailing us.” 

 Alpha Emmanuel took a step back and started out the way he came. “Alpha Tac, the council needs to hear of this. This is not about you.” Alpha Emmanuel hit a hastily placed barrier. Wind wards were not Himeko’s best spells, but they would keep everyone inside and it quiet outside.  
 She thought no one would notice her hand movements, and since no one in the room was a mage, she knew none of them felt her mana move. Since only one wolf in the back was facing the doors, she thought it would fly past them. Yet her champion could plainly see the Alpha lynx testing the invisible barrier. “What are you doing?”


“What we must do. I won’t have your life in danger.” The two quickly looked at each other then back at the group threatening them. 
 “By fornicating with this girl, you threaten our whole way of life my princess, please, turn yourself in. We can help.” This declaration came from the unnamed female in the room.  
 The lynx must have figured out he wasn’t going anywhere and marched back towards the group. “Princess, this is unseemly. Lift this spell at once or I will call the guards.”  
 “Go ahead, I have cast a spell to block sound as well.” Her voice was so calm, so cold, that she didn’t even realize when she had done it. She was no longer fearful but standing strong and tall. 
 As the two golden eyed Alphas looked around, it was Tac that Himeko stared at. She couldn’t see most of his face but could see his white teeth as he smiled at her. “And what purpose does that serve? You belong to me, this was bound to happen. Just agree to mate with me, and this can all go away.” 
 “Tac, this is not how we do things!” At Alpha Emmanuel’s words, Tac snapped his fingers and the White Mountain wolves were grabbing both Emmanuel and the woman. They pulled daggers from belts and stood ready for orders. 
 “Guards!” 
 Tac turned towards the yelling female and backhanded her hard enough for the wolf holding her to stumble back with her body. “The princess has blocked the sound in this room. Calling out is useless or have you forgotten this already.” Tac wiped his hand off on his ram’s fur shirt before snarling at the two he held hostage. “Do as I say, and you both will live long enough to vote me as High General. Or, my Betas can cut your throats.” 

“Himeko?” Isia never turned away from the group, but even Himeko could see that all eyes were now on Tac and the new hostages.  
 “Tac what is the meaning of this? You can’t think I will let you get away with this?” 
 “He never meant for them to leave this room,” Himeko spoke these words to make what she would have to order sound rational, at least to her. She touched Isia’s back and watched her visibly relax. “Are you my champion? My shield and my sword?”

 “Everyone is going to say yes tonight! You two will promise to side with me against the council.” Tac barely turned enough for Himeko to see his white teeth to speak to her. “And you will say yes to me and I will even let your little pet here be free to run around pack-less throughout my land...” 

“Your orders my princess?”

 Himeko heard the calm words, looked at the hidden faces of the seven before her and was completely at peace with her next words. Because she meant it, she would open the gates of oblivion of for Isia. 

“Kill them.”

 “Do not make me…” Tac never got to finish his own threat. Isia had moved as soon as the order was spoken and ripped out her brother’s neck and lower jaw with her claws so fast it seemed supernatural. She never stopped moving, she was a black silhouette granting death with speed as she moved.  
 Himeko watched as the wolf closest to Tac’s still falling body jerked as Isia’s hands went through his chest and something rolled on the floor by her foot. When Himeko looked up and away from the rolling heart, Isia held the only other wolf without a hostage by a clearly broken neck. Or was most of his neck missing? Himeko could barely tell by the light from the moons.  
 The last two wolves tossed away their hostages to stand and face the alpha wolf slowly rolling her shoulder. The wolf that had been holding Emmanuel dropped his knife and began to shift. It took more time than an alpha would, and Himeko wouldn’t have even known if Isia had not shifted so often in a blink of an eye.  
 Yet Isia didn’t shift, instead, she rushed the other wolf that still had a knife. In one of the smoothest motions Himeko had ever seen, the wolf was disarmed and lying flat on the ground with his own knife in his skull. 
 By the time Isia stood away from his body, the last wolf had completed his shift and was shaking off his clothes. He braced his legs apart and growled low in his throat. Isia in turn, spread her stance a little wider and exhaled. On her exhale, the wolf charged and Himeko held her breath. When the white wolf leaped for Isia, she caught him by the neck with one hand and cracked his spine with one of the most dreadful sounds Himeko had ever heard.  
 The room grew quiet with that sound. As the limp body hit the floor, Isia was already turning back to Himeko and walking towards her. Blue eyes glowing as she approached. When she was close enough, Himeko reached out without hesitation to take Isia’s sticky wet hands. She rubbed her thumbs over the back of them and leaned down to kiss them when she was stopped by a clearing of someone’s throat.  
 “Princess Himeko, my thanks.” Emmanuel stepped into view, bowing at the waist.  “I'm sure we can settle this matter with your... Champion, tomorrow. “ 
 The voice of the female hostage piped in almost delighted as she rubbed her neck. “It should give you time to flee, Champion, in thanks for saving us.” 
 Isia tensed in her hands and Himeko waited for azure eyes to find her crimson ones. “All of them.” 

 With those words, Isia’s hand was on the back of Alpha Emmanuel’s throat and she jerked him forward hard. This time there was no sound of snapping, just a pop and a crunch when he hit the floor and Isia’s boot found his windpipe.  
 The last female in the room screamed and went to flee toward the glass doors of the balcony. She pulled and banged on them as Isia slowly walked over towards the body of the wolf with the knife in his skull. She pulled it out with a sucking pop sound as the female screamed and began to beg with her back against the glass. She held up her hands towards Isia. 
 “Please, my hatchlings need…” Isia thankfully silenced her by grabbing her lower jaw and sticking the knife into the back of her neck. When Isia released her, her body slid slowly down the window. Isia didn’t turn away from her last kill. Instead, she stared at the woman’s body for a few more moments before looking out at the moons.  
 Himeko approached as quietly as she could. She stood beside her in the moonlight and took her still bloody hands. They both looked out at the moons for a long minute in silence before Himeko spoke up. Her voice was no longer the cold voice she used when angry or scared, but the warm voice she used for her friends and family. Killing the other five was self-defense. These last two was murder. And she had ordered her wolf to do so. “I’m sorry you had to do this.”


“I am not.” Himeko looked at her wolf and was happy to see those eyes had not changed, they still needed her to be safe. And most importantly, Isia didn’t blame Himeko. Instead, they seemed harder but also kinder, if possible. “I will call for the guards.”




 

Chapter 15


 

 “Are you ok sister?” Siai’s hand pressed against Isia’s cheek gently and she leaned into it for comfort. The last 15 minutes had been a collection of chaos and questions. The guards where now sealing off the room as guest were escorted out with questioning looks. The Emperor had been sent for, but his cave was 30 minutes way by fastest horse and much too far for a cheetah to run. 
 She had found out that the lynx was Alpha Emmanuel of the Shifting River and the woman in the room was an Alpha Gina a hawk shifter. Both had mates and families. Both sat on the Ruling Council, the only group of beastkin that could veto the Emperor when the kingdom was not at war. They helped with running the country but mostly just represented their people in government. 
 Himeko was in the room across the hall, heavily guarded. With her was Princess Oasis and the mates of the two victims. She was telling them the story personally, as was their right, and doing her duty as their princess to comfort them. But now was not the time to think of the crying Isia could hear from the room. Or the look on their faces when they were called into that room.  She already knew that the look on their faces would forever haunt her. 
 Right now, she had to deal with her sisters. Siai was looking at her with worry in her beautiful blue eyes, and Aisi stared at her with an all-knowing glance. “Yes, I am unharmed. All that training came in handy.” 

“What happened here?” 

 It was Aisi that spoke to her, though their mind link, her tail flicking with irritation. But it was the accusation in that question that made Isia snarl. “They came to attack the princess, I did my job.”

 Aisi looked taken aback by the snarl, stepping closer in challenge. Isia expected anger back, even a growl, but instead, she got gentleness.  “Isia…. the Betas…had daggers, the male council member…that move?”

 The three stood silently.  Each seeming to try to look into each other’s minds for the answer to the question. If the attackers had knives, why did they not used them on the lynx? And though most shifters could not partial shift, stronger alphas could. The lynx and the hawk councilors, by their standings, should have been able to defend themselves against beta males.   
 Siai sighed and hugged Isia. When her arms wrapped around her, Isia so badly wanted to break down and let all the worries and strain out. 



“Thank you.” She patted Siai on the back and let her go. Siai was back to her usual easy smile. 

“Sister, we can help, so explain to us what really happened, before someone with skill sees the scene.” Siai was smiling as she patted both Isia and Aisi on the back. The hall was quickly emptying, the last of the alpha’s moving quickly out of the hallway. 
 She took a moment to stare at each of her sisters, comforted by Aisi’s stern look just as much as she was by Siai’s easy smile. Isia sighed and told them both the truth, about the way she had killed the Council members and why she did so. 

 It surprised her that she got more anger and grief from her reckless sister than her stern one. “Are you insane, the Princess?”


“I know, Siai, it just happened. She...it feels...right. I breath and she exhales. I could not help myself, and I don't think she can either. I know her duty, and I decided earlier that it must end.”


“I thought it was just some kind of one-sided adoration on your part. I never thought you would be stupid enough to do this. This cannot happen again. Ever.” Siai marched a few steps back and forth before running her hands through Aisi’s short locks. Aisi swatted her away cocking an eyebrow. “well I couldn’t run my fingers through my own, I have way too much, and it takes forever to comb.” 
 With that bit of insanity, the tension broke, but Isia wanted to reassure Siai “It won’t. Siai. If a kiss ends with people dying...I put her into a weak position. I know it has to end.”

 Siai nodded, but Aisi grabbed her forearm and forced Isia to look at her. “You love her?”

 Isia refused to answer a question she could not answer. She had refused to ask herself these things because it would only end in more of what happened tonight. She knew that Himeko loved her, and she knew that she should not love her back. “I am a tool, I will be a tool. I won’t let this happen again Aisi, Siai. I can’t let this happen again.”


“Love doesn’t give us choices. But this choice could lead to your death. And ours.”

 Isia looked at them both with shock and fear. She ran her own hands through her own white locks and looked down at the floor, her eyes were tearing up. “You would stand with me?”


“Of course, we would!  Just don’t make us have to.” Siai took Isia’s chin in her hand and lifted her head up, wiping away the only tear that fell. 

“You gave up your whole life for us, how could we do less?” Aisi placed her big hand on top of Isia’s head.  
 Isia stood straight, taking one last look at the door her princess was behind. She was resolved. She didn’t have a pack, she would never have pups, and after tonight, she didn’t even have a clean soul. What she did have were sisters that would fight a whole kingdom for her. She could not let them die doing it. “It won’t happen again, I won’t risk you two. You have my word.”


“Champion? Are you ok?” Himeko was standing near the door, her red eyes full of concern. She took a step towards Isia, and Isia could already feel her heart breaking. 

“I got to go. I will see you in the morning.” Isia squeezed both of her sister’s arms, kissing them on the cheek. She held out her hand for Himeko at the same time she walled up her heart. “Of course, my princess. Are you ready?”

 *** 

Himeko ordered it. So, the fault was hers. She killed them.  
 Himeko had blood on her hands…. and Isia. Himeko was taking this hard. Ever since she walked out of the room with the mates of the two council members, it felt like her Isia was shielded from her and that made it even harder. 
 She asked her over and over if anything was the matter, but Isia just smiled politely and said she was fine. When they got to the baths, Isia opened the door to the room, looked inside, and then left her alone in the large room.  

She had ordered it. So, it was her hands that had killed them. 

 She washed slowly, not intentionally, just because she would stop cleaning herself to repeat the words. She had given orders, not thinking about the mates or the families that would feel the loss of a loved one. She had to stand there and tell them that they would not be forgotten. To lie and say that the villains had been dealt with, she was, in fact, the villain in their story.  
 When she walked out the bathroom, Isia was not there. Two guards bowed to her. She looked down the hall both ways and found no one other than them. “My Champion?” 
 One smiled down at her and pointed to the bathroom across the hall in answer. Just as she was about to open the door, Isia stepped out, clean. The guards bowed to her again and saluted Isia with the salute of an honored warrior by slamming their hands on their hearts and lowering their eyes before walking away.  
 Isia rolled her eyes with a slight smile at their backs and Himeko believed that she had her Champion back. But Isia remained polite and simply walked her to her rooms. Once inside, she stood at attention near the doors. 
 Himeko stared at her for a long time, and Isia stared back. It didn’t feel like it always did when their eyes met. She didn’t even know what it was that she was feeling when they locked glances until it was gone. Until this moment, she didn’t realize that those blue eyes where her haven. That, in them, she could find peace and kindness. Like the weight of a kingdom did not matter. She needed those eyes to be that once more. 
  “Are you ok?” Himeko meant for it to be a demand, but it came out like a broken whisper. 
 “Yes.” Isia’s voice was strong, solid, a mountain in a storm. 
 “Do you hate me?’ Himeko’s voice broke and she didn’t even know why. So, she was even more confused when the tears started falling. 
 Isia took a step forward, the ice in her blue eyes melting unto the ocean of strength and peace Himeko loved. Himeko was instantly wrapped in the scent of hazelnut and pine. She pressed her face into cocoa skin and inhaled deeply.  
 “I didn’t have to kill them, did I? I could have ordered them to silence. I don’t know, forced them into hiding?”  Her words were muffled by the skin she cried into. 
 “They would have told. Nothing would have guaranteed their silence.” 
  “We could have tried something else.” Broken and not knowing why, she tried to push out of the arms holding her so tight.  “I could have talked to them, I am their Princess…was their princess.” 
 When the arms around her wouldn’t let her go, she tried harder. Pushing with all her worth and twisting in them. “I made you kill people. I was... their blood is on my hands because…let go.” 
 Isia’s voice never changed, it was strong and firm. She held on tight and let Himeko twist and push, but never let go. “Himeko, we didn’t have a choice.” 
 “They were innocent!” She was out of breath. She panted in Isia’s arms, her tears coming out unchecked. 
 “Himeko.” At the sound of Isia’s voice, she began to struggle again, this time harder.  
 “The way she looked at me, she knew I betrayed her!” She fought for all she was worth, beating her fists into the strong shoulders holding her. 
 “Princess.” 
 Himeko bit deep into the skin before her. Isia grunted and pushed them both down to the sofa. Isia grabbed Himeko’s hands and pushed them above their head. Himeko fought harder, wiggling under her and biting down deeper. It wasn’t until she tasted the blood that she stopped. She looked at where her fangs had ripped open the skin of Isia’s chest. It was not deep, just a few drops of blood, drops she couldn’t apologize for. The bite looked right, if it was deeper, Isia would be hers. It was just above her heart, just where one would place a mate’s mark.  
 Panting she stared at it, then a flash of a woman’s face made her remember. “I was her ruler and I killed her to protect my secret.” It shouldn’t have to be a secret, what she felt for this woman before her. 
 “Our secret. Our kill. We killed them.” 
 “I would order it again.” Himeko couldn’t meet Isia’s eyes, afraid to see the emotionless ice in them again. “I would do it myself if it meant your safety.”  
 “You won’t have to.” Himeko head shot up, and crimson eyes met azure. The warmth was so deep at that moment, Himeko’s heart skipped a beat. “I don’t regret it.” 
 “How I feel about you, this can’t be evil.” Himeko wanted to touch her, but Isia still had both her hands. 
 “Not evil, selfish.” And now the ice in her eyes was spreading like magic. The blue of the ocean stilled and hardened.  Himeko’s whole body relaxed as she saw it for what it was. Isia did want this, but they could never have it and she was resolved. Isia’s feelings for her were not strong enough. Something else was stronger. And the bloodshed of tonight proved that. “This must end tonight.” 
 “Ok.” Himeko looked away from those cold blue eyes and tried to force a smile.  “We will stop. Pretend this never happened. You’re going home tomorrow, and I will be here. We can do this right?” What could it be? What could get in the way of these feelings? 
 “Yes, my princess.” Himeko had to know, needed to know. Was this all once sided? Was what she feeling just something she made up?  “I think tonight I should sleep out in the lounge.” 
 Isia released her and stood up. “...Okay...” It couldn’t be? Isia loved her? Protected her, made sure she was happy? 
 “Princess…” Isia looked at her with those cold eyes questioning? 
 Himeko nodded and Isia started to take off her clothes. Himeko watched the other woman shift into her second form and lay down next to the door. Himeko stood and headed for her bedroom. She stopped and sent a silent prayer to the goddess. She couldn’t say it out loud, but she had to know, nonetheless. “I love you.”

 In the quiet, she held her breath. Waiting for something, anything. “We shouldn’t.”

 Tears ran down her eyes and she was thankful that her back was away from Isia. She made sure the tears couldn’t be heard, not even through the link. “We won’t.”


“Just friends.” Her heart felt like it was being ripped apart in her chest. 

“Yes, good friends.” 

 *** 

The door closed and Isia wished she could rip the breaking heart out of her chest. The pain was unbearable. A howl that wanted to be released was choking her. For hours she laid awake as she listened to the woman in the other room toss and turn. Listened to the tears she had caused. It was painful.  
 She had to keep telling herself that it wasn’t just her life. That this was selfish. That it was unforgivable. But she kept remembering every kiss and every smile. The way she would look at her, and just as the dawn came, she found herself by that door. As light as she could, she spoke into the link, hopeful and shamed all at the same time. 

 “I love you, too.”

   
   



 
   

 


Chapter 16


 

 Isia pulled the large bowstring back and released the arrow. The arrow hit the target of hay, just on the edge, far away from the white painted center. Isia closed her eyes and rubbed her face with the hand not holding her bow only to look up and wanting desperately to close them again.  
 Her instructor was gawking at her. This wouldn’t bother her so much if the woman wasn’t an owl shifter, who now had her whole humanoid head turned 160 degrees. It was unnerving how the bird shifters kept so much of their second form when human. She had tried to stand next to her, but the owl shifter just told her to return to the spot where she had painted a white X on the ground.  
 "No more today, be better tomorrow." The woman spoke, and the next second a giant owl with a 9-foot wingspan took off to gods new where. Isia sighed. She was amazing with the short bow, but the longbow just didn’t come to her. She could sense her tutor's frustrations and shared them as well.  

She attached her bow onto her backpack, took off her clothes and shifted. She headed back to pack lands all the while thinking of Himeko. Isia’s up incoming birthday in two months meant everything to her. The seven months was flying by and soon she would be 18 and fully by her princess’s side. Isia’s birthday was a week after Princess Oasis and Himeko had made plans to head to Val Amara with Princess Oasis to celebrate. Himeko's letters had asked for Isia to join her. Though this was her last year with the Silent Leaves Pack and she would be able to take up her role as protector this year, she would have to start officer training as soon as she got back. She felt as though it would be better for the royal guard to go. Yet she also wanted to see the home of the ball of joy that was Princess Oasis. 
 Deep down she knew she also wanted to spend more time with Himeko. She had a feeling that what she and Himeko had was special and in her situation, wrong. Though there had been Rulers that mated for a short time with beastkin and humans of the same sex, it was not widely accepted if an heir was not born.  
 Yet those red eyes haunted her dreams. Day or night, Himeko was there, kissing her, rubbing those soft fingers over her back, making those sounds that drove Isia insane. Sometimes she whispers sweet words to her, other times, Isia would try to leave or glide the dream away from kisses she would never get to share. The princess of Marian had become her biggest distraction. Their week of stolen kisses was over, and she would never cross that line again.  
 As she neared the village, she heard both howling and screaming. Confused she walked a bit faster. As the sounds became louder, dread began to creep into her heart. Once Isia was on the outskirts of the village she heard something that forced her into a dead run. 
 Aisi was screaming. Not out loud but through their mind link. She wasn’t saying anything, just screaming repeatedly. With all the speed she could manage, she headed for the South edge of town.  
 There was a crowd standing in a circle. The alpha pair was talking to a dark-skinned male with black hair and golden eyes. She couldn’t hear what was being said over the howls and the screaming in her head, but both Alphas looked angry.  
 She shifted, and then pushed her way to the center of the circle. Her heart broke instantly. Isia couldn’t move, just stare at the beautiful white wolf, lying lifeless on the ground. Aisi rocked their sister’s body back and forth. Her head was facing the sky, her tears falling unchallenged from her face. Her mouth was wide open, but no sounds came out. Her screams were only for their link. A link that Isia just realized was open to a sister that could never hear it again.  
 Isia started to hyperventilate. She stepped closer towards her sisters but only made it halfway before she fell to her knees. She felt dizzy. Her heart was beating out of her chest. Siai had just gone out for a run. She had left early before the suns rose. Isia had not questioned it when she left.  She should have stopped her, asked her where she was going. Told her to be safe! Anything! 
 She barely noticed the screams had stopped in her head. All noise had stopped. She looked over at the man that was now kneeling, head pressed to the ground, in the center of the clearing the crowd had made.  
 "My names, my titles, my great deeds have no importance." Isia's heart clenched. This was the Will of Mara. It was said by the followers of Mara, but only those that have committed a great sin and wanted those that they had wronged to judge their fates. Isia wanted so badly not to hear the next part, the confession. If she could rip off her ears, she covered them, but the man’s voice got through anyway. 
 "My sin is grave. I was hunting for sickened full-blooded wolves that had killed two of my people. I tracked them and killed many, while others fled. I saw a wolf, drinking from the river and my arrow-pierced heart. When I went to collect, I caught her sent. As soon as I knew, I tracked where she came from and returned the body back to her people. Mara, Goddess of Nature and Death, their decision, your will." 
 Isia stared at the man as he spoke. With his head on the ground, she could clearly see the pointed ears of the Elven people. This was a dark elf of the Shade Forest. The forest bordered the Marian Kingdom directly south and east. The Silent Leaves Pack and four others bordered the forest. With how early Siai left, she could have made it into the forest. It wasn’t forbidden to enter the Shade Forest and the Emperor had a good relationship with the Queen of the Dark Elves.  
 This was her first time meeting a dark elf and since he smelled of the forest, she doubted she would have been able to track him. He smelled like the forest and if he was anything like she had heard elven were, then none would have heard him amongst the trees. He could have run, yet he had come. By evoking The Will of Mara, his fate was now in Aisi and Isia's hands. If either one of them decided to spare him, he would be spared, yet if they voted for death, then they could have it done in any way they wanted if it was befitting of the crime. They could even keep him as a slave for up to a year.  
 Unwilling to think of this, Isia stood. She walked over to her two sisters, kneeling only long enough to take Siai out of her sister's hands. Once standing tall with her sister’s dead body, she spoke her voice hoarse, but strong. "Take me to where you slew my sister, elf." 
 The elf stood slowly, he was handsome, with gold eyes that shined like diamonds with a teardrop-shaped face and a feline’s grace. “Your will, my lady." 
 She followed the elf for hours, Aisi right beside her. Aisi was quiet. Their link was open but neither of them spoke. Isia knew that the Silent Leave pack followed just as quietly, the two alphas leading the funeral procession. They were beastkin. They followed Mara. Mara was both nature and death, so in death, they were claimed by nature.  
 Many packs had places where they put their dead to be taken by nature, but the Silent Leaves and even her old pack, placed the bodies where, or as close to the place where, the last breath was taken. The spot was considered an honored place, where only deep blood ties could come to for the first year. It was their way of honoring their goddess and her works. It was also seen as the only way to reincarnate back into the cycle of life.  
 When they reached the spot, the elf said nothing, just pointed to the spot and stepped back. Isia should have been tired but she felt nothing but numb as she placed her sister down. She lifted her head up and said to the forest, "Here lies Siai of the hidden leaves, embrace her Mother for she was an amazing person, worthy of your love.”  
 Isia swallowed hard and stepped to the side. Aisi spoke next her voice breaking. "Here lies Siai of the hidden leaves, embrace her Mother for she was brave, worthy of your love." Aisi stepped next to her sister and she embraced Isia, crying silently into her shoulder.  
 One by one, the pack stepped up and asked that Siai be embraced by the Goddess. Once done, they all walked back home. This place was now forbidden to them for the next year. When all had gone but Alpha Cain and his mate, Alpha Jannce, the duo turned toward the two sisters. "What will you do with the elf?" 
 Isia turned to look at the elf that stood a few feet away. She turned back to the Alpha pair but remained silent. Instead, like always, Aisi spoke for them both as she had always done for the three of them. "With all due respect my alphas, that is not your concern." 
 Alpha Janice nodded and spoke her Embracing Wish to the goddess and left the riverside. Alpha Cain stared at the sisters for a long moment before speaking. "Accident or no, this is your right and I will respect it. All of us will respect that." His voice held power, almost a warning. Alpha magic ran through his words. 
 Isia’s eyes narrowed, trying to understand the threat. The Alpha stepped up to Siai's body and knelt to kiss her forehead. "Here lies Siai of the hidden leaves, embrace her Mother for she was loved as her sisters are loved." He shifted to his second form and walked away from them.  
 The forest was quiet as the two women stood there. Something flashed out of the corner, of her eye and she turned to look. If she had not trained for so many years, she would have missed the shade. She took a deep breath but smelt nothing. Then she saw a glint, and she understood.  
 She growled low. Now understanding Alpha Cain's words, she spoke loudly and filled with rage like she had never felt before. "Leave this place and do not return for a year. This elf has taken the Will of Mara and is under our laws now. Interfere and I, Champion of Princess Himeko, Heir to the Skythone, will see this as an act of war!" 
 The forest itself seemed to hold still. After a moment, a woman, with breathtaking gold eyes and skin like the dark chocolate treats of Val Amor, seemed to melt out of the forest. Her voice was musical as she spoke, tears falling from her eyes. "We will leave, but please, may I have my son’s body. We elven follow Mara, but we place our dead deep, so their souls will return faster. Please, he is my only son, and I know he has done something unthinkable, but..." 
 "Leave." Aisi cut her off never raising her voice. The woman glanced at her son and then nodded before fading back into the woods like a ghost.  
 Both sisters turned toward the elf and he fell to his knees. Aisi spoke loudly towards him, her voice as cold as ice. "By Mara, I will you to death.” her voice was final. She stared at him with nothing but hate. 
 Isia looked at him and his mother's face flashed in her mind, then Siai’s smiling one and anger built up. Her sister’s quick laughter and her beautiful howl. They would never run together again. She would never hear her funny stories again. She would never break up a fight between Siai and Aisi again.  
 She let the anger and pain open her mouth, but no words came out. She felt her only remaining sister turn matching blue eyes on her. Neither of them spoke, and though Isia could feel those Cobalt eyes on her she could not look at them.  
 The elf was just a boy, maybe younger or just as young as them. He was not crying, just staring at her with remorse and regret in his eyes. She tried to harden her heart, but the fury wouldn’t come back. "By Mara," for the first time that day her voice broke. "I will you to remember. Go away elf. May our paths never cross again! " 
 Everything was quiet as the boy stood. He walked into the forest and turned around only once, shock still written all over his face.  
 There was no warning just pain as the huge white wolf tackled her to the ground. Isia rolled away and shifted, landing on all fours. Aisi shook off the remains of the clothes she was wearing, her growl deep and angry. "What have you done? Why have you betrayed me, betrayed Siai? "


"He is a child, it was an accident." Aisi snarled and leaped. The two white wolfs rolling over each other. They snarled and snapped. Both wolves ripped at each other, refusing to stop even when blood was drawn. The bigger of the two trying to maw in her fury, while the faster tried to evade. When Aisi’s claws ripped into Isia’s upper jaw, Isia retaliated by using her claws to rip open Aisi’s left hind leg. When Aisi's claws ripped open her right arm, Isia instinctively grabbed for her sister’s neck and held on. Aisi fought under Isia grip, so she tightened her jaw until Aisi stopped moving.  
 They were both bloody, Isia more so than Aisi, but Isia had won and they both knew it. Panting, Isia held her sister down by the neck as she slowly stopped her struggle. Aisi submitted, exposing her neck more and completely relaxing her body.  

"Aisi, please. There has been enough death today.” Isia released Aisi and took a step back.  

“Our sister is dead! Our parents are dead! Our brothers disowned us! The three of us… we are all we have… had.” Aisi rolled over and stared at their dead sister’s body. 

“Have. We still have each other. She’s gone. Killing that boy would not bring her back.”


“Yet you kill for the princess like a trained dog?” Aisi rolled on her back, snarling the whole time. “Tell me sister, all those special trainers, what was she making you into if not a killer? Well not just a killer, a trained little monster dog, yes?”


“She wouldn’t want us fighting, you know she hated when we fought. We are all we have left.”


"It seems I have lost two sisters this day." Aisi ignored her and whined as she tried to stand. She could barely manage it, and only her anger seemed to help her stand. "No! Isia, you pack-less monster," she said pack-less like a curse and it did what it was intended to do. It hurt Isia deep. "I release you from family ties." 


"You are no longer my sister." Isia's jaw dropped, as her big sister turned her back on her, limping away towards pack lands. Aisi spat out the last words in a rush. The ones that made their mental link shatter. “I release you, Isia.”

 Isia shifted back to human. She watched as her sister leave, making this dark day darker. She did not cry, only stare at the back of the white wolf as she limped away. She looked at her blood covered hands and down at the spot where she had made her sister submit to her. She wasn’t angry, wasn’t mad at Aisi, just sad. Everything had just changed forever. 
 Unsure what to do she decided to do something her mother often did but she had not in a very long time.  "Goddess, please." she closed her eyes as she prayed. "Am I to lose all that I have in one day? Sorrows hold me, great Mother, nothing but sorrows." She turned back to her fallen sister, her cocoa skin now faded in death.  
 And as she thought she had nothing to live for, Himeko and her smiling eyes came to her. Isia looked up. Exhaling out hard. She would not go back to the Silent Leaves. She did not need her things, she didn’t even want them. Instead, she started walking North West.  



 

Epilogue 


 

 Himeko acknowledged the guards at her door as she entered her room. Very few lights were lit and no maids walked about. She was never chilled by the night air and yet, a shiver went down her spine as she entered her bedroom.  She looked over to her balcony doors and wondered when she had opened them. Walking over she closed them quickly and almost screamed. Isia was just standing there like a ghost right next to the doors. She was soaked, completely naked and covered in forest. Her feet were bleeding and caked in mud. Her hair was tangled and matted.  
 Himeko reached out one hand and cupped her cheek, ice cold, yet it was the look in her eyes that broke Himeko’s heart. Himeko grabbed Isia in her arms, dragging her to the sofa. Isia let her pull her down but shot back up seconds later.  
 “I'm dirty.” 
 Himeko looked at her flabbergasted. “What you are is hurt. Sit and let me help you.” 
 “It's already healing.” Isis tried to run her hands through her matted hair but stopped at a knot. Her hands dropped by her side and she just stared at nothing. She looked broken, horrified, and pained. Like the weight of something was crushing her.  
 “Isia? Why are you here? You’re months early?”  Himeko reached for Isia’s hand only for the other girl to back away at the touch. Those eyes looked at her with so much ice in them. “Isia?” 
 “I came back early. Consider this me accepting my role fully. I won’t leave your side again.” Isia turned towards the door, she could see the other woman shivering.  
 “That’s fine, just let me take you to the baths Isia. Or a healer.” 
 Isia opened the door, shocking both guards into a small step away. They relaxed and Isia didn’t turn back around. “Are my apartments ready?” 
 “They are not yet furnished. I was to handle it in the morning.” Himeko was on her feet now, gawking at the girls back. One of the worst pains she had ever felt was this ripping at her chest as Isia stood there. This wasn’t her wolf. 
 “I will leave you to it, I know how you love such things.” Isia patted the shoulder of one of the guards. “Show me my room.” 
 Before Himeko or the guard could say anything, Isia shifted. Her wolf looked worse than her primary form. The dried blood and missing fur told a story. She had gone through hell and had come out broken. Her eyes held no happiness in them, no hope. Just pain and what seemed like unbearable suffering. The wolf that walked away from her was not her wolf. 
   
 *** 

My first heart, 


Today I came upon a tribe of people that made me long for home. They have human tops and the lower bodies of horses. But that is not what is magnificent about them, no it was the way they loved. Though I still need to do much research, they tell me that they do not just mate in life. Their souls bind and mate for eternity. They tell me stories about old souls using some type of skin art magic that somehow binds their souls to one other. It’s beautiful how they can just know. Without a doubt, they know that they are meant to be with this person just by a tattoo. 


You see, the new souls that don’t have the tattoo can get them. A trial, a trade, and an offering was all they would tell me about how the new ones got them. But these people, if their mate--  no, they called them soulmate--  died, they simply refused to keep on living. They only live up to 120 years, but a day without their love is... I asked them why they would let the one that lived kill themselves. Their answer seemed so logical. Soulmates cannot be born without the other. It’s how they speed up their reincarnation. I plan to stay and do more research on them.


If I am almost 900, how many years, decades, centuries has it been!  Are you waiting for me to die? Mara's right tit, I want to. I shouldn’t want that, but I do. I want to join you in death and be reborn on the Isle of Centaur. I want to carry proof that I always have someone, now and forever, and that someone loves me back. 


Today, I long to go home, take your bones, and bring them here. I want to take a sword to my chest and be reborn here, with you. You are my soulmate and I’m coming home. I will find you and bring what is left back. I want you to hear all the different types of music that I have learned. I want to dance with you. Sing with you. I know it’s only a slim chance, 750 years have gone by, but I want to try. If I cannot find what I need, I pray that death finds me. I long for home, and I will find it one way or the other. 


With all my heart,


Akane Luna Drakus




 

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

 First, thank you for making it this far. I have so many stories in my head and not much talent to get them all down. So thank you so much for reading, I would love to hear what you think.  Please review! 
 Also, you can send me an email at Darkkanu22@gmail.com.  
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