Sabin and Zeffrin -story - Complete Piece

“I hate Europe, I hate Europe, I absolutely hate Europe!” the mouselet cried as she trudged along the road.  Of all the places humans made their home, Zeffrin hated Europe the most.  “Every time we have to send operatives to Europe they always say:  ‘We can’t send any women, because the men will instantly have more respect.’  And then what do they do when they want to investigate an Anju?  They send me!  A woman!  I hate Europe and their bloody chauvinistic views!”  With more muttering in that vein, Zeffrin continued hiking through the forest that would bring her into France.

Zeffrin was a Second Rank Firemage, and thus a pretty powerful person magically speaking. However, that Ranking wasn’t enough for her to be able to turn down a task like this.  She was a member of Phoenix clan, and was the child of a tanner and a trapper.  She made her home in a swamp to discourage visitors, and yet there were still those willing to brave the treacherous footing in order to give the mage her new orders.

So when reports came in of an Anju exhibiting odd behavior and Zeffrin was chosen, a messenger had made it on foot to her home in the swamp’s heart.  Why had they picked Zeffrin?  Perhaps because she was one of the few Second Rank mages who didn’t have enough seniority to turn down such a task.  Or maybe it was because of her ability to slightly influence dreams.  Or maybe it was just because she had enough power to take care of herself.  Whatever the reason, Zeffrin had been ordered to Europe.

The Firemage was in her third century of life.  This was a good thing, considering that most of her people that were born, tended to not make it through even the first century.  But many others were in their seventh and eighth centuries, making Zeffrin seem quite young in comparison.  She was average in appearance, and had bright blue eyes with dull brown hair and fur.  She stood about five and half feet tall, and her features weren’t very sharp, but were quite delicate-looking.  A rapier hung from her waist.

For her mission into human lands, she wore her human form.  Not much had to be hidden, except for her fur, tail, claws and fangs.  And her slit pupils.  But such things were nothing to a mouselet.  Some say this is why God gave them three forms.  They have their own, natural bodies, those of mice, and those of men.   They could hide virtually everywhere and in plain sight.  It took a mighty skilled person to be able to pick them out for what they truly were, when they did not want to seem different.

This was, of course, how no one ever caught the operatives.

Zeffrin pulled out her map to see what to do next, as the sky began to darken.   She noted the position of the red dot that was herself, and the black dot that was the Anju she sought.  It was close.  Two villages over from where she stood in fact.  The mouselet stood for a minute, thinking.  The next village housed an operative from Seadragon clan, so she could get a bed there.  But there was no given that the Anju would not move on in the night.  After much debate, Zeffrin opted for the bed.


Sabin was not comfortable.  It was like there was someone just over his shoulder, watching his every move.  But when he turned around, no one was there.   It was an odd feeling, and it worried him deeply.  But there was never anything tangible there.

He was staying in an inn, because he had the money for once.  A pitcher of beer stood on the table, compliments of the innkeeper.  With the door locked securely, Sabin had nothing against draining a mug, even if it put him in his true form.

In a village like this, there was a good amount of traffic each night.  His keen ears could pick up every footstep if he chose to listen.  His six eyes saw every bit of movement.  The window was open to let the breeze play with his long, white hair and its shadowy ends.   All was peaceful and perfect.

All except for that infernal feeling of being watched!  Even as he though that, Sabin felt the feeling fade and recede into nothingness.  As he poured himself another tankard, he wondered about the strangeness of it all.


“Rise and shine my lady!” her host called.  Zeffrin groaned and pulled herself off the bed.  If there was a time of day she hated most in Europe, it was morning.  All sunny and bright, she wanted her fog.  Her brain was working enough to pull on a fresh tunic and breeches when her host appeared in the doorway with a bowl of piping hot meal.

“Leave it on the table, would you?” she asked him politely as she belted on her rapier.  Normally she used a spear, but that was much longer and bulkier, that she hadn’t wanted to bother with it.  Her host gently placed the bowl and a spoon on the bedside table.  He wasn’t much to look at.  Square features with brown eyes and hair, he almost looked like one of the villagers, and not of the Tailed Ones.  But that, the Firemage mused, must be one of the reasons why he was here.  He quietly left as she began eating.

She had much to do today.  While inhaling her food, she checked the map.   The black dot hadn’t moved, to her surprise.  At least it was still nearby.   As she thought that, the dot began moving.  By the time she’d finished eating, it was entering the forest.   Zeffrin picked up her pace, and began hurrying along a goat track that should take her to cross paths with the Anju.


If the feeling of being watched had been bad the night before, it was thrice worse now as Sabin made his way into the forest near the village.  His first reaction was curiosity, but the strange Seeking was starting to give him a headache.  Sabin felt the determination of the Seeker, and decided it might not be in his best interests to learn more about whoever it was that sought him.


She was getting close now, Zeffrin was sure of it.  Upon entering the forest she found two things that helped her greatly.  The first was a perfectly clear trail newly-laid in the loam beneath her feet.  The other was the rank stench of fear.  The fear of a hunted animal.   Zeffrin paused.  Anju did not normally leave a scent behind, but she knew instinctively that the shadow creature she pursued had left the scent behind.   If that was truly so, this was truly an unusual case.  She lengthened her stride, for a panic began to build within her.


Sabin paused in a clearing, listening hard.  He heard footsteps on his trail.   The Seeker was here!  He would find him here, helpless and a touch scared.  Sabin knew that he had to get out, but which way was that?  In his blind trek, the half-Anju had gotten himself lost in an unfamiliar forest.  As he began trying to find the way he had come (so that he might take the opposite path), the footsteps grew louder.  When the shadow appeared in the foliage, Sabin’s hurried mind remembered one of his powers.  He could use one of the deep shadows of the trees to travel to a more distant shadow, away from the Seeker.  He plunged his hand into the shadow upon a tree trunk as the Seeker rounded a last tree.


Zeffrin followed the trail around the last tree and saw him, the Anju she had hunted.  Though all six of his eyes were wide with fear, he was quite a pretty one to look upon.  White hair trailing into shadowy wisps framing a face with a slight aristocratic cast, a well-built but not overly muscled body, he was no misshapen creature of the night.  Then she noticed his arm halfway into the shadow of a tree.  He must have been trying to flee her.  She walked over to him.  Fortunately, he was frozen with shock, and probably could not have moved if he wanted.  The Firemage laid her haind on his shoulder.

“Wh-who are you?  What are you?  What do you want from me?” Sabin stuttered into the silence.

“My name is Zeffrin.  I am a friend.  I just want to know who you are, and why you are running away,” the mouselet answered.


Sabin eyed the newcomer warily, although she claimed to be a friend.  He noticed two odd things about her.  She seemed to waver between the picture of a cute country girl and a strange beast with fur and a tail if he concentrated on physical or mental images.  And then that feeling of being hunted--was gone!   It was as if the fear had only been his imagination the whole time!  Obviously there was more than a surface to this strange person who called herself “Zeffrin.”

“I am Sabin Duvert,” he told her.  “And I’m not running away.  I felt like I was being hunted, but now it’s stopped.”  He had no idea why he was telling her this, but it seemed so natural for some reason.  Sabin clamped his lips shut so that he might not give away anything more.


So Sabin Duvert, who had probably once been an ordinary human, was the Anju she had hunted!  Everything dovetailed so nicely that she was suspicious, but interested.  She bowed to him in apology.

“I am very sorry, Sabin.  ‘Twas I who hunted you.  My people had received reports of an Anju exhibiting unusual behavior, and I was…chosen…to investigate.  And it is you!”


Sabin stared at the girl in surprise.   She was the one who had been Seeking him?  His head spun.  And yet, he did not disbelieve her.  He sensed that she spoke only the truth to him.  Then she put her hand to him.

“I cannot return home without the study I was asked to bring back,” she said.  “So if you allow me, I would travel with you a time, learn about you both as a person and an Anju.  And perhaps you shall learn of me as well.   What do you say?”  At first he stared at her, unsure of what to do or say.  Then a smile crept across his face.  Why not indeed?  There was something about Zeffrin that told Sabin he could trust her with his very life if need be.  And he smiled, and bowed to her as she had to him.

“It would be my pleasure to travel alongside you for a while.”


And thus began a new saga in the lives of two very different people whose lives would be forever changed by their meeting. 

