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      “Fuck.”

      That… pretty much summed it all up. Here I am at forty-three. Sad, alone and… well, I was pretty much done. Got good grades in school, then went to college, where I met Doreen. The love of my life was with me for almost fifteen years. Those fifteen years, we stood side by side tackling everything that came our way. She went to business school, and I went into nursing. Those first years were great, even when they weren’t.

      The first hiccup came shortly after marriage. Doreen wanted kids. I thought that was a fantastic idea. Two years later, we discovered that wasn’t possible. We kissed, we hugged, we cried, and then we started working on ourselves. And pretty soon, we were strangers passing in the hallway when I came home from the night shift as she got up for her day.

      It took me two days to even realize she left, and that was because I washed some of her laundry with my own and then found all her clothes gone when putting them away. By the time the divorce papers arrived in the mail, I expected them. That was a few years ago now. I worked hard for what I had. A cheap apartment in a rundown part of the city. It kept me close to work, which they liked because I picked up a lot of extra shifts. But that extra time working meant the few friends who stuck around after the divorce didn’t stick around much longer.

      And… well, that was pretty much everything right until my asshole supervisor at the nursing home handed me my termination papers. Apparently they worked me so much, I slipped on my responsibilities to keep up to date with the latest training and reforms. So when push came to shove and my file was audited, I came up short and was found in violation of my contract.

      I could only hope that I could live off my accrued leave long enough to fix that. But first…

      “Biggest and cheapest,” I sighed at the attendant.

      He gave me that look. That look where they see you as something unpleasant. As lesser. But he turned and opened the security cabinet behind him and picked out the carton of smokes. He dropped them on the counter and I selected a lighter to go with it.

      Then, after paying a criminally outrageous amount for what should have been the cheapest tobacco on the market, I made my way outside and unwrapped the box. I looked at the small stick that popped out, and grunted as I put it between my lips and raised the lighter with a click.

      But that click made me pause. Because I swear I heard something a moment before. This time of night, even in the city, things were pretty quiet. A passing car or two was normal. But not much else. It was three in the morning, for fuck’s sake.

      “Ah! Bitch!”

      I turned to my left and started walking. There was an alleyway between two of the buildings, and I just knew I wasn’t going to like what I saw.

      “Fuck! She bit me!”

      “Leave me alone!” A feminine voice cried out.

      And for what it was worth, she sounded angrier than she was scared. But as I reached the end of the alleyway, I could see she was also outnumbered. One guy was on the ground, holding his crotch, another held his hand. The woman was squaring off with the third, who reached into his back pocket and drew a knife. She stepped back, as I realized there was fuck all left for me to do, but I could do this much.

      “We were gonna be nice, y’know,” he growled.

      “Fuck you,” she spat.

      That just made him laugh, while the one with the injured hand helped up his friend, who was moving with a limp. And that’s when the handy one spotted me coming.

      “Oi, this has nothing to do with you.”

      “Too bad, I already called the cops,” I lied.

      “Shit,” one swore.

      “We’ll be done before the cops get here. Hold him back. I have the bitch.”

      I remembered all my training from the one time a kid twice my size kicked my ass. I took the first punch square to the side of my head. It snapped me around, but that saved me from the second guy, who tried to kick me. He overbalanced and fell over while I bumped into the wall.

      “Fucking pussy,” the guy grabbed my shoulder.

      For the first time, I realized I had a chance. My job was to look after the elderly. And while they didn’t weigh all that much, I still spent a lot of time lifting, hauling, pushing, and pulling. So when this dweeby little shit put his hands on me, and held on—I turned and pushed closer. He was unprepared for me to bend and take him under the knee, only to haul him up onto my shoulder.

      He let out a shriek as I stood and lifted, sending him face first into the ground behind me. To my absolute sheer luck, as he went over, the guy with the bruised nuts was standing behind me. And he copped a foot to the face that sent him staggering once more. My elation at all this working lasted as long as it took for the ringleader with the knife to plunge that blade of his near the base of my neck. Right near the carotid artery.

      And whether he meant it or not, the cheap metal broke as he tried to yank it free. We stared at each other for a moment. His face dropped when he realized what he had just done. I nodded in agreement and winced at the sharp pain, trying not to move too much as my hand came up trying to staunch the blood. It pumped out with each heartbeat.

      And then he ran.

      I watched him go, with only one of his compatriots following. The other… he looked a tad dazed as he bled profusely from his nose and mouth where he’d landed as I dropped him. But his bleeding was a secondary concern to my own.  I could feel blood sliding down my throat. Thankfully more was pumping onto my skin rather than down my throat and into my lungs… for now.

      I turned and spotted the woman. She was sitting down against the wall, holding her stomach as she stared at me.

      “You okay?” I asked.

      “Are you?” she shot back.

      That made me smile, but that pulled on the metal in my neck and I staggered for a moment. When I caught myself, she was looking at me with a different expression. So I made my way over and slumped against the wall a short distance away.

      “You’re bleeding a lot,” she pointed out.

      I nodded slowly as I took out my phone. And I dialed for an ambulance.

      “They won’t get here in time,” she announced.

      “Maybe—” I whispered, my throat now slowly filling with blood.

      “They won’t,” she insisted as she crawled over. Which… well, I swear she was injured before, but she moved pretty easily now.

      I heard the phone connect and raised it to my ear. But rather than an operator, I heard her voice.

      “You could be useful to me.”

      My body felt oddly…numb. I turned my head and regarded her as she kneeled at my side. It wasn’t a submissive pose, just one that had her at my level. She stared at me with an expression I couldn’t identify in my hazy state.

      “Not useful to anyone,” I disagreed. I coughed as more blood traveled down my throat. That should have hurt, but it was like I was under anesthetic.

      “Says that flimsy piece of paper,” she shook her head. “It wasn’t your fault.”

      “Which part?” My lungs were filling rapidly, I was choking and yet, I could still talk. It was surreal. I couldn’t determine how this was possible, but my mind kept insisting that this was normal and not to overthink things. I should have been panicking, but everything was surreal.

      “Any of it,” she snorted. “The hands of fate are sometimes cruel, and you consistently took whichever option was best for you at the time. You can’t be faulted for survival.”

      I looked at my phone, and saw that the call had in fact connected, so I put it to my ear once more.

      “What if I could give you more?” she asked through the speaker.

      “Look, I don’t have time for this. I need an ambulance.” And just to confirm my suspicion, I glanced down and could see my blood had soaked down my entire side by now. The blade was slowing it, but not by a lot. I’d definitely nicked my artery.

      “I already told you they won’t get here in time. And… You do have the qualities I’m looking for.”

      “Not going to have any qualities at this rate,” I said and frowned. This time I was positive I hadn’t spoken it out loud, more in my head.  I wiped sweat from my brow forgetting that was the hand that had been covering the knife wound. I still held the phone firmly to my ear with the other.

      “Not here, no,” she smiled. “I’m offering you something new. A sponsorship of sorts. A new life, a new beginning.”

      “In some fantasy world?” I grinned.

      “Exactly!” she beamed.

      I snorted, coughed up more blood and my world spun. I couldn’t breathe, my lungs struggling to purchase more air, choking on my own blood. My thoughts were getting harder to maintain coherency.

      “Shit, you weren’t kidding about the ambulance not coming.” I said, and this time I knew I’d only said it inside my head. Yet, like the phone to my ear I heard my voice clearly.

      “I’m never kidding,” the woman took my hand.

      “Why me?”

      She tilted her head. “Because I need a healer. Someone who wants to help, but isn’t afraid to struggle.”

      “There are hundreds like that in any hospital.” I slipped sideways as my vision narrowed. I was grateful there was no pain, no fear spilling over me, even as I knew my body struggled to breathe.

      “Out of all those hundreds, how many would have taken three men in a dark alley to help a stranger?”

      As my head thumped onto the ground, I worried for a moment that while I’d felt the impact; I had felt little else. More to the point, as my vision dimmed, I saw a pair of eyes staring back as she lay in front of me. I had a moment of clarity. I was dead. This… this wasn’t going to change, but…

      “Okay,” I sighed. The world spun and swirled before darkness claimed me. I left this world forever.
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        * * *

      

      “Miss, we’re almost at the gates!”

      I jerked upright and then jerked again as the floor lurched beneath me. I spun around in shock, looking in all directions. It was a cage! A box, but… wait… The floor lurched again, gentler this time. All I could hear was rhythmic thumping of hooves, and the steady thrum of rolling wheels. Not the familiar rumble of rubber on tarmac, but of wood on dirt and stone. It was enough to make me think.

      The room was dark, but there were flashes of light coming from behind curtains on either side of me. I reached for the closer and pushed it open and saw trees and greenery. They were whipping past at quite the speed and I slumped back in my seat. And, yes. It was a seat. Padded, comfortable and set in the back of a rather nice looking carriage. The only thing that worried me was the metal. I had no idea what kind, but from the color, I’d guess iron. And it was in strips, all around the carriage, lining the doors and the floors. The carriage lurched once again, and I heard something shriek before an orange shape tumbled past the window.

      “We’ll be in range of the walls in a moment, miss!” A male voice said.

      I leaned closer to the window and spotted movement as something lunged. I jerked back as a massive paw slammed into the reinforced glass. Its claws scraped along before slipping free. The creature looked to be a strange cross between a lion and a pig as it stormed alongside the carriage. I only had that moment to look, before a long shaft sprouted from its head and it tumbled out of view.

      Flashes of light whizzed past, some struck the ground and detonated. Others hissed, spreading ice or flames. Another of those big-cat things leaped over an explosion of green smoke, only for vines to burst out of the ground and snag it mid-air.

      And then everything went dark. I tried not to panic and almost did, anyway. At least until I spotted a lamp and realized we’d passed into a tunnel. It took only a few seconds before the carriage began to slow to a halt. There was a massive ‘boom’ that shook the floor, coming from the direction we’d escaped from, before the carriage came to a complete stop.

      And then came the marching of boots and the screams. Another pig-cat thing shot out and raced ahead, only for it to screech terribly. An armored form, like a literal medieval knight, stormed into view. They wielded a blade almost as long as they were tall and swung it in an underhanded arc, as yet another pig-cat lunged. The knight was expecting it, carving the creature in two, silencing the battle in an instant.

      “My rider’s been pretty quiet. Can you check her out?” The male voice from earlier called.

      The knight I was watching turned and stormed right up, before lifting their visor. I glimpsed a young face within the helmet, and his eyes crinkled as we locked sights.

      “It’s alright, miss. You’re safe.”

      “Oh thank the gods,” the original speaker called.

      The knight gave a small bow and moved out of view. “You’re clear. Do you know where you’re going?”

      “Mage’s guild.”

      “Always need new recruits.”

      There was the snap of reins, and the carriage lurched back into motion. I caught a glimpse of the knight once more and he gave a small salute before he vanished from my view once again. The world suddenly opened, and we were back in the light once more. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear this was some kind of video game set in the renaissance period.

      Guards roamed about in armored suits. Most had a combination of spears, swords, and shields. But I could see archers and staffs as well. Moving alongside them, as if they didn’t know the city was being attacked by pig-cat creatures, were the people. It looked like a Giorgio Vasari painting, with gowns, cloaks and capes of all types. The wealthier people wore jewelry, or had gems encrusted into what they wore, while those of lower classes had plain or natural colors.

      The only thing that I found odd was some of them had pointy ears, and some of them did not. Was the world populated by elves, or was something else afoot? But all of that was set aside, as the wagon turned a corner and slowed to a stop.

      There was a series of metallic clicking that came from the front, before a soft metal squeak. And a few moments after that, the door behind me opened.

      “Miss?”

      I flinched and glanced at the man. He was middle-aged, slightly balding, and reminded me much of myself.

      “What?” I whimpered, before touching my throat. Had my voice always been that high pitched?

      He frowned. “We’ve arrived. At the mage’s guild. That’s what you paid for. This is where I brought you.”

      “Right,” I nodded, playing along, but not understanding a thing.

      I pushed myself to my feet, and he offered his hand as I staggered. My shoes had small platforms or heels and I teetered for a moment. But not as much as I did when I saw the perfectly manicured nails attached to the slender arm I held towards him.

      “You mustn’t have gotten out much, huh?” He smiled gently. “Not to worry, I can carry your bags. You just need to head inside. I’ll get you there safely.”

      “Thank you,” I mumbled before clamming up.

      That wasn’t my voice. It was soft, almost musical, and distinctly feminine.

      “Any time, Miss,” he smiled and gave my hand a small tug so I’d climb down out of the carriage.

      I stepped out and staggered once more. He kept a hold of my hand and I was thankful as he steadied me with a worried smile.

      “Thank you,” I told him again.

      “You’re welcome. Just take a deep breath. I’ll get you sorted.”

      With that, he climbed into the wagon and lifted the seat before shifting things around. I turned on the spot, getting a feel for my balance. The weight of my belly was gone, but now seemed to be replaced by a weight on my chest. I couldn’t help but touch and blushed furiously at the massive tits I found. They were far larger than Doreen’s and… Just what the fuck happened to me?

      “Alright Miss, nothing was opened or disturbed. I double checked to see if anything fell out, but your bags are sealed and locked from before we left. If you’ll follow me?”

      “Thank you,” I said once again, not trusting myself beyond those few words.

      He took it in his stride and started moving. We had parked beside what I could only assume was some grand wizard’s tower. It was set behind a thick stone wall. While impressive in its own right, it was lesser than the one we passed to enter into the city proper. People strode around inside, and almost all of them shot me curious glances.

      “This way Miss,” the driver caught my attention.

      I had slowed and was being left behind. So I hurried along. Whatever was going on, nobody was paying me much attention, so I figured it was more or less fine. The tower had a massive set of doors, and several people in armor stood before it. Unlike the ones outside, these both held staffs and ignored me entirely as I walked past them into the building.

      The entire ground floor was an atrium. But rather than being filled with seats, it was filled with what looked like hospital beds. None were full, but it made a strange sight as we crossed to the far side. An impressive staircase leading up to the next level was partially blocked by a desk where several long eared individuals were seated.

      One of them glanced up as we approached and gave a professional smile as the driver set my bags down.

      “Alright, Miss. This is where I leave you.”

      “Ah… Alright. Do I… need to pay you?”

      He gave me a strange look and shook his head. “No miss, that was taken care of. You have a wonderful day.”

      “You too,” I smiled away my confusion and turned back to the clerk.

      “Welcome,” the woman smiled brightly once again. “Do you have an invitation?”

      “Ah…”

      She lowered her gaze for a moment and seemed to lock her eyes on something. I glanced down, and there was a small bag hanging from my hip. I reached down and fiddled with the clasp. When it opened, I spotted several sections within. The first held a series of five cylinders with a window cut on the front. These cylinders were filled with small coins of different colors. From a casual glance, I could guess copper, bronze, silver and gold with the fifth left empty. The copper coins were filled right to the top. Same with the bronze. The silvers were mostly full as well, but only three golds. I’d have to figure out what the fifth was supposed to be. If I followed that logic, it would be platinum or something.

      “Miss?”

      I flinched and gave her an apologetic smile. “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine to be nervous. You do have an invitation, don’t you?”

      I turned my head down and clicked through to another section of the bag. This one contained a few vials. A pair of red ones, a green, a yellow and two blue. But behind that was a wad of paperwork. The first thing I took out looked official and had a wax stamp in the middle. And the receptionist recognized it immediately.

      “Lovely, let me just check that over,” she held out her hand.

      I handed it to her before looking to close the pouch. But I noted before I did, the next folded paper inside had a name on it. But I’d need to clear up whatever was happening first, before I got that far.

      “Okay, Miss Eolande, if you’ll take this,” she held out a metal disc. “Take that upstairs and show it to the desk. Someone will show you to your room.”

      “Eolande,” I mumbled.

      “Miss?”

      “Sorry,” I smiled and stepped back. “Just a lot to take in.”

      “I’m sure it is,” she smiled. “Welcome to Cropis. We’re happy to have you.”

      I turned to leave before remembering the bags. So I scooped them up as well. They looked heavy, but were easy to toss over my shoulder. The receptionist gave me a nervous smile as I walked around to the stairs. I had a brief moment of worry about climbing them while in heels, but I adapted by the time I was halfway up. When I reached the top, I was greeted by a man behind a smaller version of the desk downstairs.

      “Miss?”

      I made my way over and handed him the disc. He took it and seemed to stare for a moment before nodding. “Please follow me. The new recruits stay on the first floor. You will have your privacy, but they are small. I like to warn those from the larger families. They sometimes believe their station grants them extra privileges.”

      “That’s fine,” I nodded as he led me into a rounded corridor.

      I could have sworn that the distance we walked was not the distance possible within the confines of the tower. It was set up with a group of doors arranged in the middle facing outwards, with more doors on the outer walls facing inward. Simply by guessing the size of the doors, there would only have been a few dozen before we made a complete circuit. But the numbers above each door were hitting triple digits, and I still couldn’t see the other side.

      “Here we are,” he smiled, handing me the disc once more. “Room one-six-nine. Only someone with the right token can enter the room. And they’re a gold to replace if you lose it. There is a meeting in the clearing tomorrow. As a newcomer, someone will collect you. So for now, I suggest you get settled in.”

      Before I could even thank the man, he was off once more. But he kept going in the same direction, rather than back the way we came. I felt so very strange about this whole thing. I looked at the disc and saw a slot where the door-handle should have been. It was a no-brainer to slide the disc into the slot, where I heard a click. The door swung open and… well, it wasn’t a shoebox. But it wasn’t much more.

      After retrieving the disc, I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me. The bed was pressed up against the wall beside the door, with a desk opposite. There was a window set high on the only wall without furniture to provide light, along with a lamp hanging in the middle of the room with a chain that must have been for activation.

      Under the window was what I hoped was a shower. It was rather lackluster, just a spout, some soaps, some towels and a place to hang a few things. Beside that was what looked like a toilet. But carved from stone, and without paper or any visible way to clean oneself.

      “Wonderful,” I grumbled. “And where am I supposed to store anything?”

      In the end, I brought my bags over to the desk and set them down before making my way over to the bed.

      I sat down on the edge and felt that it was at least soft and comfortable. And then I remembered the note. Fishing it out of the pouch at my hip, I read the name.

      “Dara Eolande.” I blinked, and then frowned. Because despite that name meaning nothing to me, it still felt vaguely familiar. Whereas… my original name, from back home… I just couldn’t recall.

      With a disgruntled sigh, I unfolded the paper and admired the flowing cursive script of the letter.

      

      
        
        Dear Dara,

        

        Firstly, I’d like to apologize for the mode of which we met. That was not a planned event, nor was the circumstances around our meeting. Make no mistake, when you took it upon yourself to help me, you did it of your own free will.

        

        As such, I apologize once more for the confusion you find yourself in. No doubt, you cannot remember your name, nor where you are, or why you are here. And that is the purpose of this letter.

        

        Should things go according to plan, you are in the Mage’s Guild of Cropis City. One of the great city states of this world, called Lothail.

        

        Should things not go according to plan, you should have the coin to get yourself there. They are expecting you and will provide you with a place to rest while you learn to harness your power.

        

        You will find many things in the city of Cropis. But this is your quest. Your life and decisions are your own. Take this opportunity to remake yourself as you see fit. The pouch at your waist is a bound item, and cannot be opened or removed by anyone other than yourself. The red potions will heal injuries, and I suggest you hold on to them. They are both expensive, and better to be used in an emergency. The yellow potion will cure most poisons or venoms if needed. The green potion is for stamina, and the blue potions will restore mana.

        

        I thank you for your assistance in my time of need.

        

        A friend.

        

        P.S. Say, “Status.”

      

      

      

      “Status?”

      I flinched as a menu suddenly appeared before me. It hovered in place, slightly transparent so I could see what was going on behind it.

      
        
        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Nil*

        Level: 0*

        Points: 0*

        Spells: Nil*

        Experience: 100/100*

        Mana: 100%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

        *Level up!

      

      

      I blinked at the information. It wasn’t a lot, nor did I understand most of it. But it was there. And…

      “What the fuck does it mean, futa?”

      I glanced down at my crotch and shook my head. Then I shifted my hand. That same dainty painted, nail-polished and smooth hand. I set it on my crotch, and gave a small squeeze, feeling the bulge of a cock.

      “Well, that’s just fucking wonderful,” I sighed. Then I glanced at the toilet. “I need to pee.”
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      My first, full day on this strange world, started with a knock on the door. I jerked awake, not expecting the sudden sound. I’d lived alone for long enough, it was completely unexpected. Tumbling out of the bed, I fell on the floor and yelped as my cock, erect in its morning glory, pressed into the cold floor. I pulled away, grabbing the head out of reflex, when whoever it was knocked a second time.

      “I’m up!” I shouted.

      “There was a noise, are you okay?” A feminine voice called.

      “I’m fine!” I shouted back. “Just need to get dressed.”

      “Do you need help?” she replied.

      I glanced over at my dress where… well it stood in place. It was the creepiest thing when I undressed. There were a series of straps across the front, and when undone, the whole thing split open as if by magic. And… then it just stood there, on its own, like some mech-suit waiting for me to crawl in and take control once more.

      “Just give me a moment,” I rubbed my face and got up.

      That was another weird lesson. I hadn’t paid all that much attention while in the dress. But with the freedom of being mostly nude, there was an obvious shift to my balance. Being a middle aged, slightly overweight man, I was used to carrying a little extra weight around the belly. So having a nice set of hips wasn’t a huge adjustment. What was, were the massive tits hanging off my shoulders. And yes, before you ask, I did spend a few minutes last night swaying from side to side, feeling the way gravity caused them to swing a moment behind my movements. I had then given myself the shock of a lifetime by grabbing them.

      I’d never been a nipple man, but… Well, I couldn’t quite say that on either account now. These things were great and… well, despite the cock that rivaled my own back in my old body, I was still very much a woman. And yes, saying that, is definitely as weird as it fucking sounds. And yet… I didn’t quite hate it either. I mean, sure. None of this was something I was used to. But that would have been true, even if I were in my original body. That body was getting old, I had aches and pains that I wrote off as normal.

      And here, now, I felt like I was just out of my teens, with a cock I could be proud of. And a body built in such a way, my mother would have warned a younger version of me to watch out for. I was young, spry and though I hadn’t been able to see my own face yet, the rest of me I’m sure would look great laid out over a classic sports car. Not that sports cars existed in this world.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Sorry!” I winced. “Coming!”

      I stepped into the confines of my dress and pushed my arms into the short sleeves. To my surprise, the fabric felt fresh, like it had been washed and pressed while I was asleep. And considering the fucking thing could stand on its own, self-cleaning probably wasn’t all that spectacular. Still, I’d keep an eye and a nose on it. If I didn’t need to wash it, then great. But I wasn’t about to ignore any weird smells either.

      I took a moment to pull the front closed and… got my tits into place. They shifted weirdly, and I took a moment to get them into the soft cups of the built-in… I’m going to say a shelf bra, but honestly, it was a thing that held my tits so they didn't flap about. And as I pulled the first strap into place, the rest jerked and I let out a muffled squeak as everything suddenly pulled tight around me. I had these horrible thoughts of being squeezed to death in this thing, but the tightness only lasted a moment, before the dress suddenly relaxed.

      I looked down and checked everything was buckled and laced the way it was yesterday, before I sat down on my bed. Unlike the dress, my shoes were not magical. At least, they didn’t seem to be. They were leather boots, with short heels. Laces strapped up to my ankles and wound in a decorative pattern. They must have been custom made for me before I got here, because nothing pinched, rubbed or was otherwise uncomfortable. And after pulling on the silk, thigh high stockings I was wearing as socks, I slipped them on and climbed once more to my feet.

      With a sigh, I stepped to the door and pulled it open. A young woman stood before me, and her face drooped at the sight of me.

      “Miss Eolande, do you need to get ready?”

      “I… ah…” I glanced down at myself.

      The woman pulled a face, “You have no mirror?”

      “No?” I answered carefully.

      She nodded, “Please, step inside. We have a little time.”

      I moved back into the room, and the woman followed me in. She glanced around, before locking eyes on my bag. That I hadn’t even bothered opening yet, and she stepped right over and undid the clasp, before throwing it up.

      “Let’s see,” she peered in, before pulling out a brush and a small wooden box.

      Suddenly it all made sense. I wasn’t a man, I didn’t have short hair. I hadn’t even paid much attention to the hair I had, but it must have been messy.

      “I think a quick bun today. Do you normally have help with your hair?”

      “Yes,” I nodded as she gestured for me to turn around.

      “Lovely, I can send someone up in the mornings to help you then,” she chirped. “Now, today is your first day. There are a few that are starting today because of the clearing. I’m here to take you to breakfast, and escort you to your class. They will take it from there.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled, before wincing as she tugged on my hair.

      It wasn’t the worst thing I’d ever been through. But suddenly I felt for the girls in my classes. As a kid I used to make fun of when they brushed their hair. It was only barely a step up from torture as knots pulled, free. It was likely only a few moments though, before the woman opened the wooden box and scooped out some of the contents. She rubbed it into my hair while humming a tune. And then, with practiced ease, she wound my hair up into a ball and tied it off with a ribbon.

      “There,” she smiled. “That should do you for the day.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled, suddenly aware of her proximity.

      She was around my age, at least bodily. Maybe a tad older. Her ears were pointy, something I had yet no knowledge of the meaning. Because I didn’t think I was an elf, but I certainly had pointy ears too. But my main focus, was on the faint smile on her lips, and the scent that accompanied her. It was floral, but not something I really recognized, likely something from this world.

      And like fucking clockwork, my cock was straining inside my dress and I stepped back before I made things awkward. She smiled slightly wider and nodded to the door. “Shall we?”

      “Please,” I smiled.

      “Then right this way. Oh, and you can call me Sera,” she smiled before opening the door.

      “Thank you for your help this morning Sera,” I followed her out after double checking I had the disc to get back in. “I’m still very new at all this.” Understatement of the year, I thought to myself.

      “It’s fine,” Sera smiled and started to walk.

      To my surprise, walking in the same direction around the interior corridor, did not bring more endless rooms. instead… as soon as I took a half dozen steps, the hallway opened, and I could see the desk and the stairs once more. I came to a halt, as a young man came out the other end of the hallway and without acknowledging us, he climbed the next set of stairs.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Dara,” The response was automatic, and it flowed off my tongue, I shook my head. “Sorry.”

      “Dara,” Sera smiled. “Have you not seen a spatial enchantment before?” I shook my head slowly, and she laughed. “I’m sorry, this must be rather confusing. The key to your room acts as a waypoint. When you walk into a hall with the enchantment, it will extend out to your room. But as soon as you leave, the enchantment shrinks and brings you to the exit. Just don’t forget your key.”

      She led me to the stairs and we began our climb. This world was fascinating. Part of me wondered if it really was magic, or if it were the old ‘sufficiently advanced technology’ quote I’d heard a few times. But the more I looked, the more I got the feeling it simply wasn’t the case. The stones in the walls looked hand carved, the wooden torches on the walls, while worn, weren’t perfectly smooth like they had been machined. Which meant either a great deal of effort went into making everything look handmade, or they really were. And if I’d learned anything about the industrial revolution. Is that money hungry bastards, would sink their claws into even the most expensive equipment that could replace a simple worker.

      When we arrived at the next floor, I was even more dumbfounded than before. Unlike the lower floor, which was a rounded corridor. This was an open floor, not unlike a cafeteria. Long benches extended across a great hall with hundreds of people within. All with those same pointy ears. Part of me wanted to ask, but I didn’t want to give away that I wasn’t from this world. I just wished that note had some more details in it.

      Sera brought me to the closest table and sat me down. She took a seat beside me and gave me a strange look.

      “Let me guess, you don’t know what this is, either?”

      “Is it that obvious?”

      Sera gave me a smile and patted my arm. “You came in under a sponsor. That usually means you grew up somewhere without a lot of these luxuries. I suppose I misjudged the situation when I saw your dress.” I didn’t have anything to say to that, and she covered the awkwardness with a cough. “Right, so, place your hand on the table,” I did as she did and put my palm face down where I would have expected a fork. “Now think about what you want.”

      Bacon and eggs. It was literally the first thing that came to mind. A simple classic and one I could picture with absolute clarity. And to my amazement, it happened. One moment, I was staring at an empty table, the next, the food appeared in front of me. It smelled…

      “Good job, though… I don’t know what that is,” she frowned.

      Truthfully, neither did I. It looked about what I was expecting. The eggs were scrambled, the bacon was slightly crisp at the edges. And while it smelled good, it was… different.

      I glanced at Sera as an odd looking soup appeared before her. And while that smelled nice, I couldn’t really tell what was in that either. The vegetables she plucked from the dish resembled the vegetables from home, but were strange colors, or… in the case of the purple thing, it looked like a kids toy resembling plastic grapes, but crunched as Sera bit through it.

      On the edge of my plate was a knife and fork, which I picked up, and started eating. Right away, it wasn’t what I was expecting. The eggs were slightly spicy, and the bacon was… Well honestly I had no idea. But it wasn’t bacon, though it had a similar consistency and flavor. I wasn’t about to complain though. I hadn’t eaten since I arrived in this world, and that gave me an idea. Putting my palm on the table, I thought about a mug of coffee and to my absolute delight, the brown liquid that appeared in a large mug, smelled exactly how I expected. Sera recognized that one at least, and she summoned her own, with a twirl of cream floating on the top.

      When I finished my meal, I drank my coffee while Sera finished as well. And then she simply got up, and her bowl vanished once more.

      “Alright, we have a little time before your first class.”

      “Will you be coming with me?”

      “No,” Sera shook her head. “I’ll come get you for the clearing. But I have my own classes to attend.”

      “Right,” I nodded. “How long have you been here?”

      “About a year, I’m almost into my teens.”

      “Teens?” I frowned. “You look my age.”

      Sera blinked, before giggling, “My level, Dara. I’m almost level thirteen.”

      “Oh,” I giggled, which… well it felt natural, but… didn’t sound right to my ears. “Sorry. I don’t have a level yet.”

      “Which is great, they’ll walk you through the first level. You’re lucky too, you’ll probably make it to level two or three by the end of the clearing.”

      There it was. That word. I felt it was significant, but I couldn’t put my finger on it, nor did I feel it was smart to ask. At first, I thought they meant a literal clearing, but now I wasn’t so sure. The context sounded like it was an event. Likely something exciting considering how happy she was about it.

      For now, we were both heading upstairs once more. We didn’t stop at the fourth floor, and climbed another two, before reaching a floor that opened out onto a straight series of hallways. The stairs come up in the middle where they intersected and off in the four directions was a series of doors. Several more people came up behind us, while a few came from above, one of which, was an older woman who looked directly at Sera and smiled.

      “Sera, is this the new arrival?”

      “Yes, Magi Londa. I was bringing her to your class.”

      “Wonderful,” Magi Londa smiled, before turning to me. “You must be Miss Eolande, have you reached the first level yet?”

      I thought about my status, and the message saying I could level up, and nodded. “I haven’t taken the first level yet, but I have the required experience.”

      “Wonderful, so long as you follow my instructions, we should get along swimmingly.”

      Sera turned and gave me a smile as Magi Londa strode off down the hall. “Follow her instructions. The first days can be tough, and Magi Londa is one of the toughest. She will expect you to perform, or she will have you removed and with the clearing, she will not hesitate. It’s too important.”

      “No pressure then,” I joked, but Sera just frowned at me.

      “Good luck,” she nodded, and turned to head towards a different class.

      I watched her leave, and moved to follow Magi Londa, who was waiting by the open door to one of the rooms. I followed in, and found myself in a small room with a half dozen other people. Several were women… or… well, I didn’t know if they were women, or futa or… well it probably didn’t matter. The rest were men, and it was almost two out of three in the men’s favor.

      Several of them looked at me with a level of scrutiny, that if I’d been in my old body, I’d have thought about wanting to defend myself. But Magi Londa swept into the room, and all eyes turned to her as I took a seat beside a young woman, who looked younger than I.

      “Welcome everyone. We have a new member of our class today, and depending on how things progress, she may, or may not be joining you on the clearing. As this is such an important event, today’s focus will be pushing into the first level. We will save the theory, crafting and basics tomorrow. For now, can someone tell me the first rule of the Magi?”

      “Mana is relative,” one of the men who hadn’t leered at me offered.

      “Half point,” Magi Londa smiled thinly.

      He cleared his throat and nodded. “Mana is relative, the mode of which, when controlled by a Magi, is not.”

      “Better,” Magi Londa smiled. “Whether casting fireballs, enchanting a brick or sealing a bloody wound, all mana is relative. It comes from the same source.” She moved around the room, her gestures open and expressive and continued with her lesson. “Mana wells, crystals and multiple resources can be tapped by any magi. It is how the magi channels and directs that mana into their elements that shapes and alters the mana. Can someone tell me the second rule?”

      “Will infused mana is no substitute for applied practice and understanding,” the woman beside me offered.

      “Well done,” Magi Londa smiled. “Mana can be directed into anything your mind can conceive within your class, as long as it’s prescribed to the elemental channels of said class. For example, as white mages with a light affinity, you could potentially regrow a limb if you had the mana capacity and will to do so. However, not only would that be a horrendous waste of mana but have unintended consequences for the uninitiated or uneducated.  By using the method of applied practice, it ensures you have the understanding and mental fortitude to complete what you set out to do. That is achieved by study, insights and leveling up. When applying leveling points to our learned spells, we greatly diminish the mana required to channel the spell, but more importantly, it gives us the mental fortitude to understand how our spells work. With time, levels and practice we are capable of shaping and utilizing our skills with finesse and mastery. What else?”

      “Never push beyond your means,” the leering man offered.

      Magi Lona nodded, “This one is likely the most important. If you take it upon yourself, to cast a spell beyond your means, that spell may have unintended consequences. Not only is running out of mana deadly, but a failed spell can backfire. A lightning bolt, summoned and contained, could break free and strike your comrades. A regrowth spell, could shatter and cause spontaneous growths on your patient.”

      She looked around the room and made sure everyone was paying attention to her next words. “This alone, is why mage guilds exist today. In the centuries past, young Magi would push themselves to learn to control their powers on their own. And it formed some of our greatest members. Our Founding Magi, Cropis, whom this city is named after, achieved what no other could. And he passed on his lessons to other white mages. We stand in his tower, in dedication to his strength and we can only hope to achieve even a fraction of his abilities.”

      She paused to take note of everyone in the room and then nodded. “This is where we start.”

      I jerked in my seat as Magi Londa pulled a knife, and sliced the palm of her hand. Blood dripped down her fingers as she raised her palm to show us the wound she inflicted on herself.

      “You funnel your power through your hands. You don’t need to touch, only to direct. This spell, is called Seal Wound. And it is the backbone of our entire class.”

      As she said those words, her uninjured palm began to glow. She made a motion like a slow clap, bringing her hands together until they almost touched. And when she drew them apart, other than the blood, her palm was whole once more. Though there was a thick, white line from the scar. Her palm had a fading crisscross of old scars.

      “Everyone take a knife,” she waved her hands. And on the tables before each of the classmates, a blade appeared.

      I took a long look at the blade, and looked up at Magi Londa. This was not what I thought I was signing up for. There was a reason I worked with old people, and not inside a hospital. I could handle a bit of blood, but actual trauma? That was… not what I wanted to deal with. My placement in a hospital was a turbulent time of my life, and I had spent a lot of money on therapists to get me out of it. Hell, I don’t know why being stabbed in the neck didn’t kill me via a heart attack. All that blood…

      Magi Londa walked around the tables. “Now, picture your skin, and the flesh below. There are nerves, muscles and tendons. Careful not to cut too deep, I do not wish to waste my mana on unnecessary healing. Picture those components working together. If need be, you can examine them after you make your cut.”

      I trembled as I thought about what I was being asked to do. I wasn’t afraid of getting hurt, but the idea of mutilating myself like this was… nerve wracking. Not only that, I had other questions. Were these knives clean? Had they been sterilized before use? What were my chances of infection?

      “Think about all these parts, sealing themselves from the skin down.”

      Wait… skin down?

      “What about debris in the wound?”

      Magi Londa gave me a strange look. “That is not at your skill level.”

      “But,” I winced as her strange look turned to an aggravated one. “If we don’t clean the wound, we could seal in an infection.”

      Magi Londa sighed, “While this is true. You are about to pass into the first level. There are others who can clear festering and rot. Your job is to close the wound and prevent bleeding. That is the primary danger our soldiers are facing.”

      While what she said was true, I couldn't help but think, simply clearing a bit of debris from the wound first would be the better option.

      “Now, before you can lock in a spell using a point. You must learn the spell. This is the dangerous part. If you attempt a spell beyond your means, the spell can fail. If you only achieve a lesser version of your expectations, you can simply try again. Pushing too hard is what kills our greatest members, both as white mages, and in the other schools.”

      By now, the class had all picked up their knives. None of them looked particularly happy about what they were being asked to do. But it was only when Magi Londa began to glare, that I picked up my own.

      “Place it against your palm, and swiftly pull it away. You only want to cut the skin, so these are not overly sharp.”

      That meant the blade would be left slightly ragged. A sharp blade would cut cleaner and leave less chance for infection. I flinched as I heard several hisses, and even a yelp of pain.

      “Now, that pulsing in your chest. Feel it, move it, direct it.”

      I looked at my hand, and then at the knife. I shook my head. The hand had a lot of nerves focused there. If I was going to cut, I would do so on a part of my body with less nerve sensation. Besides, if I cut too deep there were too many ligaments in the hand I could damage.

      “Focus it and push that force through your body, feel it well up inside you until you’re fit to burst and concentrate on sealing that wound.”

      I placed the knife on my forearm, but my elbow quaked, and I found myself unable to do what the others had.

      “When you have the spell locked in your mind, and your will obeys your command, we will take you to the next level and I can show you how to lock it in.”

      I grimaced and closed my eyes. This is why I was here. This is why I was sent. To learn how to control this power, and be a healer. She sent me here to learn and…

      “Dara?”

      I opened my eyes, as Magi Londa stared down at me. Her frown deepened taking note that my knife was poised above my arm, rather than my hand.

      “If you lack the strength to do this now, how can I trust you to do what is necessary later?” She asked.

      I trembled and squeezed my eyes shut.

      “Cut.”

      I opened my mouth to refuse, but I couldn't do that either.

      “Do it, Dara.”

      “B-but—”

      “DO IT!” She roared.

      I jerked in my seat, and that little motion yanked the blade across my forearm. I felt the tug on my flesh and jerked my hand away. I could see it, the crimson blood flowing down my over my wrist. My heart thudded in my chest, and pressure built in my ears.

      “A little shallow, but I supposed that’s the point,” Magi Londa sighed. “Quickly now, close it up.”

      I did as she said, and I felt for that power. I searched, pushing into myself, only for nothing but the ache in my ears to respond. But… that was it, wasn’t it? That pressure. I pulled it back in, distracting myself from the mutilation, and forced that pressure into my limbs. I filled my arms and pushed it into my arm. But… I didn’t know where that knife had been before I got my hands on it, and I wasn’t about to trust someone else to have looked after it.

      I formed an image in my mind. The layers of skin, the muscle, even the very veins pulsing around the clusters of nerves. I felt a tug on my stamina as I directed all foreign matter to leave. And I was glad that I did. Tiny, microscopic particles shifted, moving away with my blood.

      I felt them leave, and as I did so, I concentrated, not at the surface of my skin, but deeper within. I sealed the small layer of damaged muscle, before closing the severed blood vessels. When I mended the damaged nerve endings, I then closed the skin around it once more. A firm hand snatched my wrist and pulled me back to reality. Magi Londa stroked her finger over my arm, and gave a sniff.

      “Good. Now—”

      I clenched my teeth as her voice drawled on. But when I heard the class say, “Level up,” I repeated it softly to myself.
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      “Now, everyone should see, they have a single point,” Magi Londa continued. “Think about the process you used to heal that cut. Mentally visualize it as a logical step by step guide or instruction manual. You’ll know you’ve succeeded when you can place it into a spell slot. Don’t forget to label it with the name Seal Wound. We’ve discovered over the years that names help give the mana shape and form, but more importantly, with everyone using the same name it helps structure the spell and ensures a twenty five percent boost for future white mages to learn the spell also.” Magi Londi paused as she watched some of her students struggling to visualize their concept. “Don’t worry if you can’t get it right away. Everyone's a little different. Some of us picture a book, or a grimoire. Others; a list, or a scroll. Find what works for you, and etch that spell into your mind. Anchor it, until you feel it lock in place.”

      And as the class frowned in concentration, I blinked slowly to myself. Because I swear, she just said a single point… I had two.

      “As you progress, and level, you will receive bonuses to your mana pool, its regeneration, and more points. Those points can be used to learn new spells, or improve old ones. Learned spells have drastically improved efficiency. Raw casting is wasteful, mana leakage in all directions. Locking it in prevents those leaks, and improving the spell makes it even more efficient and powerful. But as always, the true extent is still reliant on you, and your ability to direct your will. I encourage everyone here during their downtime to study or learn the underpinning knowledge of the body and its biology—if you haven’t done so already. Knowledge is just as vital as your skills.”

      Despite my thudding heart, and my anxiety about the whole situation, I nodded along. That made sense. As for the extra point, I would hold onto it for now. Right now, I needed to try and lock in this fucking spell.

      “Once you are done learning the Seal Wound spell, retrieve your knife, and we can test the difference.”

      … Fuck…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Eolande?”

      I raised my head and saw Sera’s concern as she leaned over me.

      “I’m okay,” I lied.

      And it was probably obvious I did so. Blood… blood was not my strong point. It was one thing to have a minor accident in the kitchen, or draw some for a test. It was another thing entirely, to watch it pour from an open wound. To listen to the screams of people in pain. To inflict that pain on myself, over and over again. My heart felt like it was beating a hole through my ribcage. That sense of dread, crushing, and chaining me inside my own head like a hamster on a wheel. The way I had died in my old world was now starting to hit me. And I had to take deep breaths to control my shudders.

      “Status,” I whispered, hoping it was all worth it.
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      I looked at the stats and shuddered. I had cut myself ten times. Nine of which were after forming that first spell, making five experience per wound. And already, my new skill was a cause for contention. Magi Londa was furious at me for the increased cost of cleaning the wound. The other students only spent around ten percent of their total mana on closing that wound. Depending on the exact specifications, their level of understanding, and the speed they determined a wound should heal, every Mage’s spell cost a varying amount. The extra cost from my own came from cleaning it first. I had thought about using that extra point to see if I could reduce the cost further. But it was too late to do that, before I made the mistake of telling Magi Londa the cost. And doing so now would tip my hand that something else was up.

      Magi Londa, after a furious exchange, had ended the class and simply left. Which seemed to be the norm, as the other students trickled out. With more than a few giving me an aggravated expression as they did. Clearly, I had done something with an element of taboo. From refusing to cut my palm—to altering my concept for Seal wound; I suspected Magi Londa didn’t like challenges to her authority, or questions about her training methods. However, I wasn’t some fresh-eyed girl easily intimidated by someone more interested in their status than teaching. I used to be a forty something year old man. There were parts of my personality, despite not remembering my name, that stuck to me. It made up a large part of my identity, irrespective that I was in the body of a… futa.

      “Did you really go against Magi Londa’s instruction on your first spell?” Sera asked.

      “Yes,” I admitted. “I added a component to clean the wound first.”

      “To prevent infection,” Sera nodded. “That’s not the worst, I suppose.”

      “She was furious.” I raised my head to look around the otherwise empty room. “Even the others looked at me differently.”

      Sera’s eyebrows creased before she patted my shoulder. “Not to worry. They usually push for your first cleanse around level five, unless your subclass activates by then. You’re just a little early.”

      “Sub class?” I asked, before realizing I was showing my ignorance again.

      But Sera didn’t seem to notice. “Sub class. We’re both White Mages. Cropis is famous for it. Though we do produce some of the finest Enchanters as well. But below the overall class, there are sub variants. Some of us are better at mending bone, and get the Orthopedic Subclass. Others, like me, get the Obstetric Subclass. Still, some others never develop a subclass, or they do so very late in life.”

      I took in that information and wondered at the specific use of terminology. They were all familiar. Yet, I didn’t know if that was intentional to help my brain reference the differences, or I was missing context even with words that were familiar to earth-centric terminology. What I did know, was there was some kind of magic involved. This was a whole new world, after all. It didn’t seem reasonable they would all speak my language, and yet, I had no trouble understanding anyone, spoken or written.

      “Right,” I nodded. “That makes sense.”

      “Good,” Sera smiled. “Because it’s nearly time for the Clearing, so we really should get going.” I could definitely hear the capital ‘C’ in her words.

      “Clearing,” I nodded. “Right, okay.”

      “We will stop for a meal, but please choose something that can travel. It took me some time to find you and we’re behind schedule.”

      “I can do that,” I nodded as I stood and followed her from the room.

      If there was one word I could use to describe her, it was friendly. Like the driver and the receptionist downstairs. Even the guard at the front gate when I arrived. They all seemed so happy. Like they had no cares in the world, which was a vast difference to back home. Where modern convenience made a lack of cares a reality for many people, and they were absolute fucking bastards about it.

      But there was no time to delay. Sera brought me into the cafeteria room once more. I quickly approached the table and thought of a meal that would travel well. My initial thought was pizza, or a pie. But I settled on a classic and had an odd-looking burrito appear before me. Even more unusual was the writing on the plastic bag holding the burrito. “Property of Wenrith.” Sera gave me a strange look as I plucked it up, but I didn’t let that worry me. Rather, I unsealed the bag and took a big bite of my burrito.

      “What… what is that? It smells divine,” Sera asked.

      I hastily swallowed before answering. “Burrito,” I grinned. “Should be good and tasty. It’s a flat bread, stuffed with meat and vegetables.”

      “Extraordinary,” she smiled. “Very well, let’s get moving. You probably arrived via carriage, but the wall isn’t that far from here.”

      “Wait,” I slowed. “We’re not going outside the walls? Are we?”

      “Of course not,” Sera smiled. “We’ll be perfectly safe, I promise.”

      I was still worried, though. They called wherever we were going the ‘Clearing’. But if we weren’t going outside the walls, I had no idea what they were talking about. And I didn’t get any opportunities to ask, as hundreds of people bumped and jostled us all heading in the same direction. Sera and I pressed close as the crowd jostled and moved. It was only on the ground floor of the reception atrium that it opened up enough.

      “They will bring the worst ones here,” she pointed to the rows of beds crammed into every available space.

      “Worst what?” I asked.

      “The injured,” she said with a sad smile. “If someone is hurt badly enough, they come back here.”

      “That makes sense,” I nodded, but felt a pinch of dread at why they had so many beds set out.

      There was another small crush as we squeezed out the main doors before the crowd began to disperse. People were running now and breaking in multiple directions as they got out of the gate.

      “Where are they all going?” I asked.

      “Everyone has their place. There are different checkpoints, and many way stations. They all need to be manned, while enchantments need to be refreshed.”

      I couldn’t help the sinking feeling developing in my gut. This almost looked like they were preparing for war. In fact, I could even see people directing the magi off to their posts as if that was exactly the case. People marched down the streets. Some wore full armored suits like the young man at the gate. Others wore lighter materials, leather and brigandines. A few of those carried ranged weapons, bows and crossbows. A few carried staffs like the guards at the tower.

      “Are we being attacked?” I asked softly.

      Sera frowned and shook her head. “You must have really come from somewhere out of the way. Did they not do regular Clearings where you came from?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “Not at all.”

      “Wow,” Sera sighed. “That would have been nice, oh, this way,” she took my arm and tugged me around to head towards what looked like the closest section of wall. “I almost led you to my usual section. As your chaperone, I’m coming with you today. They don’t like new Magi walking around on their own.”

      “Is it dangerous?”

      “Pfft,” Sera shook her head. “Not at all, at least, not within the walls. But it’s still easy to get lost out there.”

      I grimaced and kept up as we approached a massive gatehouse. There was a colossal set of wooden doors that were being pushed closed by a team of soldiers. Beyond the doors, I could see a pair of portcullises. The first one near the closing doors on this side of the arched gateway, and one set before a second set of wooden doors at the far end. Between the two portcullises were hundreds of armed and armored soldiers. Above the gate I heard the heavy tread of more soldiers as light shone down from the murder holes built into the archway above. And I couldn’t help but wonder what hell was about to be unleashed.

      “Hurry along, they’re already closing the gates,” Sera pulled my arm as she started to jog.

      I could see a smaller door to the side of the gatehouse and Magi Londa was standing outside of it with an impatient snarl. Said snarl, turned to me as we broke out of the crowd and into her view.

      “I was wondering if you were going to show up,” she snapped.

      “Apologies, Magi Londa. It took me some time to find her. May we enter?”

      “You may,” Magi Londa nodded after a moment, before fixing me with a glare. “Since you insisted on crippling yourself from the start, I’ve assigned you the last room.”

      Sera made a small noise before tugging me along. I entered into a narrow corridor that led deeper into the wall. Immediately to my left was a set of stairs that went up to a higher level, and a door to my right that I could only assume led into the inner chamber between the portcullises. A moment later I was proved right, because the door was blocked with thick, metal bars that were set into the stone foundations. Behind the door I heard the voices of soldiers.

      “This way,” Sera tugged me down the narrow hall. “The healing stations are up here on the left. It’s one long corridor, and you’re at the end.”

      “Where will you be?” I asked.

      Sera gave me a smile. “Right next door. I’ll be right there if you need anything, I promise.”

      That gave me some hope for whatever was about to happen. We passed a few more doorways before turning down the hall she indicated. This was just a straight room, with doors on one side and torches on the other. It looked like each door had a torch and Sera recognized the look I gave them.

      “These torches indicate which rooms are available. When a patient is brought in, the torch changes to red to indicate it’s occupied. The rule for entrance, the patient or their helpers, go to the first available white lit torch above the door starting from left to right. If a red torch light changes to white, just as they’ve passed it, they still must ignore it and move on to the next available torch on the right of them. Only if no doors are available may they turn around and wait before coming back. But with the understanding they have priority over those yet to enter. We have small runners that keep an eye out to make sure its orderly and the rules are being followed.”

      If I were in a better headspace, I may have asked about triage. But I wasn’t given the chance until we made it to the end of the corridor and a pair of unlit torches. Sera reached out and touched the first, causing it to light immediately. I reached out and touched the second, getting a similar result.

      I opened my mouth to ask a question when I was interrupted. A horn blew. Not like some movie horn, either. This reverberated through the walls and sent plumes of dust falling from the ceiling. Sera held her ears, and I copied the action. She gave me an encouraging smile as the din drifted off.

      “Remember,” she patted my arm. “Seal the wounds and stop the bleeding. That’s your job here.”

      And with that, she opened the door to the second to last room and stepped inside before closing it behind her. My ears rang from the volume of the horn, and I hoped that eventually I could find a way to repair the hearing damage I was likely to receive from this job. But even as I sat and waited, I realized I could hear screams. Magi Londa stormed into the corridor and frowned when she saw me.

      “Inside, where it’s safe!” She snapped, before ripping open the first door and vanishing from view.

      I thought about those words and opened the last door. Inside was a comfortable-looking chair, a bed, and a small faucet. This… this was exactly what I feared. It had all the hallmarks of a field hospital, and I was not prepared for this kind of thing. Whoever that woman was that sent me here, surely she knew this? Right? There was some other option to all this, other than—

      “Aaaahhh!”

      I leaned back out the open door and saw two men carry in a third. They all wore armor, but the one they carried was missing an arm from the elbow. He screamed as the men shouldered into the first room where Magi Londa vanished, and the screams were cut back to a dull whine.

      I felt my stomach twist, and I closed the door, silencing the sounds of battle. I didn’t know what was happening. What was the Clearing? Was it enemy soldiers? Was this war? Or was it the monsters? Maybe that’s what it was, clearing the monsters? Was that any better though?

      I sat down in the chair and listened to the sounds of movement beyond the door. A couple came close, then they were distant again. I could only assume that as patients went back out, the new ones didn’t make it as far down the hall as others. I tried to distract myself, nibbling on my as-yet forgotten burrito. But my stomach wasn’t really in it. The screams of that first man were forefront in my mind. And that memory was reinforced by every scream I had heard since.

      And before I knew it. It finally happened.

      The door burst open, and I jumped in my chair as a feminine, pained moan came through. The woman was wearing leather, and she held a bow and a quiver in one hand. Her other hand was clutched to her side. And that was likely because of the massive spike driven through her shoulder. She wasn’t bleeding heavily, but she was in a lot of pain as two men ushered her in.

      “Oh fuck,” I squeaked.

      “You’re okay,” the woman grimaced.

      And that just felt ridiculous that the severely injured woman was the one trying to comfort me.

      “Okay, okay,” I nodded. “I can’t tell about the internal damage, but I can seal this. I just…”

      I swallowed nervously as the two men moved around. One took the woman’s head and pulled it to his side, while tucking her good arm under his own. The other shifted around to the thick end of the spike. Sera said, to just seal the wound. And the men who brought her in likely knew that themselves.

      “Alright,” I prepared.

      The woman shrieked as the one behind her pulled the spike free. It took two goes, and the woman screamed the whole time. I acted as quickly as the spike vanished from the wound. I sank my mind into that tense feeling I had earlier, and I couldn’t help wondering if the tense feeling was the mana, or if it was just how it felt in response to my own panic. Either way, I felt it move, and directed it into my hands as I reached towards her now bleeding wound.

      “Seal Wound,” I choked.

      My palm glowed how I expected, and the woman let out a short screech of pain as bits of… whatever the spike was, spat themselves out with globules of coagulated blood. I felt the spell end, and sighed, before repeating myself once more.

      “Seal Wound.”

      I felt the pull inside, but I could also see the bleeding was slowing down as well. Until finally, on the third application of the spell, I could see solid flesh plugging the hole. The woman was relaxing into the man’s side, as I checked around the wound to see if there was anything else to be done, but she wasn’t bleeding, and while the skin looked raw, it covered the wound nicely.

      “You’re done,” I slumped back. Before turning on the spot, and vomiting up my burrito into the sink.

      I was hacking and coughing as the door opened and closed, and when I turned around, I was alone. At least as alone as I could feel with a bloodstained room, and some strange spike lying on the floor against the wall. I was okay, I just…
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      The window appeared in my vision. That hadn’t happened before. Nor were the experience points the same. I had only received five experience for each cut I took upon myself earlier. The notification specified that I cast it on someone else, so maybe that was the difference? Either way, it was ten experience for each of the three casts. But I wanted to be sure nothing else was able to sneak in there.

      “Status.”
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      That made a little more sense. Despite my revulsion at what I had been required to do, at least the explanations of how it all worked was simple enough. Not that I had much time to think about it.

      Before I knew what was happening, the door burst open once more. This time, the patient was silent. He was limp in the arms of his comrades as they carried him into the room. He had been slashed from shoulder to hip and I could see the bones and organs below. His armor had been peeled away from the same blow, giving me perfect access. With a tremor in my arm, I began my work. Only for the magic to fade into nothingness.

      “He’s gone,” I mumbled, and held back the whimper that threatened to escape my lips.

      The men looked at one another, then promptly shoved the corpse onto the floor and left. I stood, shocked and terrified at the sight of the dead man on the floor. His eyes were open wide, perfectly still, staring at a spot on the far wall. I wanted to scream; I wanted to cry; I wanted to be anywhere else than this. But before I could build the courage to throw open the door and run, I heard a cracking boom that shook the room violently from side to side. I stumbled as I heard screams, followed by animalistic shrieks.

      I rushed to the door and pulled it open, only for bright sunlight to blind me for a moment. I raised my hand and looked out at the open section of the wall. There were soldiers streaming about. Some were dazed, others dead and more were picking themselves up with missing sections of their armor and body parts on gory display. Something had gone terribly wrong, but that wasn’t the worst of it.

      The fallen soldiers left gaps, and those horrible beasts I saw from the carriage were taking advantage of the holes in our defenses and taking down the soldiers around them. One of the beasts rushed into the far end of the breach and headed for the gatehouse. A group of soldiers came in the other end and blocked it with a glowing shield that appeared in thin air. And that’s when I heard the shriek from the room beside my own.

      Sera. She made horrible sounds as one of the beasts dragged her from the room by her wrist. Unbeknownst to me, the explosion that destroyed this section of the wall also destroyed several of the healers’ rooms as well. Leaving Sera open to attack. She kicked and struck the beast. Its heavy features ignored her blows and I could see it making its way outside. I realized I had only one option.

      I pushed into my power and ran to her as the pig-cat thing shook its head from side to side. I saw the way Sera’s face twisted as her arm shattered from the motion. Without thinking, I threw myself onto her, and she cried out in terror and pain. But she wasn’t my target. I slapped my hand down on the animal’s head and pushed my mana into its brain. There was no proper target. I just pumped mana into wherever I saw fit. And whatever I had done must have worked, because it suddenly jerked back, dropping Sera on the ground.

      Which was my time to move. I took Sera under the arm and hauled her up before turning back to my room. Sera sobbed at my side while I half carried her.  I had just got her to the door when I heard a snarl. The beast was back, and it was staring at me with a level of hatred that defied my expectations of a wild animal. I threw Sera into the room, ignoring her cries as I took hold of the door. But I was only partially successful in getting it closed. The pig-cat got its head in the door as I closed it, pinning it from getting in, but I couldn’t push it out either.

      It howled in rage as its claws dug furrows into the stone floor. But I was slipping. Each time it pushed forward, my feet slipped on the stone floor. Between the dust and the blood, I just couldn’t keep my grip. I turned and saw Sera staring at me with wide eyes as the creature pushed once more. I slipped to my knees, but drove my shoulder into the wood to hold it closed. And then I heard a clatter.

      When I looked to my side, Sera had kicked the metal spike across to me. I didn’t think I could use it to kill the thing it was too blunt for that. But I had another option. Scooping it up, I turned it over. It was bowed down in the middle, and, holding it point-first towards the door, I shoved it under the gap. Once in place, All I had to do was lift.

      The spike acted like a door wedge. But more than that, it also gave me some purchase as a lever to force it further closed. And the pig-cat let out a pained squeak as I started to crush its neck. It scrabbled on the floor while I heaved with all my might. The pig-cat went ballistic, scratching and snarling. It bit at its own paws in panic before slumping to the ground and jerking violently. I held the spike as long as I could, heaving with exertion under the stress of the situation. Before I noticed Sera slumped over on the ground by the wall.

      “Sera?” I called. “SERA!?”

      I let out a choked sob, and looked at the pig-cat, before dropping the spike. Rather than try to push it out, I pulled it in as I ignored the sounds of fighting in the distance. It took me a few good tugs getting its massive body to move, but I finally made enough room to close the door before I rushed to Sera’s side.

      Her arm was… It was a mess. She was missing three fingers, and she bled constantly from her wrist. I could see sweat on her brow and knew she was in a bad way.

      “Seal Wound!” I snarled as my hands glowed.

      And unlike the dead man against the far wall, this time my spell responded. The blood trickled to a stop, and I repeated myself.

      “Seal Wound!”

      And I realized straight away what I had done. That spell cost me twenty percent of my mana. And I cast it twice. But I had also used my mana to affect the mind of the pig-cat. It all rushed out of me, like a punch in the gut. I felt my body constrict and my body began to ache. Everything felt like it was drying out before it started getting really hot. I didn’t expect heat. I thought death would be cold. But…

      “I have you.”

      I glanced down and saw Sera’s weak smile as she touched my leg. Her hand glowed, and I felt my own mana levels fluctuating. As bile built in the back of my throat, my vision swirled. I hit the ground and everything began to dim, even as I saw a notification box pop into my limited view.
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        * * *

      

      “Well, that was quick.”

      I blinked slowly and realized I wasn’t on the ground in that horrible field hospital room. I pushed myself back upright, and… this was my shitty apartment. Back in my body, my real body. I…

      “Fuck,” I groaned as I rubbed my head. “Shit, I forgot how many aches and pains I had. And why do I only now want a cigarette?”

      “There may be hope for you yet,” she laughed.

      I frowned and lifted my gaze towards the young woman. She was much the same as in the alleyway, but now she looked fresh. No ruffled clothing, no bruising, no blood. She stood in the middle of my living area and smiled.

      “What is this?”

      “Just somewhere familiar,” she shrugged. “Somewhere your mind could accept readily enough.”

      “Am I dead?”

      “No,” she smiled. “And you’re lucky there. You took too much, and your body was burning out like that other poor man.”

      “Is that what happened?”

      The woman sighed and nodded. “It is a danger of this world. Use all your mana, and whatever you happen to be doing at the time goes haywire. The backlash can be rather explosive.”

      “Is now seriously the best time to be making jokes?” I snapped. “I watched someone die! Then, I nearly died myself!”

      “And would you prefer to stay in that world, or come back to this one?” she asked.

      I froze, then let out a sigh. “I… I don’t even know if Sera’s alive right now. That world…”

      “You don’t like it?”

      “I don’t like the idea of being sent…” I shuddered. “Back home, I worked as a nurse, but... I didn’t work in a hospital. A bit of blood is a hazard of the job, but that level of trauma. It’s too much.”

      “Then do something else,” she smiled.

      “Like what?” I snorted. “Magi Londa isn’t likely going to like it when I start putting points where she doesn’t want them.”

      “Why would you care about what Magi Londa thinks about you?”

      “Because she’ll kick me out of the Mage’s Guild,” I shrugged.

      “The mage’s guild that put you in a position of danger? Where you were left in a situation you couldn’t cope with? Where you were chastised for being correct, and disrespected by being shoved into the back, left to flounder without instruction?”

      “… yes?”

      She shrugged. “It almost sounds like you’d be better off without them.”

      I nodded before frowning. “Wait, what about magical backlash? Isn’t that why I need the guild?”

      “Of course,” she smiled. “That is, if you’re willing to become the kind of White Mage they want you to be.”

      “What other options are there?”

      She smiled and clapped her hands. “It’s best you figure that out on your own. This is supposed to be your life after all.” With those words, the world swirled around me like my vision was being sucked down into a spiraling hole.

      I jerked as I slumped back on a rather uncomfortable bed. In a strange… Atrium. I blinked and pushed myself upright, only to groan as my body ached. But that was nothing compared to the groan I let out seeing Sera. She was pale, with a bandage around the stump at her elbow.

      “They… They took her…”

      “Woah there,” a firm voice said as a hand took my shoulder. “Lay down, you’re still recovering.”

      “What happened to Sera?”

      “Don’t worry about your friend. You need to worry about yourself right now. You were severely depleted. I don’t even know how you’re able to move right now.”

      I frowned before uttering the magic word, “Status.”
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      “This… is not what I wanted to see,” Magi Londa sighed as she set the report down.

      Being one of the senior members of the Mage’s Guild, it was left up to her to find out what exactly had gone wrong. And wrong it certainly had. It was normal to lose people. Those who were overwhelmed before they could be pulled back into line. Those who didn’t make it to the healers, and those who were beyond the ability of the healer to survive. But if this report were to be believed, a simple mistake cost them dozens of lives in an instant, and left dozens more seriously wounded.

      “Do we know who it was?” Magi Londa asked.

      “No, Magi. We have a few suspects, but… it will take time to narrow down specifically who it was,” her assistant replied.

      Magi Londa sighed. It was always the risk with mages. Magical backlash could come in many forms. And it wasn’t only her group that had new members performing for the first time. The guards had their own ranks, and they were blooding their newest members. One of the new recruits was separated from his unit and overwhelmed. The spell he attempted in a last ditch effort to save himself killed not only himself, but his entire squad.

      To make matters worse, he was right by the outer wall when it happened. The resulting explosion killed and injured several white mages, while letting in the moccu. The soldiers outside the blast radius were engaged, receiving several more injuries, while the monsters were allowed to roam free through a section of the healing wing. But to her surprise, it seemed that the new recruit, Dara, had finally grown a spine and had rescued one of her colleagues—Sera.

      It spoke well of the young—

      Three staccato knocks on her door interrupted her musings. Magi Londa frowned, before glancing at her assistant, who moved to open it.
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        * * *

      

      I had followed the instructions to her office. I was sure this was it, but the assistant I was told would be waiting was not present. Instead, I set my bag down and crossed over to the only other door in the room and knocked firmly. There was silence from the other side, and I was just ready to head back out and try one of the other doors in this maze of a floor, when I heard footsteps.

      I straightened my back and schooled my expression as the door creaked open and a young woman stood before me.

      “Yes?”

      “I was hoping to speak with Magi Londa,” I announced.

      “Send her in,” Magi Londa’s voice carried from farther into the room.

      The woman bowed politely and stepped aside, opening the door fully. I saw the woman in question sitting behind a large desk. She looked tired. Though I wasn’t all that surprised. We were all tired.

      “Dara,” Magi Londa smiled thinly. “What brings you here?”

      “Magi Londa,” I stepped into the room as her eyes glanced back out the open door.

      “You… brought your bag?”

      “Yes, Magi Londa,” I nodded. “I… don’t know if there’s a formal way to announce this, so I thought it best to simply come see you.”

      “I see,” she frowned. “This is… not a happy meeting, is it, Miss Eolande?”

      “I came here to help people,” I sighed. “To make a difference.”

      “And you are,” Magi Londa nodded. “Sera owes you her very life.”

      “A life that should never have been at risk to begin with.” I shook my head. “I’m sorry. But I was not prepared to come here and watch people be torn to shreds by monsters.”

      “I suggest you take a night or two, and think—”

      “There’s no need.” I shook my head. “All I’ve done since waking in the infirmary is think. A half day of training, no proper instruction of duties, thrown to the whims of fate and when it all went wrong, I almost died saving the only friend I made in this place.”

      “You have made your decision, then?”

      “I have Magi Londa.”

      She chewed her lip for a moment before nodding her head. “You are aware the moment you set foot outside this room. Your letter of recommendation is rendered void.”

      “Goodbye, Magi Londa,” I nodded.

      She looked pained as I turned away. She lost several healers in recent days. Some to injury, but others would not be coming back. I doubted I would be joined by any others. This world was strange. But this life wasn’t for me. The Clearing was an experience that would never leave my memories. The blood, mayhem and sheer destruction were unnecessary. Combined with the words of the woman who brought me here, I couldn’t help but think I had learned just enough to carve my own future.

      I paused only long enough to pick up my bag before letting myself out. And then I made it to the stairs. I was several floors higher than the one where we had studied. I barely paid attention to them as I climbed down. Several people watched me, some raised their eyebrows seeing my bag. Others tutted and continued on. It was only as I reached the infirmary on the ground floor that I realized I still had the key to my room. That small disc.

      I turned and made my way to the desk, where the same receptionist smiled in greeting.

      “Miss Dara, how can I help?”

      “Just returning this.” I placed the disc on the counter. “I won’t be needing it.”

      “Miss,” the receptionist frowned. “You cannot study here and stay outside the tower.”

      “I know,” I nodded. “I’m leaving.”

      She frowned. “Leaving?”

      I didn’t respond. I just left her staring as I turned and made my way to the doors. Only for a singular voice to call out.

      “Dara?!”

      I grimaced and turned. Sera was getting to her feet from the stool where she had been eating a light meal. When I saw her, I rushed over. She looked concerned, but not as concerned as I. The bandage around the stump of her elbow was lightly stained and only slightly pink. Which meant the blood was finally beginning to slow. While it was possible to seal a wound immediately, that took time and mana. Outside of the clearing, things were left to heal on their own once stabilized. Especially with so many wounded. So when the extent of her injuries was made clear, they chose to amputate, rather than waste mana repairing the damage.

      “Don’t tell me you were expelled,” she frowned in concern.

      “No,” I shook my head. “I’m leaving on my own terms.”

      “But… can’t you just—”

      I shook my head. “It’s too late.” I took a deep breath as the grisly images tried to swamp me. This was not for me. That was certain. A part of me was guilty, healers were needed and did an amazing job keeping the soldiers here alive, but I was realistic and understood my limitations. A battle medic, I was not. I would heal my way, contribute to keeping the people alive in a way that I knew would work better for me. “I’ve already spoken to Magi Londa.” I explained. “I was just making my way out.”

      “Then…”

      “It’s good to see you’re up and about,” I smiled, before glancing down at her stump.

      She lifted it and gave a sigh as she subconsciously moved her other hand over to cover it. “Where are you going to go?”

      “I have no idea,” I laughed. “Maybe find an inn and stay a night or two while I work out what comes next.”

      Sera nodded. “There’s a lovely spot. Out the gates, take a right and the second left. Golden Drop, you can’t miss it.”

      “Thank you, Sera,” I smiled. “You rest up, okay?”

      “I’ll be fine,” she smiled. “There’s plenty of experienced healers available. Once I recover a bit, I can take care of any festering.”

      I nodded at that. It wasn’t the best news, but it was something. I didn’t know if I would ever see her again. It wasn’t like we were close or anything. But the fight to save her life had left a connection of sorts. Besides, a friendly smile, or some company, would be nice if I was going to be stuck here.

      For now, I needed to make my move. With a final farewell, I made my way out the front doors. The armored guards watched me in silence as I strode towards the gate. It almost felt oppressive, like I was committing a taboo by leaving. A part of me wondered if that was true. However, that part of me also knew remaining was not in my best interests. This world may not be my oyster, but that tower was certainly a cage.

      The sun cast shadows ahead of me as I stepped out those gates. I turned to my right and made my way down the second left. Sure enough, the Golden Drop was easy enough to spot. It dominated a square in the center of the road that split around it. There were carriages, a concierge, bellhops and… my heart sank. I had limited funds, and there was no way I could stay in a place like this. I needed time more than anything else, and a high-class inn like this was not the kind of place I could afford to stay long term.

      Still, there was no harm in having a look as I walked past. This entire area looked wealthy. The guards were well armed. Their armor polished to a gleam. The people, or at least those not within carriages, wore suits and day gowns. I took that all in as I made my way further from the Mage’s Guild. It made sense the wealthier people would be closer to the tower. Likely, it brought in many of the wealthy. If Sera’s recommendation for an inn was anything to go by, at least.

      One thing I noticed, though. Was the lack of sneers. Everyone looked… happy. Not the joyful children’s movie bursting into laughter and dancing happily. But the content, kind of happy that comes from a peaceful existence. And the more I thought about it, the more I realized it made sense.

      During recovery, I was told the clearing was held to remove the beasts of the wild from being near the city. Which meant that in a world where people fought and bickered with one another, cities like this would likely not survive. As I passed into parts of the city that were clearly more rundown, I noticed that even here, people seemed content with their lot. They went about their days same as the wealthier areas I had just traveled through. I also noticed that many of the men in these areas were the soldiers and guards, judging by their armor and the tabards representing their employers. What surprised me, was when I saw a wealthy merchant, smile and clap one of the soldiers on his plated shoulder, both lost in friendly conversation. That wasn’t strange on its own. Rather, it was how often many of the other soldiers were treated so. There may have been a slight difference between the two districts, of wealthy… and not so rich. But the guards and soldiers were treated with respect as the other wealthier residents waved and shouted encouragement to the soldiers all moving towards their various destinations.  There was genuine fondness between the two, despite the social classes that were still prevalent here. Whoever was in charge had been very clever. They’d utilized the Clearings as a way to unite their people under one banner and fight against the hordes of monsters rather than internal politics.

      The concept was simple, but in its simplicity became a rallying flag that united this city. A singular unity that held everyone together in one place.

      Outside the walls, lay dangers. No one was safe without the walls of a city to protect them, and the people manning those walls to keep the moccu away from the rest of the city.

      Which meant that anyone within these walls were extremely happy to be here. It made sense in a way. One that was cleverly done in hindsight. I was cynical. As far as I was concerned; those in power obviously made sure that all the residents within the city were happy, or as happy as they could make them under the circumstances. Judging by how calm the populace seemed to be about the Clearings, they were obviously raised up with such an occurrence happening regularly.

      How they promoted the safety of the city as the only way to keep their loved ones safe, was from my point of view as an outsider looking in, outright manipulation. I saw patriotic propaganda displayed across walls and shop windows, helping promote the ideals this city stood for. Arming, training and teaching were the fundamental slogans spread across these messages. In return, the soldiers on the wall knew that by their efforts, their loved ones would be kept safe within the walls. Nothing could be more powerful a motivator as those protecting something or someone they loved. And since there was nowhere safe to flee in case of strife—out in the wide world, aside from another walled city—efforts were made to accommodate people of all classes. There were no homeless that I could tell. No beggars. Even as the quality of the businesses and homes began to diminish, nobody looked poorly.

      Poor maybe. But not poorly.

      And that’s when I stumbled into a different kind of inn. This was a two-story building. The front doors looked well used, even if one of them was slightly crooked. There was nobody waiting out the front, but there was music coming from within. So I made my way over and pushed through into a warm space.

      A few faces turned to regard me. None of them were unfriendly. A few looked unsure, but most dismissed me while a middle aged woman at the bar gave me a beaming smile.

      “Welcome,” she nodded as I approached the bar. “I see you have a bag. Will you be wanting a room?”

      “Yes, please?” I smiled.

      “Our stately room is available, if you wish it. Just three gold.”

      I tried not to show my discomfort. Three gold was almost everything I had and I let out a small sigh. “Is… there anything a little cheaper?”

      She must have caught something in my expression and gave me a kind smile. “We have small, private rooms. Little more than a bed, for five silvers, including meals and access to the bath. Drinks are extra. How long do you plan to stay?”

      “I’m not sure yet,” I sighed. “I’m… a little lost.”

      “In that case, if you stay two nights, I’ll give you a third for free,” she smiled gently.

      “That’s very kind of you,” I accepted and handed over a gold coin.

      “If you’ll take a seat, I’ll have my daughter show you up to your room.”

      “Thank you,” I nodded and did as she suggested.

      The older woman vanished into the back, before reappearing moments later with a much younger version of herself. She was maybe sixteen or so, and already looking to break the hearts of young men. She had the same kind smile as her mother and, after retrieving a key, gestured for me to follow.

      “Let’s get you settled in,” she smiled. I followed her around to the far side of the bar, and the young woman nodded at a door. “The bath is through there. You’ll need your own soap. Though if you have the coin, we can sell you some.”

      “That would be best,” I nodded.

      “I can take payment if you like, unless you come back down.”

      “I’ll probably come down for a drink, maybe a meal.”

      “I’ll let mother know,” she smiled as she turned and made her way to a narrow staircase. “Most of the rooms are empty right now. So you’re this second door on the right. We’ll try to space out guests as they arrive, but you may end up with a neighbor.”

      “Thanks,” I said again as she unlocked the door and handed me the key.

      “Shall I let mother know you’re coming back down?”

      “Yes, please,” I nodded. “I’ll just put my stuff down.”

      “Wonderful,” the young lady smiled, before I stepped into the room.

      Her mother wasn’t kidding about her description either. It was practically a broom closet. The bed was small. Two people wouldn’t fit shoulder to shoulder. The only other furniture was a small stand with a basin filled with fresh water. My bag would have to go on the floor by the far end of the room. There, on the wall, I noticed a lever, and when I gave it a pull, some shutters opened. There wasn’t a great view of anything except some nearby buildings, but it let in some air and light, so I left it cracked as I exited the room.

      Key in hand, and pouch on hip, I locked the door and slipped the key into the spot where the letter once occupied. I made my way downstairs into the main room once more. The innkeeper smiled as I spotted the young woman dart into the back once more. It was nice here. Like a family. I hadn’t taken much in, but a middle-aged man played a lute in the corner. Just a slow, melodic tune with several people sitting around to listen.

      “Settled in?” she asked.

      “Yes. Your daughter mentioned you had soap for the bath?”

      “She’s fetching some now,” she smiled, and I placed the bronze coin on the counter for her to collect. “Is there anything else I can do for you in the meantime?”

      “If you were a visitor to the city, and wanted to learn more about it, where would you go?”

      “Well,” she frowned. “That depends. Do you want to see the city itself, or just learn about it?”

      “What’s the difference?” I asked.

      “Well, the Mage’s Guild has a library that’s open to the public for a fee.”

      “And if that isn’t an option?”

      The old woman gave me a small nod, like she understood me far better than I realized. “Then make your way to the wall and work your way back. This city is a safe place. Nobody will bother you here. But it should give you a good idea of the people that live here.”

      “Thank you.”

      “If I may,” she pressed before I could so much as twitch. “Were you involved in the Clearing?”

      “Yes.”

      The old woman nodded. “Expelled?”

      “No,” I sighed. “I just…”

      “It’s not for everyone,” she nodded. “Just know that many people will not look upon that information favorably.”

      “Thank you,” I nodded, and made my way outside.

      Out in the sunlight, I could see the tower in one direction. Almost in the opposite direction, I could see the closest section of the wall. This inn was like a halfway point, and something about that felt right. With a small sigh, I turned towards the wall and started walking. This part of the city was clearly part of the working limits. The people moving around were rougher, dirtier, and busier than their wealthier counterparts. And that’s not to say they looked mean. They were simply working class.

      A stable and smithery was open, filled with the grunts of sweaty men hammering horseshoes into shape, alongside others who were grooming the magnificent animals. Not far away, the smell of fresh bread wafted from the bakery. Out front, a team carried sacks of flour through the front door, taken straight from a handcart. But that wasn’t the only thing I noticed about the people working industriously around me.

      There were injuries. Not fresh ones, like Sera. These were old. Scars, eye patches, missing fingers and the occasional limp. The further I got from the tower, the more of it I spotted. And these people, too, seemed content with their lot. They worked, they were dressed, none were skinny in a way that suggested they lacked nourishment. But there were grunts of pain. Small winces as things tugged and pulled. And as I reached the wall, I let out a small sigh while I thought about all that was going on. This world had magic. Literally healing magic. And with the battles outside the walls, injuries were common. And yet, there were so many people with badly healed injuries doing menial work.

      “That is the question though, isn’t it?” she said.

      I didn’t even have to turn before I recognized the voice. I just shook my head. “Why?”

      “Because the Mage’s Guild has a priority. And that priority is the wall.”

      “That doesn’t even make sense. Wouldn’t healing soldiers be the priority? Put a man’s leg back on. He can keep fighting, can’t he?”

      “He could,” she nodded. “But your idea requires a white mage of sufficient power, skill and available mana in order to do so.”

      “So what, they’re just choosing NOT to heal people properly?”

      The woman smiled thinly. “I bring three bleeding men to you. One is disemboweled, one is missing an arm and one has been stabbed. Do you focus on completely healing one injury, potentially killing the other two? Or do you save three lives?”

      “What about after?” I pushed.

      “There’s still the skill point cost,” she shrugged. “Those with the mana to perform the feat likely don’t have the skill points. And then they run the risk of backlash if they push too far.”

      “They could work in teams! Or heal in stages!”

      “Yes,” she smiled. “Yes, they absolutely could!”

      “They don’t want to, do they?”

      “Does Magi Londa look like the kind of person who would happily sit down with a group of her peers and work to heal an old man’s leg?”

      “… No.”

      “No,” she agreed. “But take it from me. I’m very, very thankful I found you.”

      “And why is that? I’m a level two white mage with only a few coins to my name. All I have going for me—is when I level up, I seem to get two skill points, rather than one.”

      “Funny that,” she said with a smile in her tone. “It’s almost as if you’re not quite fit to be a battle healer.”

      “You—” I spun on the spot, seeing nobody but a few passersby. “Fuck.”

      That was an idea, at least. I was level two. Rather than having one skill point. I currently had three. I also had the knowledge and experience that came from my world. I could heal a cut, but what else could I do? What was there? Regrowing someone’s limb sounded like it wasn’t possible. At least not right away. But surely, there would be something else I could help with? Maybe I could open a healing clinic for those who lived with difficulties. It was certainly an idea, at least.

      I was still musing over the variations of my choices as I reentered the inn. It was late afternoon, and it was busier as people came in after their hard days’ work. And not just men coming for a drink. There were plenty of working ladies in this world. Some of them looked as dirty and tired as the men around them, and there seemed to be no divide between stations. Perhaps there were female soldiers on the walls too? Although I hadn’t seen any in my limited time near the wall. The people mingled all round, drinking, eating and listening to the bard who had been joined by the tavern keeper’s daughter. Her voice was clear and melodic and she danced with flowers in her hair.

      And so it was the blood-curdling scream that snapped me back to a jarring reality. I spun around as the music stopped. An old man was holding a broom firmly with two hands and legs spread in a defensive position. He howled as he swung and thrust it like a javelin, smashing a mug that a patron who rushed for cover had abandoned.

      “Grandfather!” the teenage tavern girl rushed to his side.

      “No!” the old man shouted and swung his weapon.

      It didn’t look like it was intentional. I could see it in his eyes, he wasn’t focused on anything that was real. His eyes were wide and fearful. But that didn’t matter to the broom in his hands as it struck the young lady upside the head. She collapsed and sprawled to the floor in a heap. That was when the tavern keeper came out from the back and let out a muffled scream.

      I couldn’t be certain without the wonders of modern medicine. But from my time working with older people, he looked like a dementia patient. He was older than the tavern keeper, perhaps her father, and the way he held that broom suggested he thought it was a spear. Yet, he held his makeshift weapon competently. He clearly wasn’t in his right mind… but trauma haunted him… He spun around, howling in rage as he swept his makeshift weapon around, and I chose that moment to rush in and throw my arms around him.

      He jerked back, trying to throw me off, but I clung on with all my might as I tried desperately to draw upon that feeling I felt before with the moccu. I had pushed into its mind, but… I also didn’t want to hurt this old man, he deserved more than that. I just… I wanted to understand.

      “Scan.”

      It was the first thing I could think of to call it. I felt the pull in my mind as the intent behind my words settled in, and my unspent point vanished to complete the new skill. Suddenly, I could see. It… wasn’t quite what I expected. My skill scanned his entire body. It wasn’t visual, at least not quite. More like a sense that I knew what it was I was looking directly at. Currently, since I was holding him from behind, I saw his shoulder had a floating bone in it. A small chip from a long healed injury. There was a twisted scar to accompany it that caused no physical symptoms other than an occasional itch when it was about to rain.

      But it was inside his skull that I saw what I was looking for. His brain. It had shrunk down on itself. The gray matter had reduced, while the ventricles within had enlarged. Distantly I could hear screaming coming from all directions within the tavern room, but I knew I couldn’t stop right now. I pushed out a strand of my mana to encompass his brain, coating it in a blue sheen. Unlike the first time I attempted to use my power, I would not let my mana get out of control. A man’s health was a stake.

      He went rigid and let out an animalistic howl as I ordered my mana to regrow the sections of his brain that were diminished. I saw the sparks of cognition light up those shriveled areas. It was both thrilling and concentration heavy. I could feel the strain as my mana fled my body faster than I could comprehend. I felt the air driven from my lungs as my world spun, and right when I knew I was about to lose control, there was a click inside me telling me I had completed my healing.

      Cutting off the mana, I stepped back, only to lose my footing and collapse. The tavern keeper stormed over to me. Her face a mixture of rage and uncertainty.

      “You! What did you—!”

      “Cleire?”

      I had only a few mana left and so I blinked up at the middle aged woman as her head snapped in the old man’s direction. “Dad?”

      “What am I doing down here?” he asked as he set the broom down. In all the commotion, his granddaughter had climbed to her feet, blood trickling down the side of her head. He froze at the sight of her. “Mahy?! What happened to you?!” The young lady’s eyes went wide as he took her in his arms, before he tilted her head and looked at the wound. “Quickly now, we need a healer.”

      “Grandpa?”

      “Mahy?” He frowned. “Who…” his eyes set on me and he glared. “Did you do this? Did you strike my granddaughter?!”

      “Dad stop!” Cleire snapped.

      “Cleire, but—”

      “Grandpa, listen to mother, please?”

      The old man glanced around. I could see the stupefied faces of everyone in the room, all watching as if I’d performed some magnificent feat.

      “Status,” I mumbled.
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      I slumped back on the floor and sighed. “Give me twenty minutes. I can close the cut on her head.”
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      It wasn’t the warm sunlight that woke me the following morning… Or… judging by the temperature, perhaps it was closer to noon. Nor did I think it was the soft knock coming from the door of my room. And it definitely wasn’t the room itself. The luxury suite was… well, it wasn’t the standard I’d have been used to back home on Earth. But the bed was comfortable, the room was far larger than the shoebox I paid for and I had a small table to dine in privacy should I want to.

      What seemed to have woken me. Was a dull nagging feeling in the back of my head. It reminded me of how a migraine would form. A dull throb behind the eyes, only… this didn’t cause any pain. Just a general awareness and a tug, drawing my attention towards—

      KNOCK KNOCK

      “Miss Eolande?” the soft voice of Mahy called.

      I blinked and sat up. As the blanket fell away, I stared down at my own exposed breasts. That, along with the rest of me, was still some kind of mystery. So much had happened, so very quickly. All the change—then the learning, the battle, the healing—and then more strife.

      “I’m awake!” I called.

      The doorhandle cracked, and I pulled the blanket up to cover myself as the teen poked her head inside.

      “Oh good,” she smiled. “You didn’t wake for breakfast, or when I brought your laundry. We were worried.”

      “I’m fine,” I smiled. “Just tired.”

      “Yes, mother said you were likely exhausted. Shall I bring you something to eat?”

      I felt that tug in the back of my head and let out a soft sigh. “Set something out for me downstairs. I’ll be down in a moment.”

      “If that is your wish. Your garments are in the drawers.” She bowed slightly and slipped out of the room once more.

      With that, I threw off the blankets. I slipped out of the bed and froze as I spotted the mirror hung on the wall. Though it wasn’t quite a mirror. Polished bronze perhaps. In either case, it was the first time I had really gotten a good look at myself. All the layers I wore made me feel restricted. Not to mention a tad gross. And while my dress seemed to keep itself clean, I wasn’t sure about everything else.

      I moved closer to the mirror and looked myself up and down. It was odd that the first thing I noticed were the lack of age lines. I looked positively youthful. With awesome tits, I might add. Even as I stared at them, I felt my cock begin to stir, and I glanced down at that. It too, differed from what I remember. It wasn’t about to reach up and bite someone, but even on a man’s body, it was a cock to be proud of. What fascinated me most, though, was the twinge I felt below.

      Taking it in hand, I lifted and spotted the cleft and a set of labia. No balls, just… I shuddered. I wasn’t attracted to men. But… maybe if I found a nice futa to play with? Food for thought. Right now, I needed to dress and staring at myself in a mirror was not productive. Even if it was strangely enticing.

      The drawers were beside the door, and I opened the first to see what it contained. Just… a pair of silk panties. I wasn’t into wearing women’s underwear like a man. But there was a strange thrill as I put these on. My legs were smooth, and the silk felt lovely as I pulled it up over my hips. My cock fit relatively well, there was a pouch designed to help keep it within the seam of the panties. Now it was time for the stockings. They went on with a set of garters. I had to wonder if elastic was even invented. For a moment there, I felt…sensual, the realization of being sexy, but… the dichotomy was too strange for me to think about. Made me question who I was. Even if I thought that about myself, while staring into the mirror.

      Maybe that was something I could do? Perhaps if I focused my abilities on physical changes, I could revert back to a man? But… simply regrowing a bit of gray and white matter completely exhausted me. If magic worked by quantity, rather than quality, brains were rather squishy things. Bone, sinew, muscle and other dense organs would likely cost FAR more. Especially if I were growing them from nothing, rather than rebuilding them from an existing source. It still sounded possible now that I thought about it. But that was going to be a long-term goal.

      For now, I stepped into my dress. Just like all the times before, I slipped my arms into the sleeves, only for the dress to suddenly pull tight. I waited this time, and a moment later, the fabric relaxed and I let out a sigh of relief. My problem now was my hair. And… Well, perhaps Mahy was like the teens of my own world?

      I opened my bag and found a bag with some oils, a brush, and a ribbon. I really should go back through all of this and see exactly what it was that I had. At the very least, some extra pairs of panties and stockings would be nice. Maybe even some proper bed clothes. I always slept in the nude at home, but until I had a permanent bed, I’d rather not risk having someone walk in uninvited.

      In any case. I was here for a few days. So I’d get on fully unpacking and taking stock of my life… Once I had some breakfast and worked out what this odd feeling in my head was. With a last check in the mirror, I stepped out of my room, locking the door behind me with an old brass key. There was nobody up in the hallway, and I didn’t so much as glance at the door to the original room I was staying in.

      Mahy, Cleire and the old man, named Harol, were so grateful that once I’d regained my footing enough to heal the cut on Mahy’s head, they practically dragged me into the luxury room. With a soft smile, I made my way down into the mostly silent taproom. They set the bar, how I remembered, with the few tables left empty. Cleire was at the bar and spotted me with a small frown.

      “Mahy, can you come here, please?”

      “Coming, mother!” the teen called from the kitchen.

      She appeared a moment later, holding a large bowl of stew. She smiled as she saw me, but quickly frowned.

      “Miss, do you need some help with your hair?”

      “Yes, thank you,” I smiled, relieved that I didn’t have to ask.

      “You just take a seat. You’re in good hands,” Cleire smiled as I approached the bar.

      Mahy set the bowl in front of me as I placed the brush and the ribbon down. And like an expert hairdresser, she hummed softly to herself before brightening. “I have just the thing!”

      I left her to it as I ate the stew. It was surprisingly luxurious. The firm bristles against my scalp were lovely. Almost as lovely as the taste of the stew with each mouthful. But it was the polite cough that brought me back to attention.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Harol,” I smiled as I watched the old man nervously stand beside his daughter. “How are you feeling?”

      “Better,” he smiled. “Much, much better. I… I really don’t know what to say.”

      “I’m just glad I could help,” I nodded, only to freeze as Mahy tutted me. “Sorry.”

      “What my father is trying to say… Is that we have no means to repay you,” Cleire mumbled awkwardly.

      I frowned. “Repay?”

      “For the healing.” She frowned slightly.

      Ah, that makes sense. “What… what would that sort of service normally cost?”

      “That… service doesn’t exist,” Cleire mumbled.

      “I’m sorry?” I frowned. “What do you mean?”

      “Aren’t you a mage?” Harol asked.

      “I… technically… ” I sighed. “I arrived the day before the clearing. Then things went wrong, and I quit.”

      “You…” Harol frowned. “You’re not a mage?”

      “I have only a few spells,” I admitted. “I can close wounds and scan for injuries.”

      “What about… what you did last night?”

      “That was more instinctual,” I admitted, without trying to explain my origin.

      “Raw casting?” Mahy asked.

      “Yes.”

      Cleire and Harol glanced at one another and Mahy tutted again. “Stop it Mother. Grandfather is fine and nobody is worse for wear because of it.”

      Cleire let out a sigh. “You’re right, daughter. Miss Eolande, it seems our debt is greater than we imagined.”

      “How so?” I asked.

      “Because if you failed. You’d be dead,” Harol mumbled.

      That was certainly a point. But it wasn’t like I was about to blame them for my own actions. “Right.” I cleared my throat as Mahy set down the brush and started to braid. “Nobody’s dead. And I have no idea what my services are worth since…” I thought back to the conversation I had with the woman who brought me here. She had said much the same.

      “What if…” I frowned. “Sorry, I’m just wondering how I’m going to word this.”

      “I’ll work off my grandfather’s debt.”

      “Mahy no!” Harol snapped.

      “Woah!” I held up my hands and turned, as Mahy cursed and clutched the end of the braid she was weaving in my hair. “What do you mean, work off?”

      “Please don’t take my daughter,” Cleire begged.

      I had a horrible feeling this was about slavery or something. And I shook my head. “I’m not taking anyone,” I declared. “I…” I grimaced and tried to find a way to explain my situation. “Can I just ask some strange questions, please?”

      “You can ask whatever you want,” Mahy said as she tied the end of the ribbon around the braid to lock it off.

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled as I pulled the braid over my shoulder. The ribbon was tied in a bow at the top, before being woven through the braid itself. Then, with a small bow at the bottom, it was all held together in a way that tickled something inside of me. “This is lovely,” I smiled.

      “It’s one of many services I can provide you—”

      “Mahy!” her mother snapped.

      “What is she talking about?” I asked.

      Cleire gave me a strange look as her father frowned. “A term of servitude.”

      “That sounds an awful lot like slavery,” I pointed out.

      Her mother nodded. “It’s why I’m begging you not to take her.”

      “I’m sure Miss Eolande would treat me fairly,” Mahy stood firm. “I’m a few months off my majority, so—”

      “No,” I shook my head. “No, absolutely not.”

      Harol cleared his throat. “I offer myself in her serv—”

      “NO!” I snapped. I looked between the three of them. “Look, Mahy. You are a beautiful young woman.”

      “Thank you, Miss,” she bowed.

      “But I am NOT interested in taking you, or anyone, from this family as my servant. Even if I was interested. I’ve nowhere to live. What good is a servant without a roof over my head?”

      “Mother?”

      “I can refund your room,” Cleire said quickly. “You can stay as long as you like. I’ll even include meals.”

      Harol coughed, “Now I’ve recovered, I can help—”

      “Not as a servant,” I growled.

      Harol nodded. “Not as a servant. But if you need a guide, or a hand carrying anything, even some advice. My family is at your disposal.”

      I didn’t do what I did for the reward. I just saw an old man needing help. But truthfully, knowing I had somewhere to stay. Even if I didn’t plan on taking advantage of this lovely family. It was a huge relief.

      I smiled gratefully. “Alright, that sounds fair—”

      “It’s not,” Cleire shook her head. “Not by a long way.”

      “Mother isn’t lying,” Mahy nodded in agreement. “Debts with nobles can last for generations.”

      “I’m not a noble,” I pointed out.

      “But you are a mage,” Harol pushed. “And one that has provided a service that no other ever has. Or at least not to someone who wasn’t a noble.”

      “Still though,” I shook my head and turned back to my stew. “I’m not a noble, just a… a woman.”

      “One who can heal,” Cleire shook her head.

      “You don’t understand,” Mahy pushed. “Mages have left. But they usually go home, or to another guild. If you plan to stay here. That’s unheard of.”

      I thought back on the woman’s words from the day before. She said I wasn’t a battle healer. And if it was true, that most people couldn’t access the services of the Mage’s Guild. Then there were many people who simply went on with their life, with whatever injuries they acquired. Like the many I saw on my walk the day before. The eye patches, the limps, the grunts, groans and pained grimaces. If the Mage’s Guild didn’t heal everyone back to full fitness, then likely there were plenty of people out there with lasting injuries, with plenty more to come.

      “Are there laws here about starting businesses?”

      “That’s a broad topic,” Cleire tilted her head. “There are property taxes. Then there are certain restrictions, such as where you can operate. They don’t want blacksmiths near certain districts, and if you’re willing to pay more, you can set up in an area that’s better patrolled.”

      “Nothing specific for healers, then?” I asked.

      Cleire looked at her husband. “If… they use the same laws as the apothecary, then no. They just operate as a store and pay taxes based on the land.”

      “And if I wanted to, perhaps, run a business out of the room I’m staying in?”

      “We’re not equipped for injuries,” Cleire frowned. “But—”

      “I’m not talking about injuries.” I shook my head. “Not like the Mage’s Guild with the hospital beds.”

      “Then what?” Cleire asked.

      I pursed my lips. “May I scan you?”

      “Scan?” She frowned. “What’s that?”

      “It’s a spell. Completely harmless, but… I have an idea.”

      Cleire glanced at her father and swallowed nervously. “As you wish.”

      “Scan.”

      I felt my power push across the room. I didn’t focus on her head, though. Instead, I let it push into her entire body. She didn’t react, which was good. It meant she couldn’t tell that I was casting it. Which had its uses, I suppose. For now, though, I homed in on what I was hoping to find. Her joints. She was middle aged, close to the age when I died in my previous life. She did a lot of manual labor. She wasn’t crippled by it yet, but I could see several places where there was a lot of scarring, along with wear and tear. The bulk of it was around her hands, in her fingers and wrists.

      I thought about asking first, but… it was too difficult to explain what I was about to do. So rather, I pushed my will into it. I focused on a tiny spot. The final joint in her pinky finger. It wasn’t the worst of her pains, but it was one of the smallest and easiest to get into. And I used that to my advantage.

      I focused on the bone and cartilage. Osteoarthritis was an old curse. One that plagued many. And one that I found was particularly easy to handle in small doses. I felt my mana flood out of me as Cleire gasped and pulled her hand away. But if I had erred, it was too late. The joint was healed, and I focused on what I had done.

      I focused my thoughts creating a diagram of what I had seen and how I did it. My brow furrowed as I visualized a systematic approach step by step. Once I memorized every minor detail, I thought for a moment what it should be called.

      “Soothe joints.”

      I felt it sink into my mind and I let out a long sigh before blinking slowly.

      “What?” Cleire frowned at me.

      “One moment,” I smiled. “Status.”
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      There were two things I noticed straight away. The first, that nagging feeling in the back of my head, had vanished. The other thing I had noticed was that my mana was almost gone once again. Suddenly, I realized how easily this could all go wrong. It didn’t take any mana to set the spell. But just that tiny amount of healing, used almost as much as it did to regrow part of a brain. If I’d chosen a larger target, like Cleire’s wrist. I’d have died just then. And that was a sobering lesson.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Huh?” I blinked. “Sorry. Was… lost in thought. That took far more out of me than I thought it would.”

      “Mahy, fetch some water, please.”

      “Yes, mother.”

      The girl rushed off as I leaned on the bar. The meal I had was almost gone, and I scooped up the last mouthful before she returned.

      “What… what did you do?”

      “I made a confirmation,” I sighed as I thought about my status previously. Two points, now three with the inclusion of a new spell. I got twice the number of points as everyone else when I leveled up. And as useful as that spell was, at sixty percent of my capacity, it wasn’t useful to me in my current state. Unless I could improve it. After all, that’s what I was told, wasn’t it? I focused on my new spell and felt a small twinge.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Upgraded - Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

      

      

      
        
        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie. You can sense the general direction of those within your ability to aid.

        Level: 3

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 35/337

        Mana: 25%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

      

      

      

      “Better,” I smiled and dismissed the notification.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Hmm, sorry,” I snapped back to attention. “I created a spell to help heal sore joints of a particular affliction.”

      Cleire frowned before looking at her hand and flexing her pinky. “Is… is that what you did?”

      “Yes,” I nodded, before grimacing. “Sorry. I should have asked permission first.”

      She snorted and shook her head. “Miss Eolande. Please, this is yet another thing I can never repay.”

      “Then, perhaps you wouldn’t mind if I used you for practice?”

      “Practice?”

      I nodded. “I build up my skills. I can help people, but I don’t have anyone I can trust. If I can practice by healing you and your family. I can build up some strength, and get an idea of what else I can achieve.”

      “Y-you’re serious?” Harol stared as Mahy rushed back into the room with a pitcher of water.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” I reassured the girl. “I’m just discussing business.”

      “Miss Eolande is offering to heal my joint aches,” Cleire whispered.

      “Yours too,” I nodded at Harol.

      “What payment?” The young woman asked.

      “Mostly as an experiment,” I told her. “I just want to build my skills. See if I can help your parents. And then sell my skills to others.”

      “You should start with me,” Harol nodded.

      “Father, no!”

      “He’s right mother,” Mahy crossed the room and deposited the pitcher on the bar beside me.

      Cleire fetched a tankard without a second thought and poured me a glass that I took with a smile.

      “If something…” Mahy sighed.

      “It’s fine,” Harol smiled at his family. “If something goes wrong, you’re no worse off than before.”

      “I just got you back,” Cleire sobbed and pulled her father into a hug.

      “And Miss Eolande is the reason. Besides, if this works, we could be so much better off,” he pointed out. “How many get as old as I am and get to live comfortably?”

      “Then there’s strictly the business aspect,” I put forward.

      “What do you mean?” Cleire asked as she clung to her father.

      “If I operate here. People will come. They might also stay for a drink, or even rent a room for a night or two.”

      “Let’s give it a chance,” Mahy smiled. “What have we got to lose?”

      “Other than our lives?” Cleire snorted.

      “My life, dear girl,” Harol stroked her face. “And she already gave that back to me. By right, she could make demands.”

      “No demands,” I disagreed as I finished my water. Thinking of home, I nodded to myself. “I’ve always helped people. I’d like to continue. I’m not trying to trap you into anything. Nor do I want indentured servants and I’m not going to hold this over your head. I’m a low level, and I need experience to grow.”

      Cleire sighed as Harol smiled. Mahy bounced excitedly in place.

      “What do we need to do?”
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        * * *

      

      I was ravenous. There was clearly a link between calorie intake and mana regeneration. I’d had several meals today. I had healed Cleire’s hands entirely. She almost cried as she flexed her fingers. But it had taken me the rest of the day.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Soothe Joints (2) ‘other’ x11 - 165exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie. You can sense the general direction of those within your ability to aid.

        Level: 3

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 200/337

        Mana: 13%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

      

      

      

      That… I had to admit, it made sense. The spell originally cost three times what Seal Wound did. It seems that even after the upgrade, it provided three times the experience of the same spell. Furthermore, the spell didn’t focus on a singular spot, but on the entire joint. Fingertip, knuckle or even the wrist itself. The spell considered it a singular joint, which made me think that was because of how I interpreted the spell to work, rather than a hard and fast rule.

      Despite all that, Cleire’s hands still needed work. But I was feeling grimy after my day and left as the evening rush came in. I’d enjoy a meal later in my room. For now, I took the time to bathe. Mahy, despite me protesting, had gone ahead to heat and prepare the bath for me. I also had a sneaking suspicion that she was guarding the door in case anyone else wanted to come in.

      So it was a surprise as I lounged in the water when I heard the door open.

      “Miss Eolande?”

      “Yes Mahy?”

      “Would you care for a massage?” I thought about the expectations of this world, and how she was far too young. When she continued. “Miss Sena is wonderful with her hands. And mother mentioned to her that you may be interested in a private session.”

      Oh…

      “How much does she charge?”

      “Ah… Mother… has already paid her.”

      Of course she has. I rolled my eyes. “Let her know. I’ll be out in a moment.”

      “Yes, Miss,” Mahy said as she closed the door.

      I sighed and rinsed off the parts of me that still felt soapy. Then climbed out and wrapped myself in a towel. I thought about leaving like this, but my dress was standing there and I didn’t want to leave that either. So I spent the few minutes I had drying off, before confirming my dress was as clean as it always was. I didn’t bother with my hair though, nor my underthings. I slipped out of the room, and Mahy darted off as I made my way upstairs.

      I had barely stepped foot into my room when the door opened behind me.

      “Right this way, Miss.”

      “Thank you Mahy,” the attractive woman smiled as the teen made a swift exit.

      And right away, I realized I had made a mistake. She was dressed in far more revealing clothing than I had seen on anyone in this town. That’s not to say she was being immodest, even by modern standards. But she was definitely a working girl.

      “Now. I’m Miss Sena, but my friends call me Grayce,” she smiled brightly.

      “N-nice to meet you,” I mumbled.

      She tilted her head. “Were you not expecting me?”

      “I was told to expect a massage.”

      “Not from around here, are you?” she laughed softly.

      “No,” I admitted, without giving myself away.

      “Pity,” she smiled. “I’m an advertisement of sorts. Massages mostly. Men, women and couples. I also do a bit of recruitment here and there. The pay is good, the girls are looked after. The madam is a kind woman, if a bit strict.”

      “Why are you telling me this?”

      She shrugged. “I find in most of these situations that clients either know exactly what I am, or they don’t. It’s safer for me to lay it out on the table before I get undressed.”

      “Oh.”

      She smiles. “Are you attracted to me?”

      “Ah—”

      “Please understand, this is business. And I have already been paid. The service offered is a massage, but I am very good with my tongue.”

      I swallowed nervously as I thought about my options.

      “Does that sound nice? My tongue wrapped around your clit?”

      “I don’t think I have a clit,” I frowned.

      “Wait,” she froze. “You’re a futa?”

      “... Yes?”

      Grayce smiled. “First time?”

      “Yes,” I mumbled meekly.

      “Tell you what,” she smiled. “Let me suck it. If you enjoy me, Cleire can direct you to the brothel. I’ll give you a discount for your first visit.”

      “Ah.”

      “Would it help if I got these out?” She smiled before pushing the front of her dress down.

      Her breasts spilled out the front, and I locked my eyes on them. My only real sexual experience was with my ex-wife. It had been years. Just seeing another woman’s breasts, I was so hard it hurt, and Grayce seemed to sense that as she stepped closer.

      “Let’s get you out of that dress,” she smiled.

      I jerked as her hands touched the straps, but she didn’t stop until they pulled open and the dress remained standing.

      “Wow,” she choked. “I tell this to a lot of men. But I’ll be honest with you here, and say that’s a good size. Enough for a good stretch, without hurting most of your partners.”

      “Thanks?” I mumbled.

      “You’re welcome. Now, do you want me to get on my knees and suck it here, or would you like to sit down?”

      I stepped forward, and she followed me to the bed. I was nervous enough that I was worried about falling over. But she paid that no mind as she kneeled in front of me.

      “Open your legs a little,” she smiled.

      I did, and she shuffled closer, before wrapping her hand around my cock. She smiled as she stroked me, and I slumped back on the bed as I enjoyed the sensation. The only warning I got was a soft giggle as she pushed my cock up towards my belly. And then I felt something I’d never experienced before. Her soft, warm tongue, pushing through my labia as she slowly stroked my cock.

      “Futa’s are the best,” she giggled. “You get the best of both worlds.”

      I groaned as she lifted my cock and took it into her mouth. Her tongue swirled over the head, and I felt my end coming rapidly. But she backed off, pulling that glorious mouth free as she licked up the base of my cock.

      “You can cum both ways.” She kissed the head of my cock. “And you have all the same parts as a man.”

      I felt something prod at my entrance and for a moment there; I felt terrified. It was a natural response, except… Those fingers as they slid inside me felt nothing like expected. Where I expected to feel sharp, burning pain, or at least a pinch. I felt a wave of heat. And then she curled her fingers up.

      “Not only do you have a g-spot, like any regular woman,” she rubbed. “But if I go a little harder.” She pressed her fingers into my front wall, and I felt my cock throb in her hands. “There’s even a prostate there.”

      “Oh shit,” I squeaked in a tone I’d never truly appreciated before.

      Grayce giggled and rubbed her fingers back and forth as she gripped my cock by the base. “You wanna cum on my face, or in my mouth—”

      “MOUTH!”

      That glorious set of lips closed over the head of my cock once more. I bucked my hips as she drove those fingers into me. My pussy clamped down over her fingers, and my core exploded. Muscles I didn’t know existed throbbed over her digits, which just drove them harder into my g-spot and prostate. I slapped my hand to my mouth to cover my screams as I came in her mouth. She collected every drop as she twisted her hand with each stroke. My vision turned red from the strain of the sensations I was experiencing until finally she released my cock.

      “Ah,” she opened her mouth and showed me the white swirls she had collected. Before closing her mouth, and visibly swallowing.

      “Fuck me,” I grunted.

      “Well,” Grayce smiled as she withdrew her fingers and gave them a lick. “If you come visit me at the brothel. I have a toy that would let me do that. No extra charge.”
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      I rubbed my eyes, trying to relieve the tension I could feel. It was back, like a migraine, but… there wasn’t any pain. I squinted in the early morning light and sat up. Pulling the blankets to one side, I moaned as the fabric pulled on my very erect cock. Miss Sena’s visit had awoken the thing with a vengeance, it seems. I lightly gripped it and nodded at all the expected sensations. What confused me though, was after a gentle stroke, I felt something damp touch my pinky finger. Without thinking, I reached lower to find the source, and squirmed as my fingers slipped through my labia.

      Without thinking, I brought my fingers to my lips and…

      “Well, that’s awkwardly familiar,” I grumbled.

      With a shake of my head, I climbed to my feet and dressed for the day. Part of me wanted to find a new dress, but… this was so damn convenient. Once proper, I took the ribbons for my hair, and made for the door. Only to leap back in shock, as Mahy froze on the other side, with her hand up, about to knock.

      “Sorry!” she squeaked.

      “No,” I shook my head. “That’s fine. No harm done.”

      Mahy sighed as I did and we both giggled softly. I’d never been one to giggle, but… it felt more natural in this body.

      “Miss, do you need help with your hair again?”

      “Please, Mahy,” I smiled and offered her the ribbon.

      “We’ll do it in here,” she gestured back into the room. “There’s a few guests downstairs this morning.”

      “Oh,” I nodded and stepped back. “Come in then.”

      “Thank you, miss,” she smiled.

      I moved over and sat on the bed, while she took out a brush from a fold in her skirt. If this was planned, it meant she was rather clever and thought ahead. However, she was still only a child so I’d need to keep an eye on her. I didn’t want to get her or myself into any trouble.

      “Now,” she smiled as she brushed out my locks. “I was thinking—”

      “If this has anything to do with you offering a term of servitude, you may as well stop there,” I cut her off. “I’m not interested in taking you away from your family. I’m not interested in keeping you.”

      “I’m just—”

      “Mahy,” I sighed and shook my head, making her growl as my hair tugged in her hands. “You’re not listening. I will not accept. You have a mother, a grandfather, and likely a business to inherit. I’m not going to tie you to me in some strange quest to balance the scales.”

      “And what about what I want?” she pouted.

      “What you want and what you need aren’t necessarily the same thing.” I reached around and patted her knee. “You’re only a girl still. Live, get a boyfriend, do something fun. Because in a few years, likely you won’t be able to.”

      “Miss Sena said the same thing,” Mahy sighed.

      “Did she try to hire you?” I asked, as I felt a pit open in my stomach.

      “No,” Mahy answered quickly. “I was just… Those ladies earn good money and…”

      “It’s not all that,” I mumbled.

      “Miss Sena said that too,” Mahy giggled. “That’s all she said, actually. She wouldn’t tell me anything else. She said, ‘not until my majority’ and well…”

      “That’s for the best,” I sighed in relief. “Work is work, but certain jobs should be looked at with the maturity of an adult… What age can you join the guard?”

      Mahy let out a grunt.

      “I’m sorry?” I pushed.

      “Gotta reach your majority,” she grunted a little louder.

      I sighed once more in relief. This world wasn’t perfect. But they had their morals where they were needed. No kids throwing their lives away, or taking unnecessary risks.

      “What about school?” I asked.

      “Mother, can’t afford a trade,” Mahy shrugged as she wound my hair into a fancy-looking bun with the ribbon. “She’s teaching me to run the inn, though.”

      “Wait,” I frowned. “No school?”

      “I did my learnings,” Mahy disagreed. “I can count and I know my letters. And I enjoyed learning about history. But I didn’t test high enough to be a mage, and mother can’t afford to send me to learn a trade. So it’s the inn or… Something else.”

      “Inns aren’t going out of fashion,” I reminded her.

      “It’s not going to attract me a partner, either,” she pouted as she got up off the bed. “How does that feel?”

      I reached behind and touched the bun. “It’s wonderful, thank you.”

      “Miss… Do you not know how to do your hair?”

      I shook my head. “No, I don’t. I’ve…” I thought about a good answer. “I’ve always had help. Never done it myself.”

      “You didn’t have friends as a child?”

      “Not ones that did hair,” I answered truthfully.

      “I’ll just have to look after it for you then,” she smiled brightly.

      To be honest, part of me wondered if it was some kind of trap. But her offer and smile were genuine. And I really didn’t know how to do up a woman’s hair. So I accepted gratefully and hoped beyond hope it was as innocent an offer as I believed.

      We made our way downstairs, where Cleire was bringing out a tray of meals to a table at the back. The men eyed me with interest, and I turned away. While I knew that biologically, men were now in my ballpark. My interests were still that of a man. And the idea of being with one… yeah, no thanks.

      “Take a seat Miss Eolande,” Mahy stepped past. “I’ll get you some breakfast.”

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled as I made my way to the same spot at the counter I had used since I arrived.

      I had just taken my seat when a hard grunt caught my attention. I looked up at the kitchen and spotted Harol coming out with a barrel on his shoulder.

      “You need help?” I asked as I began to move.

      “No, no,” he smiled. “I’m fine. Just… it’s been a while since I’ve carried one of these and I pinched my hand in the doorframe.”

      I glanced at his hand and saw the small cut from where he’d done just that.

      “Seal Wound.”

      Harol froze as my power washed over the cut and it closed before my eyes. I felt the tug on my mana, and Harol let out a sigh.

      “Miss Eolande…”

      “Yes, Harol?” I smiled.

      “Breakfast!” Mahy cheered as she stepped out of the kitchen with a bowl of warm porridge. She frowned as she saw me staring at her grandfather and tilted her head. “Is something wrong?”

      “We’re fine,” I smiled. “It’s just good to see Harol feeling better.”

      “Quite,” the old man frowned softly.

      As he went about setting up the new keg to pull ale, Mahy brought me breakfast. Cleire came around the counter and vanished into the kitchen once more with a smile. And to my absolute delight, she appeared a moment later with a mug of coffee. Things were good, at least… Outside of that annoying feeling in the back of my head.

      “Something the matter?” Cleire asked as she wiped down the counter.

      “It’s nothing,” I smiled and push my empty bowl back. “But how about I take a look at that hand of yours again?”

      Cleire smiled softly. “It’s much better, actually.”

      “Good,” I smiled. “But it still needs a bit more. The spell only targets a single joint. And there’s lots of little bones in the wrist.”

      “I see,” she nodded and held out her hand.

      “Scan.”

      I gave it a quick check. Just a few moments and a couple percent of mana to see what was left. There are eight bones in the wrist, and most of them looked good. A little damage around the scaphoid though, along with some swelling around the metacarpal of her thumb where it attached to the trapezium. So I started there.

      “Soothe Joints.”

      “She’s a mage?!”

      I frowned and ignored the voice as I felt my mana drain into the spell. It must have been bothering Cleire more than she let on, because she let out a small sigh of relief. So I cast it again, clearing up the scaphoid, before sitting back and admiring the way she stretched her fingers.

      “I… don’t know how I can repay you for all this.”

      “Excuse me, miss?”

      “Hmm?” I turned around and saw one of the men from the table at the back. He held his hat in his hands as he shifted nervously from foot to foot. “Yes?”

      “You’re a healer?”

      “I can do some things,” I nodded. I had a feeling this was going to lead to a request. But I had to keep in mind that I was now down to less than twenty percent of my mana. But… that nagging feeling in my head was gone too.

      “M-my wife,” he stammered. “She fell, and hurt her knee.”

      “Bone or ligament?” I asked.

      He gave me an odd look. “Her… her knee, miss.”

      Yeah, that was… not unexpected. “I can’t make any promises. I’m also low on mana. But if you bring her around, I can take a look and see what the problem is.”

      “R-really?” he gasped. “Thank you! Thank you so much! I’ll… I don’t even know what to pay you?”

      I glanced back at Cleire, who was staring at me with a blank expression. But it was Mahy who held my attention. She seemed to be thinking it over.

      “Mahy, what are you thinking?”

      Mahy flinched and realized she had my attention, and now everyone else’s. “I… um… I was just thinking of a price structure that could help people, but… but not financially ruin them. I don’t know—”

      “How much do you think I should charge to scan for an injury?”

      Mahy chewed her lip for a moment. “A silver.”

      “I can pay that,” the man nodded. “I can… here.”

      He opened a small pouch at his hip and took out the silver coin I recognized. Holding it out to me, I frowned. “You know that I’m not offering to heal her. I can just tell you what exactly the problem is.”

      He frowned, but nodded. “If… if you can help. I can find a way to pay you more. I just…” He let out a sigh.

      “It’s fine,” I reassured him. “Go fetch your wife. Once we know what’s going wrong, we can talk.”

      “Thank you,” he spun and looked back towards his table.

      “Go on, Lander,” one of them waved.

      Lander wasted no time rushing from the inn and off into the street. I turned around and leaned back on the bar. “Thank you, Mahy.”

      “You’re welcome, Miss,” she smiled.

      With that over, I was left to ponder my situation. That sensation… the one that woke me the last few mornings was gone. But what was that feeling, and where did it go? Was it tied to my mana, perhaps? Was there a way to scan myself and find out? I’d been right through my status sheet and there was no mention of… wait…

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Soothe Joints (2) ‘other’ x2 - 30exp

        Scan target ‘other’ x1 - 5exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 3

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 235/337

        Mana: 17%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

      

      

      

      “Huh.” It was glaringly obvious now that I was looking at it.

      “Sorry?” Cleire blinked.

      I shook my head, not realizing how dumb that sounded. “Yeah, sorry. I just… I figured something out.”

      “Okay?” Cleire frowned. “Is it… something I can help with?”

      “Maybe later,” I nodded. “For now, I think I’m going to take a bath.”

      “I’ll get the water for you,” she smiled. “Can you watch the counter, Mahy?”

      “I have it,” Harol smiled. “I need a breather anyway after that.”

      “I’ll clean up the kitchen then,” Mahy smiled. “Call if you need anything, Grandpa!”

      We all broke off in different directions. I followed Cleire into the bathing room. It was empty, to my relief. The water came from a hose stored on the wall. She carried it over and dropped it in before fiddling with something in the bath.

      “What are you doing there?” I asked.

      “Just setting the temperature. Unless you like it cold?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I just… I’ve never seen this before. Mahy had it done already when I came in last night.”

      “Oh, in that case. Water comes through the pipe, and there’s a gem here that warms the bath. It’ll warm it as it fills, so it won’t be long now. How about you get undressed, and I’ll take care of your underthings.”

      “I’m… n-not sure—”

      “Oh, don’t worry about it,” Cleire laughed. “I’ve been a woman all my life, and I had a husband once. There’s nothing under that pretty dress of yours that will shock me.”

      “You say that.” I shook my head.

      “What? Got a big swinging…” she trailed off, and then narrowed her eyes. “You’re not just a woman, are you?”

      “No.”

      She nodded slowly. “And… my daughter?”

      “She’s not even of age!” I threw my hands up. “Please, just believe me. I don’t want to take anyone away as some bloody servant. And if I did, I’m not taking a girl from her mother!”

      “… fine.”

      “Fine?”

      “Fine,” Cleire nodded again. “Now, dress off. I figure you’re at least wearing socks.”

      “And some stockings,” I nodded as I unclipped the front of my dress.

      It opened up, and I stepped out as Cleire moved closer. She glanced at the door, and I instinctively looked as well. So I was completely unaware of what was happening until I heard the soft thump as she dropped to her knees in front of me.

      “W-wha—”

      “I have these,” she blurted as she unlaced my heels. She slipped the shoe off and set me standing flat on the ground. She then undid the second. The whole time I stared down at her, my cock began to rise. As she slipped off my other heel and then went about working off my socks, I came to full mast. She sat up slightly, brushing the top of her head on the underside of my cock as she unhooked my stockings from the garters. She pulled them quickly to the floor, before reaching up to remove the garters, only to pull back her hand, with something wet glistening over her fingers.

      She stared at it for a moment and looked straight up. Her eyes bulged as my cock loomed in front of her eyes. I waited for her to scold me. To shout for me to leave. So the sensation of her warm breath as she opened her mouth had my heart beating in my chest.

      She planted a soft kiss on the underside and my cock throbbed in response. Before reaching up and wrapping her recently healed fingers around the head of my cock. I sucked in a breath as she gently twisted over the head, and opened her mouth to lick the underside of my cock. She smiled gleefully, before shifting lower and licking again. I felt like I was going to explode as I felt her tongue briefly slip between my labia. Only for the sound of splashing water to make us both jump.

      “Oh, the bath!”

      I almost growled as she suddenly pulled away. Cleire hurried around to the hose and pulled it free of the bath. There was a healthy amount of steam coming off it, and Cleire let out a sigh.

      “The water won’t damage anything, but the enchantment is expensive if we let it run over.”

      “Right,” I nodded.

      “Go on, climb in. I’ll take care of these,” she hurried and scooped up the items we’d left on the floor.

      My cock throbbed almost painfully. The sensation of being so close left a familiar ache. One that I decided I’d need to take care of once Cleire was out of the room.

      “Oh, before that!”

      I felt a tug on my arm and turned to face her as she dropped to her knees. She took hold of my cock, and before I knew what was happening, it was in her mouth once more. My pussy throbbed as she hummed in delight, and I couldn’t help but thrust forward. Rather than retreat, she opened her throat and let my cock press to the entrance. I pulled back and she let out a cough before smiling up at me.

      “Bring that back. I still need to wash your things. So this needs to be quick.”

      “Ah,” I grunted. “Okay.”

      “Okay,” she grinned and opened her mouth once more.

      I felt my cock enter heaven, and I trembled as she took me deep. She didn’t have the practiced skill that Miss Sena had. But her hunger and enjoyment were authentic, real in a way Miss Sena’s practiced motions were not. And for that, the experience was far more intense. She moaned softly as she bobbed her head back and forth before looking up into my eyes. Then she wrapped her hands around my ass and pulled me closer.

      “Cleire,” I hissed as my cock slid into her throat.

      Her eyes went puffy, and her face turned red. I was worried for a moment before she pulled back. She kept her lips wrapped around my cock as she cleared her throat, taking a few more breaths, and pressed herself forward once more. My cock slid home, and she bounced her neck back and forth, fucking me with her throat as she tried not to gag. And that was finally enough for me. I shuddered as my cock spurted straight into her esophagus. Cleire closed her eyes, and with her chin pressed to my crotch, she slipped her tongue out and licked between my labia as I came.

      Spurt after spurt went down her throat, and she swallowed without hesitation. The contractions of her throat milked my orgasm as much as her tongue did. Until finally, with a last throb, Cleire pulled away. She choked as my cock slipped out of her mouth, but she gripped me by the base with her hand as she heaved for air.

      “Holy shit,” I grunted.

      Cleire wiped her mouth of spittle before smiling up at me with my cock still in her hand. “Thank you, dear.”

      “What?” I snorted. “Why are you thanking me?”

      She shrugged and released my cock before climbing to her feet. “My husband died defending the walls many years ago.”

      “I’m sorry,” I frowned, not liking the turn the conversation just took.

      Cleire shook her head. “It’s not your fault. It’s just sad. Because if you were here when he was injured, he’d likely have survived. The healers patched him up, but he was still broken inside, and he never recovered.”

      “I’m sorry,” I said again, not knowing what else I could offer.

      Cleire smiled. “Just a shame. He’d have liked you. And it wouldn’t be the first time I’ve had it in both holes at once.”

      An hour later, her laughter still echoed in my ears as I pulled my slightly damp stockings on. She hadn’t been forthcoming with much more information than that. But I had all but confirmed my suspicions that this world had a far more relaxed attitude towards sex. But that was neither here nor there as I stepped out of the bathroom.

      I made my way back towards the bar, where Cleire was setting out a fresh coffee for me. This woman, I swear. But that’s not what caught my attention. At a nearby table was the familiar face of the man, and an obviously grimacing woman. She sat in a chair, straight-backed, with her feet set on the floor before her. She looked proper, despite the clear pain she was in.

      “Lander?” I turned in their direction.

      “Yes,” he smiled. “This is my wife, Frachine.”

      “Lovely to meet you,” Frachine tried to imitate a curtsey, despite being seated. And the action clearly caused her pain as she flexed her knee to do so.

      “Enough of that,” I frowned. “You’re clearly in pain.”

      “Yes, but… ”

      “Scan.” I cast before she could argue.

      I passed my gaze over her knees. Distantly I heard her saying something. In fact, several people were. But I paid them no mind as I scanned over her injuries. There were only a few. The first being her knee. A sprain and some bruising. She was clearly in pain, but if she kept off it, the injury would be fine on its own. What interested me more was a growth on her cervix.

      I dropped the spell and let out a sigh as the voices carried on.

      “—st about enough of this! I will not be ignored by some hedge witch, crack pot!”

      “Your knee will be fine in a few weeks on its own. I’d recommend wrapping it up and staying off your feet until it feels better. But that won’t matter if you’re dead.”

      The room fell silent.

      “What do you mean, dead?” Frachine glared.

      “There’s a growth on your cervix,” I said slowly. “Eventually, it will kill you.”

      Frachine froze and quickly glanced at her husband, who was staring at me in horror. She knew already. She just didn’t tell him.

      “What… what do you mean?” Lander asked.

      “It’s nothing,” Frachine waved her hand to get his attention.

      “It’s not,” I pushed. “How long have you known?”

      She stared at me, then her lip trembled and she sighed. “Months. The midwives found it when I went to see why I was having trouble falling pregnant.”

      I wasn’t surprised. The growth was rather large. Anyone with the knowledge of what a cervix was would know there was a problem.

      “Frachine…”

      “I’m sorry, Lander,” she patted his hand. “I wish I could have been a better wife for you.”

      “I can help,” I offered. “It hasn’t progressed far enough to cause real harm yet. But… I can help.”

      “The king’s healers can’t help me, but you can?” Frachine raised an eyebrow.

      “I don’t know anything about the King’s healers. But yes. It’ll be slow. But I can.”

      “And what will this service cost?” Frachine frowned.

      I chewed my lip for a moment. “Five silver per treatment.”

      Frachine’s eyes narrowed. “What are you trying to pull?”

      “That is an extraordinary low amount,” Cleire called from the counter.

      “Is five silver enough for the average person to be able to afford?” I asked.

      “Not in an emergency,” Mahy announced. “But, with some planning, I think all but the poorest would be able to scrounge that kind of money.”

      “That works then,” I nodded. “Five silver a session. A session ends when the problem is resolved, or I run out of mana to continue. That first five silver can be paid directly to the inn for my own upkeep and—”

      Harol frowned, “Miss Eolande.”

      I held my hand up to silence him. “I’m not some freeloader. If this doesn’t work, we can look into changing it later.” I glared at the old man. “If someone wealthy comes in wanting special favors, I can charge them more. If someone poorer comes in, we can negotiate to help them out. But if the majority of people can find five silver, that’s what I’ll charge for my base price.”

      I turned back to Frachine and Lander. He was still staring at his wife while she looked at me with wide eyes. “You’re serious?”

      “Very,” I nodded.

      “Then…” she frowned and reached for her hip.

      “Hold on to that for now,” I shook my head. “I’m still low on mana. And I should point out, it will be a raw casting. This will not be quick. I will need you to come back more than once.”

      “Then perhaps we should wait,” Frachine winced.

      “That’s up to you,” I nodded. “But…” I thought about it. The spells I could create did so at my urging. If I wanted a spell to simply fix the problem, it would do so. But likely at a high cost. If I created a spell that would act progressively, like my scan… Then I could taper it off when necessary. “I think I have a way to help. You just need to trust me, and I need to start with all my mana.”

      “And how long will that take?” Lander asked.

      “Status.”
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      “About fifteen minutes,” I smiled, before glancing back at the bar and the steaming cup. “Just enough time for a drink.”
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      I slumped back in my chair and breathed a sigh of relief. Frachine clung dearly to her husband’s hand. The progress was painfully slow. But it was working. And that was the main thing.
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      “I cut that a little close,” I mumbled softly.

      Truth be told, I could feel it now. The point where I needed to stop. And while I had certainly pushed myself. I also knew my limits and had worked within them. It was also odd that my experience gains seemed to move in blocks. Especially compared to the more fluid way that I was forming my spells. By creating spells that worked on a percentage timeframe—rather than a static, or set beginning and end—I had formed spells that could be used as much, or as little, as needed. But it seemed that my experience gain was still locked into the old system, only giving me gains when I completed the spell.

      At first, I thought that was a little unfair. But when I realized that Soothe Joints was going to cost me sixty percent of my mana at first, it occurred to me that this was likely the better deal. Rather than casting one spell an hour. I could cast it in spurts, or activate my spells in a short amount of time with far more frequency. If I had a patient that came in, only requiring thirty percent of my mana, I could move onto another, without waiting for a full recovery first.

      “I…” Frachine frowned. “I could feel… something.”

      “Was it painful?” I asked.

      The stoic woman shook her head. “No, but… it wasn’t very comfortable either.”

      I nodded. “Well, if it’s any help. With another initial raw casting, and follow-up with my new spell, I could have it cleared up in another session. Then, I’d recommend coming back for a checkup in another few months to make sure it’s gone for good.”

      “And her knee, miss?” Lander asked.

      “It’ll be fine on its own, so long as she keeps off of it for a few weeks,” I shrugged. “I could do a raw casting on it to help, but I’ll have to charge you again. And I’d rather save that for the thing that will kill her.”

      “It’s fine,” Frachine wiped her eyes. “I just… I was so sure…”

      “If you want my professional opinion,” I smirked. “Wait until the knee can support your weight without pain. And then take an evening or two and really get to know each other once more.”

      Lander’s face went bright red, but Frachine’s eyes glinted as she looked at her husband. “Yes… I think after all this. Lander and I have a rather serious discussion ahead of ourselves.”

      “When will I see you next?”

      “I’m not paid again until next week,” Lander frowned.

      Frachine patted his hand, and I watched the interaction between them. “Tell you what,” I smiled. “Bring her back tomorrow, and I’ll finish things off. You can pay me back next week.”

      “What extra charge will that take?” Frachine asked.

      “None.” I shook my head. “If that’s standard practice, to do so. I’m happy to give you a receipt stating the agreed terms. Just make sure I’m paid next week and I’ll call it even.”

      “I… yes. That would work,” Frachine nodded.

      “Wonderful,” I smiled. “Let me write that up. Then we can both sign it.”

      I opened the door and stepped back into the taproom. We were using a room set aside for storage. Harol had given us the idea after we discussed getting Frachine upstairs. My original plan had been to use my own room as the place to do my healing. But that was shot down by Harol, who took one look at the situation and told me to wait for a few minutes while he tidied up. With the introduction of a few chairs and a stern gesture towards the healed mark on his hand, I accepted the offer of the storage room.

      I looked around, seeing Mahy at the counter, and she smiled as I approached. “Mahy, I need to write a receipt up for Frachine.”

      “Anything in particular to note?” She asked.

      “Yes,” I nodded. “Just that I’m going to heal her tomorrow. But she’s going to pay for the second healing next week.”

      Mahy nodded, “That… works. Are you charging them extra for the delay?”

      “No,” I shook my head before glancing around to make sure we weren’t in earshot of any customers. “I may, in some circumstances. But Frachine could’ve died without treatment. Besides, although it’s not likely, things could deteriorate in a week. Imagine if they were worse off and couldn’t come back for another month because the price was too expensive. Her cancer… er, her illness would have come back with a vengeance.”

      “You’re a good woman, Dara,” Mahy smiled.

      “I’m just doing what I think is right,” I waved off her compliment. “Besides, if people know I’m not going to fleece them, they’re more likely to come to me for help in the first place.”

      “That is probably true,” she nodded. “Wait here. I’ll go get some paper.”

      I nodded and took a seat as she scampered off into the kitchen. She was back only moments later with said paper, along with a quill and inkwell. If I had any doubts about her education, they were gone the moment she started writing. Her script was elegant and made me think of Japanese calligraphy, but with a few extra swirls. Whether that was the proper technique, or something she did herself, I had no idea. But the letter spelled out exactly as I’d described, before she looked up at me with a smile.

      “Is that everything?”

      “That’s it,” I nodded.

      “Great. If you can sign it, it’ll take a moment to dry. Would you like a coffee?”

      “I’d love one, thank you.” I nodded as I took the quill and wrote my initials.

      Mahy smiled and darted into the kitchen, as Lander helped his wife find a seat close to the storage room. That seemed like a good idea to keep those reserved while I was available. But I wasn’t about to impose myself on Harol and Cleire. In the meantime, with Frachine seated, Lander approached with a relieved expression.

      “I… don’t really know what to say,” he mumbled.

      “I’m glad I could help,” I smiled, before pointing at the receipt. “The ink just needs to dry. But it’s there.”

      Lander read it over and smiled in obvious relief. “Thank you, Miss Eolande. I… don’t know how I could ever repay you.”

      “Sure you do,” I chuckled and nodded at the paperwork once more. “Says so, right there.”

      Lander chuckled and shook his head. “I don’t know if you’re joking, or if you’re really serious about this.”

      “Does it matter?” I shrugged. “That document’s legal, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, but—”

      “But,” I shrugged. “I already signed it. Mahy watched me, so it’s also been witnessed. If there’s some unspoken rule I’m not aware of, then I’m not aware.”

      “It’s just… The mage’s guild…”

      “I don’t work for them,” I shrugged. “I didn’t like how they did things, so I left.”

      “Y-you left? You’re a real mage?”

      This time I sighed. “I don’t know about being a real mage. I’m still at a low level. It’s just that I have different priorities. Each mage that walks through their front doors gets turned into the support structure for their soldiers. Which is fine, I was attacked by moccu when I first came to town, before the Clearing. It’s important to have those people. But outside of that, they don’t really offer help to others, do they?”

      “That depends.” Lander frowned. “If it’s a cut, or a broken bone, they can help. But they charge more than most can afford. To the South there’s a mage who can cure certain illnesses, but likely that’s only something they offer to the nobles.”

      “And that’s why I’m here,” I smiled. “I’m not out to build wealth on the backs of those who suffer. But if I can grow old, live comfortably, maybe find myself a wife, then things will be for the best.”

      Lander frowned slightly when I said the word wife. But he dismissed it a moment later. Whatever thought crossed his mind, he didn’t think it necessary to bring it to my attention.

      “Your coffee, Miss.”

      “Thank you Mahy,” I turned and accepted the cup.

      As I drank my coffee, I watched as Lander helped steady his wife. She used a cane, but I could tell it was a problem for them. I wondered if that was something I could change. Because there was clearly room for wheelchairs in this world. The roads were in good condition around town. It wouldn’t be hard to believe that this was a potential boon for the inhabitants of the city.

      “Mahy,” I set my mug down. “Have you ever heard of a wheelchair?”

      “Wheelchair?” She frowned. “What would that do?”

      “Think of a chair on wheels, made, so that someone seated can be pushed around. If someone was unable to walk, for example, it would make movement much easier.”

      “I’m sure you're right, Miss,” Mahy nodded. “But I’ve never seen anything like that around here.”

      I nodded slowly. “And if I wanted to hire someone to make me one?”

      “Let me fetch Mother,” Mahy rushed off. She was always so helpful. Maybe if things panned out, I should hire her as my assistant or something.

      Several minutes later, I followed Cleire out the front door. The older woman decided it was best to walk me there in person. I had my coins on me, along with my emergency supply of potions. I hadn’t felt the need to use them yet. But in particular, that mana potion would be good in a pinch. Nobody was ever prepared for an emergency, so I’d sworn off drinking it unless absolutely necessary. The health potions too. I didn’t know exactly how they worked, but I hadn’t seen any way of replacing them either.

      “Is there somewhere I can purchase potions?” I asked.

      Cleire gave me a frown before nodding. “There is. But a good healing potion is as expensive as hiring the guild. And they’re really only good for closing wounds. They won’t set bones.”

      That… well, that wasn’t great. But it made sense. That potion would save my life in a pinch. But it wouldn’t fix the problem. Likely that woman gave them to me in the hopes I wouldn’t need them. Hopefully, they didn’t expire.

      “And, this is the place,” Cleire pointed towards an open workshop.

      I could hear a wood saw grating back and forth. The shop itself was off the main road, and I hadn’t seen it. When I reached the door, stacks of furniture went all the way to the ceiling. A young man was in the back by a large workbench. He was the one with the saw, while an elder man missing his left arm from a stump above his elbow pointed at something that made the younger nod.

      With whatever he said, done. The old man turned with a heavy limp and spotted the two of us watching.

      “Welcome,” he smiled, before limping forward heavily. “What can I do for you?”

      I watched the way he moved. It wasn’t like his knee was sore. I was rather certain it was his hip. Part of me wanted to check, but I still wasn’t completely recovered from this morning’s efforts.

      “Miss Eolande?” Cleire prodded.

      “Sorry,” I snapped to attention. “My name is Dara, and I was wondering if you could build me a chair with wheels.”

      The old man frowned. “I can. But what on Lothail for?”

      “Say an individual was injured and had trouble walking. If they could sit in a chair with wheels, another could help them move about.”

      “I… see…” he nodded, despite his confusion. “And what would this be for?”

      “I’m a healer,” I grinned. “My hope is that if someone cannot reach me easily, I can send someone with the chair to fetch them.”

      “Ah,” Cleire nodded realizing I’d meant for Frachine.

      “Healer, you say,” The old man frowned. “Poultices, wraps, soothsayer’s spells?”

      “She’s telling the truth,” Cleire jumped in. “She’s staying in my inn. I’ve experienced it with my own eyes. She is a mage.”

      “Then why aren’t you in the tower?”

      I smiled. “Didn’t like the tower. There’s enough of my kind helping to hold the walls. There’s not one who’s decided to help everyone else.”

      “I’ll say,” the old man shook his head. “What are you hoping to spend for this… wheeled chair?”

      I thought about the price of chairs from back home. They weren’t cheap. Even the cheap ones would set you back hundreds of dollars.

      “I’m not really sure. How about I tell you what I’m thinking, and you give me an idea?”

      The old man nodded slowly. “That works.”

      He limped over to a second bench as the young man continued with whatever he was doing. Likely the man’s son, now I thought about it. But I put him from my mind as I noticed the casual way he glanced at me. I knew I was hot, but… this wasn’t something I’d expected. Women talk about the way men leer at them, but experiencing it was something else entirely. It made me wonder if he’d tuck his tail and flee if he found out I had a dick. That almost made me snort in amusement.

      Cleire watched with fascination as the old man cleared away a large piece of slate. There were old drawings set out. He looked them over before wiping a few away and picked up a piece of chalk. Then we got back to business. The result wasn’t something I’d have liked as a proper wheelchair. But it would certainly do. The front wheels were fixed, because caster wheels weren’t something he could produce. It was likely that a metal worker could, but that would require finding one of them and having the parts fitted later.

      For now, the design was a little like a classic dining chair, with a slightly reclined back. The rear wheel was large, though not large enough to be comfortable to push if you were alone in the chair. And the front wheels, while larger than a standard wheelchair, were fixed in position. Requiring whoever pushed the chair to tilt the chair back to turn it. But then, to my surprise, the old man got a bit crafty. He drew a design for a footrest before making places for long beams to be slid onto each side, pointing forward. A simple plank on the end of that post, and the design now had adjustable rests for someone who couldn’t bend their leg. It was extremely simple, and yet perfectly serviceable for someone who had help to push them.

      “I think,” the old man scratched his chin. “Since I have to build it from the ground up. I don’t make chairs of quite this height and shape. I’ll also probably never make more than a few of them in my lifetime. Two gold.”

      Fuck… That would just leave me with the silvers.

      “Miss Eolande,” Cleire frowned.

      “No, the chair will help. It may take a while, but—”

      “Miss Eolande, I think you might be able to sway the price a bit.”

      I frowned before I saw her subtly tap her leg and then look at the old carpenter in front of us.
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      “Mister?...”

      “Carpenter,” he smiled as if it were obvious.

      “Mr. Carpenter, if I can take a look at your leg, would you lower your price?”

      He frowned. “You can do that?”

      “She can,” Cleire put in. “Cleared up the aches in my wrist, no problem.”

      The old man rubbed his wrist, and I figured there was something going on there, too.

      “Pop, you okay?”

      “Fine,” he smiled at the young man, who was now watching us cautiously. “What… what do you charge for your services, miss?”

      “A silver for the scan. That will let me tell you exactly what is wrong. And then another five for the healing. But that’s up to you, since it may or may not be something I can fix now.”

      “My hip is the worst of it,” He nodded. “If you can fix my hip, I’ll take off the five silver.”

      That was still going to be expensive. But I nodded in agreement. “Scan.”

      His body lit up under my eyes. He wasn't kidding. His hip was gone. Bone on bone, it was a wonder he could stand at all. There were other points of concern as well. But I’d leave that to him. What confused me most were the specs of foreign matter in his body. Almost like…

      “Were you seriously injured when you were younger?”

      “Worked with an enchanter on the wall,” Mr. Carpenter grunted. “Testing a new device, and it exploded. They patched me up. The enchanter didn’t get off so lucky.”

      “Well, there’s still bits of metal in you,” I sighed. “You’ve also got a few sore joints I could see, but your hip is by far the worst.”

      “Hmmm,” he sighed. “And can you help?”

      I grinned. “Soothe Joints.”

      I felt the dip in my mana as the spell sank into his hip. The old man staggered back, and I heard a shout, before his son rushed over to steady him. The young man looked like he wanted to throw a punch, but the old man clung to him and let out a sob.

      “Pop, what is it?” He growled.

      “It’s gone,” the old man quivered. “It’s gone.”

      “What’s gone?”

      Mr. Carpenter took a deep breath and straightened his legs once more. And then did a small hop.

      “Praise the gods,” he slapped his thighs and danced a little jig as he choked back tears. “Praise you.”

      “I’m happy it helped,” I smiled.

      “Helped?” Mr. Carpenter laughed almost maniacally. “Miss, you… you cannot understand the relief.”

      I thought back on my days as a nurse and nodded. I had seen a person’s health decline to this point. I’d even seen people accept amputations to escape the pain of it. But this was something completely different. He was right. I really couldn’t understand what it was that he was experiencing. But I likely understood better than most.

      “You-ahhhH!”

      I cringed away and slapped my hand to my chest. I felt it. A blade parting my flesh. I pulled at my dress, looking to stop the blood only… There wasn’t any blood.

      “Miss Eolande?” Cleire gripped my arm.

      I stared at my hands in disbelief. It felt so real. My vision went white as I felt it again. This time, across my face. It started below my ear, carving diagonally through my nose, ending just beside my opposite eye. I clutched my face as I screamed, only… this too had no blood.

      “Dara, what’s wrong?” Cleire gripped my arm.

      I took a deep breath and shook my head. “Am I bleeding?”

      “What—?”

      “AM I BLEEDING?!”

      “NO!”

      I looked around. Mr. Carpenter was staring at me in shock, while his son looked like he was about to do something silly. But I could feel it now. That migraine sensation was back. But… now it was more. I turned on my heel and rushed outside, nearly knocking over a young man carrying a crate of bottles. He yelled, but I paid him no mind. I was distantly aware that Cleire was following me, but I kept moving. I needed to find the source of the pain. I needed to. There wasn’t any option.

      I followed along the streets until I recognized one. The main road, I was near the inn. There was a faint worry that the inn was where I felt it. But that quickly left my mind as I hurried past. I crossed into a different street and saw a crowd of people outside a decorated building. I paid it no mind as I approached. There was yelling and cursing, but I couldn’t make out the words. There was a man on the ground, he was covered in blood, while another three kept him there. I felt a twinge to go to him, but… that wasn’t it either.

      Instead, I followed my instincts and rushed into the building itself. There was a long bar and several couches. This place looked like an old school saloon. There was even a piano by a stage. Several men were inside looking shocked as they nursed lonely drinks. And the source of their unease was the horrible screaming I could hear from an upstairs room. Someone grabbed my arm, but I pulled away as I started moving once more. I ignored the shouts as I made my way up the stairs. I could feel it now. With absolute certainty, I watched a door open, and a woman in a nightdress raced out.

      She barely spared me a glimpse as she went by. But that room was where I needed to be. I burst in, and… blood. It was everywhere. Most of all, it was on the face of a young woman. She was nude from the waist up, being held down by several more women. One was stroking her hair, while another was holding a needle to a flame. She was older than the rest and looked furious.

      I pushed into the room, catching several people’s attention. They shouted as I rushed towards the young woman. I could see the slices. Just like I had felt. One across her chest, and another across her face. The chest, while deep, was mostly muscle. The one on her face was bleeding heavily.

      “Seal Wound!”

      The room fell silent, other than the pained gasps of the young woman. She trembled and whined as her face began to close. But it wasn’t enough, and I felt the spell taper off.

      “Seal wound,” I repeated.

      The bleeding had stopped for the most part. But the second cast went even further. The muscle in her face stitched itself into a whole. Before her skin began to close it all in. As I watched the thin, pink layer close up, I knew she would need more time to heal. But that would have to wait. If I had my math right. I could only do this once more.

      Adjusting my aim to her chest, I focused once more. “Seal wound.”

      And like that. The pressure in my head reduced to nothing. I sighed in relief, even as the young woman did. She was still lightly bleeding. The chest wound definitely needed more attention. But for now, she was fine. And I needed to sit. Slumping to the floor, I took a deep breath as a firm arm wrapped around my elbow.

      “When I said to come see me, I didn’t mean like this,” Miss Sena mumbled. “Come on. You have some explaining to do.”

      “She needs more.” I nodded at the wounded girl, who was sobbing as she gingerly touched her face.

      “If I’m reading the situation correctly, you’re not capable of doing more right now, are you?”

      “No,” I admitted.

      “Then let’s get you downstairs and feed you, I’ve heard mages need more food to sustain and build their mana supplies quicker.”

      “Sure,” I nodded.

      Miss Sena led me downstairs, where I was reunited with Cleire. She nervously glanced around the room before taking my hand.

      “What happened?”

      “That’s what we’d all like to know,” Sena sighed as she directed us to a table.

      “Yes, I believe an explanation is in order,” a third voice announced.

      “Madame Bella,” Miss Sena and Cleire both whispered at the same time.

      I turned in my chair to see the older woman with the needle descending rapidly. She still looked furious, but… I could tell that anger wasn’t directed at me.

      “Cleire,” she nodded. “Good to see you. How’s the inn life treating you?”

      “Better now. My father has been healed.”

      “Really?” She glanced at me. “You don’t plan on returning, do you?”

      Suddenly, I realized why Mahy had considered it. If her mother had been a working girl, too. Likely she’d been picked up by a visiting soldier and they’d hit it off.

      “No,” Cleire laughed. “No, no. I’m happy with my lot. The inn provides.”

      “Good,” she smiled. “I’d welcome you back. But there’s a certain satisfaction knowing how many of my girls never do. Now,” she turned her attention back to me. “First, thank you. Missy has only been with us for a short time. Despite that, I am hoping you are an amenable woman, and will allow me the rights to negotiate on the girl’s behalf.”

      I let out a sigh. First things, first, I needed to know how close things got.
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      “That… was delicious,” I sighed as I slumped back in my seat.

      Cleire nodded in agreement, as she finished a similar, but much smaller dish of the same thing. Some kind of meatball stew, but it was tangy and smokey, like thick mild barbeque sauce. Whole thing was on a bed of mashed… well it was like potatoes, but… it was green and slightly spicy. All in all, I made a note of it to request at a later date.

      Madame Bella nodded with a smile as she sipped a glass of spirit. She had offered me a glass, but I had refused. This was a situation I’d rather be clear-headed for. Though the pink fluid that smoked slightly in the glass was certainly something I’d like to try at a later date as well.

      “I’ll be sure to let my chefs know,” Madame Bella acknowledged. “For now, I was hoping we could return to my office. I believe we have much to discuss.”

      I sighed and nodded, before remembering Missy still upstairs. “First, I think I need to finish what I started. She needs at least one more.”

      Madame Bella frowned and gently placed a hand on my elbow. “That is one of the things we need to discuss. I know your services came with steep prices–”

      “Five silver.”

      Madame Bella tilted her head. “Five silver?”

      “The cost of my services,” I nodded. “On session of healing, for five silver.”

      Madame Bella turned to Cleire, who gave her old friend a smile. “She’s telling the truth. Frachine came in for healing this morning and was charged that. Then we visited a carpenter nearby and helped his leg for a discount of the same value.”

      “Truly?” Madame Bella blinked. “You… All this, for ten silver?”

      “Five,” I frowned, slightly annoyed that Cleire had mentioned Frachine’s name.

      Madame Bella shook her head. “You healed her first. Then you came downstairs. If you go back up there and heal her again, that would be a second session.”

      Part of me wanted to argue the point a little. Especially after the meal I had just eaten. But if Mahy’s willingness to enter some agreement—literally bordering on slavery, for healing her grandfather was any indication of the value of my services, I figured this was what Madame Bella was trying to avoid with our current discussion.

      “Fine. Ten silver,” I agreed. “I have enough mana for two more, so I’ll get her cleaned up as best I can. If you have some paper, I can write you a receipt.”

      Madame Bella snapped her fingers, and a girl waiting nearby, likely for this kind of thing specifically, rushed off.

      “You… truly… Do you not understand what it is you are offering?”

      “I understand that the Mage’s Guild doesn’t do things the way I do things,” I shrugged. “I just want to help people. There’s enough mages on the walls without worrying about little old me helping people in the working class.”

      “I was as shocked as you are,” Cleire giggled softly. “Dara is something else. And she’s staying at the inn for the foreseeable future.”

      “Truly?”

      Cleire nodded. “In the master suite. It’s… the least we can do, for helping my father.”

      Madame Bella tapped her chin. “I… believe we should have a discussion. But, I can tell that this evening is not going how anybody planned. How about I come around tomorrow and we can discuss things in a more comfortable atmosphere?”

      “That…” I frowned. “Depends really on the nature of the discussion. I really am just charging the ten silvers.”

      “Yes,” Madame Bella nodded. “And if that is the case, I may have an actual business proposition for you. But that may take some time. So, for now. How about we take care of young Missy?”

      “Right,” I nodded, thinking of the still injured woman upstairs. “What was that all about anyway?”

      “A man who didn’t like being told no. It’s not a common event, and the guard will handle it.”

      I nodded before realizing this kind of thing is likely what Madame Bella would want to talk about. Having my services on standby, perhaps at a discount for repeat business, would be beneficial to us both.

      “Right, let’s go see Missy.” I smiled as I climbed to my feet.

      The young woman who rushed off met us at the top of the stairs and Madame Bella thanked her as we headed back to the same room from earlier. When we came in, Madame Bella broke off towards a small dresser with Cleire at her side. I concentrated on Miss Sena comforting the still topless young woman. She had cleaned up much of the blood, but the wound on her chest was still weeping.

      I felt for my mana and confirmed I was feeling well enough to cast the spell twice more. “Sorry about my lack of introduction,” I told the young woman. “You can call me Dara.”

      “Are you going to take me for a term of servitude?”

      “No,” I shook my head quickly. “I’ve already discussed with the Madame my payment. I’m just here to finish healing you.”

      “It’s already much better,” the young woman’s lip quivered. “I… I can’t thank you enough.”

      “It’s fine,” I smiled. “Seal Wound.”

      The scabs that were forming shifted and peeled as her flesh closed beneath it. The sensation must have been slightly painful, or itchy, as Missy’s nose wrinkled.

      “Seal Wound,” I cast once more, before feeling my mana dip below the safe threshold.

      But that was enough for the mess to peel off her skin completely. Miss Sena reached for a bowl beside her and took a wet rag before wiping down Missy’s chest. The scabbing and clotted blood wiped away, leaving a white line of scarring. I sighed, before glancing up at Missy’s face and saw the scar there too. The wound was gone, but the reminder was forever. Perhaps removing scarring would be an option in the future. But I didn’t know how people felt about scars. While most seemed friendly within the walls, it was obvious that people here valued their military might. Perhaps scars were seen as trophies, rather than as… well, scars.

      “Here, Miss Dara.”

      I turned and took the paper from Madame Bella. I skimmed over it. It was just as we described. A payment of ten silvers, for my services, specified as two separate sessions of healing. With a nod, I returned to the dresser and signed my name, before Madame Bella handed me a small pouch of coins.

      “And now business is concluded,” she smiled. “What time suits you for a visit tomorrow?”

      “That depends,” I thought. “I have a client coming tomorrow. It depends on when they come.”

      “That would be Frachine?” Madame Bella asked, before seeing the awkward expression on my face. “It’s admirable that you wish to preserve the dignity of your clients. We do much the same here. For your peace of mind Frachine, like Cleire, is an old friend. She would not be opposed to my knowing she is receiving your care.”

      “Still,” I glanced at both women. “From now, I would like to promote the privacy of my clients.”

      “Sorry,” Cleire sighed. “I’ll let Mahy and father know.”

      “I too will respect that,” Madame Bella smiled. “For now, I believe I should look after dear Missy. I will send someone to the Inn later. They can return to me when a suitable time for my visit can be established.”

      “You know you’re always welcome,” Cleire huffed.

      “But it is still polite,” Madame Bella smiled.

      “Home sounds good, actually,” I admitted. “Maybe a nice ale and a bath.”

      “That I can definitely help with,” Cleire smiled.

      With a final check on Missy, who blushed prettily as she hugged me goodbye, Cleire led the way home. The sky was dark, and Cleire tutted about Mahy being worried. The streets were mostly clear, and the guards were still patrolling. Nobody bothered us. I even noticed a few ladies walking about alone. That looked like a good indicator that crime, or at least violent crime, was relatively rare. All the comforts and security of modern society and women still moved in groups. Hell, the woman who brought me to this world was going through the exact same scenario when I showed up to save her. Yet, even though this world fought against horrifying monsters, it was comforting to see that this place had a far more gentle nature. Despite, or perhaps in spite, of the violence the walls endured.

      True to Cleire’s worries though, as we stepped into the inn, we were greeted by a snarling Mahy, who demanded to know where we had been. The guests inside, enjoying their meals, watched on with amusement as the teen chastised the both of us. But when the full explanation of what happened came out, even Mahy had to admit we did the right thing.

      With her calm, I was finally handed an ale, while Mahy ran my bath. To my slight disappointment, Cleire didn’t come to help either. After the stress of today, I found myself wanting a delicate mouth to wrap around my cock. Part of me wanted to quickly rub one out, but the effort felt hollow, so I settled on sipping my cool ale in the hot bath.

      When the ale ran out, I spent a few minutes scrubbing myself down, getting into every little nook and cranny. Before toweling off and redressing in my once again pristine dress. I knew eventually I’d need to get some more. Wearing the same thing every day was going to wear at me, eventually. Not that I’d ever get rid of my dress. It was lovely and comfortable. It supported me in the all the ways I’d never had to worry about in a man’s body. But it was just the one dress.

      Honestly, I wasn’t sure why I wasn’t more uncomfortable with an entire gender change. But I found myself settling into this form with far more comfort than most males would consider reasonable. Perhaps the woman who brought me here made me this way. Or perhaps it was just my vanity understanding that in this body, I was rather attractive, even by my own standards. Having a cock was familiar enough to stave away confusing thoughts, and the rest was a novelty that I found fascinating.

      In either case, I felt pretty good about myself as I nodded to Mahy and Cleire at the counter. They both smiled and wished me a good evening as I made my way back to the room. I fished out my key, unlocked the door, and stepped inside. Someone had lit some candles and I could smell a faint perfume that made me hum in appreciation as I closed and locked the door behind me. But I screeched to a halt at the sight of someone perched on my bed.

      “Missy?!”

      She blushed as she lowered her knees to the bed. She had been sitting against the headboard wearing… well, my jaw hit the ground as she arched her back, emphasizing her breasts. They weren’t as large as mine, nor Miss Sena’s. But they jutted from her chest and were tipped with hard nipples as she smiled.

      “Madame Bella gave me the night off. She asked if I would mind coming here to inform her when to arrive in the morning, and when Miss Sena found out… Well, she told me you might appreciate a visit.”

      I looked at her now. I REALLY looked. Smooth skin, with faint freckles. Her hair was dark, almost black, as it cascaded around her shoulders. She wore blush and a dark red lipstick that matched the stockings she wore. They were like my own, held up by garters, and the way she was sitting hid whether she wore anything else. But my hesitation to speak must have come across to her as a refusal, and her face twisted in disappointment.

      “I’m sorry. I thought… I don’t…” She shook her head.

      I let out a groan and held up my hand. “No, I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting to find anyone in my room after I had my bath. Let alone someone so beautiful and… dressed as you are, I’m assuming you had plans?”

      Missy blushed once more and chewed her lip. “I’m still one of the new girls. Men… I like them well enough, but I’m more comfortable around the ladies. Then… after what happened today, I just…”

      I realized what she was getting at. She was more comfortable around women, but Miss Sena had likely told her that I wasn’t actually a woman.

      “Be truthful,” I pleaded. “Did you come here like this because you were asked to? Or because you wanted to?”

      Missy nodded slowly and let out a sigh. “Both. Madame Bella implied you may welcome my visit, and Miss Sena told me what to expect of you. But I was sent with coin for a small room of my own. It was my choice to ask Miss Cleire to let me into your room.”

      “And if tonight went exactly as you planned, what would my next step be?”

      Missy looked away for a moment and took a deep breath. “I enjoy the sensation of being beneath my partner. But I also enjoy the familiarity of a woman’s figure.”

      I nodded as my cock throbbed from within my dress. There was just one more thing I wanted to check first.

      “Scan.”

      Missy frowned, but I ignored that as I quickly read over her body. She was in the prime of her life, perfectly healthy and under the influence of a substance that inhibited pregnancy. No signs of any illness, injury, or reason to doubt she was anything other than a willing young woman.

      “What is it?” Missy asked.

      “Just checking your health,” I canceled the spell. “I would feel terrible if your wounds weren’t completely healed, and I caused you any discomfort.”

      Missy blushed and had the faintest smile on her face as she accepted my words. And with that settled, I pulled open my dress. Missy watched with interest as it stood on its own. No doubt Miss Sena had mentioned it to her. But her eyes locked on me as I turned to face her. I was still wearing my stockings, matching her outfit almost perfectly, as I slipped out of my shoes. The only difference, outside our figures, was my cock pointing directly at her.

      “You’re beautiful.” Missy trembled as she stared at me.

      “So are you,” I smiled, feeling odd at the compliment. Men didn’t receive compliments back home. This was… strange.

      Missy pinned her knees together and brought them to her chest. She hugged them tightly before raising her feet into the air. I realized it gave me a view of her labia, peeking out between her thighs. Dark skin rimmed with neat pubic hair. She reached one hand down and gripped one side of her labia, pulling slightly, to show the pink inside.

      “How do you want me?” She asked.

      I thought about it as I crawled up onto the bed. She watched me with a nervous smile, but she parted her legs as I approached. Her body was delightful as I rubbed myself on her. I stopped, with my breasts crushing her own and I kissed her lightly, while she panted.

      “Miss Dara,” she whimpered.

      “I want to feel your mouth on me,” I whispered.

      “Okay,” Missy replied a little breathlessly.

      I rolled off her, and she sat up before licking her lips. But before she could move, I reached over and touched her leg. “This way.”

      Missy blushed like before as she realized what I meant. And I very much appreciated her grooming as her finely trimmed mons came into view. It was a pretty little pussy, pouty, with a small clit. She also smelled fresh, slightly of soap, but her womanly musk washed over the top.

      I tilted my head back, opening my mouth as she lowered herself. And I dragged my tongue through her labia. Missy squeaked and made to pull away, before I reached up and gripped her hips. As I pulled her closer, she slumped down towards my toes and I felt her hair brush over my cock. I slid my tongue into her labia once more, as I felt a warm hand wrap around my cock. Shifting my mouth, I sought her clit, and was rewarded by a blast of hot breath over my cock, before she inhaled it with gusto.

      She lacked the experienced touch of Miss Sena, and the depth of skill from Cleire. But Missy’s eagerness as she bobbed her head was unmatched. She bobbed her head furiously, fucking my cock with her mouth as she protected my shaft from her teeth with her tongue. I tightened my grip on her ass and we groaned in unison.

      I pulled my mouth away, laughing softly at the intensity of the situation. “Stop!”

      “Mmm?” Missy pulled away. “Did I do something wrong?”

      “No,” I giggled. “That was lovely, but I want to watch your pretty little ass as you ride it.”

      Missy’s hot breath washed over my cock once more before she sat up. I kissed the spot over her clit, making her giggle as she crawled down the bed. The curve of her ass was glorious as she shifted over my hips and I subconsciously grabbed my breasts. They were surprisingly sensitive, and I felt small tingles as my palms rubbed over my nipples. But all thoughts of that vanished once more, as I felt Missy raise my cock.

      She smiled over her shoulder at me as she rubbed my cock between her labia. Bouncing softly, I sighed, feeling the molten slickness of her pussy. Whatever expression was on my face must have been enough for her, as she raised her hips. I felt the head of my cock press into a warm opening before she let out a moan as she sank down over me.

      “Fuck,” I grunted as I felt a pussy wrapped around my cock. It had been a long time and the sensation was electrifying.

      Missy giggled and bobbed her hips, before sliding a hand over her clit, before moving lower. I shuddered as a pair of fingers curled into my own pussy before Missy made a noise.

      “I should have brought something for this,” she complained.

      “I’ve never experienced that before,” I admitted. “Miss Sena said she had something if I ever visited her.”

      “Wait, you’ve never been with a man?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “No, I’ve never been with anyone.”

      Missy frowned, “Anyone?”

      “Other than oral,” I corrected myself, before realizing a simple truth. “You’re… you’re my first.” In this world at least…

      Missy’s pussy tensed for a moment before she smiled. “You’re my first too, in a way.”

      “Futa?”

      She nodded. “I must be a bit strange to some. But something about the figure of a woman,” she eyed me softly. “And the cock of a man.” She rocked her hips, making me grunt in pleasure. “How about you? What do you prefer?”

      “Right now, I have a preference for dark-haired, petite women, with firm asses,” I lightly patted her behind, making her blush once more. “But to answer your question, I’m not at all interested in men, and I’ve never met another futa.”

      Missy leaned forward, placing her hands by my knees, before slowly rocking herself back and forth. Her pussy gripped my cock with each movement, and I stared at the point where it vanished into her with each backward stroke.

      “While I’m sure a few men in this city would be upset to learn your preferences,” Missy increased her pace. “I am very, very thankful.”

      I groaned in pleasure as her hips bounced in place. And while I was enjoying the sensation. I wanted to cum. Missy was clearly having the time of her life, bouncing on my cock, and I didn’t want that to stop either. Pushing myself up, I pulled my knees in. Missy froze before looking over her shoulder. I lifted her ass, almost pulling her off my cock, before I got my knees into position. And Missy dropped her shoulders to the bed, presenting her still impaled pussy to me.

      Hips in hand, I drove my cock into her. The glorious heat of her insides parted around me with each stroke. Missy gripped the sheets and gasped as I fucked her. Satisfied she was as comfortable as I was, I paid her no mind as I drove myself into her from behind. Her pussy welcomed me, and I felt the moment her tone changed. The constant gasping and moaning rose an octave. Her voice took on a whining tone as she pulled her hands closer to her face. She let out a shriek before jerking her hips and pulling away. Her hand slapped between her legs as she flopped onto her side and she glared at me, even as I stared at her in shock.

      “S-sorry,” she panted and schooled her expression. “Too much. That was… that was intense.”

      I nodded, hoping I hadn’t hurt her, before slumping back on the bed. Only for her to scramble up over the top of me.

      “I didn’t mean we’d stop!” she squealed frantically. “From behind like that, it hits part of me that makes my legs go funny.”

      “Good funny, or bad funny?” I asked as she leaned into me.

      Missy blushed. “If I’m tied to a stool. With a woman’s fingers, it can be very, very good.”

      “And with a man?”

      Missy shook her head. “I don’t let that happen. Madame Bella lets us say no to things. But… maybe next time if we have a stool, we can try again?”

      “I’d like that,” I grinned.

      “Good.” Missy brought her hips into position once more. “For now, though, I need to earn your forgiveness.”

      I sighed as she sank herself down on my cock once more. I was propped up on the pillows as she leaned over me. Her face was pink with exertion and she chewed her lip to hide her own moans.

      “Don’t.” I palmed her cheek. “I wanna hear how much you love riding my cock.”

      “I love it,” she gasped. “I love the way it fills me.”

      I shuddered softly as she bounced. She was like a wound spring from what happened earlier. And her body curled inward. I was confused about what she was doing until she lowered her mouth to my right breast. I felt a pulse of pleasure as she suckled gently on my nipple, and I felt her pussy clench around my cock.

      This time, I arched my back. I pushed my hips forward, giving her more of my cock to ride. She bounced her hips before swapping to my left breast and repeating the gentle suction. Her hands roamed over my skin, and I clenched my eyes. Her mouth slipped free of my nipple as her fingers found my nipples. She pinched them lightly, and I groaned as she slammed her hips down on my cock.

      “You earned this, Miss Dara,” Missy whined. “So cum. Deep inside me.”

      Her grip tightened slightly, and as jolts of pleasure ran through my tits, I felt my core explode. My pussy throbbed over itself and I ground my thighs together to relieve it. While my cock throbbed inside Missy’s willing pussy. She gasped as she felt the first throb, and she continued to bounce.

      “I’m cumming too!” She squealed.

      I pulled her tightly against my chest as she shuddered and writhed. Her hips moved on their own as her pussy squeezed my cock inside her. The fantastic suction of her cunt wrung the last spurts of my orgasm free, while she whined and writhed in my lap. Until finally, we both came to a shuddering, breathless end. I let out a sigh, and Missy shifted. That in turn made my cock twitch, and Missy jerked at the sensation, before she held herself perfectly still against me.

      “That…”

      “Was good?” I questioned.

      Missy nodded. “I enjoy my job,” she tilted her head up to look at me. “But this was just… wow.”

      “I know,” I giggled, fully accepting they were now going to be part of me. These strange emotions and responses I’d never accepted in my previous world.

      “Can…”

      “Can?” I pushed slightly.

      “Can I stay?” she asked. “Tonight, that is… In here?”

      I sighed, almost sadly. The memory of sharing a bed came to mind.

      “I’m sorry, if this is—”

      “I’d love to have you.” I hugged her just a little firmer. “It’ll be nice to share a bed with someone.”

      “It would.” Missy snuggled a little closer. “What time do they serve breakfast here?”

      I frowned at the question. “I’m not really sure. Usually Mahy just knocks on the door to let me know.”

      Missy nodded slowly. “And in the morning…” she trailed off.

      “Tell you what,” I smiled. “If you wake up first. You can have me. And if I wake up first, I’ll have you. Sound fair?”

      Her pussy squeezed over my cock, and she looked up at me with a shy smiled. “You’re still hard, Miss Dara.”

      I swallowed, realizing that simple truth as well. “What do you want?” I asked. Missy blushed and shook her head. I smiled and gave her a small squeeze. “Go on, tell me.”

      “It’s embarrassing to say,” she pouted.

      “Which is why I want you to say it,” I grinned.

      “... I wanna cum on your cock again…”
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      I nodded and sipped my morning coffee. Sitting at the bar, I had a plate full of eggs, bacon, and toast before me. Or at least, what passed for those things in this world. Eggs were obvious, but they didn’t quite taste like eggs from home. The bacon was delicious, but not what I was expecting. And the toast had a lovely earthy flavor, almost like it was made of a root vegetable, rather than wheat. Whatever this world was, it was like aiming for Earth and missing by only that much. Then add in a sprig of magical power and the technological era of the renaissance period.

      They weren’t barbarians, they weren’t vicious, vindictive or otherwise cruel. This wasn’t some capitalist society hellbent on profit. For all intents and purposes, it looked like their society had sprung up around the idea of building walls. That meant there needed to be a certain level of cooperation. Sure, injustices existed, and people died of preventable causes, but it wasn’t a malicious ignorance that caused them. There was no ruling class that shot down the efforts of those below. It was just that some people made it further in life than others, and all parties accepted that without pushing agendas or fault. Unless of course fault actually occurred, like the man taken into custody after attacking Missy.

      Speaking of—I watched as she limped down the stairs. The evening we spent together was… one of the most enjoyable experiences of my life. While I hoped it would happen again, I was under no illusion. I was a curiosity to her. Perhaps a friend. But there were no long term prospects for love. Not that I would complain about the relieved sensation I was experiencing after emptying my lady balls into her not an hour earlier.

      “Oh, breakfast sounds wonderful,” she smiled as she gingerly approached.

      That made me frown. “Was I that rough with you?”

      Missy blushed and shook her head. “I’m fine. I… enjoy the sensation.”

      “You’re clearly in a bit of pain,” I pointed out.

      “It’s a good hurt,” she patted my hand. “If you feel responsible, you can pay for my breakfast.”

      “Her meals are on the house,” Cleire laughed as she came out of the kitchen with an already prepared meal.

      “I wanted to talk about that, actually,” I frowned.

      “No,” Cleire grinned. “This is only the early days. You’re a draw to the inn. People are already coming around and buying a drink or two, just to ask questions and see if the rumors are true. You have more than paid your due for a few meals.”

      “I’m still going to pay for the room.”

      “At the agreed price,” Cleire nodded. “But I wouldn’t be keen to have you removed either, should you have difficulties. It was the least used since it had the higher price. It was there mostly in case we needed it. So you’re not costing me anything by simply occupying the space. In fact, you’re earning me income by staying there.”

      “It looks like you have made good friends,” Missy smiled as she tucked into her eggs.

      “I have been lucky,” I nodded, thinking of back home…

      Missy and I sat and chatted as we waited for Frachine and Lander to arrive. So it was a complete surprise as the door burst open and a man came in, clutching his wrist. He looked around before landing eyes on me and came forward with a grimace.

      “Are you the healer?”

      “I am. What happened?”

      “Fell,” he grunted. “Landed on my arm, and heard a crack. It hurts.”

      I nodded and looked around for Mahy, who wasn’t available. “Alright, I can do a scan for a silver and tell you exactly what is wrong. From there, my services are another five silver per session.”

      He grimaced and shook his head. “I have enough for the scan, but… I can’t afford the rest. What if it’s bad?”

      “I…” I glanced around once more for Mahy. She was my little bookkeeper right now. “I could take a part payment, and then another when you next get paid?”

      He grunted as he hopped from leg to leg. “Whatever. Can we discuss the details later? This really hurts.”

      I nodded and looked at his arm. “Scan.”

      Immediately, I could see the problem. Severe swelling and bruising around a spiral fracture of the ulna. Whatever he did to himself, it was no joke. But, at least the radius was still in one piece. Canceling the spell, I sat back.

      “Your ulna is broken quite badly. I can help, but it will require raw casting.”

      “Will that cost more?” He asked with a grunt.

      “No,” I shook my head. “But I may not be able to completely heal you in a single session.”

      He sighed and nodded. “Fine, then.”

      Nodding, I pushed my will into his arm. I didn’t bother focusing on the rest of him, just the splintered remains of his ulna. I concentrated on what I wanted, willing the pieces to pull back into place. This wasn’t the kind of thing I could do as a progression, though. It needed to work more like Seal Wound. Dragging bone fragments through flesh would only end in pain and misery if I ran out of mana. This needed to be more concentrated.

      So instead of focusing on the main sections of bone, I selected a smaller splinter and directed it to force itself back into place. As it fit into its original position, I pushed my will and healed the sliver back onto the whole, before dropping my grip on the magic with a huff of exertion. I sighed in relief before taking what I had felt and experienced and applying it to a new spell.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Scan target ‘other’ x1 - 5exp

        Manipulation, restructuring and restoration of dislocated bone fragments target ‘other’ - 100exp

        New Spell - Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 4

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - Rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 208/506

        Mana: 13%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

      

      

      

      I sagged slightly. And the young man frowned. “Is that it?”

      “That cost most of my mana,” I grunted.

      “But you did nothing?” he growled.

      I glared at him for a moment, then sighed. “It doesn’t look like I did. But I did. There was a small broken piece I healed up. That let me create the spell I need to heal you further. If you want to wait, I can heal you again soon.”

      “How soon?”

      “Seventy minutes.”

      He swore and shook his head. “I need to get back to work.”

      “And I need to restore my mana.” I frowned.

      “Can you do anything?”

      “No,” I said with finality. “I’m not sure what you expect from me. But healing requires mana. I used most of mine, forming the spell that I need to continue healing you. I’m not charging you for two sessions while I rest. You owe me six silver.”

      “You’re a fraud!”

      I blinked, and then laughed, and Missy joined me. The commotion was enough to draw Cleire and Mahy out of the kitchen, who stared in confusion.

      “Mahy!” I called, seeing the young lady. “This gentleman owes me six silver for this session. If he wishes to come back another day, I will charge him again.”

      “But you just said you would heal me again in seventy minutes!”

      I shrugged. “That was before you called me a fraud. I understand that you’re in pain and clearly have something going on. But if you want to come here and cause a fuss, I have every right to end my services.”

      “Then I won’t pay,” he grunted and turned to leave.

      “Sir, we will summon the guard if necessary.”

      “For a fraud?” He spat.

      “What’s this about a fraud?” Lander asked as he stepped into the room, holding Frachine in his arms.

      “Lander, Frachine,” I smiled. “Welcome back. I need some time to replenish, so take a seat and relax for a while.”

      Lander nodded, still looking concerned, while Frachine smiled widely as her husband brought her to a chair.

      “You? What are you here for?” The man glared at Lander.

      “Don’t bother them,” I growled. “Their privacy is to be respected under this roof.”

      “You’re extorting them too?” He snapped back.

      “Extorting?” Lander frowned.

      “She’s not,” Frachine gripped her husband’s arm. “You were there when I was examined. What Miss Eolande has done is helping.”

      “I’m glad your fears were put at ease,” I smiled. “It’s always fine to get a second opinion if you don’t trust my services, as long as you pay for services you received.”

      With a lot of posturing and swearing, the man finally relented and signed his name to a receipt. With the handover of three silver that I gave straight to Mahy, he was under instruction to return on his next pay cycle and pay the last three. Which left me free to sit with Frachine, while Missy chatted with Mahy.

      “What in the world happened this morning?” She asked as Lander fetched his wife a drink.

      “He came in with a broken arm. I told him exactly what was wrong with it and did some raw casting to form a spell to help him. When he heard that I needed to wait seventy minutes to cast the spell again, he got rather irate.”

      “Stupid,” she snorted. “If he walked out that door, you’d have been able to charge him for a King’s ransom.” Then she sighed. “Seventy minutes?”

      “I can work in bursts if need be,” I offered. “I’ll still charge you the same rate as I was. How’s the knee?”

      “Feeling a little better,” Frachine nodded. “I’ve done what you said, and I’m keeping off it. Poor Lander hired a cart and hauled me here from home.”

      “I may have a solution for that soon,” I nodded. “I’ve commissioned a carpenter to build me a wheeled chair. Then I could lend it to people to bring in others who are too injured to walk.”

      “Fascinating,” Frachine nodded. “That would have been rather helpful.”

      “It would,” I nodded. “But I only ordered it yesterday. Then I got distracted.”

      We sat and chatted together. I told Frachine about yesterday’s adventure. She nodded politely, before smiling at the way I described Madame Bella. Missy, though, was someone she didn’t know. Though Frachine had a knowing glint in her eye when I mentioned Missy stayed the night. After a time, Frachine and I moved into the back room, where she was more comfortable to receive a second dose of treatment.

      I worked in bursts, casting the spell three times in total. I could have simply held onto the spell, but it made concentrating on my mana levels difficult. It also seemed like a slight uptick in efficiency at the beginning of the spell. With the drawback only being that it took a moment to begin casting, I felt more comfortable working like this. And it certainly helped with my exp gain.

      With a final scan to detect anything else I had missed, Frachine was whisked away by Lander after their payment agreement was finalized. And I was left alone once more with Missy.

      “It’s amazing, you know?”

      “What? Healing?”

      “Not just the healing.” Missy shook her head. “I’ve heard it takes years to train to do the things you do.”

      I thought about it for a moment and wondered about that. Magi Londa set things up so that the most powerful received patients first. That also meant the most powerful would receive the most experience, while the newer recruits were being kept further back, where they would be less likely to advance. Sera said she had been there for years and only hit her teens. I’d been here barely a week and already progressed to level four. The jump in experience between levels wasn’t that high. But then, if there was nobody to practice on, other than by harming yourself… Well, the greatest opportunity to advance would have been during the Clearings, and from the sounds of things, that wasn’t a common event.

      Was the act of stifling the younger and newer recruits an intentional attempt to disrupt them? Was it the same in all Mage’s Guilds? Or was this just simply that the stronger were more valued for their skills, to the detriment of others? Was it simply that being stronger made you more desirable, and the rest was secondary?

      It was hard to know. Especially while not being part of the guild itself. I could see why I was sent there by that strange woman. But it was obvious that things needed to change. Sure, their system worked for the most part. But the sheer suffering outside the guild meant that anyone wanting to take even the smallest walk outside to heal the masses would find huge potential to do as I had already.

      “Dara?”

      “Sorry,” I shook my head. “I was just thinking.”

      “I could tell,” Missy smiled. “Is everything okay?”

      “Everything is fine,” I patted her hand. “In fact, it’s probably a good time to tell Madame Bella that I’m ready to see her.”

      Missy nodded and let out a sigh. “I’ve enjoyed my time off.”

      “Do you not get time off?”

      “Madame Bella has a rule we must take a day off every week for ourselves. But she reserves the right to extend that if she thinks it’s necessary. If the girls aren’t in the right headspace, it can cause problems for some clients. So, she would rather us take the time we need than force us to work.”

      I nodded along. That seemed reasonable. The working class from Earth in this time period would likely be working fourteen-hour days with beatings for even suggesting taking an extra day outside the sabbath.

      “That… is good, I suppose?”

      Missy shrugged. “It pays well enough, and she looks after us when we need it. Not to mention, some of us get lucky and leave that place for greener pastures.”

      I saw the way she smiled and I worried for a moment. However, her look was wistful, more internal. I’d hate to have to cut her off this quickly after meeting. Although it appeared that even she wasn’t interested in a romantic long-term engagement with me. Even if she seemed to like the sex.

      “Anyway,” she smiled. “I will deliver your message. Can I expect you to visit occasionally?”

      “I’m sure I’ll be around, depending on how my talks with the madame go.”

      “I’ll put you down as one of my favorites then,” she smiled.

      “Is that a thing?”

      Missy nodded. “Most clients walk in and take the next available, willing girl. Favorites can see our schedule and book time with us in advance through the front desk. We also do house calls and overnight stays. I think Grayce added you already to hers.”

      I blinked slowly, then smiled. “Lovely.”

      Missy giggled and climbed to her feet. “For what it’s worth. I had a wonderful evening.”

      “Me too,” I grinned. “I’ll be here when Madame Bella arrives.”

      “I’ll go tell her now. I can’t imagine she will be long. Madame Bella is always chastising us for tardiness.”

      I nodded as the young woman turned and left. I looked over the inn and saw a few appreciative glances towards her as she did. But I could also see Mahy at the counter and decided to join her. She smiled as I dropped into the stool before her and nodded.

      “New friend?”

      “Maybe,” I smiled, not wanting to talk to a teen about my sex life. “I’ll have a guest coming soon. I don’t know if I’ll be speaking with her here, in the back room, or upstairs.”

      Mahy chewed her lip for a moment. “If it’s who I think it is. Would you like me to prepare you lunch when she arrives?”

      My stomach growled at the thought, and Mahy giggled softly.

      “Please,” I accepted. “How have things been otherwise?”

      “A few people have come over to speak about you. I think they’re just curious. But it means your name is getting out there.”

      I nodded. “Hopefully, I don’t make anyone mad.”

      “Mad?”

      I gave her a strained smile. “Likely there’s a healer in the neighborhood who’s going to be getting paid a lot less than usual. If me healing people hurts their business too badly, it’s likely they might try to do something about it.”

      “Violence in the city is frowned upon. The magistrate would not be forgiving, especially with the service you provide.”

      “That’s good to know,” I nodded. “But there are still more ways to hurt me than physically. They could make up rumors, bribe some guards to direct people away. It could go further, and they could do something to increase the prices of supplies for the inn and force you to raise your prices. That would drive away your regular customers as quickly as it would prevent new ones.”

      “I think you misunderstand your own situation,” Mahy shook her head. “I was fully prepared to sign my life away for what you did for Grandfather. People would sell their very souls to have you heal their loved ones. All it will take is for them to discover you exist.”

      I was about to reply when the front door thumped open. Several men in guard’s uniforms stepped in and one of them locked eyes with me.

      “The guard is welcome here,” Mahy smiled. “How may I help you?”

      “We received a report of a fraudulent business being operated out of this inn. A supposed healer, who did not perform adequate services, then forced a client to sign a document demanding additional pay.”

      I couldn’t hold back the sigh that escaped my lips, which caught the guard’s attention once more. “You’re looking for me then. The man in question. Young, with a broken arm and an attitude problem?”

      “That’s him,” the guard nodded. “Usually I have to work a bit harder before I find who I’m looking for. Who might you be?”

      “Dara Eolande,” I smiled and gave a small bow. “And yes, I’m a healer. The young man in question came in this morning with his injury. I informed him of my prices and began the healing. The first part required raw casting that drained my mana. When I told him I needed to wait and replenish, he called me a fraud and tried to leave. Miss Mahy,” I nodded at her, still behind the counter. “Informed him that if he left, she’d call the guard herself.”

      “What exactly did you do?” The guard asked.

      “I charged him a silver for the scan that told me he’d broken his ulna,” I tapped my arm to indicate where the break was. “Then I used raw casting to reattach a small piece of bone, so I had a reference to create a spell to continue healing him.”

      “And he refused?”

      “He refused to wait,” I shrugged. “I started healing. He refused to wait around while I recovered. If he’d like to come back, I’ll still happily heal him, but he needs to pay what he owes me for this morning, and in advance, before I continue.”

      “Sirs, Miss Eolande is telling the truth,” Mahy smiled. “She healed my Grandfather of his brain injury.”

      I frowned at that. Harol wasn’t completely healed. There was still room for improvement. But I hadn’t brought it up. Nor had I formed a spell to make it more efficient. Something I should likely change going forward. Chances are there were more elderly being cared for by their children in similar conditions.

      “Oh, pardon me,” a familiar voice said. “Is there an incident, or may I go in?”

      “Madame Bella,” one of the guards moved aside. “We are investigating at this point. There is no violence.”

      “Wonderful,” Madame Bella strode into the room and smiled when she saw me. “Miss Eolande, I hope you have a quiet place for us to talk?”

      “Ahhh…” I glanced at the guards.

      Madame Bella frowned, before she must have realized something was wrong. “Gentlemen, is there a problem?”

      “An accusation of fraud, Madame,” the main speaking guard frowned.

      “Fraud?” Madame Bella snorted out a quick laugh. “Peacemaker Tomhas, I watched this woman heal one of my girl’s last night. With my own two eyes, she closed several deep gashes.”

      The guard frowned, then glanced at me. “Is this true?”

      “It is,” I nodded. “If any of you have a cut, I could show you.”

      “Sir, I’ve got a minor ailment that might work,” one of the men frowned.

      Peacemaker Tomhas sighed and waved him forward.

      “Quickly, before we begin. I charge a silver for the scan. I’ll use that to tell you what is wrong. It’s up to you to believe me or not. I then charge five silvers for the healing itself.”

      The man frowned, then let out a grunt and lifted a pouch from his belt. He counted out six silver coins and showed them to me. “The wife’s been asking me to get it checked. You help me, it’s yours.”

      “Scan.”

      I let my eyes wash over the man’s body. Until I found a rather nasty looking animal bite on his upper ankle. It was slightly infected and forming puss around a piece of debris. But not enough to cripple him yet.

      “Right leg, upper ankle. You’ve a bite. It’s infected.” I pointed at the wound through his pants. “My spell may not fix the infection, but any contaminants causing it will be pushed out as the spell does its work. If the infection returns… I might be able to form a new spell to help with existing infections.”

      “Ah,” Madame Bella smiled, before schooling her expression once more.

      The man was shocked, hearing my words, and licked his lips as he glanced back at Peacemaker Tomhas. “She’s right.”

      “Go on then,” the lead guard nodded.

      “Lift your pants leg, just in case.”

      He nodded and bent down to do just that. He hissed as his hand brushed against his leg, but wiggled it up to show a rather nasty looking bite.

      “Seal Wound,” I cast.

      The guard made a noise as a small spurt of green fluid wept from one of the tooth holes. Then he gasped as a small chunk of animal tooth fell out of the hole, before it closed up in front of his eyes. I could tell it wasn’t quite healed. The spell was a rather broad one, and targeted all the small punctures of the wound.

      “Sir, she’s legitimate,” the guard reached down and wiped away the puss.

      “I’ll get you a rag,” Mahy turned to head into the kitchen.

      “Mahy, grab the receipt from this morning too!”

      “What for?” Peacemaker Tomhas asked.

      “So you know the agreed upon date that little wanker needs to pay me.” I smiled. “If he’s willing to send the guard after me to get out of paying, I’ll send you to make sure he does.”

      Peacemaker Tomhas frowned. “While this is proof, you are a healer. It doesn’t prove that you can heal broken bones, nor does it prove that you did today.”

      I shrugged. “Then get him to come back with money. And I’ll prove it to you all over again. In the meantime, if that’s everything, I have an appointment with the madame here.”

      Peacemaker Tomhas shook his head. “Where can I find you if I need you?”

      “Here,” I smiled. “I’ll be happy to aid the guard too, if you need me.”

      “But we charge extra for after-hours healing,” Mahy said as she appeared once more, with the business ledger and a rag for the man who was grimacing at the smell of it on his fingers.

      “It is not often we have injuries warranting the resources of a healer,” Peacemaker Tomhas nodded. “But should this investigation turn fruitless, I will keep that in mind.”

      “Thank you, Peacemaker,” I smiled, before turning to Madame Bella. “Shall we head upstairs? I believe Mahy is bringing me lunch soon.”

      “Something quick if you please?” she gestured for me to lead. “I won’t be staying for long.”

      “Very well, Mahy,” I caught her attention. “Maybe some sandwiches? The Madame is in a hurry.”

      “Yes, Miss Dara,” Mahy bowed, as I led Madame Bella towards my room.
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      “I’d say this room needs a woman’s touch,” Madame Bella glanced around as I closed the door.

      I chuckled softly and smiled. “Are you offering?”

      “I could be persuaded for the touch,” she winked. “But… there is business to discuss first.”

      “By all means,” I gestured for the small table and chairs set in the corner. “Please, sit. Mahy will be along shortly.”

      “Lovely,” Madame Bella smiled and took the offered chair. “Now, this is a rather sensitive subject.”

      “I assumed it would be,” I smiled. “I hold my clients in strict confidentiality. Whatever you bring me won’t leave my lips to any but the magistrate.”

      “Not even the guard?” Madame Bella frowned.

      “Not unless they have orders from the magistrate,” I shrugged. “I’m not about to tell a guard about the origins of a strange injury, but if there’s an actual investigation, I won’t protect a criminal either.”

      “The healers operate under similar rules,” Madame Bella smiled. “It is good to know.”

      “I’d expect the same for me,” I smiled. “So. I assume there’s a problem you’re hoping I can fix?”

      “Yes,” Madame Bella sighed. “With a recent influx from neighboring towns, we have received some new clients. Unfortunately, despite my best efforts, the pox is here in our city.”

      I nodded, thinking back on the terminology from home. And considering her line of work, this could only be a sexually transmitted disease.

      “The girls who have contracted the condition are struggling. They can only service clients who have the pox themselves, and it’s making things hard. I worry that if something isn’t done, they may begin working outside of my walls, and that will only exacerbate the problem.”

      “I see,” I frowned, before there was a gentle knock on the door. Madame Bella brightened with a professional smile and I looked at the door. “Come in!”

      It opened a moment later and Cleire smiled at the pair of us, while Mahy carried in a tray. She crossed the room and set it down between us, before giving a polite bow. She and her mother left as quickly as they arrived, leaving the two of us alone.

      “Such a sweet girl,” Madame Bella smiled.

      “She has a head for business and organization,” I added. “I have her looking after my books.”

      “Oh?” Madame Bella tilted her head. “Then I shall discuss payment with her?”

      “I still charge the five silver for the session of healing. Don’t let her scalp you. She’s already told me what my services are apparently worth.”

      “Yes,” Madame Bella nodded. “You really are an anomaly. Had you demanded it, young Missy would have been tied to you until death, or under the provision she gave you a child and agreed to pass the debt on.” I frowned, and Madame Bella smiled. “I too find those ideals distasteful. But it serves its purpose.”

      “In what way?”

      “There are things in this world worse than death. So long as the terms are agreed in advance, it can be a way to escape. The terms are always specified in advance and recorded. One cannot take a servant, and their children, as servants forever. The end is always specified.”

      “How is it policed?” I asked. “What is stopping someone from simply ignoring that time limit?”

      “Where are you from, that you don’t know such things?” Madame Bella asked with a small frown.

      “A long, long, way from here,” I shrugged. “Almost all of this is new to me. I hardly feel like myself some days.”

      Madame Bella nodded slowly, before blowing out some air. “To answer your question, the magistrate enforces the servants’ contracts. Both parties agree to a written contract. That contract is then ratified by the magistrate and recorded in the capital. The record keepers in the capital have the responsibility of overseeing the contracts. When they get close to expiration, they send out letters. If a magistrate does not confirm the annulment of the contract by the end date, the record keepers put out a bounty, and end the contract themselves. I’ve heard it’s quite painful for the contract holder to have the magic ripped from their minds.”

      “Wait,” I frowned. “The servants contract. It’s a spell?”

      “It wouldn’t serve much of a purpose otherwise,” Madame Bella tilted her head. “Originally, it was used to punish crime. A criminal would have to repay their debt to their victims or to the crown. That expanded to cover debts. But all things must be agreed upon. Even the criminals may refuse, though… often at that point, they’re put to the sword.”

      I swallowed and shook my head. “I don’t like the idea of that.”

      “It is how the world works, I’m afraid,” Madame Bella sighed. “And in case you are concerned. My girls are here voluntarily. I hold no contracts, and never will. Clients pay before they play, so no debts occurred.”

      “What about the man who hurt Missy?”

      Madame Bella’s eyes narrowed, and she pursed her lips. “He didn’t kill her, so they won’t execute him outright. Depending on his wealth, he will be made to pay restitution, and then he will be exiled. If he has enough, it may even be with a horse to give him a fighting chance to get to the next town over.”

      “Is it common for exiles to survive that long?” I asked, thinking of the Moccu’s that attacked when I entered.

      “Sometimes,” Madame Bella said. “More often after a Clearing. The monsters of the wilds are fewer, but stronger. If he avoids them, the greatest populations are near the towns. If they haven’t been cleared in a while, it may be difficult to get in.”

      I nodded, then decided I didn’t want to think about it. “Well… how about we swing things back to our working relationship? Tell me about this pox?”

      “It starts with an itch, then gets worse. There are ointments that control the blisters, but they don’t stop the disease from spreading.”

      I frowned. “There’s no treatment?”

      “None that most of us can regularly afford,” Madame Bella sighed. “There is treatment, but it is exceedingly expensive. While I could afford it for myself, I could not do the same for my girls.”

      “Wait…”

      Madame Bella nodded. “Yes.”

      “Scan.”

      I saw it straight away. The disease was eating at her. Burrowing deeper, causing blisters to form, which contained more of the disease. If she were to have sex with someone, it would likely cause those blisters to rupture, spreading the disease. The insidiousness of it was that those blisters went up inside her as well. If that’s where it started, it would be possible for some people to contract the disease and not realize.

      “Well?” Madame Bella slumped in her chair. “Can you help?”

      “This is a common disease?” I asked.

      She nodded. “I have heard there are other diseases. But this is the most common. Certainly, if it made it here to the city, there are others that have it.”

      I nodded and then focused on what I wanted the spell to do. I thought about targeting the disease itself. But then I remembered the guard with the animal bite. Rather than form a spell directed at the STD itself, I focused on forming a generalized spell that would push out all forms of infection, no matter the source.

      With that thought in mind, I pushed my will into my mana, and directed it at a small blister on the inside of Madame Bella’s thigh. I felt the strain immediately, and I realized I hadn’t waited long enough to replenish my mana. I panicked for a moment, before the blister emptied out, leaving a small hole in her skin. I cut off my mana quickly.

      “Oh shit,” I gasped as I slumped back in the chair.

      Madame Bella was up in a flash, coming around to me. She took my face in her hands and pulled me around to face her. I gasped and trembled before closing my eyes. I focused on forming a spell from the raw casting and felt it settle into place.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        New Spell: Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Scan target ‘other’ x2 - 10exp

        Purge Growth target ‘other’ x 3 - 60exp

        Seal Wound target ‘other’ x 1 - 10exp

        Minor unspecified infection reduction, removal and cleansing target ‘other’ x 1 - 100exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 4

        Points: 1

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 388/506

        Mana: 1%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute

      

      

      

      I let out a sigh and nodded. “I’m okay, just… cut it close.”

      “How close?” Madame Bella pulled her hand away.

      I shook my head. “Close. I should have waited.”

      She sighed, before nodding at the platter of food. I took that for an instruction and picked up a piece of fruit. It was a small selection. This resembled a cross between a grape and a kiwifruit. It was tart, but also sweet and slightly crunchy, as it popped into my mouth like an overly hard grape. Along with the fruit were some cheeses, sliced meat, and some bread, with two mugs of coffee to wash it all down.

      We sat in silence for a time while I continued to eat. Madame Bella, once she was satisfied I wasn’t about to fall over, re-took her seat and joined me.

      “How long does it take to recover?” Madame Bella asked.

      I frowned. “From completely empty, a little over an hour and a half.”

      Madame Bella nodded. “Is there no way to decrease that time? It seems… rather restrictive.”

      “I honestly don’t know…” I paused as I thought about it.

      That was something I hadn’t thought of. Maybe there was? I thought about my stats, and that 1% per minute recovery. I thought about it, and just on a whim, I pushed, and felt a sudden change. Feeling that last point from my leveling up vanish, I gasped, before a small surge hit my mana regeneration.

      “I take it you just did something?” Madame Bella asked.

      “It’ll now take less than an hour to replenish completely,” I grinned.

      Madame Bella smiled. “You’re really not like the other mages, are you?”

      “Not at all,” I agreed. “I’m not a noble. I was born working class and worked as a nurse for most of my life.”

      “Nurse?”

      “A kind of healer,” I shrugged. “I cared for elderly people. Helping them get out of bed, bathe, eat, take their medicine.”

      “So how did you end up coming here to learn magic?”

      I smiled and shook my head. “If only I knew. One moment, I was living a normal life, the next, I was in an armored carriage on my way here. I arrived just before the Clearing and left straight after when I nearly died healing the closest thing to a friend I had made in the time I was there.”

      “There was talk of an accident,” Madame Bella frowned. “It was bad?”

      “I don’t know how to define it. There was an explosion, magical backlash, and it destroyed the outer wall. A few of us died, the moccu came in. I killed one, and then nearly died saving my friend.”

      “I’m sorry,” Madame Bella sighed. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

      “It’s fine,” I smiled softly, “I don’t like blood.” I saw Bella’s surprised look and I nodded. “I know that sounds odd, but if it’s in a controlled environment, or when I’ve prepared myself, I can handle it better.” Flash backs of how I died and came to this world soured my mood. “Nor do I like violence. I know working as a healer, like for Missy, things will happen. But I don’t belong on the front line. I just want to help people.”

      “I think Missy would testify that you’re doing just fine at that,” Madame Bella smiled.

      I smiled back and nodded. “She’s a sweet girl.”

      “She is,” Madame Bella agreed. “But… you’re not getting too attached, are you?”

      “No,” I scoffed. “No, she’s lovely. And I would love to spend the night with her again. But no. I don’t see a future with her beyond a bit of fun.”

      “Good,” Madame Bella smiled. “I consider myself a bit of a matchmaker. And I had a minor worry that you would see things differently.”

      I nodded, before giving a shake of my head. “You intentionally pair your girls up with agreeable clients, don’t you?”

      “Everyone deserves happiness,” Madame Bella smiled. “There are plenty of girls out there willing to do the work. I can stand to lose a few every year. It does my heart well to see my flowers blooming.”

      “Would you have taken her?”

      “Mahy?”

      I nodded.

      Madame Bella smiled. “I would have once she was of age.”

      “And now?”

      Madame Bella’s smile widened. “Now, I believe it is in her best interests to stay right here, where you can give her the things that I cannot. She would be a fine girl in my establishment, but with you, she could be so much more.”
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        * * *

      

      Knock, knock, knock.

      Magi Londa glanced up at the door and smoothed her dress. It was her private time to study, and she was not expecting a visitor. It happened occasionally, but more often than not, if it was an interruption, then it was something important. With a practiced hand, she piled up the paperwork into a neat stack, closed her book and set aside the plate that had held her lunch.

      “Enter!”

      The door cracked open, and Sera stepped inside. The girl was recovering well, despite the loss of her hand.

      “Magi Londa, the magistrate has sent somebody to see you,” she bowed.

      “Send them in.”

      Sera bowed again and moved back into the hall. A moment later, an old man stepped into view. Though, the longer Magi Londa examined him, the more she got the picture. He wasn’t old. The silver streaks in his hair spoke of age, but the physique and aura spoke of power. This man wasn’t just a representative, he was an adjudicator. Behind him trailed a pair of guards, with a young man in a sling pressed between them.

      “Magi Londa,” the man bowed. “Thank you for agreeing to see me. This matter is rather strange, and I thought it best to come straight to the source.”

      “That’s fine,” Magi Londa nodded. “Please, come in and… bring your guests.”

      “You may call me Magi Frigus.”

      “Frigus,” Magi Londa tilted her head. “Is that your real name, or?”

      “It was the one I took upon the completion of my studies. I was a young man, with ideals. While my skills upon the wall made my name, my time with the magistrate has been the more rewarding.”

      “I see,” Magi Londa nodded. “Well, in that case. How may I help the Magistrate?”

      “Word was received of a fraudulent healer operating in the city. An inn, to be precise. This young man here claimed he was forced to sign a contract for six silver to heal his broken arm.”

      “And yet, his arm is not healed,” Magi Londa nodded.

      “Quite,” Magi Frigus smiled. “The part where it gets sticky is when my guards arrived on the site. She proved to them she was in fact a healer, and that this man had refused her services after they were rendered. But they could not verify that the healer was, in fact, capable of healing bone.”

      “That is an easy test,” Magi Londa glanced at the man.

      Magi Londa pushed her will into him, scanning his body. She hated wasting her mana like this, but it would only take a few moments. She locked onto the break in the man’s arms, and sure enough, there was the unmistakable touch of mana around a sliver of bone. Satisfied that there were no doubts, she pulled back, returning her concentration to the conversation.

      “Which of my mages was responsible?” Magi Londa asked.

      “That I cannot tell you. It may compromise my investigation.”

      Magi Londa chewed her lip for a moment before nodding. “I can only assume it was raw casting. But yes, this healer did, in fact, mend a small piece of bone. I have reason to suspect if they could go this far, they could have gone further. Perhaps a problem of mana exhaustion?”

      One guard smirked, and even Magi Frigus turned a lip for a moment. He spun on his heel and glared at the young man still clutching his arm.

      “The debt is recorded and legal. You are to pay it back as intended. If you fail to do so, you will be arrested and processed.”

      “You can’t be serious!” the man snapped. “She didn’t do anything!”

      “She?” Magi Londa tilted her head.

      “Yes,” Magi Frigus waved for the guards to take the irate man out of the room. “Thank you for confirming that. Occasionally somebody shows up thinking they’re a spirit healer or some nonsense. We give them the benefit of the doubt and ask them to prove it, and when they can’t, we have our man. This Dara Eolande character gave us quite the quandary.”

      “Dara,” Magi Londa’s eyes widened.

      “So you do know her,” Magi Frigus nodded.

      “Yes,” Magi Londa glanced at Sera, who was staring with rapt attention. “She left the guild. An unpleasant incident with the Clearing and she left.”

      “Well… It appears she did not leave the city,” Magi Frigus shrugged. “In either case, unless she breaks the law, it is none of my concern.”

      “Yes, well…” Magi Londa frowned. “I shall have to see what is to be done about this. It may be dangerous having a rogue mage in the city.”

      Magi Frigus narrowed his eyes. “In ages past, all those who left the guilds were considered rogue. I won’t have the woman arrested without proof of crime. Not in this day and age.”

      Magi Londa frowned as the old mage left her office. But it was Sera who caught her attention with a quiet cough. “Yes?”

      “Dara. Is she in trouble?”

      Magi Londa sighed and shook her head slowly. “I’m not sure. I don’t believe this has ever happened before. The expectation when she left was to return home, to wherever that may be. Perhaps take things up in another guild. To find out she’s still here in the city, operating under our noses…”

      “I’m sure she’s just trying to help people,” Sera suggested.

      “And yet, it could be more nefarious than that,” Magi Londa sniffed. “Can you imagine an entire city, bound in servitude to a single being?”

      Sera frowned at the implications. “I… I don’t think that is the case here.”

      “Sera, this guild will not survive on what we think. But what we know. We will investigate this. If we find your friend to be carrying out nefarious deeds, it will be up to me to stop her.”

      Sera bowed her head. “I just find it hard to believe that a woman who saved my life, would somehow be caught up doing something terrible like that.”

      Magi Londa smiled at the naivety of the woman, but tried to pass it off as motherly. “Be that as it may. I will speak to the other Magi. We will need to decide how we handle this, moving forward.”

      Sera bowed and stepped out of the office, closing the door behind her. Magi Londa let out a groan of disappointment before opening her bottom drawer. Extracting a bottle of brown spirits and a glass, she prepared herself for the monotony of her latest task.
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        * * *

      

      “There now,” I smiled. “How does that feel?”

      Madame Bella smiled and shook her head. “I can already tell it is much better. But I won’t know until I have a nice bath.”

      I smiled. “Well, you can have one of those at home. Or you can head downstairs. The choice is yours, but if there’s a problem, I’ll be happy to fix it.”

      “Wonderful,” Madame Bella smiled. “I’ll bathe here. Then at our conclusion, I can pay dear Mahy and be on my way.”

      “Again,” I smiled. “If something like this comes up again. The sooner you come to see me, the better. There’s no point in letting things get worse.”

      “I’ll have the girls come around tomorrow then,” Madame Bella smiled. “For now, I think I will get myself clean. I do believe I need new underwear.”

      I frowned, thinking about that. If those blisters emptied themselves, it was likely she was a bit of a mess. I didn’t envy that, but at least she was feeling much better. I slumped back in my chair and ate another piece of cheese. It was delicious, and reminded me of a smoked gouda, but with a slight hint of honey.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Scan target ‘other’ x1 - 5exp

        Cleanse Infection target ‘other’ x 3 - 90exp

        Seal Wound target ‘other’ x 1 - 10exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 4

        Points: 0

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 493/506

        Mana: 18%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      I smiled, seeing that number coming back up so quickly. Three blasts of my new spell cleared up the infection, and another seal wound to close the blisters and prevent further infection. I was right on the edge of a new level to boot.

      Knock, knock.

      “Yes?” I called softly.

      The door opened and Mahy stuck her head in. “Miss Dara, Madame Bella is calling for you.”

      I frowned and quickly made my way downstairs. She must have heard me coming, because I heard her voice call out to come in. I opened the door and stepped inside to see the madame sitting on the edge of the bath waiting for me, completely nude.

      “Dara,” she smiled.

      “What’s wrong?” I frowned as I moved over.

      Despite having a decade or two on me, she was still one hell of a woman. I focused my mind, not wanting to make the situation any more uncomfortable than it already was. But the seriousness of my expression amused the woman, and she giggled softly.

      “Dara?”

      “Yes?” I asked, locking eyes with her.

      She was dripping wet, with her long hair trailing down to her breasts. She gave me a grin and tilted her head. “I was wondering if you would like to sample the merchandise, now that I’m back in business.”

      “Umm–”

      “Consider it a friendly gesture,” she smiled. “Besides, you’re on two of my girls’ lists now. Part of me is curious about what all the fuss is about.”

      “I… umm…” I swallowed nervously as my cock strained in my dress.

      “Come now, Dara,” Madame Bella smiled. “I know what it’s like for a futa. All those hormones, demanding attention. The desire to drain your cock into a willing woman.”

      “You sound like you’ve been around a lot of futa,” I murmured as I reached for the ties of my dress.

      “You could say that,” she smiled. “A woman of my position is successful only if she knows how to keep her clients satisfied.”

      “I’m not a client though,” I stepped out of my dress.

      “Yet,” Madame Bella snickered. “Now come here.”

      I wanted to frown, but… there was something about the older woman that made me want to follow. At least for now. I stepped closer, and she opened her legs as I moved between them. She reached down, taking my cock in her hand, and smiled as she placed it between her legs.

      “Gently now.”

      I sighed and slowly pushed forward. My cock slid into her easily. She must have been masturbating before I arrived, but I did as requested and took my time. Madame Bella sighed as my cock slid into her, and her arms came up my sides, before cupping my breasts.

      “These are just lovely,” she smiled.

      I felt her hands and the way she caressed me. My nipples felt like two pinpoints that she rubbed with the palms of her hand. I thrust myself into her, going a little deeper each time. Madame Bella sighed in delight as my crotch began to meet hers, and she lifted her legs. When they came around my thighs, I stepped closer, finally allowing that full depth thrust into her.

      “There now,” she crooned softly. “Whenever you’re ready. Just let it all out.”

      “Oh fuck,” I bit my lip.

      This whole situation was so very different from anything I’d experienced before. Part of me wanted to throw her down and hammer her into the floor. The rest of me wanted nothing more than to empty myself into her right here and now.

      Madame Bella leaned in and breathed in my ear. I trembled as her lips danced down my neck until I felt her teeth brush the side of my throat. Jerking in place, I tightened my grip on her ass I didn’t even realize I’d taken. I forced my cock deeply into her and I felt my world revolve around her predatory gaze as I pumped my seed deep into her.

      “There now,” she smiled as I trembled between her legs. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

      “Yes,” I mumbled.

      Madame Bella sighed as she lightly kissed me. “Wonderful, Dara. Just wonderful. And now that we’ve got that first one over and done with…”

      She slowly pulled back, making me whimper at the sensation of her warm pussy sliding off my still hard cock. Madame Bella turned and kneeled in the bath, with her forearms resting on the far side. She looked over her shoulder as a trail of my seed leaked out of her into the water.

      “How about we make the next one a little more interesting for the both of us, shall we?
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      “Miss Dara?”

      “Hmm?” I looked up from my breakfast and met the gaze of the young man beside me. “Yes, sorry. Did you need anything?”

      “No Miss,” he smiled. “My father sent me. He says the wheeled chair is ready.”

      “Great,” I smiled and pushed my mostly finished breakfast aside. “You can lead me. I can’t quite remember the way.”

      “Right away, Miss,” the young man bowed.

      I could feel his eyes on me. I expected it. In this body, even I gave myself half a chub at times. But the young man was going to learn a swift lesson if he tried anything.

      “Mahy?” I called towards the kitchen.

      The door opened a moment later, and the teen leaned out. “Did you need something, Miss Dara?”

      “I’m just letting you know I’ll be gone for a few minutes. If anyone shows up, tell them to wait.”

      “I can do that, Miss,” Mahy smiled.

      “Right,” I grinned at the young man. “Lead on.”

      He bowed slightly before turning on his heel, and I followed him out the front door. He offered an elbow for me to hold. And while I’m sure part of him would have been thrilled to walk around like that. There was no fucking way in hell I was about to put any such idea in anyone’s head, least of all his.

      “Hmm,” he cleared his throat after a moment and dropped his arm. “This way.”

      I smiled politely and followed half a step behind. Even if I was into men, he was a tad young for my liking. He looked about Mahy’s age, which made me wonder. He didn’t seem to look at her the same way he was looking at me. Which meant either strict laws about the age of consent, which I already believed to be the case. Or there was going to be a happy cougar in a few years with a new toy to play with. In either case, I wished him well, so long as that wellness wasn’t anything to do with me.

      We strode down the street, and once again I tried to pay attention to where we were. I could feel that odd buzz in the back of my mind, pulling me in random directions. The biggest of which I now knew was the brothel that Madame Bella ran. The only thing that made sense is that I had some sort of ability that drew my attention to where my skills as a healer were needed. What I was less sure about was the range it had, and why it went away.

      The obvious reason was that it was tied to my mana. If mana was low, I felt things less. But then, was I feeling things less because my mana level determined the range? Or was it based on my sense of how much mana I needed to heal those I could feel? In the short term, the answer didn’t matter all that much. But in an emergency, it would be nice to know all the details so I could act accordingly.

      For now, at least, I was able to ignore the small nudges. Likely the general aches and pains of people getting older in a world where manual labor was the norm. It wasn’t like anyone was in serious pain or at risk of death. Considering what I felt from Missy, I knew that for absolutely certain. It was something I was not looking forward to in the future. These things happened. No society was perfect, and I feared the day I was compelled to help someone like that again.

      “Miss?”

      I came to a halt, and smiled, seeing the old shop. “Thank you.”

      With a smile, I stepped into the shop as the old man grinned. “Miss Dara,” he bowed. “I cannot thank you enough. Since your visit, my hip is as strong as it was when I was my son’s age.”

      “Glad I could help, Mr. Carpenter.”

      “Help she says,” the old man chuckled. “Come on. Let me show you the chair.”

      It was a sturdy thing. Bigger than I expected, but… it was a chair. It had wheels, and the handle on the back to push was at just the right height to be comfortable for most people. Even the foot rests worked well. I tested that myself and found it simple, if a bit awkward, to set up. It wasn’t a concern, though. This chair was to be used as transport, getting people to me when they couldn’t walk. It wasn’t like the wheelchairs of Earth and wouldn’t share that level of functionality. At least this one wouldn’t. Perhaps there were a few ideas I could bring forward when I was better set up.

      For now, I opened my coin purse before Mr. Carpenter cleared his throat. “Hmm?”

      “Miss Dara,” he sighed. “What you did for me? Would it be possible to do some more?”

      “Sure,” I smiled. “My price remains the same. What did you need?”

      From memory, he likely had a few aches and pains. I could heal them all, but then, he may have something specific in mind.

      “My back,” he grunted. “With my hip feeling so much better, I’ve started doing more lifting, and I’ve earned myself a new ache.”

      I smiled, knowing that was a common trouble spot. “Soothe Joints.”

      In the end, I cast it twice, for a total of sixty percent of my mana. It also pushed me up to level five and gave me another two points to spend on skills. I’d have to spend some time thinking about what they were best used for. It was likely I could push another one into my mana regeneration. That would make me more capable of healing. But then I could also be wasting an opportunity to develop a new spell. But was that important? Getting two points per level was a massive boost. And having constant access to people to heal was as well. My abilities were expanding far more rapidly than those at the guild. But I could also see where the problems were forming.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Soothe Joints target ‘other’ x2 - 30exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 5

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 17/759

        Mana: 40%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      It appeared that with each level, I was increasing the required experience by one and a half times. In the early levels, that wasn’t so much of a jump. But that number was quickly climbing. With over seven hundred experience needed to make it to level six, I could see how mages would train for years and get nowhere outside of the cleansing.

      “Miss Dara?”

      “Hmm?” I smiled. “Sorry, I was lost in thought.”

      “That’s quite alright,” the old man smiled. “You just went quiet for a moment and I worried something was wrong. Your last visit, things…”

      “Yes,” I sighed. “There was an attack. I… felt the need to help.”

      “I see,” the old man frowned slightly in confusion. “And they’re alright?”

      “She is,” I smiled. “Some scars, but…” I shook my head. “Yes, she’s fine now.”

      “Good to hear,” he smiled. “Now, I asked for two golds, and you healed me twice as well as… what was it, the scan?”

      “Yes, healing is five silvers each. The scan was one silver.”

      “A gold and a silver then,” he smiled. “If you have a gold, I can give you a silver in return, and the chair is yours.”

      I nodded and climbed out of the chair. It was well built, even surprisingly comfortable. I opened my coin bag and took out the gold. Mr. Carpenter dropped it into a drawstring bag on his hip, before handing me the silver, that I returned to my bag.

      “A pleasure doing business with you,” he smiled. “If you need another of these chairs, I have the design down properly now. It’ll only be a gold from here on out.”

      “Lovely,” I smiled. “Thank you, Mr. Carpenter.”

      “Till next time.”

      “Miss, do you need me to walk you back to the inn?”

      I glanced at the hopeful young man and shook my head. “I’m fine, thanks!”

      His disappointment was clear, and his father shot him a soft glare. I didn’t bother hanging around by that point and I took the handle of the chair and started pushing. I needed to lift the front wheels to turn it. The chair was weighted right though, and it shouldn’t be too much of a problem even if someone was sitting in it.

      The chair drew some eyes as I wheeled back towards the main road. Mr. Carpenter’s son had brought me the quick way, by leaving the main road straight away. But I wasn’t in a rush and went where I was most comfortable. When I reached the main road, it was easy enough to follow it back until the inn came into view once more.

      I did have a small worry at that point. The chair was larger than I expected. But it still got through the front doors without a fuss, and when I turned, Cleire and Harol were watching with confusion.

      “So, that’s it?” Cleire asked.

      “That’s it,” I smiled. “Now, if someone can’t walk, they can use this to get here.”

      “And what will you charge?” Mahy asked as she stepped out after hearing our voices.

      “I…” I frowned. “Wasn’t really planning on it. How about, it’s included with the price of healing. If they want to just use the chair, it’s a silver.”

      Mahy chewed her bottom lip for a moment, then nodded. “I can work with that. I’ve been writing up receipts, so I’ll do some more for anyone who wants to use the chair. That way, if it’s stolen, we call the guard who can track them down.”

      “A good idea,” Cleire nodded. “Theft isn’t common, but someone may destroy it to harm your business.”

      “True,” I nodded. I knew there were healers in the area. Likely, news of my being here would have gotten to one of them by now.

      “Oh, while you were gone, we got your room ready,” Cleire smiled.

      I frowned. “My room?”

      Cleire nodded and walked around the end of the counter. She pointed towards the storage room where I had seen Frachine in private. She opened the door, and I followed her in.

      “You didn’t need to do this,” I frowned.

      “It was no problem,” Cleire waved off my concern. “It’s one small storage room, and I had been meaning to get in here for months. Now, with Harol feeling more like himself, I ran out of excuses.”

      I looked around the room. A couple of chairs, a desk and a low table, large enough to lie on. It had all the hallmarks of a modern doctor’s office, minus the sink and the comfortable padding.

      “Well?”

      I sighed. “I feel like I’m taking advantage of you.”

      “And yet, we’ve had several new faces come in this morning asking about you,” she smiled. “I’ve already told you. The room you’re staying in was seldom used, and this was just storage. You using them costs me nothing, but the customers you draw in are bringing more profits.”

      I nodded, not wanting to rehash the argument once more. I didn’t want to accept that my simply being here was reason enough to stay. But at the same time, I didn’t have other options if I wanted to leave. It worked, and nobody was being put out for it, least of all those who I worried about in the first place.

      “Fine,” I sighed. “What’s for lunch?”

      “How about a slice of pheasant pie?”

      I smiled and let Cleire lead me back to the front counter. Mahy joined me a moment later, with a ledger. She showed me the receipts she was writing up. Her handwriting was neat and flowed with swirls and decorative flourishes. And they were all the same. It was just a general acceptance of services, for a price, with space for those to be specified, along with a spot for additional notes.

      It was really straightforward, and I admired the teen for thinking so far ahead. But it also gave me an idea about the possibility of a printing press. If something like this was common, then it could be an idea to incorporate further down the track. Even just a piece of carved wood. Roll on some ink, and press it to the page, and it would save a lot of time making as many of these as necessary. And I already knew a carpenter.

      “Excuse me? Are you the healer?”

      I glanced up and frowned at the man before me. He was sweating and red in the face. I hadn’t heard anyone come in, so that meant he was waiting for me inside already.

      “I am,” I frowned as I looked him over.

      “Can… can you help?”

      He pulled the collar of his shirt down, showing me a large stitched wound along his shoulder. It looked like someone had performed surgery on his collarbone and it was badly infected. The wound was red, puffy and even as I watched, it leaked green puss when he prodded it with his hand.

      “That’s badly infected,” I frowned, before remembering the room Cleire set aside for me. “Come on, let me take a look.”

      “Please,” he nodded.

      I led him inside, holding the door open for him. An infection as bad as his. I wasn’t sure how he was upright. It looked like fevers had set in already, and without intervention… I didn’t like his chances. I directed him into the first seat and sat on my own by the desk.

      “I charge a silver for the scan. That will tell me what is wrong–”

      “It’s festered,” he gave me a pointed look.

      I nodded. “But there could be more. What happened?”

      “Fell,” he sighed. “Down some stairs. It broke my collarbone, and the healer told me it needed putting back together.”

      I nodded. “And now it’s infected.”

      He grimaced and nodded slowly. “As I said. A silver for the scan. That will tell me everything wrong with it. Then healing is five silver.”

      “Fix me. I’ll pay whatever you need.”

      I nodded, “Scan.”

      My power pushed into the wound. Whatever was going on in there, things were bad. The infection was in his blood, and he was definitely dying. If I didn’t do something today, he wasn’t going to make it through the night. What I could also see was the twine wrapped around the break itself. He’d snapped his collarbone through and whoever he went to had used a literal string to tie them back together. There was no doubt about the origin of the infection, but perhaps, my seal wound spell would work on it?.

      “Alright,” I canceled the spell. “You’re dying.” He grimaced and slumped in his chair. “But I can fix that. The infection is caused by the string the healer tied around the ends of the broken bone. I don’t know if healing the infection will stop another from forming. But there is a small chance that I can take the string out. If I do that, the bone may separate once more. It doesn’t look like it’s begun healing yet, with all the infection.”

      “What’s it going to cost?” He grunted.

      “If we do things the proper way. Let me deal with the infection first. Then I need to fix the bone, at least partially, so it won’t move. And finally, the string needs to come out, or it may infect once more. My magic can remove the infection, but the thing causing it is another problem. Best case…” I thought about how many times I’d need to stop and recover. If I considered each recovery to be a session. Then I’d be looking at a bare minimum of two sessions. One to clear the infection, and another to heal the bone and hopefully remove the string.

      “Optimistically, a gold and a silver,” I nodded. “But it may be a gold and six silvers if I have to see you a third time.”

      The man let out a grunt. “And I’m dying if I don’t?”

      Nodding slowly, I met his eyes. “I’m sorry. I can save your life, but I need to be paid. I can offer you a payment plan. The details…” I smiled. “You can work out with Mahy, my assistant.”

      “How long until I die?”

      “I’m surprised you were capable of walking in here,” I admitted.

      “Shit,” he swore. “Can… can you just clean the infection? And we see how things go?”

      “We can,” I nodded. “I can’t make any guarantees about your health once you leave. But I can certainly do that.”

      “And you won’t charge extra if I come back?”

      “That depends on your condition when you come back. If I need to heal your infection once more, I still may need to do multiple sessions.”

      “Start with the infection, then. I can afford that at least,” he mumbled.

      “Cleanse infection,” I cast.

      His eyes went wide, and I wrinkled my nose as I smelled the puss pouring from his wound. He must have smelled it too, as he pulled away.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled, cutting the spell off after only a moment. “Should have warned you about that.”

      He grunted and sat back to pull his shirt off. The wound was still angry and red, while the green puss ran down his arm and chest. It didn’t look quite as swollen, though. I checked my mana, and double checked my mana. I could cast twice more if necessary, but then I’d be completely spent.

      “Cleanse infection,” I cast once again.

      This time, I watched as the puss squirted out from between the stitches in the man’s wound. He let out a strangled cry before gasping to himself. And when I looked it over, there was no sign of redness or swelling, so I ended it once again.

      “Scan.”

      I washed my power over him, checking the wound. There was damage, a bit of muscle loss, damaged blood vessels. But overall, the infection was clear, if not contained.

      “The infection is gone,” I smiled. “But understand, with the string inside the wound. It might come back and then I’ll need to do this again.”

      “Great,” he grunted. “And you gonna charge me for the second scan, too?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “That one’s on me. If you’d like to…” I thought about it. “You probably don’t want to put your shirt back on. The inn has a wonderful bath and some laundry services if you need them.”

      He sighed and glanced at his shoulder. “This mess…”

      I nodded. “For now, get you the receipt.”

      He grumbled and started mopping himself up as I stepped out of the room. Mahy was waiting for me at the counter and I told her what we agreed on. The teen was quick to grab some paperwork and begin filling it out. All that was left was my signature and that of the man’s. Whom I hadn’t even gotten the name of.

      “You sit, Miss,” Mahy smiled. “I’ll just get him to sign.”

      “Oh, in that case, where’s a mop? There’s a bit of a mess in there?”

      “Let me see it first,” she darted off, leaving me to roll my eyes. No doubt she was going to clean it, too.

      While I’d have preferred for the man to stick around, I wasn’t going to force the issue. I told him what he needed, and he made his decision. What really concerned me was the healer. Putting a foreign material inside the man was a recipe for infection. Especially something porous, like the string that was used. That would harbor all sorts of germs. This world wasn’t a dirty one. There was soap in all the bathrooms, and laundry was a regular thing. People even seemed to wash their hands after going to the bathroom. At least they did here at the inn.

      But what of other things? Clearly, this healer didn’t know what caused infections. Was that the norm, or the exception? Perhaps I needed to go find this healer and ask. Would they even welcome the news? Especially knowing it was coming from me. A mug of ale dropped down before me and I picked it up.

      “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      I blinked and glanced up. I had assumed it was Cleire or Harol as they went past, but…

      “Hello again,” I said. “I never got your name?”

      She smiled. “I was just coming to give you a present. But… I have to admit, it’s nice to speak to someone who doesn’t talk down to me… or throw themselves on the floor at the sight of me.”

      I glanced around, seeing everyone was frozen. Mahy was beaming brightly as she stepped out of my new workroom. The man behind her was, unfortunately, wearing his shirt once more. Several patrons were about the room, with food halfway to their mouths. Amusingly, one looked like he was about to sneeze and was pulling a rather strange face in the moment before it happened.

      “This is kinda freaky, you know that?” I grimaced.

      “Yes, but it’s the easiest way to speak to someone without interruptions,” she shrugged. “Now. You asked my name? Not that it’s very important, but you can call me… Eve.”

      “The first woman?” I smirked.

      “The first of something, at least,” she shrugged. “While I know of your world’s mythology, it has nothing to do with me.”

      “Fair enough,” I smiled. “Why did you bring me here? I mean really bring me here.”

      “Because you saved my life, and died in the process,” Eve smiled.

      I frowned. “I don’t buy it. Knowing you’re… a goddess, or whatever. I can’t help but think that the whole thing was a setup.”

      Eve stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “There is a balance to the world. Good and bad. Light and dark. Order and Chaos. When the world skews in one direction or the other, I am compelled to act. In the same way you are compelled to feel the pain of those around you who need it, I am compelled to balance this world.”

      “So it was a setup,” I frowned.

      Eve shook her head. “No, that was mostly dumb luck. I was already following you and planned to ask. But those men had their own agenda and dragged me off before you came out of the store. You saving me was completely unintended, but I appreciate it. Dying… dying hurts.”

      “So… no real agenda. Nothing on the table, no great prophecy, war or doom?”

      “Nope!” she grinned. “Just a little too much chaos, and I gambled on a curve ball to bring back some order.”

      “I’m not sure if that’s better or worse,” I sighed and took a mouthful of ale. “So, other than the chat. What can I do for you?”

      “It’s not what you can do for me,” Eve giggled. “You’re already doing that. I’m quite happy with how things are progressing. No, my visit today is a little celebration for you reaching level five.”

      “Is that special?” I asked.

      “Sometimes,” Eve smiled. “It doesn’t always happen. But for those it does, it can change their whole lives, for better or worse.”

      I didn’t like the sound of that. “Then can I refuse?”

      Eve looked at me for a moment and slowly shook her head. “No. This is something that was already determined. I’m just… the messenger.”

      “Determined by whom?”

      “Maybe one day you’ll find out,” she smiled as her eyes began to glow with twin golden swirls.

      I was sucked into those depths and not matter how hard I tried to pull back, I was encased within an amber sphere of light. I couldn’t move, breathe, and could only barely think. Until suddenly, everything snapped back into place. I blinked in shock as shapes swirled in front of me. I rubbed my eyes, trying to clear them, but they wouldn’t leave.

      “Dara?”

      “Hmm?” I looked at Cleire.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I just…” I concentrated, and slowly felt out around me.

      Vague impressions of hurts, physical and mental. A child with a stubbed toe, an older lady with a toothache. I could sense them with far more clarity. I could feel the direction they were in. But it was when I opened my eyes. I saw smokey, hazy figures in the distance, as if I could see through walls if I only concentrated. Instinctively, I knew who they were. The ones that needed my help.

      I closed my eyes once more, took a deep breath, swallowed my nerves, and concentrated. All the information was too much, but… by narrowing my concentration, the worst of it gradually fell away.

      I felt a gentle touch and opened my eyes as Cleire touched my head. “You’re not feverish.”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I just… hit a milestone today. And…”

      “I’ve heard about those,” Cleire frowned. “Something about hitting a certain level, and some mages can become exceptional.”

      “Exceptional alright,” I murmured as I ignored the swirling shapes in my peripherals. “This is going to take some getting used to.”
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      It wasn’t just a scream. It was a howl. It wouldn’t stop. And it came from a distant place. Far, far away. The dull echoes rolled through the trees and over the mountains. The sound rippled the lakes and parted the very clouds. Sheer anguish, not diluted, despite the distance. I huddled on the ground, unable to help, but unable to stop. Desperately, I wanted to help. My entire core throbbed painfully, just by knowing it was out of my reach.

      In desperation, I pulled back my consciousness. I shut out as much as I could and concentrated on what was closer. Here, I could see the vague impressions of those around me. A woman, rolling in her bed as someone unseen, likely a husband, rubbed her back. The baby within her was healthy, but as advanced as she was, there was no way to ease her discomfort.

      Another, a young man, both shivered and sweated through a fever. Someone at his side had placed a wet cloth over his eyes, and I could tell he was recovering well. In a day or two, he would be fine. And then I found one… One almost like the others. The agonal howling of a trapped soul. A being of unimaginable pain and suffering. So far beyond human rationality, I couldn’t even determine a gender. And the harder I looked, the more I came to realize what it was that I was seeing.

      To confirm, I brought my sight in closer. Sifting through those within the Inn, I could see the faint flickers of discomfort. The minor hurts, ignored by their owners, were easily ignored. Until I found him. Harol. He was many times better than he was. But what I could see from working on him, was the similarity between the howling soul and Harol. The fog in his mind was familiar to that soul I felt, and I now knew the problem.

      With a sense of finality, I opened my eyes and groaned at the sunlight peeking in through the still open window of my room. It was only dawn. The Inn wasn’t running yet, at least not in an open capacity. Likely, Cleire, or even Mahy, was downstairs prepping for the day. A day that I was already dreading. With a soft sigh, I pushed myself upright. There was no way for me to ignore this feeling. It was one thing feeling hurts on the peripheral of my mind. But being able to see the suffering, like a beacon, through the very walls and into my dreams, was something else. I didn’t even want to think about what I could feel in the distance. That agonal wailing too far away to see.

      I shuddered and stepped into my dress. Like always, it was warm, dry, and clean. A little too perfect if you had to ask me. But then, I’d never been dress shopping before. I wouldn’t even know where to start. Maybe I could ask Cleire, or Missy even. At least the thought of the young, sexually assertive woman was enough to make me smile. Maybe Missy would be nice to visit today, after all. For now, I had something to do.

      I attempted to sneak my way out. But the heels I wore thumped lightly on the stairs, and a curious-looking Mahy met me in the taproom when I emerged. She gave me a small frown and opened her mouth.

      “I have something I need to do,” I headed her off. “I’ll be back shortly.”

      Mahy closed her mouth, then nodded. “We’ll have breakfast waiting.”

      “Thank you.”

      I didn’t like walking off like this. But I couldn’t ignore the sensations running through my mind, either. This was all-consuming. A powerful urge to act. Part of me felt betrayed by Eve. After all, this was her doing. Why did it have to be me, and why like this? Wasn’t just the knowledge that there was hurts, enough? Why was I compelled like this? It wasn’t fair, but then… neither was this person’s malady. And that was the worst part. I could feel them. Even now. Their soul was in agony, but it was like they had been partially severed from their body. Like they were aware that something was wrong, but had no control or ability to recognize or rationalize what that wrong was.

      I thought about what I needed to do. And settled on a process. I recalled what I had done for Harol and set a mental note to help him once more. What was it that was written in my notifications bar last time? Major unspecified mana-induced Scan-Onset-Healing target ‘other.’

      I knew what I wanted. I knew how the spell needed to form. I held onto that thought. The repair, regrowth, and reunification of gray matter and neurons. I locked that idea in mind and formed a spell around it. I kept track of how I wanted it to form, and that I wanted it to work over time, rather than in a single instance. From the initial surge of each spell I had formed in this way, I suspected rather strongly that it would be more efficient. Working in pulses would help me gain experience faster than a single, long casting. It would also prevent mana wastage, if I was only healing a small amount at once.

      And with that, I formed the spell and sighed. “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Scan target ‘other’ x2 - 10exp

        Cleanse infection target ‘other’ x2 - 60exp

        New Spell: Regenerate Mind: Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (60% per second)

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 5

        Points: 1

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind: Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (60% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 87/759

        Mana: 100%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      I saw the cost of the spell and winced. Then pushed the extra point into it, taking the spell up to level two, and halving the mana cost. It would have been nice to know how much experience I gained from Heal Fracture. My baseline assumption was the experience I gained from each spell was in line with the mana I took to create it. With the Heal Fracture spell taking seventy percent of my mana, I had high hopes. Though I’d never actually used it. I had just formed the spell and stopped there.

      This new spell, though, would hopefully serve as proof of concept. Though that was hardly the priority. I could see the figure in the distance. The pained soul, crying out for relief. The problem for me was getting to it. There were no directions, just a vague shape in the distance. So in the early morning, I wandered the streets, looking for a way to get closer. The streets, of course, wanted nothing to do with my needs. They were straight, and I had to walk down the back roads. Men and a few women were getting ready for their day, moving about, and heading to work. A gaggle of children walked past, yawning and eating fruit as they talked quietly about their lessons.

      None of that was important to me right now. I just needed to find this individual and heal them. For my own sanity as well as likely their own. The streets were growing narrower the further I walked. While the homes on these streets were smaller and less well made, I did notice they were clean. This entire city looked like they kept themselves well. Or at least as well as they could, with the means they had available.

      And it was one of those streets. I found myself walking down. When I found my destination. It was rather obvious which home it was. From inside, I could hear shouting. The neighbors were watching on with worry in their eyes. A few of them took notice of my approach, and more than one eyebrow went up. I ignored them and made my way to the door, where someone cleared their throat.

      “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”

      Ignoring the voice, I knocked anyway, and heard a shout from inside. The person, whoever they were, sounded terrified. I could make out a voice, trying to reason with someone. I knew this was futile. When patients back home got to this state, there was little you could do to calm them, bar removing obstacles and preventing them from hurting themselves. So this time, I drove my fist into the door with all my strength. I needed to be in there to help. To do something.

      I heard a shout from indoors and the muttering of someone coming to the door. When it opened, I wasn’t prepared for the haggard looking young man before me. He must have been barely an adult, and he stared at me with an expression I recognized from the nurses after a long shift on a bad night. Only, if I had my guess, this young man was living this nightmare daily.

      “Yes?”

      “I’m a healer–”

      He swung the door closed, and I shoved it back open. He staggered back, and I pushed into the home. It was a mess. One half of the home looked like an artist’s den. Paint pots were set out in various colors. An easel, with a half painted canvas, leaned on the wall. The other side was a mess of broken furniture, kitchen equipment, and random debris.

      “Get out!” he snapped.

      “Let me help you!” I shot back.

      He shook his head. “Nobody can help me.”

      There was a curdling scream from an open doorway and both our heads snapped around.

      “Please, just leave,” he pointed at the door, and rushed to the aid of whomever was in that room.

      Rather than follow his instructions, I followed behind. The sight before me broke my heart. An old woman in a nightdress huddled against the wall. She was scratching at the walls as she wailed. All around her was a collection of blankets and pillows. I didn’t need to use a scan to recognize what was happening here.

      “Mother, please?” The young man begged. “Calm down.”

      “She won’t,” I stepped in.

      “What are you doing?!” He snapped. “I already–”

      “For God’s sake, let me help you!” I roared.

      The sound of my voice must have frightened the poor woman, as she shrieked in horror. I saw the conflict on the face of the young man, and permission or not, I needed to do this. Directing my attention to his mother, I pushed on my mana.

      “Regenerate Mind!”

      I felt the surge of mana push through me. I only had three seconds, so I broke them up into two bursts. Those three seconds may as well have been hours. I felt my mana rush from my body, and my vision narrowed. I felt the strain increase, and I cut off the spell as his mother let out a shocked cry.

      “Mother!?”

      “Yomas?”

      He froze, and I let the grin slip across my face as I slumped against the wall. I breathed heavily. I had used a lot of my mana. And like all the times before, the feelings in my head and the distortions in my vision were gone. I was glad I would only be tormented when I had the power to help. Even with my regeneration as high as it was, that would be a tremendous relief not to be forced to experience these feelings at all times. Who knows? Maybe there were devices that would let me extract and store my mana. Perhaps I could invest in some and use it, so I didn’t wake in the night aching from other people’s wounds.

      “What did you do?”

      I blinked and looked into the eyes of the young man.

      “Yomas, that’s no way to speak to a lady!”

      He flinched and spun back to the old woman, who suddenly flushed as she realized how little she wore.

      “I just need to sit for a moment,” I sighed.

      “Get the lady a chair, dear,” the old woman prodded her son. “Then… where are my clothes?”

      “Right,” Yomas nodded, then turned towards me with a conflicted smile. “Can you walk?”

      “Sure,” I nodded and accepted his hand to pull me to my feet once more.

      “Oh, my head,” the old woman sighed.

      “Mother…”

      “Go Yomas,” she waved him off. “Tend to our guest first.”

      He nodded, then shot me another frown and led me back into the ruined part of the home. He looked around before picking the sturdiest looking box from the pile and pulled it out for me to sit on. Then he shoved some things around and exposed a chest. Inside, looked like his mother’s things. And they had likely been in there a long time. He quickly pulled out some clothing and darted into the other room, where he had a hushed and rapid conversation.

      I slumped against the wall and took a few steady breaths. I was still resting when Yomas appeared, and he stared at me for a long few moments.

      “I… I can’t…”

      “I wasn’t invited,” I sighed. “But if you’re looking for a price, five silver.”

      He stared for a moment and shook his head. “I can’t afford even that.”

      I let out a small sigh. I wasn’t going to force him to pay for anything. Quite literally, I walked uninvited into his home. As far as I was concerned, this was a favor.

      “I’ll… I’ll take—”

      “If you’re about to offer that servitude thing, I’m just going to refuse that right now.” I shook my head. And when I did so, my eyes landed on the painting supplies. “Is it you or your mother that paints?”

      “Me,” he sighed. “Not that I got very far. When I couldn’t complete my commissions, the commissions stopped coming.”

      I nodded. That was clearly a problem. If he was home looking after his mother all the time, he wouldn’t have been able to get a proper job. Taking one at home like this likely would have worked for a while. But as his mother got worse, he would have had less time to do anything else either. It was a horrible situation to be in. Stuck caring for a loved one, while your life falls apart around you.

      “Can you paint other things?” I asked.

      “Like what?” He frowned.

      “I’m thinking of a sign. I’m a healer, and I want people to know where I am. For now, a sign with a white background and a big green cross.” I had a thought of using a red one, but even now, I felt leery of it. International laws from home banned the use of red crosses, and I still didn’t feel comfortable using them here. “Then maybe if you could measure up the walls of my office and paint me some landscapes.”

      “I can… I can certainly do the work,” he muttered. “But I don’t have a lot of paint left. Not to mention wood for the sign.”

      “And you likely don’t have money for it, either?”

      “No,” he sighed.

      I thought about it for a moment before footsteps approached. The woman from earlier appeared. She had dressed herself and had taken an effort to run her fingers through her hair. It still needed a good brushing, but it was no longer a tangled mess, either.

      “Yomas, who’s your friend?”

      “Dara, ma’am,” I smiled. “I’m a healer, and I… well, I healed you.”

      “You certainly did something,” she frowned. “I… still don’t feel quite… myself. But I can’t remember much of…” she looked at her son. “How long has it been since your father died?”

      “Over a year,” he sighed.

      The old woman nodded as her lip quivered. “I see.”

      “Mother, I–”

      “I shall offer myself in my son’s stead. He’s a good boy, but I–”

      “NO!” I shouted. “None of that!” The two of them stared in shock for several moments while I caught my breath once more. “I am not interested in terms of servitude. I’m happy to come to a financial arrangement that suits us both. I only charge five silver. Considering I barged in here, uninvited, and healed you without anyone’s consent, I’d even agree to waive the cost entirely. All I wanted to know was if Yomas was interested in doing some painting for me.”

      The two of them stared at me, then glanced at one another and back again. I rolled my eyes and let out an exasperated sigh.

      “Look, I don’t know what to tell you so that you believe me. Right now, I’m considering just wandering off to enjoy my breakfast, leaving you to live your lives. But I’d really like to explore the idea of getting Yomas to do some painting.”

      The young man cleared his throat and nodded. “Right. I could… do a small commission. But… your idea for a sign…”

      “What if I buy the materials?” I suggested. “I know a man who can make the sign if I need it. I’m sure he knows someone who can supply some paint. Then all I need is for you to actually do the painting.”

      Yomas took a deep breath, then put on a professional smile. “Let’s discuss exactly what you want. Then we can talk about my price.”

      I smiled, feeling the situation was finally on track.

      In the end, it was agreed that I would have the materials for the sign brought to the inn. He could paint the green cross and I could have Mr. Carpenter, or hopefully one of his less enraptured sons, help put the thing up. After that, I was actually interested in the half-finished piece he was currently working on. It was meant to be a commission, but the buyer pulled out when he took too long.

      It was supposed to be of the wilderness beyond the walls. And I was impressed by the sketch he’d drawn up for inspiration. It was also now that I discovered that civilians could access the walls on a sort of guided tour. Which was how the whole thing came together. It wasn’t impossible to see beyond the walls. Just infrequent, or dangerous. Nobody went out unless they had a reason, so a casual stroll in the forest wasn’t something typically done. Unless you were exiled.

      With our agreement set and my recovery coming along, I gave a formal introduction to Yomas’s mother, Jooliyete. Then promptly cast two more spells over her, clearing the last of her symptoms, before swiftly leaving as she broke down into relieved tears. Then… well, I was a bit lost. I wandered for a time. Looking down side streets, finding an assortment of small shops. They sold everything from children’s toys to tools and other knick-knacks that caught my interest.

      In all my wandering, I found myself staring through the windows of a lovely little dress shop. There were several women inside, and I didn’t feel comfortable going in. To my surprise, as I turned away to look for a landmark, my eyes fell on the familiar site of the Brothel. With a last glance at the little dress shop, I made my decision and hurried over to the familiar building, and saw the front doors were open and they were already doing business.

      Without hesitation, I opened the door and stepped inside, only to smile at the sight of several dozen people seated around the tables enjoying breakfast. The same ladies I had seen from last time were out and about. Now dressed as servers, they swept through the room delivering plates of eggs, toast and other delicious smelling foods.

      “Dara?”

      I turned and spotted Miss Sena as she strode towards me. “Good morning,” I smiled. “I was in the neighborhood and saw the front doors open.”

      “They are most mornings,” she smiled. “You’re not here for me, are you?”

      I smiled and shook my head. “No. Truthfully, I was out helping someone first thing this morning–”

      “Dara?”

      I turned and spotted Madame Bella coming towards me. Her voice was authoritative enough to carry across the room, and suddenly I had Missy rushing over to join us as well.

      “What are you doing here? I thought the Inn served breakfast?”

      “They do.” I smiled at the two ladies as they came up. “I was just saying hi to Miss Sena. I was out healing this morning. When I made to leave, I realized I didn’t know where I was and wandered about. I spotted the dress store a little way down the road, and when I turned around, I recognized this place and came in when I saw you were open.”

      “That sounds like you haven’t had breakfast then,” Madame Bella smiled. “We’ve been sorely lacking since Cleire left us, but I’m sure we can rustle you up something. In fact, it’s probably a good thing you’re here. We have a specific client coming for a mid-morning session, and it would be mutually beneficial if you were here to offer a service.”

      I caught her meaning and nodded quickly. “Sounds like a good way to earn a breakfast.”

      “And some,” Madame Bella shook her head. “Though I’m sure a mutually beneficial arrangement could be made, were you willing to compromise a little?”

      I felt my cock twitch in my dress and smiled. “How about we start with breakfast?”

      “Of course,” Madame Bella laughed. “Miss Sena, I will leave her in your capable hands.”

      “Thank you Madame,” Miss Sena smiled. “Missy, can you prep one of the nice tables?”

      “Yes, Miss Sena,” Missy smiled and darted off.

      Miss Sena sighed softly and gave me a wide smile. “Truthfully, if you plan on taking extra liberties while you are here, take Missy. I’m feeling a little under the weather today.”

      “Something I could help with?” I asked.

      Miss Sena shook her head and smiled. “Not unless you can ease a woman’s cycle.”

      Shit.

      Shiiiiiit.

      Was that possible? Was that something I was going to have to deal with? Holy fucking shit, I hadn’t thought of that at all. How was it done in this world? Did sanitary pads exist? Or was I going to be stuffing my underwear with bundles of cloth to soak up the worst of it? Maybe that was something I should invest in? Just one little spell, to take care of it all?

      I noticed Miss Sena looking at me with concern, and I gave her a smile. “Sorry, I just remembered something important.”

      “If you need to leave–”

      “No, no,” I waved her off. “Nothing like that. Just something I need to think about later. It’s important, but nothing that needs taking care of right now, or… even today.”

      “Very well,” Miss Sena nodded. “If you’ll follow me?”

      I smiled and let Miss Sena take me into the room. People were dotted about, men, women and even children talked, laughed and ate amongst themselves. There was no clear divide between them, either. Men in tattered overalls ate beside women in fitted dresses. The staff didn’t seem to discriminate either, flowing around the tables with ease, delivering food on the same quality tableware, no matter the destination.

      This was somewhere a person could come to get a good breakfast, despite what it was for the rest of the day. And that I could admire. The only difference was a smaller, more private section closer to the kitchens.

      “Am I getting preferential treatment?”

      “You’re on two VIP lists,” Miss Sena smiled. “There’s also a rumor about you and Madame Bella.”

      I felt my cheeks heat a little and said nothing. Miss Sena clearly didn’t need to be told either, and she brought me to Missy’s table and pulled out the chair.

      “Are you in the mood for anything in particular?” Miss Sena asked.

      I looked around at the lack of menus and shook my head. “Either what everyone else is having, or whatever the cooks are best at.”

      “I’ll let them know. Missy, can you get Dara a coffee?”

      “Yes, Miss Sena,” the spritely young woman darted off again.

      Miss Sena let out a soft sigh before giving me a long look. “She’s far too energetic this morning.”

      “Maybe she can be on top then,” I smirked, taking my seat.

      Miss Sena let out a laugh and pushed me in. “Let me put your order in. It’ll be a few minutes. They’ll likely spice things up a bit. It was good to see you again.”

      “And you,” I smiled at the woman.

      I hadn’t come in looking for that kind of treatment. But as Missy darted back into view, holding a large mug. Well, maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea after all.
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      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Regenerate Mind (2) target ‘other’ x4 - 240exp

        Cleanse Infection target ‘other’ x 4 - 120exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 5

        Points: 0

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 477/759

        Mana: 8%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      Nodding at the information, I slumped back into the chair. Shardon was positively ecstatic to have received the treatment. While Orakston, her client was rather less enthusiastic. He played it off as not having the funds to pay for healing, and for Shardon’s time. But I had a sneaking suspicion, he came to her specifically, knowing once infected, she would only see him. It was sick, but I had no proof and thought it best I mention it to Madame Bella in private later.

      In either case, my purse was a gold heavier than it was when I got up this morning. And in a little over an hour, I would be back to full strength once more. So it was already looking to be a profitable day. With that in mind, I climbed out of my chair and exited the room. Like the inn, Madame Bella had a small storage room cleared out for my use. It wouldn’t be often, and it would still be used for storage. Still, it was a nice touch that she had thought to set aside a space for me to work.

      I spotted Sena tending to the tables and made my approach. She saw me coming and gave me a polite smile.

      “Dara, is everything okay?”

      “I just wanted to pay for breakfast,” I opened my money bag.

      Sena shook her head. “That won’t be necessary,” she stopped me. “As of this morning, you have been added to a third VIP list.”

      “Shardon’s?” I asked.

      Sena shook her head slowly. “The Madame’s.”

      “I see,” I nodded slowly. “So…”

      “So, while you are on her list. Meals and drinks, within reason, are on the house. You may also… book her at your leisure.”

      I let out a small sigh. “This wasn’t part of the deal. Do you know where she is? I’d like to speak with her.”

      Sena nodded as if she expected the questions. “Missy? Can you take Miss Dara up to see the Madame?”

      “Yes, Miss Sena,” Missy skipped out from the kitchen, where her wet elbows indicated she likely was washing up. “Follow me!”

      I gave Sena a smile and followed Missy up the stairs. She took me straight to the end, past the room where I found her injured and bleeding. The last door was closed, and when I paid more attention, it was the only one that had a lock. Missy rapped her knuckles on the wood, and a voice called from inside. She opened the door and led me into the room.

      “Miss Dara,” Madame Bella smiled. “I wasn’t entirely sure I would be seeing you so soon.”

      “I had a few things to discuss and…” I glanced at Missy.

      Madame Bella got the message and smiled at the young woman. “Missy, how about you get yourself cleaned up a little?”

      “Yes, Madame Bella,” she bowed politely and slipped out of the room, pulling the door closed as she did.

      “Now,” Madame Bella smiled. “Take a seat and tell me what is troubling you.”

      I did as she directed and took the seat. It was a comfortable thing, with enough padding to make it work, without making you feel you were sinking.

      “Thank you,” I smiled. “First, that man. Orakston. I believe he intentionally—”

      “Infected one of my girls, yes. I know.”

      I frowned. “You know?”

      She nodded. “If he returns infected once more, I will call upon you again. But that will be after I call upon the guard. I had my suspicions when he only wished to see Shardon. It’s not terribly uncommon to fixate on a single girl, but… well, even you know the delights of a few.”

      I blushed and nodded slowly. “Yes… well… That was the other thing.”

      “You want to know why I added you to my own VIP list?”

      “My complaint isn’t the list. It’s the free meals and preferential treatment.”

      Madame Bella let out a loud laugh. I frowned at her reaction, but it seemed genuine, especially when she wiped a tear from her eye.

      “Miss Dara,” she chuckled. “The only White Mage known to heal the masses has eaten and visited my establishment on multiple occasions. This is not the only brothel in Cropis, but you are the only White Mage in all of Lothail who would have come to Missy’s aid that day.”

      “I just…”

      “You have no idea what it is you are doing, do you?”

      “I’m just wanting to help people,” I grumped softly.

      “And you are,” Madame Bella smiled. “But it’s more than that. My girls still talk about you. The one who saved Missy. The one who cleansed my infection, and yes, I told them that as well.” I blushed in response. “Any of my girls would gladly drop whatever client they had for a chance to take you for a spin, and more than one has mentioned their relief that future unsavory events can be helped by your being here.”

      “I just don’t want anyone to think I’m taking advantage of them,” I pushed.

      Madame Bella shook her head. “Dara, when you healed Missy, you could have forced her to sign a contract that would make her your servant for decades, if not for the rest of her life. Instead, you charged me five silvers. Took her back to your room at the inn and left the poor girl gushing your praises for two straight days. Almost driving us all to the brink of insanity.”

      “I’m not all that.”

      “I certainly had no complaints,” Madame Bella smiled. “More to the point. Whether or not you accept it. Eventually, you are going to become somebody. And when you do, and the right people take notice, they’re also going to notice your friends.”

      That made sense, looking at it from a business standpoint. Cleire had said similar things, just… not in so many words. “So I’m an investment?”

      “Yes, and no,” Madame Bella tilted her head. “While yes, investing time and effort into kindling a friendship with you will pay dividends in the future. I’ll bet you a gold; If you walk into Missy’s room, she’s brought up one of the stools from the bar.”

      My cock lurched in my dress, and I shifted slightly. “What makes you say that?”

      “Because there’s only two reasons I tell one of my girls to clean up. And she left rather quickly, did she not?”

      I nodded and looked at the Madame once more. “And how much does a stay with one of your girls actually cost?”

      “Five silvers, and she’s yours for the night. One, and she’s yours for an hour. If you’re feeling generous, I’d pay for two. She will need the rest when you are done.” I reached for my money, and Madame Bella shook her head. “Pay her. At the end of the day, we tally everything up and I take my cut. This way, if she needs to purchase anything throughout the day, she has money on hand.”

      “Very well,” I stood. “And…”

      “She’s in the same room as you found her.”

      I nodded and made my way out once more. People were still downstairs eating, but I noticed Miss Sena grinning at me as I hurried along the walkway. I came to Missy’s door. It was open a crack, and I could hear a thumping sound coming from within. My curiosity peaked, and I pushed the door to see what was happening.

      In the center of the room, Missy was bent over a wooden stool. She looked back over her shoulder, seeing me standing in the doorway, and blushed heavily.

      “I… I was…”

      I closed the door and licked my lips. She wore a tight corset, stockings and no underwear. Her ass was lifted by a cushion placed on the top of the stool, and the thumping sound was caused by ropes around her ankles. She kicked lightly to test the strength of the bonds, and when they pulled tight, it made the sound I could hear.

      “Ummm… Did Madame Bella…”

      She froze as I opened my coin bag and took out two silvers. I set them on the dresser and watched as Missy’s breathing got heavier.

      “This… this is happening.”

      I paused. “Not if you don’t want it to.”

      “I want it,” she said quickly. “I’m just… scared.”

      “Then we should talk about it first,” I smiled. “Help me understand, so that I can make it good for you.”

      “It’s supposed to be the other way around,” she giggled. “From behind, it’s… intense. I lose control of my legs. Sometimes I kick, and I’ve hurt someone before.”

      “And that’s why you have your legs tied,” I pointed out.

      Missy nodded. “I can’t fall over like this, and I can’t kick either. It’s safe.”

      “Safe is good,” I smiled and placed a hand on her back. She shivered as I traced my fingernails over her skin and I amused myself with following the goosebumps as they formed. “Where should we start?”

      “That’s not up to me, Miss.”

      I smiled, recognizing the tone. I wasn’t naturally submissive in bed, even if I did enjoy the slightly domineering way Madame Bella had opted for. I liked a woman who took control. I liked it even more so, when she finally submitted to me. My suspicion was that Missy preferred being a submissive role. She trembled under my touch and quietly whimpered when I stepped away. It wasn’t for long though, as I undid the ties on the front of my dress. Missy’s eyes locked on me as I pulled it open and stepped out. My underwear, released from the dress, slipped, allowing my cock to spring into view.

      It was still strange to wear underwear like this. There was a small thrill of wearing them. I shook off the strange thoughts and set my mind firmly on the young woman before me. She stared at my cock before her eyes flicked up to meet my own.

      “Do you want to taste it?” I asked.

      Missy opened her mouth, and made a soft, “ahh,” sound.

      I snickered and moved closer. My heels were still on, which turned out to be a good idea. I was at just the right height, to dangle my cock in front of Missy’s face. She chased it with her tongue, trying to reach it. I had half a mind to play, but Missy was already bound and waiting. At least… her legs were. Her hands were still free, as she demonstrated, by letting out a complaining grunt and snatching my cock in her warm hands. With a pull, she dragged me closer, and I sighed as my cock passed into her mouth.

      I was gentle as I thrust slowly. The texture of her tongue was delightful on the underside of my cock. I reached down and stroked her hair back with my fingers, before gently gripping the sides of her head. She stared up at me and hummed as I fucked her mouth. She sucked and slurped, almost daring me to finish. I wasn’t so easily swayed though, and I pulled back, letting her mouth pop as my cock slipped free.

      “Oh,” she trembled as I moved around behind her. “Oh, gods, this is happening.”

      “You can always tell me to stop,” I promised.

      “Can… can you start with your fingers?”

      “Sure,” I agreed with a smile.

      She was breathing hard as I moved around behind her. Her glistening pussy came into view, telling me how she was really feeling about this whole situation. I palmed her ass and used my thumbs to spread her labia open. She was so pink inside, I couldn’t resist having a taste.

      Kneeling behind her, she made a noise as I leaned in. The broken moan that escaped her lips as my tongue danced over her clit was music to my ears. I closed my lips over the sensitive nub and gently sucked. I could see the way her legs tensed and felt it when one of them jerked. Moving slightly higher, I couldn’t resist and I pressed my tongue into her pussy. Missy let out a moan as I licked as deeply as I could before standing up once more.

      Part of me wanted to bury myself inside her. Missy had asked, though, that I start with my fingers. I wasn’t the kind of person to do what I pleased like that. Even if she would likely forgive me for it after the fact. Dancing my fingers over her labia, Missy whimpered as I collected enough of her dew to let me press into her with comfort.

      “Push down,” Missy begged. “Like you’re fucking me on the stool.”

      I smiled and applied pressure to her front wall. It made me wonder if it was this position in particular that made her legs go funny. Or if it were just the constant g-spot stimulation that did it. In either case, the raw moan that escaped her lips made me smile. Her head flopped forward as her ass pushed back. I couldn’t keep the grin off my face as I rocked my fingers back and forth. I massaged the front wall with each stroke, and I used my other hand to stroke her.

      If I put my other fingers anywhere near her mouth, she tried to lick and suck them. But as I trailed them down her arm, she clung to the legs of the stool with a death grip. Her body trembled as I increased my pace a little and Missy took a deep, shuddering breath.

      “Don’t stop,” she begged. “No matter what.”

      “I won’t,” I promised, as Missy made a long, mewling noise.

      She turned her head and met my eyes for a moment, before they rolled into the back of her head. She bit her lip, and I felt her pussy squeeze my fingers. I continued massaging her insides as she started cumming. And then it happened. Her legs snapped up, catching on the rope. They only moved a couple of inches, but I immediately understood the dangers of standing behind her as this happened. Her toes curled as she adorably kicked each leg. It went on for an age, before Missy let out a choked cry, and slumped back on the stool.

      “How was that?” I asked, easing the pressure, but not stopping.

      She giggled and shook her head. “I can keep going,” she smiled. “I can cum, and cum and cum, like this.”

      “Is that what you want?” I asked with a smirk.

      Missy took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. But I want to do it on your cock.”

      “I don’t know,” I smiled. “After watching that, I’m not sure I’ll last long enough to let you cum, and cum, and cum.”

      “Can you promise to try?”

      I smirked and stood up once more. Missy watched over her shoulder as I pressed in behind her. My cock prodded the side of her leg, and I took hold to steer it into position. Her pussy, like her face, was at the perfect height, and after her first orgasm, her juices covered everything down her thighs to her knees.

      So this time it was me that moaned. Her pussy parted over my cock, and I languished in the sensation of her insides. Missy took a sudden deep breath as I pushed in, and I’m fairly certain she cursed as I pressed my hips into her ass, with my cock buried fully inside her.

      “Something wrong?” I asked.

      “I’m already about to cum,” she trembled.

      I smiled and ran my hands up her sides. When I reached the undersides of her arms, I bent over, pressing my body along her back. That gave me the reach to grip her elbows. Pulling back, I drew her arms up, where Missy made a small noise.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m hoping to make this memorable,” I admitted as I pulled her arms around behind her. I crossed her wrists over the small of her back and gripped them with one hand while I palmed her ass with the other. “You can always tell me to stop.”

      Her body throbbed as I slowly retracted. My cock slid out of her, even as her pussy squeezed me in an attempt to lock me in place. Which was exactly what she wanted as I reversed, and drove my length into her, with far more force than I had with my fingers.

      “Oh, fucking gods!” Missy cried out.

      I smiled as the delicious sensation of her pussy slid over my cock. She was dripping on the floor, and her legs thumped firmly against the ropes. I shuddered as her body began to throb. Her pussy squeezed my cock, and I desperately wanted to fill her. She had pleaded, though, not to stop yet. And I fought through her orgasm, thrusting firmly into her as she cried out in pleasure.

      I heard the door behind me as it closed. Before I could turn around, I spotted Madame Bella stride past me. Missy either didn’t notice, or didn't care as the woman moved in front. I paused, pussy deep inside Missy as Madame Bella jammed a leather wrapped ball between Missy’s teeth.

      “There now,” she smiled. “Everyone downstairs can hear this racket going on.”

      “Mmm!” Missy moaned.

      I blushed, and Madame Bella tutted softly as she looped a pair of straps around the back of Missy’s head.

      “If I’d known you were into a bit of power games,” she nodded at the grip I had on Missy’s wrists. “I’d have brought something to help. For now,” she pressed a light kiss to Missy’s cheek as she released the now tightened straps. “I think it’s best if I stay and watch. That way, Missy feels safe, and nobody downstairs has to wonder if a murder is being committed up here.”

      I nodded slowly and took a deep breath. “Are you okay, Missy?”

      “Mhm,” she murmured through the gag.

      “You want to keep going?”

      “Mhm,” she managed a little louder.

      “Such a good girl,” Madame Bella smiled, before taking a seat on the edge of the bed.

      I grinned, despite the weirdness of the situation, and retracted my cock. Missy let out a long moan before squealing as I slid back in. I pressed my hips into her ass, driving my cock firmly into her front wall, before pulling back again. Missy jerked on the stool, and her legs caught on the ropes once more. Before I slid my length back into her.

      In no time at all, I had built a rhythm. Long, deep strokes, in and out of her gorgeous body. Missy was practically sobbing as she came apart around me. Madame Bella was in charge of asking the questions, and we both knew that Missy was having the time of her life, despite the overwhelming stimulation she was experiencing. Having another woman watching on at first made me nervous. That likely contributed to my extended endurance. But it was all getting too much for me.

      I switched up my grip, taking her wrists with both my hands, in order to control my thrusting as best I could. Madame Bella recognized the change immediately and smiled.

      “Have you got one left in you, Missy?” She asked. “It looks like Miss Dara is about to cum.”

      Missy hadn’t been kidding about her ability to cum repeatedly like this. She was on a constant hair trigger, and Madame Bella’s words were all the nudge she needed. I wanted to glare at the older woman. But the sensations of Missy’s spasming pussy were enough to drive that from my mind. Missy jerked on the stool and, with a snarl of my own, I buried myself to the hilt. Her pussy wrung out my orgasm, squeezing my cock as I continued to fill her. Until finally, the woman on the stool fell limp.

      “Shit,” I frowned and pulled back, letting the last spurt of my seed dribble down her leg. “Missy? Are you okay?”

      “Mmm…” she murmured as she hung limply in place.

      “She’s fine,” Madame Bella chuckled. “She was like this last time.”

      I blinked for a moment before nodding. It made sense that Missy would have tried this with Madame first. That was a safe bet, and the woman, despite not being as active in the role as she likely used to, was still willing to go above and beyond at times.

      “What does she need?” I asked, as I bent down and untied the knots around her ankles.

      “Just what you’re doing,” Madame Bella smiled, and stood up. “I’ll help you get her on the bed. Then I’ll send someone up with a dish of warm water.”

      “Great,” I nodded and got her other leg free.

      Missy made noises of complaint as I lifted her. Madame Bella came to help, and the two of us got Missy as upright as she needed to get around the stool. The two of us then held her weight as she walked to the bed. Madame Bella slipped away as I lowered Missy onto the sheets, and the young woman stared up at me with a smile.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Are you sure you don’t want my servant’s contract?”

      I couldn’t help but laugh. Missy was fun. She was sexy, and I would definitely be back to try this again.

      “No, Missy,” I shook my head. “But if you promise to be real good. I’ll come back and we can try that again soon.”

      “I promise,” she giggled, as the door opened.

      I looked back as Missy shifted on the bed, and I smiled as Sena came into the room with a large dish filled with steaming water. Before I could thank her, I felt a pair of lips close over my cock once more.

      “Oh, she’s eager,” Sena joked.

      I let out a moan as I looked down at Missy. She stared up at me with a smile as she bobbed and licked my cock.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      Missy gripped my cock at the base and slipped it free of her lips. “I promised to be good, so I’m cleaning.”

      “That’s not what I meant,” I protested as she lifted my cock to run her tongue over my pussy.

      “Let me help,” Sena whispered in my ear.

      I jerked as she gave me a pull, making me spread my legs for balance. Which was what she waited for, before pushing me further onto the bed. My leg came down on the other side of Missy’s face, and she giggled as she wrapped an arm around my leg to hold me close. Missy’s probing tongue slid into my pussy, and I moaned in delight, before feeling the bed shift once more.

      I had just enough time to look down before my cock slipped between Sena’s lips. Missy moaned, sending vibrations through my pussy, before Sena moaned, sending them through my cock. Whatever thoughts, or complaints, I had about wanting to take care of Missy, vanished as the two ladies worked in tandem to extract my soul through my genitals. My pussy throbbed, making my cock twitch, and Missy’s tongue slid up inside me as I had done to her earlier.

      In response, my cock throbbed, and Sena let out a happy moan as she swallowed. As I fed her my seed, Missy eagerly licked at my pussy, and soon it was me laying on the bed in a heap.

      “That one’s on the house,” Sena laughed.

      “Oh, really?” I asked, feeling slightly dazed.

      “Really,” Miss Sena agreed. “But next time you visit, I get to wear my little toy, and ride you into the bed, like you did poor Missy.”

      I thought about it for a moment. But all I could come up with was a very small, “Okay.”

      And that was the response Sena must have been waiting for, before a warm cloth brushed over my labia. I looked down, and she was starting to wash me, while Missy wiped down herself.

      “Oh, no you don’t,” I growled at the younger woman, making them both pause. “Aftercare is important. Once Miss Sena is done with me. I’m going to wipe you down. So just lay there and relax.”

      Missy blushed, and Miss Sena let out a soft giggle. “And you wonder why you’re on three lists.”

      I rolled my eyes and tried to think of football. The last thing I needed right now was another erection.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

      

    

    
      I still had a stupid grin on my face as I opened the front door to the inn. I walked in like I owned the place, letting the door swing back, and froze as I saw a familiar face by the bar. She gave me a smile, and I saw Mahy’s nervous expression as she stood beside her.

      “Sera?” I crossed the room.

      The one-armed mage smiled as I approached and she stood to hug me as I opened my arms. It was firm and friendly, before I pulled away and glanced down at the stump of her arm. Immediately, I realized that was probably an insensitive thing to do, and I looked her in the eye.

      “It’s fine,” she smiled. “It’s part of me now, and a far cry better than what would have happened had you not been there.”

      I felt the relief pour out of me, and I hugged her again. This time, it felt more comfortable before I pulled away.

      “Well, what are you doing here?” I asked.

      “I… I was coming to see you, actually,” Sera grimaced. “Magi Londa sent me.”

      “Oh,” I frowned. “That doesn’t sound good.”

      “Her instructions were to come here and question you about what your plans were. I think she’s under the impression you’re going to cause trouble for the Mage’s Guild.”

      I shook my head. “That’s not it at all. Well, unless me healing people is somehow problematic for them.”

      “Maybe for the local healers,” Sera suggested. “But from my knowledge, no, that wouldn’t affect us at all. They made exceptions at great expense for nobles to come to us for healing, but that’s sporadic enough. It likely wouldn’t make a difference, even if they came to you.”

      “Good,” I smiled. “Because I’d probably heal them anyway if they did.”

      Sera smiled. “How are you, Dara?”

      I gestured for the stool and met Mahy’s eyes. “Can you get us a drink?”

      “Coffee, or something stronger?”

      I glanced at Sera and saw her smile. “How about coffee for now? Something stronger, perhaps later, depending on how long Sera stays for.”

      “It won’t be long. I’ve been here longer than I expected,” Sera sighed. “Somebody rushed out at first light and didn’t say where she was going.”

      “Ah,” I glanced at Mahy, who had paused as she opened the kitchen door. “Sorry about that, Mahy. I’ll try to communicate with you all a little better.”

      “We were worried, Miss,” Mahy nodded, before vanishing into the kitchen.

      Sera smiled. “I’ve only been here a few hours. They were very suspicious of me at first. I get the feeling they rather like you.”

      “They’ve been wonderful,” I smiled. “I couldn’t afford the place you suggested, so I ended up here instead. I did a little healing for Harol, the owner. Cleire gave me their best room, and Mahy has been a wonderful assistant.”

      Sera tilted her head. “That sounds like you’re setting up for good.”

      “That’s the plan,” I nodded. “My room costs five silver’s a day-”

      “Not that we’re charging her,” Cleire snorted as she came out of the kitchen with a plate of cut fruit. “I keep telling her our best room is usually empty. And the crowd she draws in by being here more than pays for her upkeep.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Either way. I charge five silvers for a session of healing.”

      “What was the story about the guy with the broken arm?”

      I frowned before dismissing the thought. The contract he’d signed wasn’t due for payment yet. “He came in. I told him what I needed to do and exhausted myself forming the spell I needed to heal his arm. When I told him I needed to rest and recoup my mana, he balked and wanted to leave. So I made him sign a contract for the rest of the payment he owed me.”

      “That sounds about right,” Sera nodded. “He fetched the guard and they brought him to the tower. Magi Londa examined him and confirmed you had actually done something.”

      I smiled thinly, remembering the woman. I wasn’t sure if it was good or bad that she had done that. While it was nice that an official record was in place to say that I was competent. There was always the chance the woman might hold that over my head later. I had the feeling that the less I had to do with the guild, the easier my life would be. Madame Bella’s words also rang true, and the guard already knew about me. How long until something happened I had no control over? Rushing off to heal someone in the night was one thing. But what happens if an injured guard gets dragged through the front doors in the middle of the day?

      “Dara?” Sera called softly.

      “Sorry,” I shook myself. “Lost in thought for a moment.”

      Sera patted my arm. “I understand that. Things seem to have moved rather quickly all of a sudden.”

      “You’re telling me,” I joked.

      “Coffee!” Mahy called as she stepped out of the kitchen once again.

      I smiled at the teen as she delivered it, before pulling the platter of fruit closer for Sera and me to share. We spoke for a time. She was wistful about her arm, having small difficulties living without it. There was a definite undertone of loss, but that paled behind how grateful she was when I tried to console her. I had the feeling she would have been happier had I remained at the Mage’s Guild. I, however, knew that I would not. That place wasn’t for me, despite the inherent dangers of living as I was.

      It was a time later that Sera finally let out a solemn sigh. “Magi Londa believes you may be dangerous.”

      “My actions specifically? Or does she worry about my magic?”

      “Maybe a bit of both,” Sera frowned. “A bad enough backfire can have strange consequences. She spun a story about the possibility of you creating a monster out of someone. That… well, it wouldn’t be impossible, but highly unlikely.”

      “Character assassination,” I sighed. “If you can’t make someone look bad through their actions, you make them sound like a monster on a personal level, and suddenly people don’t mind so much when bad things happen.”

      Sera frowned. “I… I will warn you if I find something.”

      “I appreciate that,” I smiled. “And we should catch up again soon.”

      Sera nodded in agreement before standing once more. “This has been a pleasant visit. Even if the wait was a bit long.”

      “Send a letter next time,” I joked. “I’ll be here.”

      “I may well do that,” Sera laughed, before turning away. “Be safe, Dara.”

      “And you,” I smiled as she strode out the front doors.

      “She seems nice,” Mahy commented.

      I nodded before turning to the teen. “She helped me with my hair while I was at the guild. She also didn’t look down her nose at me.”

      Mahy smiled. “Is she… Y’know.”

      I gave the teen a firm glare. “Not that it’s any of your business. But no. Sera is just a friend.”

      Mahy blushed, “Yes Miss.”

      I rolled my eyes and relaxed once more. “Where’s your grandfather?”

      “Oh,” Mahy frowned. “He’s resting. You helped him a lot. But he still sometimes has episodes.”

      I frowned and realized I had left it too long. “Can you take me to him?”

      “You want to heal him again?”

      “I do,” I nodded.

      Mahy bit her lip. “Mother–”

      “Doesn’t need to know,” I pushed. “I don’t want to help your family, so you owe me. I want to help your family because you’ve made me welcome and I want to do nice things for you.”

      Mahy paused. “You realize that’s the same argument mother has with you about the price of your room, right?”

      I opened my mouth, then closed it. Mahy gave me a grin, and I shook my head. “That’s different, and you know it.”

      “Of course,” Mahy agreed. “Had you charged for your services like the guild does, we’d all be under contract and you’d own the inn. Not the other way around.”

      “Fine,” I waved off her argument. “Just take me to your grandfather, please?”

      Mahy smiled and waved for me to follow. She opened the kitchen door and waited for me to catch up. It was the first time I had been in here, and I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. The stove was good quality for the era. It burned wood and had burners on top, where you could set some rather large pans or kettles. A large tidy looking bench was on the far side, where various items were ready to be cut up with an impressive collection of knives. Most of which looked handmade, but solid in quality.

      “It’s not much,” Mahy shrugged. “But the inn has been in the family for generations.”

      “And you’d sell it all to little old me if you had to,” I snorted and shook my head. “This is your home. I could never take this place from you.”

      Mahy smiled and brought me to a back door. When we stepped out, it was into a small courtyard. Cleire was by a line, hanging out sheets that she had taken from the guest rooms. We didn’t stop to chat as Mahy led me around the side, where a set of stairs led up to the second level. I hadn’t thought of it before, but their home, while separate, was still attached to the building. I wasn’t sure where my room was on the second floor, but the room she brought me into was about the length of the back of the inn.

      “It’s home,” Mahy smiled as she gestured about.

      It had a small dining room where the family obviously ate together when they weren’t downstairs. There was no kitchen, though it had a small fireplace made of iron set in the corner. The only problem I saw was there was only one other room. Mahy led me over to the door and opened it, revealing a dark interior, and the soft snores of the old man.

      “Grandfather?” Mahy called softly.

      He snorted, and I heard him cough. “Kassani?”

      “No, grandfather,” Mahy corrected him gently. “It’s me, your granddaughter.”

      “Grand… No… Mahy?”

      “That’s right,” Mahy said in a tone that told me she was smiling.

      “I’m sorry, dear,” the old man complained. “I still get confused, and you look so much like she did.”

      “I’m aware,” Mahy said kindly. “I’ve brought Miss Dara up to see you.”

      “Me?” He sounded shocked.

      “I’d like to heal you some more,” I called gently.

      “I’m not sure what else my family could offer.” The old man made a noise that sounded like he was getting up.

      I heard the thumping of a dresser opening and closing before the rustle of fabric. And before long, the old man stumbled into view. Mahy held him around the elbow and he leaned on her as he pulled himself together.

      “Well now,” he smiled. “You want to do a little more, do you?”

      “I do,” I nodded. “I woke up this morning with an urge to heal someone again. I found an old woman. The mother of a painter that I’m hoping can paint me a new sign to hang out front. She had a similar condition to you. I helped her, so now I want to fix things for you as well.”

      The old man smiled and nodded. “Please, Miss.”

      I moved over to him and took his hand in my own. His skin was firm, calloused, and I smiled, remembering my time back on earth. I would have given anything to be able to help my old clients, like I was able to help Harol now.

      “Regenerate Mind,” I whispered.

      He closed his eyes as I felt my power wash over him. The initial surge hit hard, and I felt my mana drop in response. That was also my cue to cut off the power, and I patted his hand.

      “Scan.”

      This time, I pushed myself to see the damage. It was helped greatly by my first attempt. This one helped far more. I would just need one last burst to finish it off, and the old man would be back to his old self.

      “Regenerate Mind,” I cast once more.

      When that tapered off, I checked with a scan again, and saw the improvements had set in without trouble. Harol blinked back tears as he clung to Mahy’s side. She was crying softly too, as the door opened behind us.

      “Miss Dara?”

      I turned and gave Cleire a grin. “He’s fully healed.”

      Her eyes went wide, and she rushed over to hug me. “Whatever you want–”

      “None of that.” I pushed her back to arm’s length. Her eyes were wide and desperate as she looked me up and down. “I don’t want any more than you’ve already provided. That being said, if I could put a sign out the front for my healing, I’d be grateful.”

      Cleire let out a broken laugh and nodded. “Of-of course, I… how do we ever repay you?”

      “You’ve been nothing but wonderful to me,” I brushed her off. “You made me feel like I was home when I didn’t have anywhere else. And that was before you agreed to let my business run out of your spare room.”

      Cleire wiped away her tears and gave me another quick hug. I smiled at the comfort before she stepped around me and went to her father. I watched them hugging for a moment and slipped out the front door. When I stepped through the kitchen door and back into the taproom, there were a few people gathered inside. I frowned and glanced behind me as the back door opened and Mahy came inside.

      “Mahy, there are customers,” I sighed in relief.

      She nodded and darted over, giving me a smile as she slipped past to do her job. I made my way around and took a seat at the end. I thought about the situation I was in and frowned as I tried to put a few dots together.

      “Thank you, Miss,” Mahy smiled as she joined me at the end of the bar.

      “You’re welcome,” I smiled as I spotted the customers making their way upstairs. “Got it sorted?”

      “Yes,” Mahy smirked. “One of them wanted the big room. He wasn’t too happy, but accepted that it was taken.”

      My initial reaction was to tell her to swap me out for a night. But I realized after what I had just done for Harol, that was likely something that wouldn’t be taken seriously. Instead, I thought about the other thing on my mind.

      “Your… home.”

      “It’s not much,” Mahy smiled. “But it’s home.”

      “Where do you all sleep?”

      Mahy frowned. “Grandfather sleeps in the bed. Mother shares a room with him. I sleep in the living room on a small cot.”

      I frowned. “Is it comfortable?”

      “It’s not like the mattress you sleep on. But it works,” Mahy shrugged, before glancing up as the door opened. “Need anything before I go?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I’m fine, thank you.”

      Mahy nodded and slipped away to greet the new customer as I thought about what Mahy had told me. It wasn’t something I could fix right now. But when things picked up, it wouldn’t be too hard to get the girl a proper bed. Even just a thick mattress would make things more comfortable for her. Especially without her having her own room.

      “Miss Dara?”

      I shook myself as I looked at Mahy once again. “Yes, Mahy?”

      “I’ve just gotten a booking for the bathing room later. If you want to bathe before bed, it would be best if you went now.”

      I smiled at her. That was the kind of thing I liked about this place. They treated me like a valued member, rather than a client. I doubted the men who came up earlier would get the same warning. So I wasn’t about to waste it.

      “Thanks,” I smiled. “I’ll go now.”

      “Wonderful,” Mahy nodded. “We’ll be serving the evening meal in an hour or so. Would you like to eat down here or up in your room?”

      I thought about it for a moment and shook my head. “I’ll have it down here. Always the chance someone will come in for healing.”

      “I’ll let mother know,” Mahy beamed as she went off to her duties.

      I slipped from the stool and crossed the taproom. I wasted no time stepping into the bathing room. Unlike last time, it wasn’t prepared in advance, so I had to fill and heat the water myself with the strange little gem. As it warmed, I stripped off my clothing and tossed my undergarments into the tub. The water was warm, so I added some soap to begin scrubbing my clothes. I was working away when the door opened, and I heard a grunt.

      “Oh, looky here.”

      I frowned and glanced up as two of the newcomers walked in. The first was a rather rotund man, the second was far younger. There was no family resemblance, so likely they were business partners. They both stared at me, and I realized I was completely nude.

      “Couldn’t you come back a bit later?” I asked.

      “Bath’s booked later,” the younger man smiled. “Besides, I didn’t realize we were getting a show.”

      I clenched my jaw and looked back at my work. I just needed to finish up, give myself a wipe down and–

      “How much do you charge?”

      “Excuse me?” I glanced up as the younger man stripped off his shirt. He was slightly muscular and gave a small flex that… well, that was just fucking uncomfortable to watch.

      “For the night,” he said in a tone that made it sound like he was talking to a child.

      I frowned. “I’m a customer here, just like you.”

      “Oh,” he grimaced, then shook his head. “My apologies, miss. My name is Duvid, this is my business partner Sumyell.”

      “Charmed.” I frowned at the two of them. “I’ll be out of here in a moment,” I sniffed and turned back to my washing.

      “Oh, don’t be like that,” Duvid smiled as he stripped off.

      “Leave the lady alone, Duvid,” Sumyell muttered.

      “What?” Duvid grinned at the older man. “We’re just talking.”

      I scooped up my belongings and gave them a wring out, before turning away. Usually I’d have set them out to dry while I took my bath. Right now, I just wanted to leave. I didn’t waste a moment stepping around and into my dress before pulling it tight.

      “Oh, my lady,” Duvid smiled. “That is a lovely dress.”

      “Yup,” I nodded and made my exit as quickly as I could.

      With my things wadded up in my hand, Cleire noticed me as I made for the stairs. Her eyes went wide as she realized what had likely occurred. I didn’t wait as I made my way upstairs and slipped into my room. I didn’t have time to close it before I heard footsteps, and Cleire charged into my room behind me.

      “Miss Dara,” she took my shoulders. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize you were in there!”

      “I’m okay,” I tried to reassure her. “It was fine.”

      Cleire must have seen something in my expression, because hers hardened. “What happened? I’ll remove them if I have to, or call the guard to do it.”

      “No, no,” I shook my head. “Nothing like that. The younger one, Duvid, he said a few things. He thought I was a prostitute, and when I corrected him, he took his clothes off and made another pass.”

      Cleire frowned and looked uncomfortable. “Do–”

      “It’s fine,” I patted her shoulder. “But… If someone could bring me a tub of warm water and a washcloth to wipe myself down, I’d appreciate it.”

      “You didn’t even get to bathe,” Cleire grumped. “I’m so sorry, Miss Dara.”

      “It’s fine,” I tried to assure her. “But I think I’ll eat in my room tonight. I don’t really want to deal with him again.”

      “They’ll be gone tomorrow. They only paid for the one night,” Cleire nodded. “Traders of some sort.”

      “Wonderful,” I sighed.

      Cleire grimaced again. “I’ll have to bring up the water after the evening meal. Is that okay?”

      “That’s fine,” I smiled. “Sorry to be a bother.”

      “It’s no bother.” Cleire hugged me again. “Please, next time you wish to bathe, let me know. Mahy would have said something if she had known, but she went out the back while I dealt with the men.”

      I nodded as the older woman pulled back. “I’ll be here.”

      Cleire gave me a pained smile before darting out of the room. I let out a long sigh and looked at my undergarments. Stockings, garters and panties. I made a note to get some more. Wearing the same ones all the time was not good for the fabric. I’d wear them out in no time at all. Which was an awful time for a reminder.

      “Shit.” I stared down at my feet. “Don’t tell me I left my fucking shoes down there…”

      I let out a groan as I stormed over to the windowsill. I pulled back the curtains and opened the window before setting out my wet clothing. It wasn’t much, but it would be dry by morning at the very least.

      With nothing to do but wait, I sat on the bed and decided to check my stats.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Regenerate Mind (2) target ‘other’ x6 - 360exp

        Scan target ‘other’ - 5exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 5

        Points: 0

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 452/759

        Mana: 33%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      I nodded to myself. That all made sense. I was impressed at the amount of experience I received from healing Harol and Yomas’s mother. Not that I wanted to find more people suffering like they were. If there were more, and there likely was, that could be a fast track to boosting my abilities. I was level five now. What would I be able to achieve by level ten?

      There was a knock on the door, and I stood once more and pulled the door open. Cleire gave me a smile and carried a platter in before setting it on the small table.

      “There,” she smiled. “I put a little extra in there for you.”

      “You don’t–”

      “No,” she sharply cut my complaint off. “Please, Dara. What you have done, for me, my father and even for Mahy. It is nothing any of us could ever afford to repay you. On top of that, I just put you in a terribly uncomfortable situation. So please, let me just do what I can to make it up to you. Okay?”

      I let out a sigh and nodded. “Okay.”

      Cleire smiled. “Good. You eat up. Mahy is starting to serve, so I’ve got some water heating for you. I’ll be back in a moment.”

      “Thanks.” I released her from the hug and Cleire darted out of the room once again.

      I turned and lifted the lid off the platter. It looked like a large chunk of roast, with vegetables and gravy. My mouth watered just looking at it. Beside the roast was a mug filled with ale, and I grinned, thinking that it probably wasn’t part of the meal, but an apology. Before I could sit and eat, though, there was another knock on the door.

      “Come in,” I called.

      The door opened, and my face dropped as Duvid stepped into the room. He was still wet, despite dressing, so his shirt clung to his skin. And in his hand were my shoes that he jiggled before him with a grin.

      “I brought you a little something.”

      I sighed. “Just set them down by the door.”

      “What, and no thank you?” he smiled, trying to be charming.

      “Thank you.” I gave him a small bow. “Now if you–”

      “That’s hardly polite,” he frowned. “I was hoping we could talk a little.”

      “I was hoping to enjoy my meal in silence,” I glared.

      Duvid smiled as he spotted the table and the two chairs. “Wonderful, there’s room for us both.”

      I growled and walked up to him before snatching my shoes from his hand. I was about to tell him to leave when he snatched my wrist and hung on.

      “Now that wasn’t very nice.”

      I closed my eyes, and willed the men of both the worlds I had lived on to forgive me. Before driving my knee up between his legs. His eyes went wide and his voice croaked as he dropped to the floor. The thump was loud enough. I heard a shout from outside before a clatter. The door burst open as steam and hot water sloshed over where Cleire had dropped the large bowl. She froze, seeing me standing over Duvid, and clutched her face in shock.
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      “So you… kneed him in the crotch, and then what?” the guard asked.

      “Cleire and I dragged him downstairs before we handed him a cool wet cloth to help take the edge off,” I sighed.

      “And you didn’t heal him?” The guard paused as he wrote in his notes.

      “It would have been a raw casting. I wasn’t about to risk that for a man who wouldn’t take no for an answer.” I narrowed my eyes at the guard.

      He frowned before writing my answer down. “Are you aware of the penalty for assault in this town?”

      “Not really,” I admitted. “The last time I heard of an incident, a man slashed one of the girls from Madame Bella’s brothel. I heard he was exiled.”

      “If you’re found guilty, you may be forced to pay restitution, or perhaps even a term of servitude.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “He came into my room, refused to leave, and when I tried to retrieve my belongings, he grabbed me and refused to let go.”

      “That is your version of events,” the guard nodded. “And while others have confirmed your story. Only you and he were in the room when the incident happened.”

      I could see it in his eyes. This wasn’t him taking a side, he was explaining the situation. I just hoped that the truth would come out in the end. There wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell that I’d sign anything that would put me under someone’s control. I’d rather heal a gap into his spinal column and watch him suffocate. Consequences be damned.

      “Am I being arrested?” I asked.

      The guard glanced over his shoulder at the others in the taproom. It had been cleared, something I was upset about. The regulars who would have come in for meals weren’t here and this whole incident cost the Inn money. On the other side was Duvid, glaring at me, in between answering questions with a second guard.

      “At this stage, neither of you is being arrested.” The guard hauled himself to his feet. “Duvid will be taken to another inn. You will remain here. You are not to leave the premises under any circumstances.”

      “I’m a healer,” I frowned. “I sometimes go out to help those in need.”

      The guard shook his head. “From now on, until we get this straightened out. That will not be the case. You are free to continue healing within the Inn. But you cannot leave.”

      I let out a sigh before nodding. “Fine.”

      “Do I have your word? You will remain here?” The guard pressed.

      “I will not leave, unless it is life threatening,” I met his eyes.

      He narrowed, obviously wondering if he should ask me to specify whose life was being threatened, but decided against it. “Don’t make me regret this, please?”

      “I will do my best,” I shrugged. “Please remember to bring the guard around if you need my services.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “I might just. There’s talk of another Clearing.”

      I tilted my head. “That seems rather… soon.”

      “Aye miss,” he nodded. “They’re not sure what’s causing it. The moccu are coming back in greater numbers, but there’s also reports of a few garbrid dotted about the place.”

      “What are they doing this far west?” Cleire gasped.

      The guard glanced at the innkeeper and shook his head. “If only we knew, miss.”

      He turned around before making a gesture. The other guards formed up, before the one speaking with Duvid gestured for him to follow. The man sent a final, furious glare in my direction before he shuffled out along with the guards. Duvid’s partner, Sumyell, was nowhere to be seen. I wasn’t sure if that was good or bad news. I hoped for the former. They didn’t seem close, and the older man had seemed at odds with Duvid’s attitude.

      “Well, that was certainly more excitement than I was expecting,” Cleire sighed.

      “Surely, they won’t find fault in Miss Dara,” Mahy frowned from the bar.

      “I’m not sure,” I shook my head. “I just hope they get the truth out of him and leave me alone.”

      “I’m sure it will be fine,” Cleire patted my arm. “How about you head upstairs, and I’ll bring you some fresh water?”

      “Thank you,” I smiled at her.

      “I’ll fetch you some dinner,” Mahy brightened.

      I left the two innkeepers to their jobs as I made my way upstairs. The floor was still damp, so I took my time not to slip. Truthfully, I was feeling more anxious than necessary. My mana had regenerated in the time it took for the guards to arrive and conduct their interviews. In that time, several hurts had sprung up in my mind. They weren’t life threatening, but I could feel them out there. I wanted to go to them and help, but the guard made it pretty clear it would be a bad idea.

      “Maybe I should have some spirits brought up?” I mused to myself. If I got drunk enough, I could pass out.

      I shook my head as I stepped back into my room. I didn’t see myself leaving anytime soon, so I kicked off my heels and slipped out of my stockings. Leaving the dress on for now, I stretched my arms over my head and slumped back on the bed to wait. Not that it was a long time before I heard a polite knock on the door. Rather than foolishly call out again, I stood and made my way to the door in person.

      When it opened, I was relieved to see both Cleire and Mahy waiting for me.

      “Water and a meal,” Cleire smiled.

      “Thank you both.” I stepped back to let them in.

      Mahy carried a small platter to my table, while Cleire set down the large, steaming bowl of water by the wall. She straightened and gave Mahy a small wave. The teen blushed furiously and rushed out, closing the door behind her. I watched her go and turned to Cleire, who smiled at me.

      “Your meal will be too hot to eat for a few minutes. I was wondering if you wanted help with bathing?”

      I snorted at the turn of events and grinned at her. “After everything that happened tonight, you really think sucking my dick is going to make me feel better?”

      Cleire nodded. “Unless you’d like to put it somewhere else?”

      I couldn’t help but give her a once over. The woman had a motherly tone. But that didn’t diminish the curves on her. She was all woman, and I was having a hard time keeping my thoughts on track.

      “This…” I swallowed. “This isn’t about the healing I did for your father, is it?”

      Cleire tilted her head. “Slightly. I know you like getting all the details. So yes, both my father and Mahy know I’m up here, and they know what I did for a living all those years ago. I am also very grateful for everything you have done for my family.” She smiled. “But I have to admit, most of the reason I’m here now is because it has been a very long time since I’ve felt a cock throb inside me. And I’m hoping that is something you would be interested in.”

      She looked into my eyes, and I smiled slightly. “Alright, how–”

      KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

      “Mother! Everyone came back. I need some help!” Mahy shouted through the door.

      Cleire sighed and nodded. “Get cleaned up. I’ll come back and…” she smiled. “Maybe I’ll wear something nice.”

      She left me reeling and horny as she closed the door. I let out a long sigh and turned to the bowl of hot water. Beside it was a cloth and a small slice of soap for me. I smiled, thinking of how well they looked after me, before frowning at the tight feeling in my dress. I figured what she said about my meal was true, though, and I stood by the wall to leave my dress standing off to one side. Stepping out, I ran my hands down my sides. I was just wearing my silk panties and my cock looked almost angry… Kinda felt angry too. I didn’t even want to think about the sticky mess I could feel between my thighs. Slipping off my panties, I set them aside and picked up the cloth. Then spent a few minutes wiping myself down. It wasn’t quite the bath I hoped for, but then, I wasn’t covered in god-knows-what these days.

      It was enough, and after a few minutes, I added my panties and stockings to the water to give them a scrub, before setting them aside to dry. I stood up before realizing I didn’t actually have anything else to wear. Not enough to sit out and answer the door. I didn’t have any form of bra since my dress supported my breasts. All I had were more panties and… well, I didn’t want to mess up another pair if the evening went how I expected it to.

      With no better option, I decided to just stay nude and crawl into bed with my meal. So that’s exactly what I did. When I uncovered the dish, it looked a bit like a lasagna, but instead of noodles, it was very thin fried bread and thinly sliced meat. My mouth watered as I stared at it. The meal, along with a mug of ale, was the perfect way to curl up in the bed. I set the mug down on the floor and pulled the blankets up to protect my legs while I enjoyed my meal.

      The bed had the added benefit of cover if someone walked in. Though I didn’t think I’d need it. The only person I expected was Cleire, and she was the reason I opted to stay naked. I thought about what it was she would be wearing. I had seen lingerie since I had come here. Missy had worn some just that morning. What Cleire had in mind, I did not know, but I did my best not to think about it as I finished my meal.

      Rather than get up to return the plate to the platter, I set it aside and reached down for the mug. It was the perfect way to relax as I leaned back against the headboard and sipped along as I mulled over everything that had happened. Seeing Sera again was lovely. The fun I’d had with Missy was something I looked forward to in the future. But there was an undercurrent there. The guard mentioned another Clearing. I was under the impression they didn’t happen often. He seemed concerned, but I had another worry.

      “Was this the balance you were talking about?” I whispered to the ceiling. I didn’t know if Eve was watching or listening at all. After a few moments, I shook my head. “Just saying, if this is going to turn bloody, I don’t handle that well.”

      I flinched as someone rapped at the door, and I shot the ceiling a dirty look before clearing my throat. “Who is it?”

      “It’s Cleire!” she called.

      I pulled the sheet up to cover my breasts, just in case she had company. “You can open it.”

      The door cracked, and Cleire peeked in. She had a fine layer of makeup on and a pink blush, though… part of that may have been natural.

      “You enjoyed the meal?” she asked as she stepped in and closed the door behind her.

      “I did.” I frowned as I took her in. She was barefoot and wearing a long cloak that covered down to her ankles. “Are you okay?”

      Cleire blushed. “Yes, it… it has been a long time since I’ve worn this and… I’m a little nervous.”

      “I’m sure it’s lovely,” I smiled. Truthfully, she could be in anything under that. My cock was already rising to attention.

      Cleire bit her lip and nodded before reaching up to the clasp below her chin. She took hold and pulled before tossing the cloak aside. I stared in shock as Cleire pulled her arms behind her back.

      “Well?” She pushed her chest forward. “Too much?”

      I shoved the sheets down my body and took hold of my cock. Her eyes snapped to my shaft as I stroked it, but my eyes were locked on her. Small rings pierced her nipples, and a thin, polished chain linked them. But there was a third chain attached at the center that went down between her legs. I wasn’t sure where it attached, but that wasn’t the last of her outfit.

      I was completely unprepared for the pink lace. Wrapped around her torso, it hugged her stomach and unlike Missy’s shelf bra-styled corset, this simply lacked cups, letting her impressive bust hang naturally. That paired well with the pink stockings she wore, hugging her legs and attaching to frilly garters on her upper thighs. It was a strange dichotomy, between something utterly adorable and deeply perverse. And on the body of an older woman, I was harder than sin.

      “I’m glad you approve,” she smiled. “Shall I clear your plate?”

      “Ah,” I glanced over at the dirty dish and grimaced. “Please.”

      Cleire stalked forward, moving in a way that caught my eye before plucking up the dirty dish. She smiled and turned away, showing me her ass as she walked back to the water bowl. I stared as she bent over, and I caught a glimpse of something between her legs before she straightened up once more.

      I watched as she stalked back towards the bed before dropping to her hands and knees. She crawled, and I slowed my stroking as she leaned down and kissed the underside of the head. Rather than continue with oral, she sat up and shuffled forward, pressing her pussy to the underside of my cock. I could feel the chain rub as she slowly rocked her hips in place.

      “It has been a long time since someone has looked at me the same way you are right now,” she smiled as her hands tightened around my cock.

      “Then you’re not getting out enough,” I grinned.

      Cleire giggled and blushed. “You’re sweet. I’ve had a daughter to raise, a father to care for and an inn to run. There’s been no time for company, and while I’ve had a few offers over the years, nothing ever took my fancy.”

      “So why me?” I asked.

      Cleire smiled. “Because you’re beautiful. You’ve given my father a new lease on life. Mahy absolutely adores you.”

      “Your family has made me feel pretty welcome,” I grinned as Cleire stroked my cock as she rubbed herself on the base of it.

      “I’m glad,” Cleire smiled. “Would you like me to welcome you a little further?”

      “Please?” I grinned.

      Cleire smiled and raised herself up. “I think the first one can go here.” She slipped the head of my cock through her slippery labia.

      “First one?” I asked, before letting out a soft moan as Cleire sank down on my cock.

      Her hands slipped away from my cock, and she dug her nails lightly into my stomach. “Oh, blessed gods.”

      I glanced at the ceiling before turning my attention back to Cleire as she raised herself. “You okay?”

      “Fine, just… it has been a very long time,” Cleire whimpered, before lowering herself once more.

      I closed my eyes as her pussy slid down over my cock once more. She was so incredibly tight. I was thankful I had spent the morning with Missy. I didn’t think I would have lasted otherwise. Instead, I reached out and touched her legs. She shivered at the sensation and I ran my fingers over her skin.

      “That’s nice,” she hissed, before rocking her hips and driving me a little further into herself.

      I smiled and cupped her sides, before sliding my hands up towards her breasts. She smiled down at me and leaned closer, giving me better access. That also let her push back, getting the last of my cock deep inside her. I looked from her fantastic breasts up to the delighted smile on her face, and pulled her in for a deep kiss. She moaned and wriggled slightly for comfort, and I slid my hands down to cup her ass.

      Cleire kept kissing me as she began to raise and lower her hips, driving herself up and down on my cock. I squirmed as pleasure overtook me, and she pulled away to kiss down the side of my neck. Releasing my neck, her ass slid down, as she kissed across my breasts, before taking one nipple in her mouth. I let out a soft squeak as pleasure pulsed through me as she nursed.

      “Cleire,” I begged softly.

      “Hmm?” She released my nipple. “Already?”

      “You’re a very attractive woman,” I smirked.

      Cleire smiled right back as she continued rocking. “I’m also at a rather fertile time of the month.”

      My eyes went wide, and she laughed. Her core pulsed with the action and I tried thinking of everything from sports to the weather as she sat herself up and forced my cock deep inside herself.

      “Is that a turn on?” She asked.

      “Seriously, Cleire,” I begged.

      “You wouldn’t do such a thing, would you? Breed an old lady, like a common whore?”

      I grit my teeth and shook my head. “Cleire!”

      She laughed once more, before raising her hips, sliding off my cock in an instant. The cool air on my cock made me gasp, and I almost asked her to get back on again. That was until she slid down my body and took my cock between her lips. She moaned, sending spikes of pleasure through me as she swirled her tongue around my length. I clenched my eyes shut as she took me deep. Only for two fingers to slip into my dripping pussy. My hips jerked, driving my cock into the back of Cleire’s throat, and I erupted.

      She huffed in amusement as she swallowed me down and I jerked from the intensity, before sagging back into the sheets as she milked my orgasm until the end. She looked me in the eye as she raised her head, before opening her mouth to show me the small amount she hadn’t swallowed already. Then, she very obviously did so, making my limpening cock twitch in her hand.

      “There now, you feel better?”

      “Much,” I replied, slightly confused.

      “Wonderful,” she turned and slipped off the bed.

      I frowned and threw my sheets aside as Cleire turned back to face me. “What… what about you?”

      “Me?” it was Cleire’s turn to frown.

      “You… you didn’t finish,” I mumbled, feeling embarrassed.

      “That’s okay,” she smiled. “Next time–”

      I grabbed her shoulder and threw her on the bed. Cleire squealed before freezing as I crawled up between her legs. “If there’s going to be a next time,” I growled. “Let me earn it.”

      I looked down at her pussy and admired the metal ring in her labia. Without a second thought, I took hold of the chain and gently pulled to one side. Cleire let out a gasp of pleasure as her pussy opened up before me. I descended, lapping at her pussy and tasting her juices. She smelled fresh, like she had cleaned up before coming to see me. Clearly, this was something she was looking forward to, and I wasn’t about to leave her disappointed.

      “Dara, you don’t–AHHH!”

      Her clit was my next target, and I sucked it between my lips as she jerked beneath me. I nuzzled, lapping at it as I moved my hand up the inside of her thigh. Cleire’s fingers tightened around my hair, and I ignored the pull as I slipped my digits into her silken pussy.

      “Dara!” Cleire’s legs clamped around my ears.

      I could only barely make out her muffled cries as her pussy squeezed over my fingers. She gushed, and I felt the spray wash over my chin as I continued to lap my tongue over her clit. I held my breath and continued as she jerked and spasmed beneath me. Only for her grip to reverse, and she pulled me away. I gasped at the pain, but shook it off as she hauled me up to lie beside her.

      I slumped down on the sheets and she huffed as she held me close. Her panting came in bursts as she began lightly peppering kisses on the side of my head.

      “Hopefully, I’ve made up for my poor performance,” I joked.

      “Poor?” Cleire growled. “You almost gave an old woman a heart attack!”

      I rolled my eyes. “You’re not that old,” I said as I looked her up and down as my cock tried to decide if it was going to be getting any more action. “You don’t look it, anyway.”

      Cleire giggled. “I’ll need to visit the apothecary again.”

      I gave her a confused look. “Oh?”

      Cleire gave me a strange look before nodding. “I forgot. You’re not attracted to men. It’s not something you’d have had before.” It only took a moment to click before I blushed. “Still… There is another way, if you’re interested?”

      “Interested in what?” I asked.

      Cleire reached down and stroked my cock, making up its mind as it rose to the occasion. She released it and gave me a smile. “I’ll be right back.”

      In a flash, she had the cloak wrapped around her shoulders and was out the door. She didn’t even close it, and I hurried back under the sheets as I heard a wolf whistle from downstairs. I had a moment to wonder if she was coming back when she burst back into the room with a heavy blush.

      “That girl of mine,” she growled.

      “Was that who whistled?’

      Cleire nodded before tossing the cloak aside once more. She was still dressed as she was, but she had something in her hand.

      “Now,” Cleire smiled. “Usually, I’d like to be on all fours. The chains jiggle and drive me crazy, but if you like, I can take the reins again?”

      I shrugged, still unsure of what was going on. “Sure?”

      She smiled and crawled up onto the bed once more. She shuffled forward and pulled down the sheets, exposing my cock as it rose up before her. Cleire smiled as she took my cock in hand, giving it a stroke as it came back to full mast. I still wasn’t sure what was going on until she raised her other hand. In it was a small clay jar with a lid she took off. Inside was something that smelled slightly floral.

      “What is that?” I asked.

      Cleire smiled. “It’s got a few uses. But it’s the boiled roots of a common flower. Though it doesn’t grow around here, it needs to be imported.”

      I nodded along as she scooped a small amount from the jar before replacing the lid. I held still as she reached down and ran it over my cock. My eyes went wide as her fingers moved frictionlessly over my skin. It made my lips curl, and my heart raced.

      “Good,” she cooed. “You’re so hard again.”

      “It feels amazing,” I grunted.

      Cleire smirked. “I certainly hope so.”

      She raised her hips, and I watched as she reached behind herself. Only for my eyes to widen as she made a noise and brought her hand back, clutching a wooden plug. It was just like the ones I remembered from home, only made from dark stained wood, polished perfectly smooth.

      “Cleire?” I mumbled.

      She ignored me, only smiling as she shuffled forward and settled my cock into a different part of her body. “I suppose it’s fitting that you break my drought by breaking me in again.”

      She let out a small whimper as she rocked back, and I grabbed her thighs, as my cock popped through a ring of muscle as it entered her ass. She smiled as she slid down, taking me to the base without any signs of further discomfort.

      “Now,” she raised herself and dropped back down, making me jerk in pleasure. “No need to stop this time. You just go ahead and fill me up when you’re ready.”

      Cleire balanced on the balls of her toes, and I looked down to watch how she bounced up and down on my cock. I could see where it vanished inside her. At least, until she took her lubricated hand and rubbed it over her pussy. It looked like she was having a slightly awkward time of it, as she tried to put on a show for me, rather than pleasure herself. And that gave me an idea.

      Pushing myself upright, Cleire was surprised when I shoved her sideways onto the bed. My cock slipped out of her ass and she let out a grunt of disappointment, before I took her hips and lifted her back to her knees.

      “Oh,” Cleire gasped. “Yes, please?”

      “Keep touching yourself,” I hissed as I steered my cock back to her ass once more.

      I slowly pushed in as her fingers slid into her pussy. She dropped her head onto the sheets as I rocked my hips, dragging my cock out, and then back into her ass once more. As I pressed my crotch to her ass, she curled her fingers, causing her ass to squeeze around my cock once more.

      “I want you to cum.” I pulled back and thrust once more.

      “Then fuck me harder,” she begged. “The chains…”

      I nodded and tightened my grip on her hips. I wasn’t going to last long. Just a few short moments of delicious ecstasy. And I hoped that was all I would need. Thrusting my cock firmly into her ass, our hips slapped together, and Cleire made a pleasurable cry. She pushed herself up with her free hand, and as I thrust into her again, I could hear the slight jingle of the chains as they bounced and swung beneath her. I shifted my grip, reaching up to take her shoulders. The motion made my knees slip out, and I dropped heavily onto Cleire’s back. She was forced, face first, into the sheets, while her hand was driven deeply into her own pussy. While my cock was driven fully into her ass.

      Despite the strange circumstances, it proved too much, and I erupted deep into Cleire’s bowels. She hit her peak at the same time, and as the first spray of my seed entered her body, her ass clamped down tightly to hold me in place. And there I stayed, clinging to the older woman’s back as we fell into one another’s mutual orgasms.
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      “Miss Dara!”

      I snorted and jerked awake. Cleire made a noise, and she glanced around the room in shock before spotting me.

      “Did–”

      “MISS DARA!!”

      “Mahy?” I called.

      The door burst open, and the two of us pulled the blanket up as Mahy burst into the room. She glanced at me, then at her mother, and paused.

      “Mahy?”

      “Right,” she shook herself. “The guard is here. They want to take you to the tower.”

      I let out a groan. I wasn’t sure how long this was going to take. Chances are, it was going to be some posturing bullshit. If the guild had a serious problem, the guard wouldn’t be asking nicely. They’d have just kicked in the door and taken me.

      “Tell them I’ll be down in a moment,” I told the teen. “Now please, close the door.”

      “Yes, Miss,” Mahy glanced at her mother, then retreated.

      As the door closed, I threw off the blanket. Cleire was only a moment behind me as she got up.

      “This isn’t good,” the older woman crooned.

      “It certainly is a poor way to wake up, after such a wonderful evening,” I nodded.

      Cleire glanced at me as she wrapped the cloak around her shoulders. “Miss Dara… You do know that this is not a permanent thing, don’t you?”

      “Of course,” I sighed in relief. “But that doesn’t change the fact that last evening was wonderful. Nor does it make me want to revisit it any less.”

      Cleire smirked. “I’ll consider it.”

      I watched her leave the room, closing the door behind her as I pulled on a clean pair of panties. I dressed quickly, but not in a rush. I wasn’t intentionally wasting time, but I wasn’t going out of my way either. When I stepped out of the room with a brush and a ribbon, I made my way downstairs, where a familiar group of guards were waiting.

      “Good morning,” I nodded at them. “If you’ll give me a moment?”

      “Of course, Miss,” the guard agreed.

      “Mahy,” I called softly. It was only a moment before the teen stepped out of the kitchen looking worried. “Can you do my hair, please?”

      “Of course, Miss,” Mahy agreed and stepped around the counter.

      I sat on a stool while she worked the brush through my hair. Only a few minutes later did she finish up with a simple plait.

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled. “I will be back as soon as I can.”

      “I’ll inform mother once she is dressed,” Mahy smiled nervously.

      I patted her arm and turned to the guards. “Shall we?”

      “This way, Miss,” the guard gestured for me to walk ahead.

      There were five men in total. Two went first, one of them held the door for me. It felt a little strange being on the receiving end of chivalry. But at least they were being chivalrous, and not throwing me in cuffs or beating me over the head. I stepped out and continued on. People watched me pass. A few of them frowned, and one person even tried to get the guard’s attention. They were swiftly told to leave, and it was only when I waved them off that they did so. I didn’t recognize the man. But I assumed that people had begun to talk.

      Marching along the road, I looked at the familiar stores. We went past where I would turn off for the brothel, and I made the mental note to return to the dress shop. Likely it existed so close to the establishment, because they were easy clients. I just wanted something else to wear that wasn’t just this one dress. It was always clean and comfortable, but that didn’t mean I wanted to wear it every day.

      We marched on for a time. I spotted the tavern I was directed to the first day. It wasn’t worth thinking about. Things had turned out spectacularly well for me in the meantime. I doubted, even if I could have afforded to stay there, that it would have worked out long term.

      The traffic on the main road when we stepped out was far denser. The guard had to wait to let a row of carriages pass. Some of them looked like they were just for around town, but I recognized the armored ones that went beyond the walls. I could also see how badly scuffed and damaged they were. I wasn’t sure if that was normal. From memory, the carriage I was brought in wasn’t that badly marred. That being said, I was also rather distracted, so I could have missed something.

      “Come on, Miss,” the guard gave me a gentle nudge.

      “Sorry,” I apologized and skipped ahead to catch the ones in front.

      We crossed the road and joined a column of people walking in the direction of the tower. I hadn’t bothered thinking much about it in the time I had been away. Now, when I looked at it, it still held an impressive awe about it. But I didn’t care about it. I knew what went on behind its walls was invaluable to this world. Even if it came with some pretty awful limitations.

      The gate was open, and the guards led me straight inside. The guards within the grounds watched us approach. They had cast a wary eye on me the first time I entered. This time, it felt like they were watching me specifically. Whatever it was that I had been accused of, I didn’t think I warranted this kind of scrutiny. Especially as the guards tightened their grips on their staffs as we entered the tower.

      The guards who brought me didn’t head to the desk. They took me straight to the stairs, and we began to climb. I looked over the familiar walls and the sight of mages walking back and forth on each floor. We passed by the floor that I had stayed those first days, and finally up onto the level where I knew we would find Magi Londa’s office. They led me to the familiar room, where Sera sat at a small desk, staring at me with a worried frown.

      “Is the Magi in?” The guard asked.

      “Yes, Magi Frigus,” Sera nodded and stood to get the door.

      “Magi,” I glanced at the leader of the guards. He gave me a thin smile and gestured for me to enter.

      I stepped into Magi Londa’s office, where Sera bowed at our entrance. “Magi Londa has been expecting you.”

      “I’d like to think so,” I snorted. “Why else would she have sent the guard to collect me?”

      Sera blanched slightly as the guards moved into the surrounding room. But it was Magi Londa’s withering glare that held my attention.

      “I would suggest that you show a little decorum inside this room,” Magi Londa enunciated slowly.

      “Or what?” I asked.

      The magi stared at me for a long moment and let out a sigh. “I am not sure what your problem is–”

      “I didn’t have a problem until you sent the guard to corral me into your office first thing in the morning,” I laughed. “I don’t know what your problem is, but I’ve done nothing to bother you or the mage’s guild.”

      “That is where you are wrong,” Magi Londa snapped.

      “Really?” I asked, genuinely curious. “How have I been harming anyone while working as a healer on the other side of town?”

      “The mage’s guild does not operate as you have been,” Magi Londa tapped her fingers together.

      “That’s none of my business,” I frowned. “I left the guild.”

      “You are still a mage,” the women pressed.

      “And not affiliated with the guild in any way,” I shrugged. “Why don’t you tell me what the problem really is?”

      Magi Londa glared at me and leaned back in her chair. “Magi Frigus, may I ask that your men leave us for a time?”

      “At once, Magi,” the leader of the guards waved for his men to move out.

      “You too, Sera,” Magi Londa waved.

      Sera gave a small bow before shooting me a worried smile. She left without a word, closing the door behind her as she did so. Leaving me alone with the two magi.

      “Frigus,” I turned to the guard. “What kind of mage are you?”

      “I’m an elemental mage,” he inclined his head. “Frigus is the moniker I took for my position, as I have a particular knack for spells that involve lowering the ambient temperature of an object.”

      “Interesting,” I smiled. “That implies you could control ice, but I bet it has more versatility than that. Freezing boots to the ground, making the floor slippery and other environmental effects.”

      The man smiled. “Most think I create spears of ice, or throw snowballs at people. I see now that you are a woman of uncommon ability.”

      I didn’t want to go into detail about all the fantasy novels I read as a kid. Or the games I played as I got older. I just smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Magi Frigus.”

      “Yes, well. Now that is out of the way. We need to discuss what you are doing in my city,” Magi Londa snapped.

      “I told you already,” I grunted at the woman. “I’m healing people.”

      “Why?”

      I frowned. “Why?”

      “Yes!” Magi Londa snapped. “Why are you healing people?”

      I turned to Magi Frigus and saw his blank expression. I wondered if he was truly impartial. If he worked for the guard, it was likely he didn’t work for the guild, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to take their side. “Magi Frigus, is there a law I have broken that I am unaware of?”

      “Not to my knowledge,” the man replied evenly.

      I accepted his words and turned back to Magi Londa. “My business is none of your concern. But there is a simple reason I am healing people.”

      “That is what we’re here to discuss,” Magi Londa glared.

      “I’m making a living,” I smiled.

      Magi Londa glared and let out a sigh. “A living?”

      “Yes,” I said. “I charge five silver for my services. If I can’t heal the full wound in one sitting, I let them know they will need to come back or wait until my mana replenishes.”

      “I find it hard to believe you can make a living off a seal wound spell.” Magi Londa glared. “Not to mention your wasted attempt at healing a broken arm.”

      “Ah,” I smiled. “Is that what this is all about?”

      “That is what drew our attention,” Magi Frigus commented. “The young man accused you of fraud, so we brought him here. Magi Londa checked him herself and confirmed you had actually performed healing.”

      “Extremely dangerous to be performing a raw casting such as that. You lack the foundations, and the level to be casting spells of that caliber,” Magi Londa growled.

      “You have no idea what my level is.” I glared at the woman. “Nor do you know of my skills.”

      “Enlighten me,” she hissed.

      I glanced over at Magi Frigus and saw a slight frown on his face as he stared at his fellow Magi. “No,” I decided. “No, I don’t believe I will.”

      “Then how are we to determine if you are competent–”

      “That is NOT up to YOU to decide!” I snapped. “I don’t know how things are run in other guilds, but under your leadership, people died! You grow the strong, stronger, and leave the weak to flounder on the scraps.”

      “We need higher-level healers,” Magi Londa defended herself.

      “And you would have them if you promoted your lower members!” I argued. “What good is a single, high-powered healer when you have multiple casualties?”

      “You really know nothing,” Magi Londa laughed. “What backwoods village did they find you?”

      I grimaced. “My history, like my present, is none of your business. Magi Frigus has already informed me I have committed no crimes.”

      “We still need to verify your ability. We can’t have rogue healers prancing about–”

      I turned to Magi Frigus and narrowed my eyes. “Scan.”

      He blinked in shock as I cast. I ignored him for the time being as I ran it over his body before coming to his wrist. It was his sword hand, and I could see the degradation around the joint. It wasn’t a huge issue, but it was obvious that it was straining him.

      “Soothe Joints,” I cast again.

      Magi Frigus pulled his hand back before gasping softly. He glanced at me, then at Magi Londa, and drew his sword. I stepped back as he spun the blade around in a series of artful flourishes. With a laugh, he slammed the blade back into the sheath and turned to me.

      “Miss Dara,” he bowed deeply.

      “Given you a bit of trouble?” I smiled as he straightened.

      “On the colder mornings,” he smiled. “Five silver, you said?”

      “That’s not–”

      “I insist.” the man reached for his coin pouch. He counted out the five coins and handed them over.

      I smiled and kept my mouth shut about the extra silver for the scan. If he came back, I’d explain it fully. For now, I accepted his coins, as he accepted my healing.

      “If that is all?” I glanced at Magi Londa, who was staring daggers at me.

      “We will need to regularly test you–”

      “Fuck no,” I swore. “I’m not part of the guild. If you want to see my healing abilities, send someone who needs healing along with the quoted price.”

      Magi Londa grit her teeth, but it was Magi Frigus who cleared his throat. “Magi Londa, do you have anything further to discuss?”

      She met my eyes for a few seconds and spat out a single word. “No.”

      I didn’t bother saying goodbye. I just turned and opened the door before stepping out. Sera was looking worried, and she brightened at my appearance. She opened her mouth, then frowned and glanced at the door.

      “Visit soon,” I whispered and made my way to the stairs.

      Descending quickly, I made for the exit when I heard a shout behind me. When I turned, I could see Magi Frigus hurrying to catch up with his guards hot on his heels. He was a little red in the face, and I imagined him running down the stairs in his armor.

      “Sorry, Magi Frigus,” I apologized. “I didn’t realize you wanted to speak with me afterward.”

      “Neither did I,” he huffed. “I’m not the young man I once was.”

      “You’re still rather fit for your age,” I offered, knowing he was in good health after the scan.

      “That is good news,” he smiled. “I should ask, would you see my wife? She has similar problems with her hands that I did with my wrist.”

      “It would be my pleasure, just visit the Inn during daylight hours unless it’s an emergency,” I smiled at the older man.

      He nodded, then gave me a grave look. “That’s not what I wanted to speak to you about, though.”

      “A problem?” I asked.

      He frowned. “I’m not sure. You were involved with the last Clearing, weren’t you?”

      “I was,” I muttered, barely suppressing a shudder. “I’d rather not think about that night. I nearly died, and Sera lost her arm.”

      “Yes,” Magi Frigus nodded. “I heard about that. When Magi Londa first brought you to my attention, I asked a few questions.”

      I shrugged, not expecting much less. The man was with the magistrate. Investigation was part of the job.

      “So, what can I do for you?” I prodded him along.

      “Nothing, right now,” Magi Frigus mumbled. “Has word of the surrounding area reached you yet?”

      “Someone, a guard, mentioned that we may be having another Clearing. That the monsters are unusually dangerous,” I told him.

      He nodded. “That’s the short version. We’re getting reports that monsters from the east are pushing out. Several towns are experiencing difficulties.”

      “Do you know why they’re pushing out?” I asked.

      The man looked uncomfortable and shook his head. “Rumors mostly. Strange figures in the night. Someone digs up a corpse and suddenly there’s talk of necromancy. No, this threat is in the wastes and it’s pushing down from the mountains. The monsters are just trying to survive, so they’re pushing outside of their traditional territories and that’s increasing the number of attacks.”

      “And where do I come into all this?” I asked.

      Magi Frigus glanced up at a nearby mage, who was turning away a young man. And when I saw his face, I realized it was the one who came to me with the broken arm. He looked despondent until he saw me. Then he just looked angry, before storming out of the tower.

      “He could have been healed here,” Magi Frigus whispered. “Of course, you charge a lot less than the mage’s guild does. So coming here was stupid, and they still wouldn’t help him.”

      “He’d have to pay me, but I still would,” I grunted.

      Magi Frigus chuckled. “My point being. The Mage’s Guild has been a boon to the people. Through every clearing, they have been there to lend a hand, and we have paid their fees gladly.”

      “But?” I glanced at him.

      “They save lives, but do not repair them,” Magi Frigus turned to face me properly. “You can heal bones, you can close cuts, and… firm up an old man’s joints.”

      “I can do some other things too,” I told him. “Infections and even… I’m not sure what you call it. But when older people begin to lose their minds, I have a way of giving it back.”

      “Truly?” the man gasped. “This is possible?”

      I nodded. “I’ve found a way, yes.”

      “And you can prove it?”

      “The inn I’m staying at. The old man, I healed him and one other. Not sure of who, but a young man’s mother. He’s a painter.”

      Magi Frigus shook his head. “I wouldn’t know him. But I do know the innkeeper.”

      I gestured for him to follow. His men fell in beside us, and this time as we walked, I was under the impression they were guarding me, not shepherding me. We walked at a comfortable pace, and I thought about what it was Magi Frigus was asking me.

      “The Clearing,” I said as we walked. “I don’t think Magi Londa will allow me into the hall where she works.”

      “She likely won’t,” Magi Frigus agreed. “But you won’t do your best work in there. If your abilities are to be trusted, you will be better off in our hospital.”

      I nodded. “Where you bring the ones who can’t go back to fight?”

      “Precisely,” Magi Frigus nodded. “When men are deemed unfit for battle, they go to a separate area to be checked by a healer. Those who require more healing from the guild are brought to the tower the following day. But in the meantime, others are left… broken.”

      I nodded. “I’ll do my best. When is the Clearing?”

      “Two days,” Magi Frigus sighed. “The people are scared. We’re not prepared for this kind of threat.”

      “There’s more than the moccu?” I asked.

      “Moccu, we can handle. They’re pack hunters, but not bright. Box them in together and hit them as a group. They go down like anything else. But we’ve seen a few garbrid as well. They’re not common to the area, and we’ve had three make it inside the walls, clinging to the back of wagons.”

      “Can they climb the walls?”

      “Not easily,” the man sighed in relief. “It’s technically possible, but unlikely. They do better with large handholds like the branches of trees, and the stonework isn’t really suitable. No, the problems that I’m thinking of are the other towns. You probably remember Mesan, from your trip in?”

      “I didn’t get the name,” I shrugged, not wanting to reveal my past.

      He nodded. “Their walls aren’t half as tall as our own. If the garbrid are at our walls already, they may be up for a difficult time. Then, of course, there’s whatever else is running around out there. Who knows if something else is on the way, being pushed out as well?”

      This really sounded bad. I couldn’t help but think this was the reason I had been brought here.

      “Mesan, do they have a mage’s guild?”

      “They have a small contingent,” Magi Frigus grimaced. “Only a pair of healers, though. The rest of them are battle mages or low-level enchanters just keeping their defenses operational.”

      “And their healers, are they likely to do more than Magi Londa does here?” I asked.

      Magi Frigus’s lips thinned as he shook his head. “No… No they are not.”

      “Then… Yes. I will wait in the staging area for your injured. After the Clearing, I want to be taken to Mesan so I can help there, too.”

      Magi Frigus nodded. “The Magi won’t like it, but I sense you don’t care about that.”

      “I don’t,” I agreed. “My concern is for the people.”

      “I see that,” Magi nodded. “Truth be told, that was my view as well. I could do more outside of the guild than from within.”

      The inn came into view, and Magi Frigus stepped forward to open the door. I stepped in behind and his men followed last. Mahy looked between me and the other men, as her grandfather stepped out of the kitchen.

      “The Magistrate is welcome here,” the old man nodded.

      “Just confirming a story,” Magi Frigus stepped closer. “How are you feeling these days?”

      Harol glanced at me, and back at Frigus, before licking his lips. “Fine. I have never felt better.”

      Magi Frigus smiled. “Guile. He’s cagey.”

      “Please, my grandfather is not–”

      “It’s fine, girl,” Magi Frigus interrupted her. “Miss Dara told me she healed your old man’s mind. I don’t understand the how and the why. But I can recognize when a man has enough of his marbles to try to give me a bullshit answer.”

      Harol shifted uncomfortably. “Sir–”

      “It really is fine,” Magi Frigus laughed. “Now, it’s early. What is on the breakfast menu?”

      “For all of you,” Mahy glanced around. “I can do coffee and a light stew. We’ve got fresh bread baking too.”

      “Sounds wonderful,” Magi Frigus waved for his men to take a seat. “Miss Dara, come join us. I’m off duty for a while.”

      My stomach rumbled, and I gave a small nod. “I’d appreciate that.”

      The meal was far more casual than I expected it to be. Magi Frigus, when he wasn’t on duty, was just an old man with a wife and a fondness for art. It came up, after a discussion about the painter, and I agreed to pass on his details when I saw the man next. The stew went down quickly, as did the coffee, and before long, he and his men were making their way back outside. I watched them go and shook my head.
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      I nodded before spotting Mahy giving me a strange look. “Yes?”

      “What does that mean?” she asked.

      “Status?” Mahy nodded. “It’s my… I guess it’s a list of my skills and experience. When I cast it, I can see words that tell me about myself.”

      “I never knew that,” Mahy frowned. “Nobody has ever mentioned it before.”

      I nodded. Part of me wondered if that was something unique to me, like getting two perks. But then, Magi Londa had mentioned perks, so perhaps not. Maybe it just wasn’t something they spoke about, or so far beneath their notice, it never came up. In either case, it seemed a relatively minor thing to tell people about.

      “It’s probably not all that important,” I nodded.

      “Does it tell you how strong you are?” Mahy asked.

      I frowned. “Sorta,” I thought about the question. “I have a level, and a bit that tells me my progress to the next level. I suppose I could use that information and tell people how strong I am.”

      Mahy nodded. Then she gave me a strange look. “Status!”

      The way she said it made my eyebrows shoot up. There was so much force behind the word, I thought her head would explode. After a few moments, she pouted.

      “Didn’t work?”

      Mahy shook her head. “Was worth a shot though, right?”

      “Right,” I nodded.
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      “There now,” I smiled. “How does that feel?”

      Mackey, the older woman, turned her hands over. The swelling was vastly reduced already, even before our eyes, it was going down. Magi Frigus stood by her side with a hopeful smile and she turned to him.

      “Pay the girl, Narm,” she whispered.

      He tilted his head. “It worked?”

      She nodded and let out a sniff as a tear rolled down her cheek. “I never realized how much it hurt until it didn’t.”

      He tutted softly and opened his arms. I watched with a smile as they hugged and I felt good knowing I had brought her a measure of peace. Other than the arthritis in her hands, the rest of her, like Frigus, was in good health.

      “Here, Miss Dara,” Magi Frigus held out the coins.

      I frowned slightly and counted them. “Seven?”

      “Five for the healing,” he nodded. “Two for the scans. One now, and one yesterday.”

      “I see,” I smiled. “I appreciate it.”

      “Don’t sell your skill short,” Mackey huffed. “Those healers wouldn’t have looked twice at me, even with the coin they’d charge to heal me. Only the lowest of paupers couldn’t afford your rates, and my husband tells me you’re happy to take installments.”

      “That is my intention,” I nodded. “I can’t replace the Mage’s Guild. But then, they’re not losing anything by people coming to me, either.”

      “All that silly posturing,” Magi Frigus sighed.

      “Put an end to it, Narm,” his wife patted his cheek.

      He gave a long sigh and nodded. “I shall do my best. The guard isn’t technically beholden to the guild. But if they push, things may get more complicated.”

      “Is that something I should be wary of?” I asked.

      The old man gave me a level look and shook his head. “I’m not sure. Magi Londa doesn’t seem to like you very much. I wouldn’t put it past her to try something.”

      “She’s a snake,” Mackey sniffed.

      Magi Frigus’s lips narrowed, and I could tell he wanted to say something, before holding back. I nodded to myself that I likely had a few enemies now. The local healers hadn’t reared their heads yet. That might change soon, if Magi Frigus really does start bringing his men for healing.

      “I will keep that in mind,” I smiled at them both. “Please, feel free to visit whenever you wish. The inn could use the business. I will be here if you need anything.”

      “I’ll tell my friends,” Mackey smiled. “They’ll hardly believe me, but if I can convince one, likely you’ll see more.”

      “More hand problems?” I asked.

      “Back problems. I think Maranda has something wrong with her foot.” Mackey frowned. “Esla is always forgetting things these days.”

      I frowned. “Is Esla an older woman?”

      Mackey gave me a look. “She’s the oldest in our circle.”

      I nodded quickly. “The sooner you can get her to me, the better. Memory problems come with age, but if it’s the early stages of something else, I may be able to help before things get much, much worse.”

      Mackey glanced at her husband and back. “I’ll see her now.”

      “That’s all I can hope,” I smiled at them both.

      “Let’s go Narm, she should be home for a few hours yet,” Mackey stood.

      “Right away, dear,” the old man smiled, before turning to me. “And again, Miss Dara. Thank you.”

      “Not a problem,” I smiled as the older couple left.

      I felt good about what I was doing. Yesterday ended up being slow. I took a walk around the block, seeing if anyone needed anything. My powers, enhanced as they were, told me there were plenty who could use it. It did not, however, give me any confidence to walk up and offer my services to people on the street.

      It had given me an interesting thought, though. My sensing ability, whatever it was, and however it worked. It dulled in two situations. Low mana, and after an evening entertaining a lady. The low mana was obvious. Whatever power this was, it was tied to my ability to cast magic. When I was at maximum capacity, so was the sense. Why sex dulled it, I didn’t know. It made me wonder if there were other ways. It would be handy to understand the full extent of my limitations.

      “Miss Dara?” Mahy called.

      “Yes?”

      The door opened, and the teen stuck her head in. “A guard is here, says he has a broken finger.”

      “Send him in,” I smiled.

      Mahy nodded and stepped back. I heard her mumble something, and the man came in a moment later. He was in the uniform, though he didn’t look familiar.

      “I… was told by Captain Frigus to come here,” he grunted.

      “Do you have the coin?” I asked.

      He shook his head. “I didn’t know I was supposed to bring any. The guard usually accepts an invoice after the fact.”

      “Ah,” I nodded. “That works. We’ll discuss things with Mahy. She has my books. Now, broken finger?”

      “Yes, Miss,” he frowned and held up his gloved hand.

      “Take that off, then let me take a look at it,” I nodded.

      He pulled a face, and I saw him flinch as he pulled the glove off. The reason was obvious, as he did. Three of his fingers were marked, like he’d caught them in a door. His middle finger, the bulkiest of the trio, was at an odd angle.

      “Scan,” I cast, ignoring his expression as I checked him over. “There’s two broken,” I checked. “Index and middle. Your ring finger is just bruised. I can raw cast the bruise afterward. But the two breaks will take some time, as I’ll need to recover.”

      “Is this going to be done today?” He asked.

      “If you’re willing to wait,” I nodded.

      “Status.”
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      “Give me about ten minutes, and I can fix the first one,” I nodded. “Then another thirty-five minutes until I can fix your other finger. If I do the bruising as well, that will be raw casting afterwards.”

      “What do you charge for this?” He frowned.

      “Five silver for the healing, and another silver for the scan,” I smiled. “If it’s something obvious, I don’t always need to use the scan. I can also just tell people what the problem is, and not do the healing.”

      “I see,” the man nodded. “And… you’ll heal everyone then?”

      “I will even accept installments, for those who cannot afford my prices,” I assured him.

      The guard looked both relieved and interested. I wondered if he had someone in mind for my services. Getting the guard on the side would be the big one for me. That would get others interested and my line of business would get busier. That would also bring business to the inn, helping Cleire and the family as well.

      “Alright,” I smiled at the guard. “Let me grab a coffee before I do the first one. And see how we go.”

      The process was simple from here. Coffee in hand, I was almost done with it when I cast the spell the first time. That wiped out my mana, while the guard stared in shock as the pain all but vanished. I sat at the bar, chatting with Harol, who was manning it today with a grin. Mahy, when she wasn’t in the kitchen with her mother, spoke to the guard, and we made a list of invoices for them. For now, we’d write them individually. In the future, though, with Cleire and Harol’s blessing, we would charge the guard monthly, rather than deal with it on an individual basis. At least, when it was busy enough.

      The guard, after his second round of healing, declined the raw casting. I reminded him I wouldn’t charge for it, but he insisted on going, anyway. I wasn’t going to fight him on it. The bruises would clear up on their own without help. Magi Londa apparently could tell when healing had taken place, so I wasn’t worried about being called a fraud.

      “Did you hear? They’re doing another Clearing!” A voice called as they stepped into the inn.

      I turned in my seat and regarded the man. He wasn’t anyone in particular. One of the regulars who liked to come in for a drink and got a bit loud at times.

      “Another?” One of his friends called as the man approached. “They just did one!”

      I turned back to the bar and saw Mahy frowning as she wiped down the wood. She glanced at me, and I gave a small nod.

      “It’s true,” I whispered. “I’ve been asked to work in the hospital.”

      Mahy chewed her lip and gave a small nod. “I’ll make up something you can take to eat,” she promised.

      “I’d appreciate that,” I smiled at the teen.

      She really was becoming more like my assistant every day. I wanted to do something nice for her. I thought once again about that bed. That’s when I decided. When I got back from Mesan, I’d likely be doing so with a full coin purse. I’d use that to buy her a bed of some kind, maybe with Cleire’s guidance on what sort.

      For now, I thought about taking a nice bath before things got busy. Unfortunately for me, that wasn’t about to happen, as the door opened and a team of guards entered. I turned to regard them. As the leader, one of the men who came with Magi Frigus, nodded.

      “Miss, we’ve been asked to retrieve you. That way we can get your opinion on a few things, and introduce you to the other healers,” he nodded.

      “I’ll tell mother,” Mahy spun and rushed into the kitchen.

      I looked at the guards and nodded. “Very well.”

      I stood and glanced around the room. The man who came in earlier was staring at me and I nodded at him, hoping to convey the message his information was correct. That wasn’t my problem to deal with, though, and the guards led me outside.

      “This way, Miss,” the guard directed me away from the main road.

      I wasn’t sure where we were going. They took me the back way, which was likely quicker and less intrusive. I also noted it took me far out of the way of the Mage’s Guild, which made more sense as I thought about it. We marched along and people moved aside to let us until we arrived at the gate. Rather than enter one of the small doors as I had the time before, they brought me into the main section, where a team of armed men rested against the closed gates.

      “Alright–”

      THUMP!

      I jumped and then frowned while the men chuckled. “Was that the gate?”

      “Yes, Miss,” the guard nodded. “Given enough time, they might chew a hole. But it will hold for now.”

      “Wonderful,” I frowned as I thought about those monsters running around inside the town.

      “If you’ll follow?” He walked towards one of the small side exits, on the opposite side to where the healing hall was.

      I hurried along behind him, ignoring the looks the men gave me. Unlike the guards inside the town, these men were armed with truly impressive weapons. Strange, oversized swords, crossbows that should have been mounted on stands. Some weapons looked more normal, at least, until they moved and a slight shimmer went down the metal. My curiosity was up, but I wasn’t here for that.

      The guard brought me through a set of doors, into a large room filled with beds. Inside were three people. An older man, and two younger ladies, all dressed in plain dresses. And none of them looked happy to see me.

      “Is this her?” the older man frowned. “She doesn’t look like a mage.”

      “I’m not part of the guild, if that helps,” I frowned. “I’m here to help, though.”

      “If you were worth a damn, you’d be in the hall,” one of the younger ladies snarked.

      “I could say the same for you,” I shot back, as the guard made a quick exit.

      She grit her teeth and went to retort, but the other young woman placed a hand on her shoulder. The two exchanged a glance, before the angry one rolled her eyes.

      “Dara, wasn’t it?” The new speaker tried for a diplomatic approach.

      “That’s me,” I nodded. “Who might you all be?”

      “You can call me Laie,” she bowed slightly. “My friend here is Unna, and we both work under Sir Nax.”

      I nodded at each of them before frowning at the title. Sir, made me think he was some kind of nobleman. Wonderful…

      “Alright, well, I’ve only seen things done once from the other side. How about you tell me how things go here?” I asked.

      Laie nodded quickly and went into a quick explanation. Men who required too much healing, or were injured in ways that couldn’t be easily fixed, were brought into the hospital wing. From there, it was up to the staff to determine who would go to the tower, and who would be sent home. Most of the patients who came in would be from the hall, given first preference to the mages.

      Those who were brought back to full strength went back out to fight. Those who weren’t, came to the hospital wing. Their job, as far as I could tell, was simply to keep them comfortable. If the patient was in pain, acting strangely or in some specific cases, still bleeding, it was up to them to handle it. Considering how many people they would deal with, it was no surprise at all that the nurses were bitter about working here. Especially when dealing with a white mage.

      “Miss Dara, someone is here to see you,” a guard called.

      I turned from the grumpy trio and gave Mahy a smile as she came in, holding a bundle. “I brought some meals,” she smiled nervously as she glanced at the other three. “I didn’t know you had company.”

      “We’re fine, thank you,” the older man huffed.

      “They’re fine,” I repeated.

      “Where… where are we staying?” Mahy asked.

      I frowned. “We?”

      Mahy nodded. “Mother said you might need some help, so… I’m here.”

      “Right,” I frowned. “Okay, just…”

      “If you’re done, I can take you to where you’ll be staying,” the guard offered.

      I smiled at the man and nodded. “Please, lead away. What time will this start?”

      “Dawn,” the guard grumbled. “They want an early start.”

      I grunted and followed behind Mahy as I ignored the veiled comments coming from the team behind me. We were led out of the room, and then back out of the gatehouse itself. We came around on the inside of the wall and there was the familiar-looking side entrance from the other side. Only, rather than lead into a long hall, it was to stairs that brought us up into a section that looked like barracks.

      “In here, Misses,” the guard nodded through a side door. “We have a section for visitors. It isn’t quite private, but you will be separate from the men should you wish for it.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled as he opened the door.

      Inside was… more barracks. Just on a smaller level. It only had five beds, rather than the dozens from the other room. It had a table large enough for five, and two other doors that I hoped were a bathroom and toilet.

      “I’ll set this here,” Mahy smiled, “Then I can run a bath for you, if you wish?”

      “The young miss has things in order,” the guard smiled. “If you need anything, just ask for Guard Yarob.”

      “Thank you, Yarob,” I bowed slightly. “We should be fine.”

      He nodded and stepped out of the room, closing it behind as he went. Mahy scampered off and checked both the doors, before going inside one. I sighed softly and followed, seeing her pouring water into a single person tub.

      “Just like home,” I smiled.

      Mahy glanced over her shoulder. “Someone put the water on already. This won’t take long.”

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled at the teen.

      While she was busy, I checked the other room and found a place to relieve myself. With my business taken care of, I made my way back to the bathroom, where Mahy was adding hot water from kettles that had been set to heat over a stove.

      “There now,” she smiled. “I’ll just fill these up and you can bathe at your leisure. When you get out, I’ll have our dinner prepared.”

      “Thank you Mahy,” I smiled again. “You look after me so well.”

      “You…” she shook her head. “I won’t thank you again. You already know how we think of you. Just please understand, I would do more for you if I could. If you ever need something, just ask.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” I said non-committedly

      She bowed politely and slipped from the room. The bath started wonderfully. I got undressed, sat in the water and rubbed myself down with some nearby soap. And that all came crashing down as I heard a shout from the other room. I stood up, and had one leg over the edge of the bath, when the door burst open, and the angry young woman from downstairs stormed in.

      “That was MY…” she glanced down between my legs, and her cheeks turned pink.

      “Your?” I pressed.

      The woman’s eyes snapped back to mine, and she turned and quickly fled, slamming the door behind her as she did. I let out a sigh and found a towel on a nearby rack. I took my time drying off before I heard a polite knock on the door.

      “Miss Dara?” Laie’s voice called softly.

      “One moment!” I called back and swiftly dressed.

      My hair was a mess, but Mahy would take care of that for me. I just wanted this awkwardness to be over. Taking the handle, I pulled it open, and Laie gave a small bow.

      “Miss Dara, I do believe there has been a small amount of strife. We were not warned your presence would be here with us, and Unna reacted poorly to the intrusion.”

      I frowned. “And why is it you that is apologizing to me?”

      Laie grinned. “Despite her brash exterior, Unna is a very timid girl. Her walking in on you has left her feeling embarrassed. She will be spending the night somewhere else.”

      “Shit,” I swore. “I didn’t mean–”

      “It is not your concern,” Laie held up a hand. “Sir Nax and I will remain, along with your assistant. It is not a problem, just unexpected. I do believe we made a poor first impression, and this is not helping.”

      I sighed. “Look, it’s fine. I’d offer you some of my meal, but Mahy didn’t prepare enough for us all. How about we just call it even and get on with our job in the morning?”

      “That is rather gracious of you,” Laie nodded. “I will try to smooth things over with Unna.”

      With our agreement, I stepped back into the room, where Sir Nax was seated at the table with Mahy. The teen looked nervous, but otherwise unbothered by the older man. Unna was nowhere to be seen, as expected. I made my way over, and Mahy stood.

      “Miss, I’ll fix your hair while you eat.”

      “No Mahy,” I shook my head. “We can eat together. I’m sure what you brought will be delicious.”

      The teen smiled and directed me to sit while she fixed my hair for me. In the end, the night was… not unpleasant. Laie and Sir Nax kept to themselves, though they joined us at the table to eat. We didn’t talk about much, and the four of us retired earlier than I expected. The whole time, I felt the minds of those around me. There was fear in the air, though thankfully, not a lot of hurts.

      Morning came. Or at least, it appeared to, with the heavy banging on the front door. I snorted awake as Mahy stumbled out of bed. She opened the door, and Magi Frigus was behind it.

      “Miss Dara, are you ready?” He called into the room.

      “Yeah.” I sat up, thankful for the nightshirt Mahy brought me to sleep in.

      “Excellent, we’ll be starting soon. I suggest you eat something.” He turned away.

      I grunted and got up. Sir Nax was polite enough to take a pile of his clothing into the other room, while I kept my back to Laie as the two of us dressed quickly. Mahy helped with my hair once more, putting it into a bun, before pulling on her own dress. I watched her and frowned slightly. This was going to be bad, and I didn’t want her caught up in it.

      “Mahy,” I called softly. “You should head home.”

      “No Miss,” Mahy shook her head.

      I turned back and saw the way she was looking at me. “This isn’t going to be pleasant,” I blurted. “You will see things you wish you hadn’t.”

      “I’m aware, Miss,” Mahy nodded. “Mother told me stories of father. If I am to be your assistant, I want to be here.”

      “I’ll keep her under my wing,” Laie called softly. “She can boil rags, fetch water, that kind of thing.”

      Mahy frowned, but I nodded along. “That works for me.”

      “But, Miss–”

      “Mahy, she’s not inventing a job for you to do. Those are jobs that need to be done. And it’s simple enough we can trust you to do it, without having to spend time training you.”

      Mahy frowned and nodded. “As you wish.”

      I smiled at her, and she gave me a thin one in return. With the three of us dressed, Sir Nax came out of the bathroom, dressed as well. And the four of us made our way downstairs. We stepped out into an only slightly lightened sky. I could still see stars above, and rubbed my eyes again just to make sure it wasn’t something I was imagining. With a shake of my head, I followed along with Mahy into the open gatehouse.

      The men were in position already. Weapons at the ready, but not drawn. We made our way into the hall, and I glanced back to see Magi Londa glaring at me. I shook my head, ignoring her as I followed into the hospital. I didn’t want to cause trouble, but I wasn’t about to put up with someone’s bullshit, either.

      Inside, Unna was already in attendance. She took one look at me and blushed furiously, before frowning at the sight of Mahy.

      “What’s she doing here?”

      “Be nice,” Laie snapped. “Treat her like a trainee for now. She’s Miss Dara’s assistant.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Mahy curtseyed.

      “Right,” Unna frowned.

      Laie let out an exasperated sigh and took Mahy by the hand. “Come on, I’ll show you where you’ll be working most of the time.”

      I watched them go and heard a shout behind me. Unna and Sir Nax were setting out their equipment, and I felt like an odd wheel. There was a shout from the entrance, and I turned away. When I stepped back to the gatehouse, I saw everyone lining up, getting ready. I realized this was about to start and I froze as the gate started opening. The guards let out war cries as snarls echoed beyond. The first moccu bit and scratched at the wood, earning itself an arrow in the face. It slumped to the ground, while the gates pushed further open, letting two more rush in.

      These were pinned back with spears, while a middle-aged woman in a black cloak threw her arms forward. As the beasts rushed in, they were hit with a massive fireball. The angry shrieks of the moccu were nothing compared to the thundering boom of the attack. It didn’t last, though. As the first group of moccu went down in flames, more burst in. I saw a man go down with a scream, his shoulder taking the brunt of the attack.

      The creature was killed a moment later, but the damage was done. I saw him dragged out towards the healers, where Magi Londa gave me a final glare and stormed inside. I could see the man howling as his arm hung by a thread of muscle and skin. Blood poured from the wound, and I was glad to see it was still attached.

      “Miss, you should go inside,” a guard urged.

      I turned, and recognition flashed across my face as I saw the young guard who killed the moccu off the side of my carriage when I first arrived.

      “I’ll do that,” I nodded and slipped back inside.

      I could hear the screams and the howls. The sound of battle among all others. Mahy was on the far side of the room, tending to a fire, and she glanced over her shoulder, giving me a worried smile.

      Footsteps echoed through the door, and a groaning man came in, held up by two other guards.

      “First one!” Sir Nax called.

      I stared at him and shook my head. “What happened?”

      “Moccu, they couldn’t save the arm,” the guard on his good side shook his head.

      I froze and grit my teeth. “Next time, bring them to me!”

      The guard frowned. “That’s not–”

      “I COULD SAVE HIS ARM!” I roared. “That bitch just cut it off to make it easy!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            18

          

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Dara?”

      I sipped the coffee and looked up at Mahy as she came towards me. “Good morning, Mahy.”

      She frowned as she looked around. I was amongst the injured, sitting on an empty bed. The coffee wasn’t the best I’d had. Probably because I had to work out how to make it myself. Mahy must have a strainer or something she used. I just boiled the ground beans and did my best to keep them out of the cup. It was… like a meat substitute. It was what I needed, but… that didn’t mean it hit the spot.

      “You haven’t slept?” Mahy prodded.

      I shook my head, before sipping the coffee. I fought through the grimace, but Mahy saw straight through it.

      “Here,” she took it from my hands. “I’ll make you a fresh one. You should have woken me.”

      I shook my head as she walked off. “You needed your sleep,” I assured her. “Laie, Unna and Sir Nax went to bed around midnight. I… couldn’t just leave the rest.”

      Mahy grumbled something as she walked off to the area where she had been washing the bandages all night. It was set up like a small kitchen, and I had used it once already to make the coffee. Before I could put any more thought into it, I heard a small hiss and glanced over at the man beside me. He had a pained scowl, and I shook my head at his condition.

      The man had come in, missing an eye. He wasn’t bleeding to death, so he was brought to my care, rather than the care of Magi Londa and her trainees. The end result, was a young man, with a single eye and a cluster of deep scars. I had been wondering if there was anything I could do about that. Growing back an eye was likely beyond me. Though I’d had success in other things.

      A young woman, laid across. She was sleeping soundly, with her arm bound to her side. She came in, her forearm hanging by a strip of flesh. The men who brought her looked conflicted, her even more so. Apparently nobody had thought to heal the flesh wound first, and then treat the shattered bone, like they would at any other point. She was whole, but still very weak, and I had to wonder how many others could have been saved with just a few simple changes.

      “Status,” I whispered.
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      I let out a long sigh. Two levels, four points. It had been a tiring night in the end. The sheer number of people brought in had kept me on my toes. Most of them weren’t going to bleed to death. But I made sure most of them still went home afterward. Most of it was just bad cuts, with almost a dozen broken bones to deal with. Seal Wound prevented infections already, so there was no mana lost in that regard. Though, there may be some more later.

      “Miss Dara?”

      “Hmm?” I turned and spotted Mahy standing before me. “Sorry, thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” Mahy curtseyed slightly. “But you should really get some rest.”

      “I can rest in the carriage,” I waved her off.

      Mahy frowned. “Carriage?”

      “I asked,” I sipped my coffee. It was good. Maybe not as good as what Mahy made at the inn. But far better than the swill I had been drinking. “I’m going to Mesan.”

      Mahy watched me for a moment. “I will come with you.” I shook my head, but the teen stomped her foot. I glared at her, but she glared right back. “I’ll come with you,” she hissed. “You need to sleep after all. Then you’ll need me to look after your hair.”

      I frowned at her. “I can learn.”

      She shook her head. “Maybe. But it’s not something I can teach you before you leave. When did you plan to go?”

      I sighed and sipped my coffee. “As soon as I could. There will be injured people waiting. I need to get there as soon as I can.”

      Mahy nodded. “I’ll be back.”

      I frowned at her as she rushed off. Short of chasing after her, there was little I could do, though. Instead, I turned back to my coffee and listened to the ambience of the room. It didn’t last, though. The door opened a short time later, and I glanced over before spotting Magi Frigus coming in with a limp. I looked at him, and stood as he raised his hand.

      “I’m fine,” he blurted. “I hit it on a door on my way over. It’s just a bruise.”

      I watched him for any sign of deceit before nodding. “Very well. What can I do for you?”

      “I was told you were here when I checked the room. Have you not slept?” He asked.

      I shook my head. “Too much to do. Was worth it though,” I grunted.

      Magi Frigus stared for a moment before looking around. “Sir Nax did say things went better than expected. You apparently healed dozens of my men.”

      “Wasn’t’ keeping track,” I admitted. “But I’m glad I could help.”

      “Help you certainly did,” Magi Frigus nodded around the room. “Now, if you’d like to rest, I can see about organizing you a carriage.”

      “Organize one now,” I disagreed. “I can sleep on the way.”

      Magi Frigus gave me a strange look, before nodding to himself. “Very well.”

      Things began to move after that. I watched over the few people under my care. Most would need time and little else. Though I did cast another Heal Fracture on the woman. That bone needed to be a little more solid, or I’d return to see it broken once more. She didn’t stir in the least, which was nice to see. She was beyond her ability to scream when she came in. But her relief at not losing her arm was obvious as I got to work. The first stage was closing the wound, healing the skin and muscle over the top. It took the majority of my attention for a time. And once whole, I had Unna hold her arm in the correct position while I healed the bone.

      It was unpleasant for all involved, but the end result was an arm firmly attached as it was. If terribly scarred in the process. That made me wonder as well. With my new perks. Scarring was something I could help with as well. Perhaps even use it as a way to make money. I didn’t charge much as a healing fee. But surely there would be some wealthy assholes with a few old bumps they wanted gone. Still, it was something to think about later, since Magi Frigus just sent a man to fetch me.

      I stood, groaning as I put weight on my feet once more. The small heels I wore were comfortable, but not if I was going to wear them constantly for more than a single day. That wasn’t a concern though, as I followed out into the gatehouse, where I bumped into a familiar-looking fellow.

      “Miss Dara,” he smiled.

      Middle-aged, slightly balding, and not too dissimilar from how I looked before I came to this world. He was the driver who had brought me to the Mage’s Guild when I first arrived.

      “You again,” I smiled. “My apologies, but I can’t seem to recall your name.”

      “Denat,” he bowed. “And that’s quite alright. I’m sure a lot has happened between then and now.”

      “If only you knew the half of it,” I grinned. “Has Magi Frigus told you what I need?”

      “We’re heading to Mesan,” he nodded quickly. “I’m to stay with you for a few days, or until you’re ready to come home, whichever happens first. Then I’m to bring you back.”

      I glanced over at Magi Frigus and saw him nod. That wasn’t something I expected. Knowing my ride would wait was one thing, but having the captain of the guard personally ensure I was going to return was something else.

      “Yes,” I turned back to Denat. “That would be about perfect.”

      “Wonderful,” he smiled, before frowning as he looked around. “You have bags?”

      “She does!” A chipper voice called out.

      I glanced back and saw Mahy rushing towards us. Over her shoulder was an old duffel, and in her arms was my own. I had just enough time to glare at the teen as she bulled past me and deposited my bag into his arms.

      “I’ve got it,” he grunted at the sudden impact.

      “Great,” Mahy turned to me. “I’m ready when you are.”

      “I can’t believe your mother is letting you come with me,” I shook my head and followed towards the familiar-looking wagon.

      “I’m going with you, so I’ll be fine,” Mahy beamed. “Besides, you need me. Not just to assist in healing, but I’ve been keeping your books.”

      I grumbled at those words, but she was absolutely right. I wasn’t sure where my finances were, though I was certain I owed a few days of rent. If they were even still charging me.

      “Fine,” I sighed. “Lets go. And just a warning.” I let out a long yawn. “I’ll be sleeping for most of it.”

      Mahy didn’t respond as we climbed into the wagon. She set down her bag by the door, as Denat appeared as if to collect it. The two of us left him to it and climbed into the wagon. Mahy looked excited as she bounced slightly on the seat, while I shifted over on the opposite side to lie down.

      “Just you rest,” Mahy said softly as she pulled the door closed. “I’ll keep an eye on things.”

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled and closed my eyes.

      I felt the wagon lurch shortly after and drifted off before I knew much more. Which was extremely disorienting, to go from a horizontal position in a rickety carriage, to sitting at a table, with a mug of coffee steaming before me.

      “Thought I’d say hello,” Eve smiled.

      “Hello.” I shook my head and picked up the mug. “If I drink this, it’s not going to wake me up again, will it?”

      “No,” Eve laughed softly. “You’ll wake, just before you get to Mesan. You’ll still be tired so you can sleep properly in the evening, but you’ll be functional.”

      “Small blessings,” I grinned and sipped at the coffee. “So, what can I do for you?”

      “Nothing,” Eve smiled. “Or at least. Nothing yet.”

      “Whatever is driving the monsters out.” I nodded to myself.

      Eve shook her head. “They’re not monsters. They’re animals. Wolves aren’t monsters for hunting a farmer’s sheep. You call them predators and learn to live with them.”

      “Those predators kill people,” I pointed out.

      “And since people learned to put up walls and carry out regular clearings, most deaths outside of those times are on a similar trail as shark attacks. It doesn’t make them monsters, though.”

      I conceded to that point. It wasn’t that they were overly destructive. They were hunting and clearly thought of us as food. It wasn’t like they existed for the sole purpose of killing us. At least, I didn’t think so. Still, this entire conversation made me feel like she was distracting me from something.

      “So, what is driving the predators out?” I asked.

      Eve smiled and tilted her head. “This world is harsh and vicious.”

      “And creatures that aren’t native to the area are climbing our walls,” I agreed. “Something is driving them, and if I was a betting man… woman. Shit, whatever. If I were willing to bet, there’s something that links me being here, to what is driving the creatures of the wild.”

      Eve shook her head. “Related, perhaps. But not directly. I seek balance, but not consciously. Like an old cook who can no longer taste her food, adding salt and sugar as necessary so that others may enjoy her labors.”

      “So you don’t know what’s driving them?”

      “I didn’t say that,” Eve smiled.

      I huffed and accepted that while she enjoyed her games, there was more at stake than just me. “I suppose the question is then. What manner of monster could force creatures like moccu and garbrid to flee their native lands?”

      “What indeed?” Eve gave me an intense stare. “Changes are coming, for you, for others… Maybe even for me. All things are in balance, though the scale was tipped in another’s favor for a time.”

      “Great, someone’s trying to kill me.” I set the mug down.

      Eve frowned. “No–”

      “Look, I know how this plays out. You strike me as the lawful good type. You’ll stick by the rules and do your best to hold true to yourself. But if someone got the upper hand and swayed the balance, they’re not playing by your rules.”

      “I want to disagree,” Evie huffed. “But you may be closer to the truth than you think.”

      “So there is someone out there,” I nodded. “Do they know about me?”

      Eve frowned. “No.”

      “But they will,” I nodded. “Is this something of a deep end moment? Or will I have time to prepare?”

      “I don’t like this game,” Eve crossed her arms. “I’m supposed to come in and leave you with mysterious questions. Instead, you’re picking me apart simply by seeing what I can and can’t answer.”

      “Sorry,” I shrugged. “I’m human. It’s what we do.”

      “Not on this world.” Eve gave me a pointed glare. “People from this world do a lot more groveling and listening.”

      “Isn’t that why you chose someone from outside of this world to give this position?” I tilted my head.

      Eve threw her arms in the air. “Y’know what. Fine. We’ll do it your way. Yes, someone out there is responsible, no I can’t tell you how or why. Yes, they’re likely to find out about you. No, I can’t say when. And yes, when they do, they’re probably going to try to kill you. Is that everything?”

      “Did you know any of this when you first brought me here?” I asked softly.

      Eve let out a long sigh. “I suspected much. But only confirmed after you were already in this world.”

      “You told me to wait a week,” I frowned.

      “After that,” she grunted. “It was all speculation until after that point. Nobody could give me the answers. I’m not holding the cards, I’m like the moderator of a website. I don’t own the site, nor do I create the rules. I just follow them to the best of my ability.”

      “But on a much grander scale.” I shook my head. “What can you tell me, then?”

      “They don’t know of your existence. Others do and word is spreading. You’ll find out when they start searching.”

      I frowned. “How?”

      Eve smiled gently. “You’ll know.”

      I opened my eyes as the carriage jostled me awake. I grunted, and Mahy was suddenly over the top of me. “Miss Dara?”

      “I’m awake,” I pushed myself upright.

      “I’m glad,” Mahy sighed in relief. “You slept soundly for a while, then started muttering to yourself. I wasn’t sure if you were having a bad dream or not.”

      “An interesting one.” I rubbed my eyes, not wanting to explain my situation to the teen. “Where are we?”

      Mahy leaned over to the window of the carriage and smiled. “We’re almost there. I can see the walls they’re… not as large as ours.”

      I nodded. “Hopefully, they weren’t harmed too badly by the clearing then.”

      Mahy nodded to herself before taking a seat. We rode together in silence before my stomach rumbled. I hadn’t eaten since the day before. Mahy must have heard it, and she smiled. “I have some rations in my bag. We can eat when we arrive.”

      “Thank you, Mahy,” I grinned.

      It wasn’t long before the carriage slowed and I heard the driver shout. Unlike my first trip outside the walls, there were no moccu trying to break through the window, nor the fancy show of sparks and magic as they chased off our pursuers.

      Whatever Denat was shouting at must have let us through, because the carriage suddenly darkened as we passed through a gatehouse. It wasn’t the large one of Cropis, with armed guards waiting in rows. This was just large enough for the wagon to pass through before we broke out on the other side. I spotted a bloody and bandaged man by the gate as we passed, and Denat drew us to a halt shortly inside.

      “Alright, Mahy. First impressions count. Let’s keep our chins up, but remember our place.”

      Mahy gave me a look that told me she had no idea what I was talking about, and it made me laugh.

      “Just be polite. We’re here to help, not upset people.”

      “I can do that,” Mahy smiled.

      I didn’t wait for her, instead I opened the door, making Denat step back out of the way.

      “I was coming, Miss,” he chided me gently.

      “It’s fine, I’m eager to begin,” I stepped out around him.

      The man at the gate was part of a team. They were all injured, and I figured that the guards who survived the clearing but couldn’t fight were likely put to use like this. I hurried over to them as I looked over their injuries. Most of them had cuts and bruises. Injuries they’d heal from while they couldn’t hold a sword properly.

      “Miss Dara!” Mahy shouted as she saw me rushing off.

      Her shout caught the attention of the guards as they got the gate closed and they turned to face me.

      “Halt,” the one I spotted as we came in, held up his uninjured hand. “What do you want with us?”

      I looked him over, seeing several bandages, and raised my hand. His eyes went wide, and I enjoyed a moment of satisfaction from his shock. “Seal Wound.”

      He flinched, before his face lit up in wonder. I felt my power ebb, and I cast it once more. The other guards stared in shock, before I turned to the next, and healed him, too. In no time at all, the men were laughing and pulling off their bandages, showing wicked scars and torn uniforms.

      “Miss… I… I can’t…” the guard mumbled.

      “Magi Frigus sent me over from Cropis,” I told the group. “I’m here to help as best I can.”

      The guards exchanged looks before they came to an agreement. The one I healed first gave a small salute before his eyes flicked to the side. I turned and spotted Mahy as she huffed her way over to me. She had both our bags, while Denat was driving his carriage into a holding area for storage.

      “And this is?” the guard asked.

      “My assistant,” I smiled. “She keeps an eye on my books, and I have been training her as a healer.”

      “And are you a mage too, little miss?” The guard asked hopefully.

      “Unfortunately not,” Mahy pouted slightly. “I’m here to take care of Miss Dara.”

      “Miss?” The man frowned and glanced my way. “Don’t you mean Magi?”

      “No,” I ended his trail of thought. “I’m not with the guild, any of them. I’m independent.”

      “An… Independent mage?” he frowned. “Now I’ve heard it all.”

      “It’s true,” I shrugged. “Send a letter to Magi Frigus if you like. For now, if you could take me to your injured, I would like to help.”

      “Eat first,” Mahy prodded me with a wrapped bundle.

      I took it, and inside was a bunch of bars made of grain and soaked with caramel. They were reminiscent of something I’d eaten back home, but the caramel was new. I bit down, enjoying the flavor more than I remembered I did. Thought that might have been because of how hungry I was to begin with. In either case, I was finishing my second as the guard led me into the town square, where tents had been set up to shield dozens of people from the sun.

      “They got in the walls.” I froze.

      “Aye, miss,” the guard nodded. “We did our best. But those bastard garbrid went right over us.”

      “Miss Dara,” Mahy pointed.

      I turned and saw a young girl. Pale and unmoving, she was being held in the arms of what must have been her mother. The woman was injured as well, but not quite as severely. I rushed over without a word and her mother tensed as I skidded to a halt before them.

      “Scan,” I cast over the child.

      What I saw made me tremble. She had lost a lot of blood. Too much. Her body was shutting down. The healers that had attended the girl at some point had done their best to stitch up a large wound on her neck. Going by the bite marks on the mother’s shoulder, it was something they both experienced.

      “What are you doing?” The mother tried to growl at me, but she too was weak.

      I looked at them both and nodded. “Raw casting.”

      I pushed my will into the child. Her mother made a noise, but I ignored it. I focused on the marrow in her bones and pushed on them to produce. I felt my mana rush out, and I cut it off, before forming my will into a skill. Before the mother could argue, I cast that spell instead.

      “Replenish Blood,” I cast.

      Her mother’s eyes went wide as I felt my mana seep into the child. I didn’t keep it up for long. Just enough to get her into a safe state and get a little color in her cheeks. Before I canceled the spell and readied myself once more.

      “Seal Wound.”

      The mother gasped as her daughter let out a quiet whimper. With the injuries to her neck, she had been silent, only being able to stare at her mother with pleading eyes. But now, she was able to cry. As sound escaped her lips, the mother let out a choked sob, and clutched her daughter close.

      “What’s this?” A voice called.

      I turned from the scene as an old man hurried towards me. He looked like a magi, and I didn’t have a good feeling about the way he was glaring.

      “What did you do?” He snapped.

      “I’m a healer,” I grunted softly.

      He glared at me, then at the girl, and shook his head. “You’re not one of mine. You need–”

      “Magi Frigus sent me,” I said quickly. “I’m here to help.”

      “Your help isn’t wanted, nor needed,” the man waved for me to leave.

      “Magi, please?” The woman begged. “She saved my daughter.”

      “Nonsense,” the Magi glared at the woman. “If your daughter recovered, it was at my insistence, and the girl’s own fortitude. Nothing about this charlatan is responsible for her recovery. Admitting such could land you or your daughter with a life debt.”

      “Nope!” Mahy announced as she finished scribbling something down. “Miss, this is for you.”

      “Me?” The woman frowned.

      “You,” repeated. “This just says that if you accept Miss Dara’s healing, that you don’t hold her responsible if something goes wrong, and we won’t charge you directly.”

      “Preposterous, how on earth are you going to justify the expense?” The magi snarled.

      “By sending you the bill, curtesy of Magi Frigus,” I grunted.

      The man glared before sticking his nose up in the air. “We’ll see about this.”

      “You’re welcome to send a letter,” I waved for him to go.

      The old Magi looked like he wanted to continue arguing, but the thought of having to pay me must have won out and he left to do as I suggested, leaving me alone with the mother, girl, and Mahy.

      “Did Magi Frigus really say he was going to charge the guild here?” Mahy asked.

      “No,” I smiled. “But with him gone for a few minutes, I can get to work, how I’m actually needed without him breathing down my neck.”

      “I’ve signed,” the mother whimpered. “I… I can’t believe this.”

      “Mamma, don’t cry,” the girl said weakly.

      “Believe it,” I smiled. “I’m not after your money. I just want to help. Now, it’s your turn.”

      The woman blinked in shock. “My turn?”

      I held up a hand, and she froze in place. “Seal Wound.”
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      I let out a sigh as I felt the dozens of small nudges in my mind. There were plenty of people out there, sick and in pain. Thanks to me, there were many less than the day before. I didn’t know what time it was when I finally stumbled into this room to sleep. Mahy had made a point to set it up for the two of us. The Magi stalked around, looming over my shoulder, making it difficult for me to think about anything other than healing. Even then, it was hard to tell if the man was more irate out of disbelief at my success, or by Mahy handing everyone the same document about not charging them a fortune for the service.

      In the end, it was Mahy who had me rethink my plans. When the poor girl started nodding off between rest periods, I sent her to bed. She refused, instead, writing out several dozen notices for me to hand people on her behalf. It made me chuckle, seeing an all too familiar format of a legal document, with spaces for people to put their names and list the services they received.

      I couldn’t stop, though. The Magi, in charge of healing, had separated those he deemed savable from those he deemed too far gone. Those who were destined for death were the first I healed. I lost track of the faces. Deep lacerations, blood loss and other injuries. There were many disfigured people after what had happened. Alive, whole, but deeply scarred, physically and emotionally. Those were just the ones I saved. There was nothing I could do for the grieving parents of a young boy who died of his injuries shortly before I arrived. Just as there was nothing I could do for the hysterical, pregnant woman, whose baby had been crushed, when a garbrid attacked a carriage driver, causing him to steer into her uncontrollably in the chaos.

      There were many, many faces, too broken to respond to anything. Many had lived through the attack. Many others had not. There was no doubt that every survivor here would later go home to bury someone who had not.

      Even then, there was hope. The mother, with the little girl. After regaining her strength, they left, only to return with a hot meal. I was touched, more so, when they made a second and third trip, feeding those they could. Of course, that earned them the ire of the Magi, and she was forced to stop. But not before I got the sweetest hug from the most adorable little girl. The only time I felt there was a serious danger was when the Magi flatly demanded I stop and went to retrieve the guard. I healed as many as I could, in my worry that I would be removed. When the guard arrived, one of them recognized me from the gate. Rather than remove me, the guard sent some of their own over to receive healing as well.

      When I finally grew weary, and when my eyes, shoulders, head and back ached, I found where Mahy had set our bedrolls. It was a spare room in the barracks, set aside for visitors. The beds were comfortable enough, but I was thankful that Mahy had brought her own bedding, and I promptly passed the fuck out.

      That led to now, with the sounds of movement outside the door. I didn’t think it was anything to do with me. It likely did mean that it was far later in the day than I expected. So, with nothing else to lose, I sat up. Still dressed in the clothing I wore to get here, I swung my legs over the side and pushed myself upright.

      “Hmm, whazzat?”

      I glanced over at Mahy, who looked around in a moment of panic. “Calm down,” I called softly. “It’s morning.”

      “Mmmm,” the teen groaned. “What time?”

      “Not sure,” I chuckled. “I think it’s a bit late, though.”

      Mahy huffed and pushed herself out of bed. She threw off the bedroll and rolled onto her feet before stretching. “Here, Miss,” Mahy waddled over. “I’ll get your hair.”

      I smiled and accepted without a word. This was our routine by now. I’d get my wake up call, and Mahy would fix my hair. She plucked the brushes she left at our bags, and brought them to me to hold. I held still, ignoring the tug and pull on my hair as she ran the brush through it. One of the many things I had to get used to, living in this body. I still wasn’t sure why I was so comfortable. I wasn’t anything like I was used to, not in proportion, shape or figure. Then there were all the womanly concerns I had to deal with. The idea of menstruation was anxiety inducing and… that was probably something I could use a spell to fix.

      “Just a simple braid today,” Mahy murmured. “Get it done quick, then we can find breakfast.”

      “Perfect,” I said, holding still, so I didn’t pull away from her.

      Mahy worked quickly, tying my hair where she needed, before putting a ribbon in to keep it neat. I turned and gave her a smile as Mahy began working on herself.

      “Maybe I should hire an assistant to help with your hair,” I joked.

      Mahy smiled. “It’s fine, Miss. My family owns an inn. Caring for people is what I do.”

      “You do a lot more than that,” I reminded her. “How are my finances looking?”

      Mahy bit her lip. “I’m not sure, Miss. Between Magi Frigus and whatever they charge here, I think you’ve probably made in a few days what the inn makes in months.”

      I figured things had gone well, but that was news to me. “Really?”

      Mahy nodded. “I suppose it depends on how they pay you for coming here too. If they dicker with the price, it might not be as favorable.”

      “It’s not about the money,” I smiled. “We’re helping people.”

      “We are,” Mahy agreed. “But I also have a book of receipts to show Frigus if anyone thinks of skewing the figures.”

      I grinned and gave her shoulder a friendly pat. “I couldn’t run this without you.”

      “I’m having fun,” Mahy smiled as she worked a ribbon into her own hair. “Running an inn is great. But working for you, even just like this, is very rewarding.”

      I smiled, glad that she was feeling fulfilled. So many back home wandered about, directionless and lost. There were likely people like that here too, but there were more opportunities as well. People fought with swords and shields for thousands of years, so there was always work for someone who could beat metal. When it only took sixty years for man to learn to fly, and then land on the moon. Technology advanced the human race to unimaginable heights, but that also left pockets of mankind to stagnate, unable to keep up, or simply left behind without the knowledge or ability to keep up.

      “Alright,” Mahy yawned softly. “Shall we?”

      “We shall,” I grinned at the teen. “Hopefully, that idiot slept in longer than we did.”

      “No doubt,” Mahy smirked as she followed me out the door.

      We stepped out into a large room, bustling with people. It was the guard quarter, after all, and these men were being assigned positions. Some were leaving, others were coming in. A few were still bandaged, but the worst of them I had already been seen to. A few took notice of us. We got some polite bows, a few grins, and one even gave me a wink. I pushed on without responding and spotted a captain moving to cut me off.

      “Miss!” he shouted. “A moment, please?”

      “Of course,” I smiled politely as he pushed through. “What can I do for you?”

      “Ahhh… Magi Frigus authorized your payment,” he said, before fishing out a rather large pouch.

      I stared at it for a moment before accepting. I felt the weight, and with the size, I figured there were plenty of gold coins inside. I turned and handed it to Mahy, whose eyes bulged as she felt the weight of it herself.

      “Thank you,” I told the Captain. “If that is all?”

      The Captain shook his head. “I don’t know your story. My men tell me you’re independent, and don’t follow the guild.”

      “That is true,” I smiled. “I don’t work for them. I’d rather help people the way I see fit.”

      He nodded, then put two fingers to his lips and blew. The shrill whistle caught the attention of everyone in the room, who turned as one to face us. The Captain stepped back before pulling his shoulders square. “SALUTE!”

      The room, as one, adopted the same pose. In unison, they slapped a closed fist to their heart, sounding a dull thud throughout the room.

      “Mesan Guard is in your debt, Miss,” the Captain removed his hand a moment before everyone else in the room did. “You are welcome here.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled gently as I looked around the room. “But, and I mean this in the kindest way. I hope never to see any of you, ever again.”

      That hit the mark, and a few laughs barked out. The Captain grinned, and I nodded at Mahy to follow. She slipped into my wake as I headed for the door, and the men let me pass without further comment. When I stepped out into the sun, I could tell it was only midmorning. Not the sunrise start I was used to, but not far off from a regular day back on Earth.

      Without the distraction of injured people nudging my mind for healing, I was able to take in the town itself. It was far smaller than Cropis. That didn’t mean it lacked charm. The roads were… well, couldn’t say they were clean and well kept. They were dirty and muddled with blood and debris. The creatures did a real number on it, and I couldn’t help but shudder at the thought of them running through the streets.

      “Come on, Mahy,” I started walking. “Let’s find something to eat.”

      She nodded, and we continued on. I followed the main street, mindful of people moving about. I tried not to think about the carts that went past, covered in sheets. There had been deaths in this town. People were scared, angry, and in pain. There was hope, though. A few familiar faces paused to look at me as I passed by. Faces I dimly recognized in the light of day. A few of them, I remembered, covered in blood, leaking tears and with other issues.

      A small thump crashed into my hips, and I looked down at the face of a child. A thin scar ran down their cheek, and I remembered the boy from his father. He’d gotten in the way when his father fought off an injured garbrid that came through their window and his father had run the boy through the street amongst the chaos for healing. The cut was rather shallow, but it wasn’t clean and likely would have caused an infection had I not closed it.

      “Sorry Miss,” a gruff voice huffed.

      “It’s fine,” I smiled at the man I recognized as the boy’s father. “I’m glad he’s feeling better.”

      “Tank you!” the little boy called as his father pried him away.

      “That’s so cute,” Mahy bounced in place. “I hope mine are that cute.”

      I glanced at the teen and nodded. “Probably cuter.”

      Mahy froze, and her cheeks turned a deep red as she found an interesting spot on the ground to stare at. I shook my head at her reaction. She was too young to be thinking about starting a family, but then… If this world had similar life expectancies to Earth in this time period, it was likely she would already be wed with several kids. I gave myself a shake and cleared my throat. I didn’t want to think about the things that happened in early human history. We learned from our mistakes, and this world seemed to have either not made them, or fixed them even earlier than my world had.

      “Come on,” I nudged her. “I’m hungry.”

      It wasn’t long before we found what passed as the shopping district. There wasn’t the same variety as Cropis. But there was still plenty to look at. An old man street vendor with a broken stand was cooking skewers of meat. He seemed to recognize me, and I had to convince him to take payment before I accepted the meat. Mahy was happy enough to accept on my behalf, but I still made sure to leave some coins behind for his efforts.

      We walked along, as I felt my power fluctuate. There were still injuries. They weren’t life threatening, though. I didn’t push out to find them either. It would be different if I bumped into someone in need of healing, but actively seeking them out, unless absolutely necessary, was wrong.

      “Miss Dara?” Mahy called softly.

      I turned and saw that she had halted in front of a store. She was looking at a dress in the window with a smile.

      “Do you think that would look good on me?” She asked.

      I looked at the dress, then at Mahy, and grinned. “Let’s find out.”

      She whirled around, but I took her hand and led her into the store.

      “Miss Dara!” she squeaked.

      “Hello!” a young woman smiled as we came in. “I wasn’t sure I would get any customers today.”

      “We’re only here temporarily.” I smiled at the woman. “My friend here saw a dress in the window, and I was wondering if she could try it on?”

      “Miss Dara,” Mahy shuffled.

      “Mahy, you’ve done wonders for me, even coming all this way to help me. If it fits, and you like it, I want to buy it for you.”

      The shopkeeper gave us a strange look and tilted her head. “You’re not from here?”

      “No,” I smiled. “We came over from Cropis.”

      “Bad timing,” she sighed. “We had a lot of injuries after the second clearing. Garbrid got inside the walls.”

      “That’s why we came.” Mahy glared at me as if to dare me to contradict her. “Miss Dara is a healer.”

      The woman paused. “You?”

      “Me,” I nodded. “I came to help as soon as I could.”

      The woman’s face lit up with delight. “Then please, let me offer you my best.”

      “We’re just here for the dress in the window,” I tried, but the woman was already moving.

      It turned out the woman, Sundy, was extremely grateful to have us here. She was the aunt of the little girl we had saved, and had spent the evening being regaled by the child. So it wasn’t long before we had two more familiar faces inside the store. Mahy was taken away, with the dress that caught her eye, while I was hauled into a separate changing room. The Mother’s name was Brema, and her daughter Chani worked together to turn Mahy from a blushing teen into a blushing princess.

      I was given a far more modest approach by Sundy, who brought me a few things to try on. The first of which was a ballgown. I had no idea why I’d ever need to wear one and expressed my opinion as I twirled around before a mirror.

      “Miss, I mean no disrespect. But if you aren’t a somebody right now. After word gets out what you have done here, you will be by tomorrow. When that day comes, it would be better to be prepared than not.”

      I sighed, but couldn’t fault her. Magi Frigus was friendly enough with me, so was his wife. As weird as shit as it was to wear a dress. I did think I looked rather pretty in it.

      “Fine,” I sighed.

      “Wonderful, now for evening wear,” Sundy smiled and darted off.

      I watched her go, as I undid the ties that held the front of my dress together. Unlike my own, that stood politely in the corner like it always did, I made an effort to set the gown aside gently so it wouldn’t wrinkle too badly. I stood topless in my panties as the door opened, and Sundy stepped in holding something pale blue.

      She froze and gave me a once over. “My, you’re certainly well put together, aren’t you?”

      “Ah…” I blushed. “Thanks?”

      She smiled. “Try this on. I’m sure there’s a special man waiting for you.” I frowned, and she tilted her head before her eyes glanced down once more. “Apologies, Miss. I mean no disrespect. But my words remain the same. I’m sure there’s a lady you’ve had your eye on.”

      This time, I rolled my eyes and held out my hand. The dress she handed me was transparent. It was also extremely soft, and I slipped it over my head as it settled around my breasts. There was almost no support, not that I really needed it. My chest jutted out before me on its own, and Sundy gave me a once over.

      “Yes, I can see that going splendidly,” she smiled. “Were I not already spoken for.”

      I sighed and shook my head. “Why is everyone so open about sex?”

      She tilted her head. “Why wouldn’t we be? Humans have been mating since the dawn of humanity itself. Why not enjoy it a little?”

      I stared at her for a moment, and she didn’t even blink as she stared right back. “Right,” I nodded. “I just…”

      “You’re not from around here, are you?” Sundy asked.

      “No,” I sighed. “I’m from, very far away.”

      Sundy smiled. “What do you think of the city?”

      “It’s strange and wonderful in many ways,” I admitted. “I’ve made good friends too.”

      “No doubt,” Sundy smiled. “With what my niece tells me, you’ve made a few for life from just your first visit here.”

      “I’ve also probably made some enemies,” I grunted.

      Sundy’s lips pursed, and she nodded slowly. “For the same reasons, no doubt. Just know that those friendly to you far outnumber those who are not.”

      “But how many of those friendly would be willing to come to my aid if those who are not—seek to harm?” I asked.

      This time, Sundy didn’t have a response. We were quiet for a time as I slipped out of the dress and back into my own. I could hear Mahy in the other room, with the giggles of Chani and her mother coming through the thin wall. I didn’t want to bring down the mood, so I humored Sundy for a few more minutes before deciding on the dresses I wanted to purchase. In the end, I took the gown, the transparent nightdress and two more that were comfortable and I could wear daily. I wasn’t some noble who needed a new dress every week.

      With my purchases sorted, I strode through the store, waiting for Mahy to finish up. Sundy, after ringing me up and accepting payment, despite my refusal for a discount, rushed off to join them. So it was to my complete surprise to step around a rack of coats and find myself face to face with Brema, who held a finger to her lips.

      “Come with me,” she whispered.

      I frowned, but followed as she took me into a back room. I was curious about what she wanted when she unhitched the front of her dress and slipped her breasts into view.

      “Ahh… What is this?” I asked, pausing in the doorway.

      Brema smiled. “Sundy told me a few things. Things I will keep to myself. But… Chani’s mother was a futa and… Well, I wouldn’t mind saying thank you to the woman who saved both of our lives.”

      “That’s not necessary,” I smiled, despite my heart racing.

      Brema smiled. “But it would be enjoyable for us both. I won’t push if you aren’t interested. Sundy told me you liked ladies, and… well, if you want to take a seat, I’m happy to show you how thankful I am, before your friend is done looking at her dresses.”

      “I haven’t bathed,” I wrung my hands, regretting not getting that sorted before we went on our walk.

      “Then how about a trip to the bathhouse?” She asked. “My treat? Mahy, Chani and Sundy can go into the family pool, while… you and I take a private bath.”
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      Mahy was delighted as she selected the dress from the window. She held it to her front and smiled. “I’ll wear this one.”

      “It will look wonderful,” I smiled.

      “I’ll wait in here for when you get out,” Mahy promised. “I’ll need to do your hair.”

      “If you want to fetch something to eat, I can take care of Miss Dara’s hair,” Brema assured the teen. “Please, enjoy yourself.”

      Mahy glanced at the two of us, clearly knowing something was about to happen. She wasn’t going to argue though, and she nodded. “Very well.”

      “After we bathe, I’ll visit the injured again,” I told her. “Then we’ll find Denat and see about going home.”

      Mahy nodded. “That sounds nice. I didn’t mind sleeping here, but I’d rather stay in my own home.”

      I nodded, reminding myself to look at purchasing her a decent bed. Mahy didn’t wait any longer, taking the dress with her, as I selected one of my new ones as well. Sundy had already gone in, taking Chani with her, while Brema led me into a side room. When she explained to the receptionist who I was, they were insistent on giving us a private room. I still paid the fee, but I wasn’t sure it was the same fee other visitors would have paid for the same service.

      Brema brought me to a small room, where she ushered me inside. The floors, walls and ceiling were all a dark stained wood. Candles lit the room and Brema took my dress from my arms and hung it on a hanger mounted on the wall. She stripped down before adding her dress beside my own. I stepped out of my enchanted dress, which stood perfectly off to one side.

      “You really are put together quite nicely,” Brema remarked.

      “Thanks,” I blushed despite myself.

      She was nice to look at as well. The scars on her shoulder drew my eye for a moment, but I shook them off as she stepped closer. Her breasts pushed into my own as she kissed me gently. I sighed into the kiss, and I felt her hands slide down my hips, pushing my panties down. I sighed at the sensation of warm fingers wrapping around my cock, and she jerked me slowly.

      “Miss Dara, you saved my life,” she whispered.

      “I did,” I grunted.

      “You also saved my daughter’s life.” She pecked my lips again. “I can’t tell you how thankful I am for what you have done for me and mine. Our parents died when I was a girl and Sundy practically raised me.”

      “Oh,” I nodded. “I’m glad I could help.”

      “Not as glad as I am.” Brema grinned as she stroked my cock. “As far as I’m concerned, you saved three lives yesterday.”

      I grunted as the sensation built up. She had a wonderful rhythm, and I was worried about finishing too early. “That feels wonderful.”

      “Good,” she smiled. “Before I’m done with you, I hope to earn two more.”

      I stared at her as she leaned in and collected my lips once more. Her hand never stopped stroking. My cock throbbed between us, and she pulled away to give me a wide smile.

      “Let it go,” she whispered. “The first comes fastest. I want the second one to take longer.”

      I gasped as she stroked even faster. “Oh… fuuuuck.”

      Brema smiled even wider as she felt the wet mess jet out over her fingers. Even as I trembled and came, she never stopped stroking. As my legs felt limp, she pulled me close, and it was only when I tried to pull away that she finally stopped.

      “That’s one,” Brema smiled. “Now let’s get you clean. I want to taste the second one.”

      “And the third?” I mumbled softly.

      Brema giggled. “I’ve already taken the herbs to stop it. Chani will not be getting a sibling from our time here today. But I would very much like to practice.”
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      “So…” Mahy wondered aloud. “Miss Brema…”

      I couldn’t contain the sigh that escaped my lips. We had made it most of the way home, and I had hoped that the inquisitive teen had been a little more dense than she obviously was.

      “I’d rather not discuss that,” I tried diplomatically.

      Mahy slumped back. “I’m not a child, Miss Dara.”

      “You’re not yet an adult either,” I shot back.

      “It’s only a few months,” Mahy huffed. “I wasn’t going to ask anything inappropriate, just…”

      I looked at her and saw the question at the tip of her tongue. Truthfully, if she wasn’t going to ask about anything nefarious, I would be inclined to answer, so I rolled my eyes and nodded. “Just?”

      “Do you have any plans? To move? Marry? Maybe to start your own business? If you do, will you take me with you? Or will I be in the way of whatever it is you do with… clients?” She blurted out all at once.

      I sighed and gently took her hand. “You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?”

      “I have Miss,” Mahy nodded. “I… I had planned to join the girls under Madame Bella, but…”

      “I’ll make you a deal,” I picked up as she trailed off. “If you continue to be as helpful as you are, if—and I mean if, I decide to take my business and set up a real shop outside of your family’s inn. I will offer to take you with me. In fact, organize that now. You’re already doing my bookkeeping. I should be paying you.”

      “Oh, no Miss–”

      “Mahy, if you’re about to undervalue your worth to me, I will be rather cross with you,” I frowned at the teen.

      She smiled and blushed slightly. “I just… feel as if I haven’t done enough yet.”

      “And I’m just thankful to have such a wonderful, kind-hearted young woman as a friend,” I prodded back. “But we both know that you’re doing far more than required for just a friend. So let me pay you for it, and I’ll take you along with me as my assistant whenever I travel in places like this.”

      Mahy bit the inside of her lip as she gave my hand a squeeze before letting out a whoosh of air. “Are you sure, Miss?”

      “Extremely,” I smiled. “Don’t let it impede your duties at the Inn though. Your family business comes first. Most of my needs you can do when things are quiet.”

      “I’ll speak with mother when we get back,” Mahy nodded.

      I thought of the older woman and barely contained the groan. If she was thankful now, I can’t imagine how thankful she would be after finding out I was going to pay her daughter to work for me. Likely I’d have a few more night time visits. Not that it would be a bad thing. My powers were always more calm after a night spent in a woman’s arms. As much as I appreciated being able to find those who needed me most, it was certainly an interference with my sleep schedule, and constant exhaustion could only be a bad thing.

      We chatted about idle things as we traveled the rest of the way home. We had several gifts loaded up. New clothing, a few notes of thanks. More coin than I knew what to do with and a crudely drawn image of Mahy and me with Brema, Sundy and Chani. That one, I had rolled up into a tube and secured it with a ribbon, so I could have it framed properly when I got back to the Inn. It would look lovely hung on the wall in my office.

      It was mid-afternoon when we rolled through the familiar set of gates. I felt a wave of relief wash over me. There was a sense of foreboding when I left. That maybe part of this wasn’t real. Only now, back in Cropis, I felt like I was home. This is where I wanted to be, where I felt welcome. Part of that was likely just the inn. I didn’t have any special appeal for the city, the tower or its people for the most part. Just the sense that this was where I was supposed to be. Where I belonged.

      “It’s good to be home,” Mahy echoed my thoughts perfectly.

      I smiled at her and looked out the window at the familiar streets passing by. It wasn’t long before the inn came into view and the carriage came to a gentle stop. Denat was only a few moments later, before the door opened and the man stepped back with a bow.

      “Healer Eolande,” he announced.

      “Stop that,” I chuckled.

      “No Miss,” he smiled right back. “You may not associate with the Magi, and so I won’t give you their honorific. But what you have done is no less honorable.”

      “He’s right,” Mahy touched my shoulder before I could argue. “You’re twice the healer of anyone in that tower.”

      “I just don’t want to tread on anyone’s toes,” I grumped.

      “If they’re going to argue over your ability to heal, I’d like to see them do better,” Denat chuckled. “Only in the tales of old have I heard of someone reattaching a severed limb.”

      I stared for a moment. I wasn’t sure how he knew about that, factually incorrect as his statement was, I knew of what he was talking about.

      “Sorry Miss, I may have spoken about you when you weren’t around,” Mahy muttered.

      “All good things,” Denat smiled. “She’s a good girl.”

      “She is,” I agreed, before shooting her a small glare. “Even if she’s too smart for her own good.”

      Mahy blushed and turned to collect our bags from under the seat. Denat looked like he was going to protest, but Mahy appeared with my bag, which I took from her without a word. She then ducked back in and appeared with two more. Her own, and the one I purchased to hold our new belongings.

      “Keep me in mind, if you ever wish to travel again,” Denat smiled at us both. “I’ll make availability for you whenever I can.”

      “I’ll let Magi Frigus know,” I smiled at the man. “Thank you for your services.”

      “You’re welcome, Healer,” he bowed once more.

      I didn’t rise to the bait this time. With a last grin at the driver, Mahy and I made our way to the front doors. They burst open as Cleire spilled out. She let out a relieved squeal and rushed to Mahy. I moved aside to let her through, only for her arm to catch me in the process as she hugged the two of us close.

      “I was so worried!” Cleire squeezed us tightly. “It’s good you’re home!”

      “Mom, we were gone two days!” Mahy complained as I accepted this situation for what it was and hugged back.

      We were ushered inside, where several faces perked up at our arrival. I made a note of who left, and how relieved they looked when they did so. I had a feeling they would be back soon, and likely with someone that needed my healing attentions. Cleire was oblivious to it all, as she clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention.

      “Everyone! Tonight, we celebrate the return of Healer Eolande and my daughter, Mahy!” she declared. “If you buy meals, the first round of beers is on the house!”

      Cheers rang out, and I grinned as Cleire took my bag as she looked me over.

      “It’s new,” I puffed up my dress to show her.

      “It looks wonderful,” Cleire nodded. “Perhaps I can help you out of it later–”

      “MOM!” Mahy clutched her chest as if scandalized.

      Cleire gave me a smile before waving for Mahy to take her bag upstairs. I made my way to the bar, where Harol gave me a wide smile.

      “Before things get too crazy, a package arrived for you,” he said, offering me a thick envelope.

      I frowned when I saw it. It was plain, made of thin leather and rectangular. I took it in my hands and turned it over. “Did they say who sent it?”

      “No, Miss,” he shook his head. “The courier was paid to deliver it here personally. Seemed he already knew you weren’t here, since he was happy enough to leave it with Cleire.”

      “Strange,” I replied as I felt something inside shift as I worked out how to open it.

      It was a pouch, but squashed flat on one end. That end was glued shut, holding whatever it contained in place, and the only way I could see to open it was to slip a knife into the seam and run it along. Something Harol seemed to know, as he handed it over without a word and watched me work at it.

      Truthfully, it was a little frustrating, but I managed and felt the knife sink through the gap where I easily slid it across the opening. After setting the knife aside, I tipped the package and blinked in shock at the necklace that dropped into my hand. A thin silver chain, beaten flat to sit against my skin. The links were welded, and the clasp was far more delicate than I thought possible for this kind of time period. What really caught my eye was the large green gemstone hanging off the middle of it.

      “Is that an emerald?” I gasped.

      “I wouldn’t know, Miss,” Harol gaped as I did.

      “Harol, please just call me Dara,” I insisted, before tapping the gem.

      As soon as it touched my skin, I felt a small surge through my body. It only lasted as long as it had skin contact, and it was enough to shock me into pulling away.

      “M-Dara?” Harol saw the way I moved and grabbed my shoulder as I wobbled.

      “I’m… I’m okay,” I smiled at him, before touching the gemstone once more.

      I felt it this time and uttered the only thing that could tell me for sure.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

        Heal Fracture target ‘other’ x 1 - 70exp

        Scan ‘other’ x 53 - 265exp

        Seal Wound target ‘other’ x 2 - 20exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie. You can sense the general direction of those within your ability to aid.

        Level: 8

        Points: 5

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul - (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints - (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        New Spell: Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (10% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 611/2562

        Mana: 100%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      I blinked in shock and dismissed the screen before looking at the gem properly. I turned it over, showing nothing written on the back. It was just a plain silver necklace with an overly large gemstone. That, if I were reading it correctly, gave me a quarter discount on my mana expenditure for each spell.

      “It…” I shook my head. “Harol, this is… who could have sent something like this?”

      “It looks to be an expensive gift,” Harol nodded. “Is it enchanted?”

      I nodded. “Yes, I… Who would have sent me this?”

      “I could not possibly know.” Harol shook his head. “Had I guessed, though, I’m sure there’s an individual who owes you their life, who was grateful for the fact.”

      I shook my head. That was too simple. My prices were known, and I didn’t think I’d healed anyone with this sort of money. Sure, I’d saved plenty of guards and Magi, but this gift was over the top. A Magi like Londa would kill for something like this, and it arrived for me in an unmarked bag.

      “Help me put it on?” I asked Harol.

      “I have her,” Cleire answered as she strolled up. “You’ve an admirer.”

      “It’s more than that.” I shook my head.

      “Oh, is it…” Cleire trailed off. “Enchanted?”

      I nodded, and Cleire chuckled as she took it from me. In a flash, she laid it around my neck and did up the clasp. The moment she did, I felt the power of it flow through me and I staggered for a moment.

      “Dara?”

      “Fine,” I steadied myself. “That was… Wow.”

      “Do you need a moment?” Cleire asked.

      “A drink actually,” I grinned.

      “Coming right up,” Harol smiled and poured me a mug.

      My peace didn’t last long. Mahy, after coming back downstairs, got straight into the kitchen, where they brought out meals for everyone. Harol, true to Cleire’s words, began running trays of drinks around whenever a new group entered the Inn. I had tried to help by taking a full tray of drinks to a group of guards who came in. That earned me a swift swat to my backside from Cleire as she directed me back to my stool. Which was where I was nursing the small sting, as the door opened and two men stepped in, carrying a third between them.

      “You should have asked for the chair,” I shouted as I rushed forward.

      “What chair?” The first asked.

      “I’ve got one with wheels, so you wouldn’t have to carry him,” I told them both as I looked at the man they carried.

      His leg was bound in place. A metal cage had been slipped over his leg, with a rope at the end, tied around his ankle. They’d used sticks to twist the rope, pulling tight and forcing his leg straight. It was crude, extremely painful, and the only way to save a broken femur, which I confirmed with a scan.

      “Heal Fracture,” I cast. The man gasped before his face relaxed slightly. “That will take the edge off. Let me sit for a few minutes, then I can cast it again.”

      The men brought him inside, and I returned to my stool to rest. Despite the merriment, it was obvious that I was needed, and the day wasn’t over yet.

      In the end, I slept alone. I was tired after the two days of healing, the travel and yet more healing. The necklace did wonders for me, and I wish I knew who it was that sent it to me. Despite my obvious thanks, I felt they were also part of how much good I could do, and I wanted them to understand that as well. In the end, it was the soft knock on the door that brought me back to wakefulness the following day.

      I sat up, hearing Mahy announce she would bring breakfast along shortly. My dress lay crumpled on the floor, a far cry different from my usual dress, standing perfectly in the corner. I opted for the easier option. Not to mention the need to clean it before wearing it again. I had healed one wound with a nasty infection, and I wasn’t convinced I didn’t get any puss or other bodily fluids on me in the process.

      With my old dress firmly in place, I waited for Mahy to return with my breakfast. It was a simple porridge, sweetened with honey, that I ate, while Mahy made my hair presentable.

      “What are your plans today, Healer?” Mahy asked.

      “Not you too,” I grunted.

      “Unfortunately, Healer Eolande. You are my employer when I am working with you,” she grinned. “Outside of that, I would still like to call you Miss Dara as my elder.”

      “You’re not going to give this up, are you?” I asked.

      “No Healer,” Mahy grinned as she spun the quick braid into a bun and pinned it in place.

      I sighed and gave her a smile. “Thank you, Mahy. And to answer your question, I have a few errands to run today.”

      “I will let your clients know,” Mahy smiled as she collected my bowl.

      I picked up the roll of paper from Chani and followed her downstairs. Mahy saw what I was carrying and shot me a smile as I marched out the door. My first stop was to visit Mr. Carpenter and his sons. They were the only ones I knew of that worked with wood, and while it was likely that someone would be around that could frame a picture, I couldn't see why I couldn't take my business to him first.

      The young man who liked to ogle me was the first person I saw as I came in. He smiled nervously, but he kept his eyes at a respectable height. Mainly my face, and not my tits, which was a vast improvement from when I last visited.

      “Hello, I was hoping your father was around,” I smiled.

      “I’ll get him,” the young man nodded and shot away without another word.

      He returned shortly after, with the old man in question. His face lit up, and he came around the bench, offering me his hand, that I shook immediately.

      “Miss Dara!” He cried. “Or is it Healer, now?”

      “Miss is fine,” I smiled at the old man. “I’ve come with a couple of requests.”

      “After the last one, I’m curious what you’ve come for,” he smiled.

      I unrolled the picture and watched the crease of his frown as he looked at it in confusion.

      “First up, I want this framed. It doesn’t need to be expensive. I just want to hang it on my wall,” I told him.

      “I… Ah…”

      “It was a gift from a little girl whose life I saved,” I told him. “It means a lot to me.”

      Mr. Carpenter nodded. “I’m sure we can come up with something for you, then. You said a couple of requests?”

      I smiled and rolled up the picture before handing it to the older man. “Do you have something I can draw on?”

      With chalk and slate, I began to sketch out what I wanted him to make. The bed Mahy was sleeping on was not adequate. I was mindful of the space she had and drew up what I thought would work. A pair of X’s at each end, with long bars to slot into the top to make it like a camping bed. Rather than a canvas bed to sling between the two rails, I drew up a series of short planks. Along with those, I wanted straps nailed onto one side so the planks could be rolled up.

      While I wasn’t an artist, nor a designer, Mr. Carpenter took one look at what I was trying to show him and gave me an astounded look.

      “This… could be useful to many,” he stared at the drawing.

      “I only need the one,” I shrugged.

      Mr. Carpenter shook his head. “You don’t understand. There are many who would pay good money for a bed like this. This is remarkably simple to design, and being able to pack it away with no effort would free up space in people’s homes.”

      I sighed. “Mr. Carpenter. Like the chair, if you want to make this and market it to others, you are more than welcome.”

      He shook his head. “It’s too much. I… I can’t.”

      I sighed. “Then just make the one. Mahy needs a bed. She’s sleeping on a cot.”

      The old man sighed. “That girl… Healer, let me explain. If I make this, others will copy the design.”

      “That’s not necessarily a bad thing, is it?” I asked.

      “Unless someone puts a patent on it,” he grunted. “I cannot afford to pay for a patent to protect the idea. That would be something you would need.”

      I thought about all the times I’d read about this stuff in fantasy novels. Patents and designs brought over from alternate realities. Never would I have thought I would have to deal with it.

      “Fine,” I sighed. “How much is a patent?”

      I was stewing when I left the store. Not at the ridiculous price of patenting a design. But at the promise that I would never pay another cent in that man’s shop. The patent was simple enough to write, but at fifty gold to secure it, I could see how any good idea made up by a working class individual likely couldn’t afford to create it. My admiration for this world, and its standards dropped slightly, but then… The few members of nobility I had met, weren’t much to think about either. People were people, and that included the wealthy assholes who ran everything behind closed doors.

      I was still shaking my head when I stepped back into the Inn and saw a familiar face.

      “Sera!” I grinned as I strode into the taproom.

      Sera turned and shot me a smile as she stood to greet me. I hugged her, and she hugged back a moment later.

      “Dara,” she pulled back. “There are a lot of rumors around town about you.”

      “Nothing good,” I joked. “How are you?”

      “Oh… I’m fine,” she rubbed her stump. “I’m getting on I just…”

      I frowned and tilted my head. “What is it, Sera?”

      Sera sighed and gave me a sad smile. “They announced a ball, to thank the guard and the guild for their help for the additional clearing and…” she held up her stump. “I’m just…”

      I looked at it and frowned. “Come with me.”

      Sera gave me a strange look before following me as I led her up into my room. I thought about taking her to my office, but my bed was here, and I wasn’t sure if this would work or not. I led her into the room and directed her to the bed, where she sat nervously.

      “Now,” I dragged a chair over. “Your arm, and this ball?”

      Sera sighed. “It… I shouldn’t worry so much, since… the princess. Balls are wondrous things, and a healer with an injury like mine looks like a failure. Already my list of suitors has dried up since I received it.”

      “First,” I smiled and took her hand. “Any man who will look down on you for an injury isn’t the kind of man you’d want to marry.” Sera gave a sad smile, but said nothing. “Secondly…” I thought about it. I really thought about it. “Perhaps I can–”

      “Dara, nobody but the first Grandmaster could regrow an arm,” Sera shook her head. “I’ve heard the tale about you reattaching one. And I hardly believe that. I just…”

      “Can I try?” I asked.

      “This is one of those things that Magi die for,” Sera shook her head.

      “I’ve thought about that,” I nodded. “Really, I have. Do you want to know my secret?”

      Sera tilted her head. “What secret?”

      “The one that lets me do so much, that lets me help people so easily,” I added.

      “Is it going to cost me?” She asked.

      I shrugged. “I’d tell you to keep it to yourself. But truthfully, if Magi Londa is the standard, then likely you sharing it with people will just get you into trouble. But I’m willing to tell you.”

      Sera nodded. “Go on.”

      “All of your healing. The spells you are taught. They are absolutes. Seal wound, a fixed amount of mana, for a fixed injury. If the spell isn’t powerful enough, you have to cast it again, or if the spell is too powerful, you run out of mana. Which makes raw casting difficult as it sucks all your mana out as some grand experiment, making the whole thing dangerous.”

      “That’s… accurate,” Sera frowned. “Is that now what you do?”

      “No,” I smiled. “Most of my spells are progressive. I cast them to begin doing something, in a way that lets me stop whenever I feel the need. If I were to redo Seal Wound, I would have done it, so that the wound would heal over a period of time as I fed mana into the spell. Not to simply have the spell activate at a set cost. It lets me perform smaller spells, but it also protects me from backlash if I take on an injury beyond my ability to heal all at once.”

      Sera blinked in shock. “You… you’re serious?”

      I nodded. “If you would let me? I… I don’t know how much I can do, but… I’d like to try. For you.”

      Sera looked at her stump, then up at me, and closed her eyes. “Please?”

      I reached out and took her injured limb. The scars were still angry and red. I didn’t know if they would remain, after the fact. That wasn’t important, though. Right now, I just needed to know if it was possible. I concentrated, thinking of the structure beneath the skin. The end of the bone, the severed muscle, tendons, blood vessels, and nerves. I imagined how they were supposed to be arranged, and I plunged into my mana.

      Sera gasped and her body shook, and I felt a tremendous surge of energy rip out of me. I gasped, feeling everything rush out all at once. Sera’s eyes rolled back. She screamed as my body ached. I had done it again, and I felt my body beginning to collapse. The door burst open behind me, and I felt someone take me in their arms.

      “DARA!” Mahy squealed.

      I saw the terror on her face and wished there was something I could do. The last time this happened, Sera gave me some of her mana. She was hunched over in place, and I could feel the edges of my vision beginning to blur as steam rose from my skin. I was going to die. So was Sera, and now Mahy, and likely whoever else was inside the inn. The very thing Magi Londa warned me about, but…

      “Potion,” I wheezed.

      Mahy’s eyes went wide, and she grabbed at my purse. Inside were the three potions that Eve had given me. I had almost forgotten all about them. Fortunately, Mahy must have known which was which, because she ripped the cork out and pressed it to my lips. I swallowed on reflex, barely tasting the strange fluid that poured directly into my veins.

      Which was the only reason I was conscious enough to see Sera’s arm thrash about, with part of her elbow regrown in place.
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      I sipped my coffee in silence. Mahy had only just stopped shouting at me. That had drawn her mother. If I had thought that a reprieve, it lasted only long enough for Mahy to explain what I had done. Then I had two of them shouting. To make matters worse, Sera hadn’t yet awoken. The backlash, the initial failure of my raw casting, had knocked her out cold. Thankfully, with the potion, and my mana replenished, the damage I caused had been repaired. More importantly, there was definite growth on the stump of her arm.

      The scarring was still there. But rather than being around the end of the stump, it formed a ring, with fresh, unscarred skin growing out of the center as the bones and muscles beneath had extended out. The growth wasn’t much. Just noticeable enough for someone who was looking for it. I had high hopes that once everything calmed down, I could continue.

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

        Major specified mana forced reconstruction target ‘other’ - 100exp

        Your mana is depleted, and you are dying.

        You have replenished your mana. You are no longer dying.

        Mana regeneration backlash in effect. Until fully restored to 100%, your regeneration is halved.

        Scan ‘other’ x6 - 30exp

        Heal Fracture target ‘other’ x 3 - 210exp

        Seal Wound target ‘other’ x 1 - 10exp

        Cleanse Infection target ‘other’ x 2 - 60exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 8

        Points: 5

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul - (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints - (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (10% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 1021/2562

        Mana: 87%

        Regeneration: 1% per minute*

      

      

      I sighed and slumped back on the bed. Sera was in the chair and Mahy was eyeing me as if checking my status was somehow an affront to her anger. I ignored her for now, and settled my mind on what exactly my spell had done.

      “Regrowth,” I settled, before feeling a perk vanish into the spell’s creation.

      Only to sigh at the cost of the new spell.

      “No wonder,” I grunted.

      “No wonder, what?” Mahy asked testily as she moved away from Sera to look me over once more.

      “That spell,” I nodded at Sera. “The raw casting was intense. Even the new spell costs three hundred percent of my total mana every second I cast it.”

      Mahy frowned at me. “How is that possible?”

      I shrugged. “I can still use the spell. I just… can’t use it for more than a third of a second–”

      “You shouldn’t be using it at all!” Mahy snarled. “You almost died!”

      “I know,” I grimaced. “And I’m sorry.”

      Mahy opened her mouth, then closed it again and shook her head. “I want to be mad, and I am. But… I also know that your desire to help people is the very thing that I respect about you.”

      “And that stubbornness and sassy attitude is something of yours I admire as well,” I told the teen. “Never change, Mahy. I’ll need you to keep me in line for years to come.”

      Mahy smiled and nodded, before straightening herself up. “If that is the case, I suggest you take some time to reflect on the tragedy you almost wrought upon us all. If you had died, the backlash would have destroyed the inn. You likely wouldn’t have just killed yourself and your friend, but everyone in the building and maybe outside as well.”

      I heard her words and remembered the detonation at the wall. She wasn’t wrong, and I had no idea what kind of spell that mage used. If that was the potential for damage, then things could have gone drastically wrong, and it would have been entirely my fault.

      “I understand,” I nodded at Mahy. “Thank you for telling me.”

      Mahy nodded stiffly before heading for the door. “I’ll bring up some lunch. You should rest and keep an eye on your friend.”

      “I will, thank you,” I told her as she vanished from view.

      Truthfully, I wasn’t all that banged up. I felt groggy at first. That mana potion did wonders though, and as it refilled my mana, letting me cut the spell off, I was almost recovered already. It was a little disappointing to have used the potion, though. It was valuable, and I needed to find a way to replace it. No doubt that would cost a small fortune, and likely Magi Londa and the other higher ups had a source of potions. Likely, if it were tied into the Mages Guild, it would be beyond my reach as well.

      So, for now, I finished my coffee, and swung my legs back over the bed. I didn't feel any unsteadiness as I got up, so I moved over to Sera. I bent over and examined her arm. Sure enough, I could see clearly where it had started to regrow. This would take considerable time and effort. If I worked in small bursts, perhaps even by upgrading the spell, I could push it through. She would get her arm back… so long as she still trusted me after this.

      “We’re alive?”

      I looked up and met the blurry eyed gaze of my first friend.

      “We are,” I nodded. “Mahy got here just in time to give me a mana potion.”

      Sera raised her stump to her face and used it to cover her yawn before she waved it away again. It looked like a subconscious movement, and she seemed embarrassed to have done it in front of me.

      “How does it feel?” I asked.

      Sera frowned before pulling it around to examine it. “Is… is that? What is that?”

      “It looks to me like it started to heal, right before my mana ran out,” I sighed. “I’m sorry things went wrong.”

      Sera shook her head. “Dara, I… getting over the fact we’re both still alive. Even just this, what you have done here. Is beyond even Magi Londa.”

      “I honestly don’t know how your education works,” I muttered.

      “Not like this,” Sera joked. “You don’t understand. This was painful. The bone dug into the skin and I had to be careful about touching things. What you’ve done is already an improvement.”

      “Oh well, she’s awake,” Mahy stepped into the room. “I have brought lunch.”

      Sera looked between us and smiled. “Thank you. Mahy, wasn’t it?”

      “Yes Miss,” Mahy did a small curtsey.

      “Mahy is my assistant,” I added as she set the tray down on the end of the bed. “Once she goes over my books and decides on a wage, I’ll be paying her. She’s been perfect for me.”

      “That’s wonderful,” Sera said with an earnest smile. “Have you thought about renting your own storefront?”

      “I have,” I admitted. “I’m not sure it’s worth it right now, though.”

      “I’m sure you have your reasons,” Sera accepted. “Truthfully, I think it’s rather nice to be so close to such delicious smelling food.”

      Mahy’s face lit up, and she urged us to eat. It was some kind of soup with bread. Both were made from something that resembled corn and it was seasoned with a bit of salt and pepper to bring out the sweetness in both. Seeing us returning to normal, Mahy slipped out of the room, giving me one last glare to emphasize our talk.

      “She cares for you,” Sera nodded after Mahy had left.

      “She’s wonderful,” I grinned. “Helps with my hair, talks to my customers and handles all my payments.”

      “Helping her family run an inn. She’ll be well suited for managing your expenses,” Sera nodded.

      “That was my thoughts, exactly,” I laughed. “She’s bright. I hope that in the future, I can help her grow.”

      “If anyone can, it’s you,” Sera grinned. “You’ve defied the expectations of us all. Magi Londa can’t seem to decide if she wants to try to bring you back for study, or have you thrown into a dungeon somewhere.”

      “Can she do that?” I asked.

      Sera shook her head. “Not unless you commit a crime. Magi Frigus made that clear to her when they brought you in last time.”

      “It’s nice to have friends,” I smiled.

      “It really is,” Sera looked at her stump once more. “Did you form a spell for this?”

      “I did,” I admitted. “I can only hold the spell for a third of a second before I run out of mana. I could do much more if I upgraded it.”

      “I’m surprised you had the points at all to form the spell,” Sera muttered.

      “I still have four,” I shrugged, before noticing Sera’s wide-eyed stare. “What?”

      “Four?” she hissed softly. “How many spells do you have?”

      I realized exactly what it was that I had just admitted and let out a short sigh. “When I level up, I get two points.”

      Sera froze and shook her head. “Impossible.”

      “I don’t know what to tell you,” I shrugged. “I have eight spells. Two of them upgraded to the second level. I can close wounds, heal infections, replace lost blood, fuse bones, and repair the mind.”

      “Mind magic is dangerous,” Sera interrupted. “How have you managed mind magic without harming the person you’ve cast it on?”

      “The spell I use helps those whose minds have degraded due to age,” I told her.

      “I’m still not sure how you can do that,” Sera pondered. “Usually, you have to understand it, before you can form the spell to use it. It’s why they start with Seal Wound. The cut is shallow, and you can see what it is that needs fixing.”

      I wasn’t sure what to tell her. I suspected as much that one needed to understand the problem. It’s why the spells were formed after the raw casting. You had to visualize fixing the issue while directing the mana, before you could form a spell to do the same thing.

      “In either case,” I hedged. “It works. I’ve helped two people now.”

      “Two?” Sera asked.

      I nodded. “Harol, who is the owner of the Inn. And an old woman, whose son is a painter. I haven’t seen him in a while. I had hoped to have a sign made.”

      Sera nodded slowly to herself before sighing. “I’d call you insane, had I not lived through your services myself.”

      I let out a small laugh and nodded. “I never thought my life would be like this. That’s for sure.”

      Sera laughed, and the two of us finished our meals. I thought about my points, and tilted my head in thought. It was enough that Sera caught on that I had something on my mind and prompted me to speak.

      “I’m thinking of upgrading the spell,” I told her simply. “If I do it once, then I can reduce the cost by half. I still won’t be able to hold the spell for a full second, even with my necklace. But it’ll be close.”

      Sera eyed me for a moment and shook her head. “I won’t tell you either way. This is dangerous, and we almost paid the price once. I won’t ask you to do so again.”

      I nodded to myself and pushed two points into Regrowth. Now I had two points left. With the bonus from my class item, this would only cost 56 and a quarter of a percent of my mana. Healing as many people as I did had pushed me dramatically towards higher levels. I was nearing level nine. Maybe at ten, I would get another bonus from Eve?

      “Let me try then.”

      I focused on the stump, and felt for my mana, before uttering the word. “Regrowth.”

      I felt my mana rush out, and almost as quickly as it started, I slammed it shut, ending the spell a second later. I huffed from the sudden surge, and Sera grit her teeth. She pulled back, before letting out a small laugh and held out her stump towards me.

      “It’s bigger.”

      I nodded and could clearly see the circle of new skin forming inside the ring of scar tissue. “We can do this,” I smiled. “I can give your arm back.”

      Sera nodded before throwing her arms around me. I held her close and she let out a few quiet sobs. I held my friend in place before she pulled away. With her good hand, she wiped away a few tears and pulled back.

      “Thank you, Dara,” she mumbled.

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I laughed. “First, I almost killed us. Now I’ve gotta fix the rest. Thank me when I’m done.”

      “Still,” she sniffed. “I appreciate this so much. I’m still not used to having one arm, even if I’m coping with it.”

      “Well, hopefully, if you come back often enough, we can do something about that,” I smiled.

      Sera nodded before pulling back and straightening her outfit. “I think I should get back. Magi Londa will have questions for me already. Making her wait longer will just make her mad.”

      I sighed and gave a small nod. “Did she send you here?”

      “No,” Sera shook her head. “But she will ask. She knows we’re close. I think she took me as an assistant, partially because she knows we’re friends.”

      “Bitch,” I snorted, making Sera giggle.

      “She may be. But she’s also my teacher and my employer. I can’t go against her if I wish to maintain my standing.”

      I thought about the possibility of offering to take her on. But I wasn’t sure if that would work. My own clients weren’t steady enough for me to want to find my own property to use. The idea of employing another healer just wasn’t justifiable yet. Perhaps in the future, I’d drift her the offer.

      “In that case, I’ll see you out,” I told her.

      She accepted, and after leading her outside, I decided to bathe and settle down for a quiet evening. I probably should have expected her visit, as I opened my eyes in a strange place.

      “That was cutting it a bit close,” Eve grumbled.

      “Your potion saved me.” I sat up as the bed vanished beneath me.

      How I went from laying down to standing without realizing, I didn’t know. I figured it was a trick of the goddess and dismissed the idea of questioning things further.

      “I didn’t intend it to save you,” she sighed. “Not like that, at least. I’d call it wasteful, even if it worked.”

      “Intentions or otherwise. I’m glad it worked out the way it did. Sera will get her arm back–”

      “And you’re growing in power,” Eve interrupted. “I knew it would happen. It’s why I brought you here. Just be careful. You’ve become a known figure in the city, even if half the population thinks you’re a charlatan.”

      “The ones who come to visit know better.” I dismissed her concerns.

      “Which is precisely the problem,” Eve sighed. “You appear to be far beyond your power, simply because they do not understand things as you do.”

      I thought about Magi Londa’s reaction to me and nodded along. There were likely some very mad people at me. I thought the local healers might pose a threat, but there could be more to it than that. People may act irrationally, purely out of fear. Fear and jealousy were powerful motivators, with unexpected results.

      “Should I step back?” I asked. “Perhaps lie low for a while?”

      “It’s probably too late for that,” Eve shook her head. “Whatever advice I provide will tip the scales. I can only urge you to be careful. Not everyone you meet will be a friend. Not everyone will appear as you expect them to be.”

      “Is this about Sera?” I asked.

      Eve paused and shook her head. “Sera is innocent.”

      I nodded as I felt a wash of relief flush my system. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome, Dara,” Eve smiled as she gave me a firm shove.

      I fell back and jerked as my eyes snapped open. I was staring at the ceiling of the inn and let out a disgruntled sigh.

      “Bitch.”

      KNOCK, KNOCK

      “Miss Dara?” Mahy called.

      “I’m awake!” I shouted back, as a horrible shudder of sensation washed through me.

      I jerked upright and turned my head towards the source. It wasn’t far off, and I could feel multiple sources. Something had just happened, and I shot out of bed. I didn’t wait as I threw on my dress. The straps came together, and I slipped on my shoes. Underwear and stockings would have to wait as I wrenched open the door. Mahy pulled back in shock and I paused as I took her in.

      “Something happened. I need to leave,” I told her.

      Mahy jerked in place and ran down the stairs. I didn’t know what to think of that, so I went down and made for the exit. Which was where I heard a shout. When I turned, Mahy had thrown a coat over her shoulders and had the book she used under one arm, along with a ribbon.

      “Hair!” Mahy snapped.

      I shook my head. “We don’t have time.”

      “I’ll be quick!”

      I grit my teeth and let her do as she wished. Truthfully, it only took a few moments. She didn’t brush it, she just pulled it all back into a ponytail and tied the ribbon in place to hold it there. With that done, we rushed out into the morning air.

      “Do you know where we’re going?” Mahy asked.

      I pointed off in the direction I could feel and nodded. “That way.”

      Mahy shook her head but hurried alongside me as I ran. We crossed back and forth through back streets and the sound of shouting was up ahead. I could hear the ruckus, and Mahy darted ahead. She seemed to know where we were going and led me around in a rather odd direction that opened up onto a main road. Where I could see what had happened.

      A wagon was on its side. The horse was not moving. The reason for the flip, was a carriage, like Denat’s; that seemed to have crashed into it on a narrow point of the street. That carriage had broken its axle and had caused it to steer violently into a nearby wall. The source of my discomfort, was the numerous people involved.

      The tipped over wagon had landed on a young man. He was being held by a woman who wept openly, while a team of people were removing the contents of the wagon to reduce its weight. The driver was laying off to one side, clutching his arm that had been put into a sling, which told me a healer was nearby. The carriage that struck the building had caused a collapse. There were several well-dressed people standing about looking lost. One had a bandage over their head, like they’d struck it on something. But there were people inside the building, trapped under the rubble.

      I rushed over as quickly as I could. Several people glanced at me, and I ignored them all. The man under the wagon was beyond my help for the time being. Once free, I could change that. Right now, I rushed over to the building, where I could see it was a small home. There was an elderly woman in the rubble. She was moaning and I could see she was bleeding in a few places.

      “Scan!”

      I pushed my mana into her and found the problem. Internal bleeding from a punctured lung. The puncture was from one of her ribs that was broken. There were a few of them, but that one needed fixing first. The cuts were superficial.

      “Heal Fracture!” I cast, making the old woman grunt.

      People began to stop and watch as I worked. The ones digging her out got back to work, pulling the rubble away. I didn’t have the mana to cast it again. So I did the next best thing and focused on the bleeding. I wasn’t sure it would work, but there was one way to find out.

      “Seal Wound!” I cast, before following up with Scan once more.

      I checked the lung and saw that it wasn’t bleeding anymore. The rib wasn’t free, and still obstructing her, but she wasn’t bleeding. The woman was staring at me in shock, even as more people came to help. Mahy took my hand and pulled me back, where I caught the eye of a middle-aged woman. She approached and looked me over.

      “So you’re her?” She grunted.

      “I’m guessing you’re a healer?” I frowned.

      “I am,” she nodded. “Been hearing a lot about some hedge witch doing miracles for people.”

      I shook my head. “Say what you want. I’m just helping people.”

      “Can you be so sure of that?” She stepped up. “How do we know you’re not just–”

      “Excuse me, miss, if you’d like to take one of these?” Mahy offered the woman a receipt.

      The healer squinted at the writing, and I took note of the old woman being helped up. She groaned in pain from her still broken ribs, and I hurried over to her.

      “You,” she hissed. “What did you do?”

      “I’m a healer.” I took her hand. “Your ribs are broken, and one of them punctured your lung. I healed your lung, but your ribs are still pretty beat up. I’m not charging you for this. You will be fine on your own under the care of a regular healer. But if you’d like more, I charge five silver.”

      The old woman closed her eyes and nodded. “Thank the gods. I thought you’d take my daughter as payment.”

      “No ma’am,” I smiled, before spotting Mahy at my side. “Get her a receipt. I’m not charging for this one.”

      “Just her, or this whole incident?” Mahy asked.

      I grit my teeth, thinking of the young man outside, and shook my head. “Not for any of it. If the guard wants to reimburse me, I’ll accept that. But these people don’t need my bills on top of everything else.”

      Mahy nodded and wrote out the receipt, while I waited for my mana to replenish.
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      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

        Scan target ‘other’ x 9 - 90exp

        Heal Fracture target ‘other’ x 4 - 280exp

        Seal Wound target ‘other’ x 4 - 40exp

        Regrowth (3) target ‘other’ x1 - 300exp

        Upgraded: Regrowth - Regrow lost limbs (300% per second)

        Upgraded: Regrowth - Regrow lost limbs (150% per second)

        New Spell: Regrowth - Regrow lost limbs (75% per second)

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie.

        Level: 8

        Points: 2

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul - (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints - (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (10% per second)

        Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (75% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 1731/2562

        Mana: 31%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      I nodded at my gains, I was happy with my progress. Mahy led the way to the bar, where I took a seat. She moved around and poured me a mug of ale before Cleire appeared and came to a stop.

      “At this hour?” she frowned.

      “Was bad,” Mahy chimed in.

      I sighed and nodded. “A carriage hit a wagon, causing it to flip. A couple of people were badly injured, and a healer got in my face and made a few accusations.”

      Cleire pondered for a few moments before nodding. “I suppose you’ll be looking for some better news then?”

      I looked at her and saw only open honesty, so I nodded and she reached into a fold of her dress and took out an envelope. Mahy’s eyes went wide as I took it in my hands. When I turned it over, my name was written in flowing script and I flipped it back to see a wax crest.

      “You’re new to Cropis, so you probably don’t recognize it,” Cleire smiled. “But that’s the seal of the Duke.”

      “What does the Duke want with me?” I frowned as I pried the letter open.

      Inside was a slip of paper, and I took it out as Mahy made small choking noises. I read it and felt a small pit of dread before I nodded to myself. “Looks like it was a good thing we bought those dresses. I’ve been invited to a ball.” Mahy squealed and hugged me with excitement before I could continue. Cleire took pity on me, and pulled Mahy away, where I could roll my shoulders and give the teen a smile. “And it says I can bring a guest.”
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      “Miss Dara?” Mahy called.

      I looked at myself in the mirror and let out a small sigh. The dress was… poofy… My corset was tight and my tits were… well, they were fantastic. Exactly the thing I didn’t want to deal with. The idea of showing up dressed like this, in a room full of horny older men who hadn’t been told the word ‘no’ in a while… It made me nervous just to think about it. Never in a million years did I want this, even before my change. But then, with the shift to a whole new world, in a whole new body, there was very little I would have wanted or expected. None of this was exactly a choice. More a circumstance of… fate, perhaps?

      “You can come in, Mahy,” I answered.

      The door swung open, and Mahy, dressed similarly to myself strode in. She had a simple necklace on, with her hair and makeup already done. She held up the small bag, and I grimaced to myself as she giggled.

      “Let’s get this over with.” I moved over to a nearby chair.

      After an age of hair pulling, brushing, twisting, turning and yet more pulling and brushing. I was then subjected to the horrors of having foundation applied. Awful stuff. It felt sticky, like I was dirty. All I wanted to do was wipe at it, get it off my skin. Mahy wouldn’t have a word of it, though. She just kept working, right until Cleire entered the room with a smile.

      “Look at you both,” she hopped with excitement.

      “It’s just the dress,” I grumbled.

      “It’s the woman in the dress,” Mahy corrected as she ran a darker line around my lips. “What do you think, mother?”

      “Good enough to eat,” the older woman grinned.

      I blushed slightly at her words. Only to realize I was now thankful for the foundation hiding the fact. Instead, I smiled and saw the way Cleire’s eyes crinkled at me. Should I return at a decent enough hour, I’d likely be rewarded by a willing woman in my bed. Putting those thoughts aside, I climbed to my feet as Cleire looked at us both with a beaming smile.

      “I wish I could hold this moment forever,” she smiled. “I did come up for a reason, though. Your carriage is here.”

      I gave a small nod and glanced at Mahy, who was grinning from ear to ear. “It looks like you’re ready.”

      “I’ve been ready for an hour,” she giggled, before reaching for my hand.

      Cleire laughed at us as the exuberant teen rushed us both down the stairs into the main room. Harol paused as he swept the floor, while the usuals for the evening stopped as well. An old man, with his mug halfway to his lips, was elbowed by a friend, which broke the moment. I gave a polite wave as several of them called out for me to enjoy the evening. Cleire led us to the front door as Mahy skipped along beside me. When she opened it, I saw a young man, grinning as he saw us coming.

      “Good evening, ladies,” he bowed. “I’ll be your driver this evening. Do make sure you have your invitations ready, they will be checked at the gate.”

      “Thanks,” I nodded as we stepped out into the early evening. People were still roaming about, and more than one had stopped to watch us leave. The carriage wasn’t like Denat’s. This was an open top. They weren’t common, and only used for special occasions, or by the wealthy who didn’t want to walk around town. Even the horse was prettier than the beasts that hauled Denat’s.

      “Here, Miss,” the man offered his hand as I approached the side.

      I took it without a word. He was being polite, but it was still awkward as hell. With his help, I quickly navigated the step and settled down on a rather plush bench seat. The man gave me a smile before doing the same for Mahy, who sat beside me as Cleire waved from the door.

      “We’ll be back as soon as we can,” I nodded.

      “Not too early,” Cleire laughed. “You don’t want to be considered rude.”

      “That’s probably the least of my concerns,” I grunted to myself as the young man climbed up into the driver’s seat.

      He looked back, seeing us both ready, and gave the reins a click to start us off. I shot Cleire a final aggravated look, making her laugh as the carriage set off. The driver turned and steered us down the main road, back towards the mage’s tower. I could see lights on the top floors. The illumination from within made it look like a beacon. Which was hilariously out of touch, considering the people who ran the Guild. I shook my head as Mahy took my hand.

      “You okay?” She asked.

      “I’m fine,” I promised her. “Just… I don’t really want to do this.”

      “You look beautiful though,” Mahy smiled.

      “Thank you,” I grinned and looked at her. “You do as well.”

      Mahy’s smile got even wider as she leaned back in her seat. “Who do you think will be there?”

      “Just about everyone,” I snorted. “Mages, guards, nobles and whoever else makes this city run the way it does.”

      “That sounds almost like you’re not one of them,” Mahy glanced at me.

      “That’s because I’m not,” I shrugged. “I’m privileged to have found a way to earn money that is simple, easy and profitable. Many aren’t that lucky, and many that are, take advantage of it. Those are the kinds of people that we’re going to be spending this evening with.”

      “They can’t all be that bad,” Mahy frowned slightly.

      “Probably not,” I laughed. “But a lot of them will be. And a most of those, we won’t find out about, until after they sink their claws into you.”

      Mahy looked at me and pondered for a few moments. “Suddenly, I’m not sure about all this.”

      “You’ll be fine,” I smiled. “In fact, I’ll make you a promise. When we arrive, we’ll pick a meeting spot. If we get separated, go to that spot and wait. We’ll find each other and make sure we both get home safe tonight.”

      “What if someone wants to dance with me?” Mahy asked.

      I shrugged at that. “Depends if you want to dance with them. They’ll probably have some stuffy, overly inflated ego that makes them think you will, no matter what. Feel free to tell them no.”

      Mahy giggled, then let out a sigh. “Here I was, hoping we’d just be able to dance and enjoy the evening.”

      “We still might,” I smiled as the carriage turned a corner, finally moving away from the tower.

      Ahead, I could see our destination. Other than the tower, it was the brightest building in the night sky. More of a fortress. It had its own wall and towers. Not nearly as tall as the Mage’s Guild, but tall enough to provide adequate protection in case of a siege. And the whole place was lit up with lanterns. It looked like some fairytale castle, with ribbons, decorations, servants and guards. Even those wore fancy outfits. Though some pretty flowers couldn’t quite hide the points of the spears, the gate guards held.

      “Invitation ready, ladies,” the driver called.

      I sighed and reached into my belt pouch. Despite it breaking the aesthetic, I never left it behind. Including tonight. It still had a mana potion, along with the health, stamina and cure poison potions. In with them was the folded slip, that was our invitation. I took it out and closed the pouch as the carriage slowed to a stop in a queue.

      “So many people,” Mahy gasped.

      “Yup,” I nodded, feeling a pit of dread build up in me.

      The carriage ahead was even nicer than ours. Even now, I could spot the pair. A couple, dressed in whites and golds. The male occupant didn’t bother to bend down to offer the invitation to the man who was going down the line checking them. He was forced to climb up on the side of the carriage to examine the paperwork before stepping back. I could see on his face the strain of having to keep up a polite smile. He came our way, and his eyes narrowed slightly, as if knowing we weren’t quite like everyone else. I confirmed that, as I turned in my seat and leaned down to offer him my invitation.

      “Thank you.” he gently took the paperwork and read it over. He looked up at us, then read over it again, before nodding to himself. “Welcome to the ball, Magi Dara and guest.”

      “It’s healer,” I corrected him gently. “I’m no Magi.”

      Those words must have meant something, because I heard a small scoff. When I looked up, the couple ahead of us turned back to face forward with a small laugh. I dismissed them and glanced back at the man as he held my invitation back to me. I took it and sat back in my seat as the slightly bemused man worked his way down the line. The carriage moved forward, and we slowly made our way through the gates into a large courtyard.

      It was all for show. Beautiful hedges, garden paths and fountains wherever you looked. A few people were strolling about, along with the occasional patrol to keep it civil. The carriage came about around a large fountain built in the middle of the road, and the driver jumped down.

      “Come along ladies,” he offered his hand.

      I took it with a small smile and stepped down onto the smooth cobblestones. Mahy was just behind me and got the same treatment as an attendant came to meet us.

      “Welcome ladies, I trust your drive was pleasant,” he smiled.

      I glanced at the driver and saw a flicker of concern on his face. He had done nothing wrong, though, so I nodded. “Everything is fine.”

      “Wonderful,” the man smiled brightly, before nodding at the driver.

      He gave a small bow and climbed up on the driver’s seat before giving the reins a crack. He left far quicker than he arrived and I watched for a moment as he headed out towards a different gate off to one side. Having multiple gates so close was a poor decision for a defensive formation. When I thought about it though, it was unlikely anything had gotten within the walls, and the people themselves were rather peaceful. If something did get in the walls, likely it climbed, and having an extra gate or two wouldn’t change that.

      “If you’ll follow me, Miss?”

      “Healer Dara, and her assistant,” Mahy bowed politely at the man.

      “Healer?” He frowned.

      I offered my invitation, and he read it quickly, before nodding to himself. “I shall have that record updated, Healer.”

      “Thank you,” I nodded. “And this is Mahy. She will accompany me to most places.”

      “Wonderful,” the man smiled at her.

      He gestured for us to follow, and we walked off as the next carriage pulled up to deliver its passengers. The couple in the white and gold were long gone, having made their way through the massive front doors as soon as they arrived. I, on the other hand, slowed with Mahy at my side. The attendant gave a polite cough, hurrying us along. The doors were well over two story’s tall. They were open, and we stepped into a wide hall, where a long carpet had been laid to welcome us in.

      Guards lined the walls, all dressed in polished armor decorated in colored sashes and flowers. They scanned the small crowd of people, who turned in groups to watch us walk past. Several curious smiles were shot in our direction, as well as a few upturned noses. I ignored them for the most part, and Mahy kept close to my side. At the end of the hall was an announcer, who received the invitation from the attendant. The attendant leaned in and spoke with the speaker for a few moments before the speaker gave a nod and turned our way.

      “Ladies, are you ready to go in, or are you waiting for anyone?” He asked.

      “We’re as ready as we’ll ever be,” I smiled.

      “Very well,” he bowed, before turning to the room. “Announcing, Healer Dara and Assistant Healer Mahy.”

      The room shifted, and I spotted a bunch of faces turn in our direction. Mahy trembled as she took my hand and I slowly led us forward. The room was large, open, and extremely lavish. There were almost a dozen chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, among hundreds of ornamental flower displays. Tables were laid out on one side, laden with food, while servers walked amongst tables on the other side, delivering even more. In the center of the room was a large space for dancing, though right now, it was just filled with people who hadn’t taken a seat.

      A few murmurs rang out, and the conversation resumed as the two of us looked around. I spotted a table at the end with flutes of drink and I pointed to it.

      “That one,” I nudged Mahy. “If we get separated, go to that table and I’ll meet you there.”

      “Okay,” Mahy squeezed my hand tighter.

      “Announcing Knight and Lady Falader,” the speaker called.

      I glanced back and saw another pair of peacocks as they strode in like they owned the place. Unlike the couple ahead of us, these wore green with their gold. Mahy made a noise and when I looked, she was staring at her dress. Despite how lovely we both looked, it was obvious that we weren’t part of these people’s circle.

      “Come on,” I tugged her away. “Let’s eat something expensive.”

      Mahy giggled, and we moved through the crowd. A few sparse comments came our way, none I paid attention to, until we found ourselves at a row of tables. Each had various dishes atop them. Some looked familiar, others far less so. It was Mahy who made the first pick, rushing over to a stack of what looked like pate on crackers.

      “I’ve heard of this,” she whispered as she picked one up.

      “Let’s try it then,” I grinned and took one for myself. We looked at one another before tossing it back at the same time.

      It wasn’t quite pate, but it was along the same line. Whatever spices and alcohol they used made it a unique experience, and the two of us quietly chewed before looking down at each end of the table. Then started moving, as we tried to taste as many new things as we could.

      Some of the items were delicious, like a series of small sweet cakes covered in buttered frosting. Others were far less appetizing. I could swear that there was a tray of moccu paws, battered and fried in a way that would make them taste crunchy. Neither Mahy nor I were keen on trying them as we moved on.

      “Looks like you two ladies are having fun,” a young, confident voice called out.

      Mahy turned before pressing herself to my side. I took in the sight of the young man and noted his eyes not making it higher than either of our chins. At least until I cleared my throat.

      “We’re fine,” I nodded.

      “Truly,” he smiled. “But it also looks as if you could do with some friends.”

      I glanced at Mahy, and she looked back. Neither of us had a reason to refuse, so we followed him over to a small group of people. One of which was the man from the carriage ahead of us, in the white and gold. His female companion was nowhere to be seen.

      “Tellenue, who are these delightful creatures?” a mustached man in a uniform asked with a smile.

      “Healer Dara,” I introduced myself. “And this is my assistant, Mahy.”

      “Healer, you say?” He tilted his head in thought. “You wouldn’t be the hedge witch working out of a local inn, perchance?”

      “That would be me.” I let the smile drop from my features. “If you’ll excuse me.”

      “Well done, Fnorin,” one of them smacked his shoulder as I turned away.

      Only to spot a familiar face coming through the crowd towards us.

      “Magi Frigus,” I smiled.

      “Miss Dara,” he smiled as Mackey, his wife, lightly swatted his shoulder. “Sorry, Healer Dara.”

      “Better,” Mackey smiled. “Ladies, how is the party treating you?”

      “It’s been fine,” I smiled at them both. “We’ve tried a few of the treats, and not much else.”

      Whatever he was about to say next, I missed, as I felt a painful twinge on the edge of my mind. My senses pulled at me, and I glanced up at the ceiling. Someone above was in pain. It struck me as an old wound. Something aggravated, rather than an injury in need of immediate action.

      “Miss Dara?” Mahy prodded me.

      “Hmm?” I glanced down. “Sorry, I was… distracted.”

      “I can see that.” Mackey reached up and lightly brushed my forehead. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I assured them both.

      “In that case, how about we introduce you to a few of our friends?” she offered.

      “We’d be delighted,” Mahy answered for us both.

      I caught a glimpse of the first young man who had spoken to us. He had a sour look on his face, while the one who had insulted me was being quietly berated by another. I didn’t pay them any more attention as I followed Magi Frigus and his wife across the room. They were welcomed with warm smiles by a few older couples. Each of them was dressed well, but without the obvious frippery of some of the others.

      Of the group, most looked curiously at our approach, with only one face showing a sour expression. She looked between us and huffed slightly as Magi Frigus stepped aside for Mackey to introduce us.

      “Friends, this is Healer Dara and her assistant, Mahy. Healer Dara is the one I’ve told you about,” Mackey smiled warmly.

      “I’ll believe it when I see it,” the sour one snorted.

      “Ignore Esla,” one of the ladies in a pink dress waved her off. “Mackey has told us wonderful things.” She stepped closer, with a slight limp, and offered her hand. I took it gently and shook it. “I’m Maranda, and if you’re to be believed, there’s something you could likely do about my foot.”

      I smiled and said one word. “Scan.”

      Maranda froze as she realized I had cast and I quickly scanned her body. She was an older woman, with the aches and pains that came along with it. Otherwise, she was relatively healthy. All except for a painful bout of arthritis in her foot around her toes. It restricted her movement and would make it painful to walk.

      “Soothe Joints,” I cast once more.

      Maranda let out a small noise as I removed my hand and stepped back from them all. “What…”

      “Better?” I asked.

      She bounced on her toes before letting out a small snort as she suppressed a laugh. An older man, who could only be her husband, stepped forward and took her hand. As she spun around and kissed him.

      “Maranda?” He stroked her cheek.

      “It’s gone,” she beamed, and pulled away from his grip. Before I knew what was happening, she was hugging me. I smiled as I hugged her back, before she stepped away and turned to her husband.

      “You’ll have to indulge me,” she smiled. “I want to dance.”

      “You’re serious?” he glanced at me. “What…”

      “I healed her,” I nodded. “A small thing.”

      Then I flinched as I felt that pain once more. This time it was lower, but also closer. Not on the ground floor, but whoever it was, they were on the move.

      “… the news,” one of the ladies spouted. “There’s a rumor the King is coming.”

      “Just a rumor,” Mackey shook her head. “If the royal family were visiting, they would have sent word ahead. At least to the guard.”

      Magi Frigus nodded along with his wife, confirming her words, as I felt the twinge of pain once more. If I had to guess, they were heading for the entrance. I stared as I felt the twinges coming with more urgency.

      “Dara?” Mahy prodded me.

      “Hmm?” I turned back. “Sorry, I… I think someone’s coming.”

      Mahy’s eyes widened slightly, and she moved closer. “Like… like the others? Your sense?”

      “Yes.” I looked back at the entrance as a small group gathered.

      “Your attention, please!” The speaker at the door called out. “Announcing, His Royal Highness, King Alaisdair the Fourth. Queen Babesnye. And Princess Alvar.”

      “Ha,” a small voice cheered softly behind us.

      I locked eyes with the royal family and itched to find out which of them it was. They strode into the room with warm smiles and open arms. The nobles bowed to them, showing their respect, while the princess caught my eye. The King wore something that resembled a suit. It was gray and silver, with green highlights. His wife, at his side, was a tall, willowy brunette in a metallic silver dress. It was the princess behind them both that caught most of my attention.

      She kept her head down, barely looking up. Shorter than both of her parents, it was obvious she was the source of the painful twinges I could sense. The more I thought about it, the more I was certain. There was an almost desperate longing inside her. Like she was searching for something, but couldn’t find it. She, like her mother, wore a long, metallic gray dress. But unlike her mother, her dress had a hood and a veil covering part of her face. I could also see that one of her sleeves reached all the way to her fingers and as she stepped forward after her parents, I felt that awful twinge.

      “This is a rare event,” Mackey muttered as the conversation started up once more. “Usually the Princess doesn’t leave the castle.”

      I reached up and touched my necklace for a moment, before a pit of dread opened inside me.

      “Miss Dara?” Mahy took my arm as she sensed my discomfort.

      “Yes Mahy?” I smiled down, trying to brush off her concern.

      Mahy looked at me, as if to say she knew I was hiding something. She didn’t call me on it though, and I turned away from the royal family to rejoin the conversations.

      “This really is exciting,” Mackey smiled. “Princess Alvar is a delight.”

      “Just don’t mention her condition,” Esla snorted under her breath.

      “Careful,” one of the others nudged her. “You know how they feel about that kind of talk.”

      “Oh, posh,” Esla waved off her concern. “I’m an old woman. I’ll say what I want.”

      “Well, you can say what you wish,” Maranda took her husband by the hand. “I want to dance!”

      “As my lady commands,” her husband shot me a grateful smile, before sweeping his wife away.

      “She always did love to dance,” Mackey smiled after her friend.

      The happy couple twirled together onto the dance floor, and I smiled at seeing the older woman’s delight at being able to do so. Which left me to ponder. I leaned closer to Mackey and gave her a small nudge.

      “Tell me about her?” I asked.

      “The Princess?” Mackey frowned. “The official statement was an attack. The carriage they were traveling in damaged a wheel and they were forced to stop. Some creatures of the wild took advantage, and the princess was badly injured. What exactly, they didn’t say. Though… I’m sure you can make some guesses.”

      I nodded and looked over at the royal family. The King was smiling and so was his wife. Though, it was obvious they worried for their daughter, who was standing nearby. With her was the woman in the white and gold outfit of all people, who was trying to urge the princess over to the rest of their original group.

      The one who had spoken to me took it as a challenge and strode over to the pair before offering his hand. The princess looked at him before glancing back at her parents. They exchanged words, and she nodded slowly before he took her hand. I watched and rolled my eyes as he shot a grin at his friends as he led her onto the dance floor. Why she would accept was beyond me, especially as pain twinged across my mind once more. The Princess moved with a certain stiffness, but move she did. And only I could tell the sort of pain she was in. Whatever her motivations, it was breaking my heart, and I found myself moving closer.

      “Scan,” I whispered as I looked at the young woman. “Oh, you poor thing.”

      The first thing I noticed were the scars. Her side had been torn up, literally by some beast. She was missing chunks of flesh on her arm, as well as her ring and pinky fingers. The glove and sleeve hid that well. The veil covered her face, where part of her jaw was missing, as well as her ear. Then… then there was her breast. A twisted mass of scarred tissue was all that remained, and she wore a prosthetic, likely to make herself feel more comfortable in public. None of those were the source of her pain, though.

      That was her hip. Whatever the monster was, had started there. She was missing part of her hip entirely. With it, the head of the femur had been removed, as if chipped and lost. The sheer, unimaginable pain she survived made me shiver. The fact she still walked on such an injury was astounding to me, and I came to a decision. Raising my hand, I focused on her hip as my voice rang out.

      “Regrowth.” I cast into the room as the princess turned and saw me.

      Her eyes went wide as the sound of a blade being drawn caught my attention. I felt half my mana rush out of me, and another second later my mana bottomed out. Quickly, I stuffed my hand into my belt pouch and ripped out the last mana potion and tossed it back. It would only hold me out for a second or two more and I fed as much as I could before my mana finally gave out. I gasped as I dropped to my knees and clenched my eyes shut as shouting and boots thundered towards me.
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      “YOU DARE!” a masculine voice roared.

      I cracked my eyes open enough to see an expensive pair of boots storming towards me. I could hear Mahy screaming in the background, and shouts coming from all directions. But I had succeeded. The pain had stopped. Princess Alvar would live the rest of her life without pain. I just…

      “Father, STOP!” The boots skidded to a halt at the impetuous tone.

      “Alvar?” the king questioned. “What did she do to you? Tell me, so I can have her fix it, before I remove her head!”

      “Father enough!” Alvar, as that was the obvious voice, exclaimed. “Where is Sir Nax?”

      I tilted my head up and looked around as a familiar face stepped through the crowd. “Your majesty,” he bowed.

      “Is this woman the one you spoke of in your letters?” She asked.

      I met Sir Nax’s eyes for a moment. It wasn’t just his, but everyone in the room was either looking at the princess, Nax, or me. On my knees, I felt rather small. Part of me regretted what I had done. Not the healing part, but perhaps, if I had taken the time to speak with the princess beforehand…

      “Yes, your majesty. This is Healer Dara. I witnessed her perform feats even the elders of the guild are incapable of.”

      “Preposterous,” Magi Londa snapped from somewhere nearby. “I’ve yet to see any proof!”

      There was the sound of tearing fabric from beside me, and I turned my head as a middle-aged woman gave me a defiant stare. It took me a moment to realize who she was, until I spotted the mottled, deep scarring around her arm.

      “Healer Dara reattached my arm,” she called loudly. “I’ll testify to that.”

      “It must have been a flesh wound–”

      “I watched Healer Dara tend to that woman,” Sir Nax interrupted. “Her arm was hanging on by a bare thread of skin. Healer Dara spent several minutes closing the wound. She then went back and forth between her and some other patients, slowly mending the flesh and resetting the bone until she was whole once more.”

      “I owe her my arm,” the woman smiled down at me.

      “ENOUGH!” the king roared, before turning to me. “YOU!”

      “I’m sorry,” I bowed my head. “She was in so much pain.”

      The king was taken aback for a moment and frowned in confusion. “Pain?”

      “My hip,” the princess said as she strode over to her father. I could see the queen at the princesses side. She was staring at me like I’d grown a second head. There wasn’t any malice, though. I hoped that was a good thing. “It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

      The king turned back to me with a scowl. “We have had pain reduction spells cast before. You will–”

      “FATHER!” Princess Alvar snapped. “It is not just pain relief!”

      The king faltered once more, before turning to his daughter. He looked at her for a moment before snapping his fingers. “Take her. We need to speak.”

      Several metallic boots charged closer, and I felt a rough set of hands grip my arms, before Alvar’s voice broke out once more, “Gently!”

      Still with a firm grip, but without any rough tugging or pulling, I was hauled to my feet. I swayed slightly and looked around the room. The young couple in white and gold looked positively gleeful. Their friends had mixed reactions. Sir Frigus looked resigned, while Mackey, his wife, looked worried. Poor Mahy already had tears rolling down her cheeks, and I only hoped this wouldn’t fall back on her family.

      The king turned and gestured for his family to follow. I was hauled along behind them. My legs could barely support me. I was always weak when my mana was depleted. The potion had helped tremendously while I was casting. Here, now, with its absence, I was feeling the strain. It felt like I had given too much. Like I had emptied a cup of water twice over, without filling it. The men supporting me seemed to recognize this, and they pulled closer. With my arms over their shoulders, they supported me as I tried to keep up.

      I was paraded through the room and into an adjoining chamber. There, I was brought to a chair and set down. The guards who carried me stepped away and gave me stern glares as they rested their hands on the pommels of their swords. I nodded my meager thanks to them and settled back into the chair.
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      “Well, that could have gone better,” Eve muttered.

      I opened my eyes and looked at the goddess. The guards were nowhere to be seen, and the room looked slightly more dull than I remembered.

      “If I’ve screwed this up, I’m truly sorry,” I told her.

      Eve smiled and nodded. “If you weren’t the kind of person you are, I wouldn’t have brought you here.”

      “That feels like I’ve been cheated,” I snorted. “Is fate real?”

      “Sometimes,” Eve pursed her lips. “Fate isn’t written in stone. It’s more like a river. With the tide and the time, it can ebb, flow and even reshape the very land. At one end is the source, and the other is just the end.”

      “So what would have happened if I didn’t heal her?” I asked.

      Eve smiled and gave a small shrug. “I’ve no idea. I’m not fate. Just the one responsible for balancing the scales.”

      “So there could have been others, then?” I suggested. “Someone else who could do what you hoped I could.”

      “No,” Eve smiled. “No, for that. There was only you.”

      I blinked in surprise, and when I did, the room flashed and I spotted a young woman heading towards me.

      “Excuse me, Miss. The Princess wishes for you to be taken care of while she speaks with her father. She has sent me with a meal,” the young woman smiled nervously.

      I glanced around and the guards were doing their best to ignore the woman. They had relaxed slightly, but still kept an eye on things. I turned back to the woman and took her in. She was about the same age as Mahy. A pretty thing. She was well dressed, with a thin layer of makeup. She wore a few jewels, but nothing terribly extravagant. It made me think she was likely a favorite maid, or a friend of the princess. What was it they called them back home? A lady-in-waiting? I wasn’t sure. For now, I was more interested in the tray she set down beside me.

      On it was a small bread-roll, some fruit and a bowl of soup with something that resembled chicken-noodle soup from my childhood.

      “Thank you,” I told the woman. “Please give the princess my thanks.”

      “I will do so,” the woman smiled and turned to leave.

      I watched her go, before glancing around the room. I must have actually dozed off, and I felt marginally better for it. My mana was still depleted, and I wanted to check it. I didn’t want to risk upsetting the guards, though. Instead, I kept my mouth shut, and leaned over the food. I picked up a spoon and stirred the soup. It was rich and brothy. Just like the soup I remembered from home. It made me think of comfort food, and part of me wondered if it was supposed to.

      As the guards didn’t try to stop me. Nor even speak to me, I picked up the bowl and began to eat. It was close enough to what I remembered from home that I couldn’t help but smile in satisfaction. Then, with a torn off chunk of bread to dip into the meal, I settled back into the chair for a time. Minutes later, I was picking at the fruit when the doors opened.

      I froze in place before setting the fruit down, as three figures stepped into the room. The King was first. He looked like he was deep in thought. Behind him was his wife, who had an almost desperate gleam in her eyes, while the princess brought up the rear. Her eyes quivered with a smile as she spotted the empty bowl.

      “Ah,” I quickly stood. “Sorry, I’m not really sure how to act around… around the royal family.”

      “That much is obvious,” the king droned as his expression changed to that of mild interest. “Had you known anything about us, I’m not sure you would have risked being tortured and executed for daring to—”

      “Father!” Princess Alvar snapped.

      The king sighed and shook his head. “Alvar–”

      “Father, we spoke about this,” the princess snapped. “Honey attracts more flies than vinegar.”

      The king’s shoulders drooped for a moment as his wife patted his arm. “You must forgive my husband.”

      “Of course,” I smiled weakly. “I… should have known better, I just…”

      “Just?” The queen tilted her head.

      “I could feel it,” I caged. “Any serious injury. Any hurt bad enough to draw my attention. I feel it.”

      “You could feel my hip?” Princess Alvar asked as she snaked around her parents.

      “Yes,” I replied immediately. “I don’t know how you were walking, let alone dancing.”

      The Princess gave me a tight smile and didn’t reply. It made me think of chronic pain sufferers. It wasn’t like getting an occasional headache you could wait to recover from, or take pain relief. The pain just became the norm, and they learned to deal with it one way or another. The injury would likely have cost her the ability to walk. Eventually.

      “We have had our healers check her,” the queen wrung her hands. “They say the bone has changed shape.”

      “Regrown,” I nodded, and the action caused me to lose balance slightly.

      “Sit, please?” The queen gestured for the chair.

      I let myself drop back into the chair before the guards moved. They dragged a few other chairs around. Before long, I felt like I was being scolded by the board of directors back at work. Three powerful and influential people sat before me, determined to discover my secrets. For better or worse. Only here, it was likely, the worse would lead to either being kicked outside the walls to fend for myself, or being thrown from them.

      “How does some low-level, unknown magi perform a feat of magic no other mage has yet to discover?” The king asked.

      I snorted in amusement before covering my mouth. “Sorry.” I took a breath and schooled my expression. “I learned things differently from them. My thoughts on how they teach healers went against my better instincts. So I left. I don’t call myself a Magi.”

      The king nodded before leaning forward. “That doesn’t quite answer my question, though.”

      “I’m not sure what to tell you,” I grimaced. “I formed a spell to regrow lost bone. Your daughter’s hip is missing part of her femur. I directed my spell to repair it.”

      “And that wasn’t just raw casting?” The queen asked.

      “No,” I said quickly. “My friend from the guild. Sera. Something happened, and moccu got in. She lost her arm, and I practiced by healing hers.”

      “You have done this before.” Princess Alvar’s eyes lit up.

      “Not… not quite,” I admitted. “The woman in the hall. I don’t know her name. Her arm wasn’t completely severed. I just treated it like a wound and fixed it step by step. Then Sera, I haven’t completely healed her yet. I extended the length of her bones and was hoping to continue over time.”

      “And our daughter?” The king asked.

      I nodded. “I took my last mana potion to fuel the spell as long as I could. She still has damage to her pelvis, but not at the joint. She should be able to walk without pain now. At least, until the natural passage of time takes hold.”

      “It stopped almost immediately,” Princess Alvar smiled. “You cannot know my relief.”

      “I can.” I locked eyes with her.

      The princess stared back for a moment before her eyes quirked as she smiled behind her veil. I looked at the king and queen, seeing them both staring at me with differing expressions. The queen looked like she wanted to hug me. The king appeared to be trying to work me out, like some puzzle he couldn’t grasp.

      “I admit, I’m at a bit of a loss what to do here,” the king pondered aloud. “To do what you did invites death. But the aid you have given my daughter, I should be giving you a boon.”

      I grit my teeth as I thought about what that meant, before nodding slowly. “My assistant, Mahy. She came with me this evening. Her family owns an inn where I have been staying and working to heal people. I would ask, if you wish to grant me that boon, for you to spare her and her family from any punishment you direct towards me.”

      “Very well,” the king nodded, before looking at one of the guards nearby. “Take her to a room. I need to think about this further.”

      “Thank you, father,” Princess Alvar sighed in relief.

      She smiled at me as one of the guards came closer. They gave me a small gesture, and I stood. He offered me his arm, and I took hold for balance, as he and another two came around to guard me. This time, they had me walk, but seemed in no hurry. I was led through a small maze. They obviously weren’t taking me the direct route. Instead, we ducked through servants’ quarters and back rooms before appearing in a corridor with open windows. Those windows were barred with steel, which made me think of a gilded bird cage.

      They solidified my suspicions about where I was being kept as they brought me inside a room. It was large. About as large as the inn. There was a bed, a bath, a small dining table, and another barred window. Enough to keep me, or any unruly noble comfortable, while they awaited their court date… Or execution. I nodded to myself as the guards shuffled out. And looked over at the bed. It looked extremely comfortable.

      “That’s a good start.”
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        * * *

      

      Life went on for a day and a half. I awoke, enjoyed a meal, took a bath, and dressed in a change of clothes. Nobody came to speak with me, nobody came to take me away. I was left in my solitary comforts, and I couldn’t work out whether that was a good thing or not. Currently, I was leaning back in the tub. The bubbles coated the surface of the water and I was thinking about adding more hot water when the door opened.

      I sat up, not expecting anyone. Lunch had been delivered just before I got in, so this was…

      “Princess Alvar,” I stared in shock as she strode into the room.

      “Apologies for interrupting,” the young woman inclined her head as she approached. “I wished to speak with you.”

      I thought about why she would be so casual about entering while I was bathing. When I thought about it, though, she likely had maids who helped to bathe her. Then there were the baths back at the inn. They were communal. Bathing wasn’t really something to be ashamed of here, and I was the one being weird about it.

      “I’m not going anywhere,” I joked nervously.

      Princess Alvar regarded me for a moment, before nodding. “Would you like to change that?”
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        * * *

      

      I shifted around in my borrowed clothing. It was slightly too small for me, especially around the bust. If I had to guess, it was likely borrowed from something princess Alvar’s maid wore. She felt about the right size. Princess Alvar, on the other hand, was a petite thing. Skinny, with a small chest. She was nothing but feminine though, and I had to shake my head from the thoughts of what she looked like underneath. Or at least, without all the horrible damage she had suffered.

      “I can scarcely remember a time where I could just walk somewhere,” Princess Alvar smiled. “Even leaving my room was a delicate process. I would take potions for swelling, wait for them to work. Sometimes they would upset my stomach, and I’d have to take something else. Some days it all became too much, and I’d have to go lie down once more.”

      “And now?” I asked.

      The princess laughed softly. Then did a small pirouette. “Words cannot describe my relief.”

      “You’re welcome,” I smiled. “When I felt you upstairs, I just… I wanted to come find you. But I was in the middle of the ball, and I could feel you coming closer.”

      “Is it a spell?” She asked.

      “No,” I shook my head. “More like a passive ability. I can sense those around me, and if they’re hurt, I feel it.”

      “That must be awful,” Alvar shuddered.

      I thought back to the feeling of a knife parting my face. The look of horror on Missy’s face as she understood what had been done to her. Then there was the young painter’s mother, and the carriage incident. There were a few smaller ones, too. I was glad my sensitivity didn’t force me to feel everything, though. The various aches and pains of the elderly with bad backs would no doubt drive me insane in no time at all.

      “It has its moments,” I admitted. “Those I’ve been able to help are far better off for it.”

      “I can tell,” Alvar giggled.

      We walked in silence for a time. The tapestries on the wall caught my eye. Sometimes they were beautiful landscapes. Other times, they showed events. I wasn’t aware of the significance, but particularly special births, deaths and even a few conflicts. War didn’t seem to be a main thing. At least, not amongst the people. Gathering an army and marching it through the open land to attack another city would be difficult to accomplish when the wildlife was the most dangerous thing to compete with.

      “You look lost, Healer Dara,” Princess Alvar commented.

      I shook my head. “Sorry. I was just thinking.”

      “You do that a lot,” she said in a tone that told me she was smiling. “Anything in particular?”

      “Lots of things,” I shrugged. “First it was the tapestries themselves, then the meaning behind it. And now I’m thinking about why the Princess has invited me out of my jail to take a walk with her.”

      Alvar sighed and shook her head. “I’ve been asking father to let you go home. He’s not going to punish you, he’s just… stubborn.”

      “Your father is simply worried,” the queen said as she came out from a side room. “You should be as well.”

      “Mother, if Healer Dara wished to harm me, she wouldn’t have started by healing my hip,” Princess Alvar snorted.

      Queen Babesnye shook her head, before looking me up and down. “I suppose that is a point to consider. You have kicked the hornet’s nest, my dear. But I have to admit, I am thankful for the improvements my daughter is enjoying.”

      “You’re welcome.” I gave a small bow, as I had no idea how to curtsey. “I will make sure to get permission before I do any more.”

      “More?” the queen frowned.

      I froze before swallowing. “I… um… could possibly…”

      “What else does your ability tell you?” The queen asked.

      “Nothing,” I admitted. “Nothing, unless it causes pain. I… I scanned her.”

      “Scan?” Princess Alvar asked.

      I nodded. “It’s a simple spell. I can use it to find out what is wrong with people. You come in with a stomachache. I can use scan to see if it’s something you’ve eaten, damage or something else. I cast scan on you and…” I saw the crease lines on Alvar’s head as she pulled away slightly. “Sorry.”

      Alvar shook her head. “It’s fine.”

      “It’s not,” I pushed. “I invaded your privacy. I delved into the part of you that you wanted hidden and then, I forced healing on you that you never asked for. What I think is best isn’t necessarily so. And for that, I’m sorry.”

      Alvar sighed and nodded slowly, before reaching up to the side of her veil. I watched as she tugged at a small clip, as her mother made a noise. The queen stepped around me and took Alvar by the shoulders. The two stared at one another for a moment before the queen hugged her daughter. That was the signal, and Alvar lowered her veil.

      Hidden just below the edge of the fabric, the scarring started. Her cheek was gone, and I could see into the back of her throat through gaps in her teeth. Her jaw, or what was left of it, was misshapen and had grown odd as she had aged after the attack.

      “Could you fix this?” She asked.

      “Our own healers have spent years trying to help her,” Queen Babesnye kissed her daughter’s head. “Even raw casting with a few mana potions was too much. When one of them nearly died, we thought it best to stop our attempts.”

      I knew I had two points left to spend. If I put them into a new spell, not just to regrow damage, but perhaps reverse scarring. Perhaps even nerve damage.. This could be a massive turnaround for me. The sheer number of people who would come to have limbs regrown, or bodies reconstructed after finding out what I could do for the princess. Ignoring profits, the sheer experience I gained from performing this spell would guarantee I would level up faster than I was even now.

      “If I say yes, what happens next?” I asked.
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        * * *

      

      “Status.”

      
        
        Notification:

        Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

        Upgraded - Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (75% per second)

        Soothe Joints target ‘other’ x 1 - 15exp

        Regrowth target ‘other’ x 4 - 1200

        Scan target ‘other’ x 1 - 5exp

        Name: Dara Eolande

        Gender: Futa

        Class: White Mage

        Sub-Class: Soul Mage - The soul does not lie. You can sense the general direction of those within your ability to aid.

        Level: 9

        Points: 4

        Spells:

        Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (20%)

        Scan - Detect afflictions of the mind, body or soul - (1% per second)

        Soothe Joints (2) - rebuild cartilage, solidify bone and suppress immune response around joints - (30%)

        Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (10% per second)

        Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (70%)

        Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (30% per second)

        Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (30% per second)

        Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (10% per second)

        Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (75% per second)

        Passive Skills:

        Soul Sense (2) - This passive skill will allow you to sense and guide you to any soul that may require your healing aid.

        Experience: 389/3844

        Mana: 23%

        Regeneration: 2% per minute

      

      

      

      I nodded at those stats and slumped back in the seat. The carriage was moving quickly, and the day was late. I was exhausted after starting my work to heal the princess. Without the aid of mana potions, it was going to be a slow process. Princess Alvar had wept openly as her jaw slowly regained a normal shape. Her teeth, which were misplaced and uneven, moved with it. According to her, it was a constant effort not to bite her tongue while she ate. Just the small amount I had achieved had improved things for her significantly.

      The mother and daughter had then taken it upon themselves to send me home. What the king thought of all this, I didn’t know. They didn’t seem to care, though, and I was getting a ride home in a rather ornate carriage. The trip wasn’t long, and the lingering doubts about my destination vanished as we halted and the door opened. I smiled at the sight of the inn before the door burst open and Mahy rushed out.

      “Dara!” She shouted. I caught her in a hug, and she squeezed me tightly. “We were so worried!”

      “I’m fine,” I said as I spotted Cleire in the open doorway. She wore a relieved smile, and I began leading Mahy back towards the inn as the driver closed the door behind me.

      “Have a wonderful evening, Healer,” the man bowed.

      “Thank you,” I smiled back, as Mahy hauled me inside.

      First, they fed me. Then regaled me with tales of horror and woe. Mostly they were worried about me, and… well, that wasn’t all that surprising, considering how worried about myself I was that whole time. When the small family was finally satisfied that I was home to stay, I was directed to the baths. Cleire and Mahy got to work, taking away my clothing, before returning with a fresh set. I was appreciative, though I wasn’t going to be wearing it for long. The day of healing I’d endured left me rather looking forward to my bed. Something the two ladies accepted without complaint.

      I made my way upstairs, and slipped into my room, only to pause as Missy stood up from where she had been waiting.

      “Missy?” I gaped.

      Missy smiled. “I was paid to deliver you a letter.”

      I frowned as she held out a small envelope. I took it and turned it over. It had a small wax seal. I didn’t recognize the crest, and I pried it open before slipping out the paper inside. I opened it and read the few lines.

      “Healer Dara,” I spoke aloud. “I apologize for my sleight of hand with how the evening progressed. I have been informed that things are going well, and you will return home shortly. As such, along with the necklace, an heirloom from my family, I hope you enjoy your gift. Sir Nax.” I turned the letter over before frowning. “That explains the necklace, but what gift is he referring to?”

      “Oh?” Missy smiled as she pulled at the ties on the front of her dress. When the fabric hit the floor, my jaw joined it. What she was wearing could be considered a series of straps. They covered nothing, while emphasizing everything. “He told me to wear something you’d like and… do you?”

      I admit, I may have offered a small prayer to Eve before devouring my present. Repeatedly.
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      Alrighty then. Please take a seat. Is this everyone? No? Then TOO BAD!

      "Wenrith, really?"

      Don't hate the playa! Anywho, where was I? OH YEAH! So there's this big guy named Gadriel. Real stick in the mud if you know what I'm saying.

      "Wenny--"

      He gone and got himself bit, like a dumb--

      "Do it properly, and I'll give you a burrito..."

      Gadriel was bitten by a human child which turned him into a therian. Which is a kind of werewolf for your earthlings. Then fell madly in love with the beautiful Geppa the end give me burrito!

      "Sigh."

      What? You told me to gloss over the Titan attack and the thing with the weird soul-bomb. Gimme burrito!

      

      
        
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CMJNNXCS
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        Ask and ye shall receive!

      

      

      

      
        
        Kevin is back, and so are his kitties! Experience new... well not quite thrills, but for poor Kevin, things get a tad dicey.

      

      

      

      
        
        When things heat up, and Kevin finds himself overwhelmed. It might just be time to get away and reflect on what life has become. Which is a perfect way to bring a few additions to the family!

      

      

      

      
        
        So if you like kitties, slice of life and happy endings, this sequel is just about purrrrfect!

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CJWQSSGL
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      On the run.

      

      The government closing in.

      

      Figures behind it all, pulling the strings.

      

      Before Stan and his new family can bring the fight, they have to secure a place to live. Somewhere that they can survive.

      

      And when another Master turns his attention their way, there will be only one victor.

      

      
        
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CHYXTCWG
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      Truck-kun.

      

      You know the one. Man meets machine, machine wins and a twist of fate brings man to a new world.

      

      But what if fate had other plans? And the machine, and its occupant are the ones waking up in a foreign land?

      

      What then? Will our hero take the world by storm and rule the wastes? Will he change the fates? Form a utopia and rule from atop legions of followers and loved ones?

      

      Or will he rescue a lovely elf maiden. And... make a delivery or two?

      

      I mean... If you've already got the truck, right?

      

      
        
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CD3TX1PD

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK FORMATTING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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