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Kre’ell had left his pack at the age of
transformation having not already found a mate from his own tribe.
It was not unusual, but it was daunting. Most of the people of
Swords Wallow thought that the Warg were simply a large variant of
wolf or the like that was particularly egregious, but like all his
kind he had been taught the true history of his people and had
himself been a biped once.

Few outside the Saberclaw mountains had
ever seen a Warg. Even there most of the human and elven tribes
never ventured into the deepest wilderness that the Warg called
home. It was a hard life for a young Warg, but once the curse
settled upon them, they were perfectly adapted for the harsh
conditions. Even his own people had little memory of when and why
they had been cursed, but for millennia, males of their line upon
reaching the age of transformation had undergone the change,
transforming from their humanoid form into that of a great canine
looking beast. Internally, they were unchanged however, though only
a few had mastered the ability to speak like men, as the change
effected all aspects of their being.

Kre’ell had passed the age of
transformation a few years past now, and could communicate in a
rudimentary fashion, but finding a mate was now nearly impossible.
Still, there was always hope, and as he watched the young warrior
maiden crawling through the forest, barely alive, his motivation to
help her was tempered by that hope.

Though she must have been nearly a
kilometer away when he first spotted her, it took mere minutes for
Kre’ell to reach her. That she was gravely injured could not be in
doubt, and he knew that unless she was treated quickly, she would
perish from her wounds. As he moved into the open to reveal himself
to her, she could barely grasp the gory bardiche which had clearly
been used recently for the task it was designed.

“Friend” Kre’ell managed to
say, knowing well that his voice, as it were, sounded cold and
gruff no matter his intentions.

If the young woman was shocked that he
spoke, she didn’t show it. Perhaps it was the pain and fatigue, but
she lowered her weapon pensively and watched with a wary eye as
Kre’ell came forward to inspect her wounds.

Using all his keen senses, Kre’ell soon
discovered that while she was grievously injured, she should
recover with the right herbs to fend off infection and control her
pain. He sprang away swiftly to seek what was needed, and within a
few minutes his highly sensitive nose had found that which he
sought.

Quick as he was, by the time he
returned, the woman had crawled away into a crevice. In addition to
providing her shelter from the elements, it allowed only one egress
to reach her, and he appreciated her tactical mind, but if she
would not trust him, how could he ever convince her to be his
mate?

She watched him closely, with a firm
grip on her weapon as he approached, but she did not try to menace
him. He lay the herbs on the ground just within her reach before
backing up slightly. The young woman eyed the herbs for a moment,
recognition dawning in her eyes. She recognized at least some of
these as healing herbs, and Kre’ell saw her shoulders relax ever so
slowly.

As she took the herbs wincing as she
reached out to grasp them, she spoke to him for the first time.
“Which clan?” she asked, as though she was completely versed in
Warg culture.

Kre’ell was taken aback for a moment
but answered once he recovered from his shock. “I am Kre’ell of the
Saber Fang Clan” he said. “Who are you, and what do you know of my
people?” he asked. It was important to Warg society to keep their
secrets as best they could. Their very survival could depend on
it.

“I am Sevial of the Jagged
Claw Clan” she answered quickly. “My granddame was a found mate of
Pra’ell of the Jagged Claw. They did not return to the clan after
the mating before my grandfather was killed by elves. My
grandmother gave birth to a daughter, so the curse was not passed
on, but I am of the people.”

Kre’ell was shocked, having never met
one of the people who did not grow up in a clan among their own
kind. “You must know then that I will not hurt you” he said,
looking at the bardiche still lying close to hand.

“I know that you wish to
make me your mate, but I have as yet not agreed to do so” she said
pointedly. “Grandmother always said that she was never sure how
grandfather might have reacted if she had not allowed the
mating.”

“Your grandfather must have
died quite soon after the mating, or your grandmother would have
known that no Warg would harm her unless she meant him harm, and
only then if escape was not possible” he replied, his intrigue at
her knowledge of the people dimmed somewhat by the realization that
she was not completely informed.

“You are saying that you
won’t eat me if I choose not to become your mate?” she asked
bluntly.

“I will only eat you if you
do choose to become my mate” he replied with a huff that passed for
laughter among the cursed.

This was not going as he had hoped, and
he turned to lope away. Perhaps she would feel differently after
the medicines worked to heal her body, but he quelled such vain
hopes quickly lest he feel disheartened when she rejected him. He
feared it was too late, for none of the young females of his clan
had been half so sleek and attractive, and none of them had
accepted him despite his prowess.

“Wait” she said quietly. “I
didn’t mean to offend you. My grandmother had so little time with
her mate, but the bond… She said that the bond formed at their
mating was the most intense experience of her life! I’m just to
human perhaps to agree to mate based on scent alone” she added. The
giggle that attempted to escape her lips instead elicited a gasp of
pain. “I assume that these herbs will in fact help me, and not
poison me?” she said looking hopeful.

“They will both relieve your
pain, and stop the poisonous infection already spreading from your
wound” Kre’ell said after taking another deep whiff of her to
confirm his diagnosis. “Presumably making a tea from these is a bad
idea, as whoever injured you is too close to risk a fire. You can
chew them, though they will likely be bitter” he
suggested.

Moments after masticating the bitter
herbs she was sleeping, and Kre’ell went to hunt. She would need
protein to heal, and he himself needed food. He chose to follow her
back trail which offered the benefit of determining how far she had
come and if she had been pursued. He found himself growing more and
more impressed with her as he traveled further and further without
any sign of the fight that had injured her. When he did finally
come upon the battlesight there was no one around, relieving the
fear of pursuit. Dozens of men and women had died here, and their
bodies still littered the ground having been left to rot. They had
clearly been on the losing end, and as Kre’ell had suspected the
attackers had been orcs, raiding from within their mountain
homes.

It was not that uncommon, and most men
thought found the orcs to be evil, treacherous beings, which was
not too far from the truth, but most of the conflicts arose when
men moved into an area claimed by the orcs and began to settle
there. Even though the orc clans spent a great deal of their time
in their mines and caves, they considered the topside above those
homes to be their own and would remove anyone trying to settle upon
it.

The Warg seldom had trouble, being able
to smell where the foul little bastards called home, but humans
lacked that ability. The families that had perished here had no way
to know that they had inadvertently invaded the orcs territory. The
orcs had not faired so well themselves. Their numbers were small,
and had they not had the advantage of surprise, they themselves
might have been the ones slaughtered. Tracking them a short
distance, Kre’ell quickly discerned that less than a dozen of them
had survived the fight, and many of those were wounded, perhaps
dying. He knew that the woman would sleep through the night and was
within the borders of the Saber Fang Clan territory, so was likely
safe for the night so he set out in pursuit.

As dusk fell over the mountains,
Kre’ell caught up with the orcs. He had no particular hatred for
them, loathing perhaps but no hatred. Still, he understood humans
well enough to know that the suffering he was about to inflict upon
them would at least earn him the gratitude of the one he desired
greatly to make his mate. Quietly as only his kind could move, he
approached and with a furious burst of energy sprang upon them,
focusing on those not already wounded. In his first pass he gutted
one and left another gurgling for air as its throat was ripped out.
As he bounded away back into the cover, he carried a third
surprised orc into the darkness
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