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Irubbed at my face. There… well, I could call it an itch, but it didn’t feel like an itch. Whatever it was, I couldn’t put it from my mind and it bothered me like a physical reaction. Even now, I could turn around in my office and feel the direction it was coming from. My best guess was to the east of Messan. What it was, though, I had no idea. It felt uncomfortable, and no doubt it was due to my ability as a soul mage. But it was so very far away. I couldn’t, for the life of me, figure out what it was. I’d humored the idea of hiring a wagon, but I’d seen a map of the kingdom, and where it seemed to be coming from, there weren’t any roads.

I could venture out alone, but that would be a death sentence. There was a reason nobody lived outside the walls. Even farms were heavily fortified areas, built alongside the cities and guarded just as heavily. No, this was something else. Something that was slowly getting closer. Whatever it was, I would find out sooner or later. I just needed to be patient. Speaking of…

“Status.”

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

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: 3

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)

Experience: 3841/3844

Mana: 100%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

I rolled my eyes and huffed. My last appointment was late, and I was so very close to reaching level ten. I had half a mind to walk out into the inn and scan a random passerby, just to get that last small boost to push me over. Unfortunately, after meeting Princess Alva, I had taken certain promises to heart about not doing that exact thing. Helping in an emergency was one thing, pushing my power on others without permission was another. No matter how much pain they were in, the ends didn’t justify the means if I had to sell my morality to do it.

A knock on the door dragged me from my thoughts. I turned as Mahy stuck her head in. The teen, while constantly reminding me of her impending birthday and subsequent adulthood, had quickly become invaluable. While working her normal hours at her family’s inn, the very one I currently worked out of. She also acted as my receptionist and bookkeeper. Taking payments, booking appointments and, in this case, providing updates.

“Miss Dara, it’s been an hour, I think it’s safe to say they’re not coming,” she smiled apologetically.

I sighed and shook my head. “Great… Just great.”

Mahy frowned at my tone. “What’s wrong?”

I straightened and smiled quickly. “Not you, Mahy. I’m just close to leveling up again. Just scanning the new appointment would have done it.”

“For level ten?” Mahy asked.

I nodded before shrugging slightly. “It’ll just have to wait until tomorrow.”

“Your first appointment isn’t until noon,” Mahy reminded me.

I groaned and shook my head. “Fine, fine. What’s on the menu tonight? If nobody’s coming, I may as well eat and take a bath.”

Mahy smiled and gave me a knowing look. “I thought I’d try that thing you mentioned once. That, cheeseburger.”

I froze before laughing softly. “Really?”

Mahy nodded. “I spent this morning rolling dough for the buns. Mother helped with the meat patty and we got some fresh vegetables in today.”

“I could kiss you,” I joked. Mahy turned bright red and went from beaming in delight to nervously shuffling from foot to foot. I felt my heart clench in anxiety and shook my head. “A joke. It was a joke.”

“Right,” Mahy squeaked, before taking a deep breath. “If you’d like to take your bath now, I can watch the door for you.”

I sighed and hoped that I hadn’t just upset the teen. I’d speak with her mother later and double check a few things. There had been a few moments where I had questioned my relationship with Mahy. When the bed was delivered, she just about cried. Even her mother had teared up for a while, while her grandfather stared at me like I’d bought them a new inn. I brushed things off, told Mahy I hope it worked out for her and went about my day. That was… well, a couple months ago now. Wow…

“Alright, I’ll take that bath,” I nodded.

Mahy bowed and finally looked up. “If you’ll fetch a change of clothes, I’ll fill the tub for you.”

Before I could thank her, she darted away, leaving me feeling slightly conflicted. She was acting strangely. Was that because of what I’d told her, or was it something else? I didn’t know. There were still nuances to this world I didn’t understand. The first of which was how open people were with sex. There was a fierce loyalty among those who were married, but I’d had more than a few single ladies and even a few men offer themselves to me as payment for healing. Something that I was slightly ashamed to admit I had taken advantage of.

Not the men, though. Most of them lost interest the moment I explained I wasn’t technically a woman. The rest were the kind of man that, even if I would have been interested, were not the kind I’d have chosen. I’d organized it so that I healed the guards for cheaper than what the healing mage guild offered and a few rumors floated about that I was doing more than just healing. I suspected that slander was instigated by someone from the guild.

Still, the memory of the freckle-faced young milkmaid’s mouth wrapped around my cock was one of my favorites. A cow had kicked her, and when she fell, a second had trod on her hand, breaking several fingers. Faced with the prospect of losing her income for weeks, she came to me. The end result was a milk delivery every week, before she used those same dexterous fingers to milk me directly into her mouth. Was it ethical? Not by the standards of the twenty-first century of Earth. Here though… Well, that was another matter entirely.

With a faint smile at the memory of the exuberant young woman’s attention, I stepped out of my office and closed the doors. The few regulars we had in at this time gave me a wave. Most of them had come to me for healing at some point. A few had become regulars after the fact. It helped that they knew if something went wrong, I’d leap into action without a moment of hesitation. Thankfully, incidents were rare. The worst of which had been the carriage crash… or perhaps Missy’s attack. I shuddered, thinking about either of those situations. There had been the occasional fight, but nothing as major as in the past. Something I was entirely thankful for as I made my way upstairs.

Life for me is rather simple these days. After the second clearing, things had quietened down. Another was carried out, but with what they had learned from the previous occasion, the injuries were rather minor. It was both a relief to me, and a source of discontent, as Magi Londa had attempted to prevent me from attending. Magi Frigus was forced to intervene, and I spent most of that day fixing the occasional broken bone. Usually those with breaks were left to heal naturally, rather than waste a Magi’s mana.

Then, around the time of that incident, I had been spending time with the elusive princess. We’d grown together while I helped heal what I could. So far it was topical. The root of her injuries still was beyond me. Her duties ranged far and wide so when we did meet, her healing sessions were intensive. Her injuries were persistent and eluded me. The depth of them was astounding, and my power was not limitless. It grew incredibly dangerous to consume mana potions one after the other. I learned the hard way. After consuming too many mana potions in a small amount of time, I’d been told that there was such a thing called potion poisoning. Consuming too many potions created toxins in the system that needed to be flushed out. I’d exacerbated the problem by trying to heal it myself, not knowing that skills made the problem worse. It wasn’t until Magi Frigus was called to help me that I’d discovered I was lacking in general knowledge on account of me being booted from the guild so early. So Magi Frigus took it upon himself to educate me on the basics that most mages took for granted. Now, to maintain my own health, the princess and her mother had petitioned the king for visitation and appointments with me no more than once in a week. The next visit would be the day after tomorrow.

She had come a long way in the time I had been seeing her. Small bursts of healing were unimpressive on their own. At least from a visual. She was still horribly scarred and wore her veil. I had continued working on her hip, restoring the bone to its full, unblemished original form. After rebuilding the muscle, I worked between her jaw and her fingers. The going here was far, far slower. The bone didn’t just need to be regrown, but entirely reshaped. Regrowth worked, but was not optimal, and I had been apprehensive about using raw casting to reshape the bone. Without any mana potions, there was a likelihood that I could fail, causing a backlash that would make the princess’s situation far worse than when I had started.

I shook those thoughts from my mind as I opened my wardrobe. The room had been better furnished for my long-term stay. Mahy’s family was more than happy for me to live here. Mahy assured me that while I still continued to pay my room fees, her family more than made up for any loss, with the increased business of my clients coming to see me. It was even true that a few had taken the time to travel. Most from Messan, as it turned out. Brenna and her sister were rather popular in the small town, and had spread the word wherever they could. Those people would come to the inn, stay a few nights, receive their healing, and be on their way. Cleire and her father Harol were extremely happy, if feeling a bit pressured from the extra business.

I plucked out a fresh dress. Something more comfortable for an evening. My gown—as lovely as it was, even without the magical enhancements—was not the most comfortable thing to wear day in and day out. It was poofy, and while it didn’t tend to catch on anything, it still made sitting slightly awkward. I’d opted for a pair of pants, but I didn’t like the way people looked at me for wearing them. In the end, I’d just gone out and bought a few more dresses.

That in itself was a whole new world for me. Born a man, living as a man, and suddenly coming here in the rocking body of a young woman I’d have given my left nut to meet. Then there was the fun of having an even more impressive sized dick, to match my rocking pair of tits… I swear, if I didn’t have so many women trying to work their way into my bed, I’d be standing lopsided from the weight of my overly muscular arm every time I caught myself in the mirror.

I shook my head once more and made my way down the stairs. Mahy was standing in front of the bathroom door and she smiled as I approached.

“It’s all ready for you,” she nodded and let me pass.

“Thanks,” I smiled, glad that she was acting more herself.

I quickly stepped out of my enchanted gown, leaving it standing on its own. Then pulled the ribbon from my hair, before slipping out of my panties and stockings. All so very feminine and strange, considering the body I grew up with. Still, I wasn’t about to complain. The decades of difference in age left me feeling like I could take on the world, and knowing I was hot was certainly an ego boost. Had I been some old hag, I likely wouldn’t have taken things so well.

Still, I didn’t want to think about that. Instead, I slipped into the heated bath and let out a sigh as I felt the water washing away the day’s grime. Not that I had much on me. I didn’t really do anything to get dirty unless I was dealing with some horrible injury. Which meant that this bath was more to relax than to get myself thoroughly clean. Something I was mindful of, since Mahy was guarding the door for me.

In the end, with a quick scrub and a few minutes to wash out my hair, I redressed and slipped on a pair of wool lined slippers I had purchased, before stepping back out. Mahy was waiting for me with a smile and stepped away as soon as I appeared.

“Would you like to eat in your room?” Mahy asked.

“I think I’ll take a seat on my favorite stool,” I decided.

Said stool was the one I usually sat on by the bar. Whenever I sat there, someone always made sure I had an ale with me. At least until I said otherwise. With that said, Mahy plucked my worn clothing from my arms and whisked them away, leaving me with little option but to do as I said.

Sure enough, as I took my seat, Cleire came out of the kitchen and spotted me. She smiled widely and filled a mug of ale.

“Thanks,” I nodded as she slid it down the bar.

“Your cheese burger will be ready soon. I’m just toasting the buns like you told us,” she smiled.

I chuckled and gave a small nod as I sipped my ale. It hit just right and I let myself relax as the other inn customers mingled and roamed about. A few played cards on a nearby table. A small family came in and sat down, before Harol came out and asked what they wanted to eat. It was like some fantasy world which… well, that wasn’t quite wrong now, was it?

“MAHY!” Cleire snapped.

“I’m okay!” Mahy called back.

I jolted upright and was half out of my stool as the teen in question burst out of the kitchen. She was holding her hand and I could see the blood from here. I rushed over and took her wrist even as she offered it to me. Just a small cut, right along the inside of her thumb.

“Seal Wound!” I growled at it.

I felt the surge of mana rush through me, and Mahy smiled widely as the wound closed shut. Only for the world to dim around me. Mahy was frozen in place, and the room had gone deathly silent. I let her go, checking the cut once more to ensure that it had closed. I didn’t need scan to know it was fine. But that didn’t give me any information about what was happening right now. No… That explanation was left to the woman sitting on the stool at the end of the bar, drinking my ale.

“Congratulations!” Eve raised my mug.

I sighed, looking at Mahy once more, before looking back at the strange goddess that brought me here.

“Couldn’t have waited until later?” I asked. “It’s always strange when you do this while I’m in a room full of people.”

Eve shrugged at me and took another sip of ale. “I’m in a bit of a rush, so I didn’t think it was prudent to wait. Not to mention, here, you have ale.”

I smirked and shook my head. “It is pretty good, isn’t it?”

“For something made in this realm, it’s fantastic. So many brewers add too many spices, or they water it down. Here, it’s a nice balance of hops, enough to tickle the palate, without it being overly dry, or sweet,” she continued. “Still, you are right and I am on a timeline. Since you’ve hit your tenth level, this is a bit of a milestone.”

“I thought as much,” I nodded. “You came to me at level five, after all.”

“I did,” Eve smiled. “That was a little different. Right now, though, I thought that I’d spell this out nicely, so there wasn’t any confusion.”

“I appreciate it.” I frowned slightly, confused regardless.

“Fifty percent reduction across the board,” Eve stated plainly.

“What?” I blinked in shock. “Mana cost?”

“Mana cost,” Eve nodded. “While you’ve been good overall, you haven’t created as many waves as I prepared. It let me get a little generous with your milestone.”

“That…” I shook my head. “Wow…”

“Wow,” Eve laughed at my shock. “That goes for your current spells and your future ones. You should also see a reduction in the cost of raw casting, though you’ve been rather good at protecting yourself for that.”

That meant, at my current level, Heal Fracture, would only cost me thirty-five percent of my total mana cost for each casting. If I put a point into it, that would drop to… seventeen and a half…

“Yes,” Eve chuckled. “You and the princess will have a much easier time of things from now on. Sera too.”

“Thank you.” I gave a small bow. “I don’t really know what else to say.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Eve smiled and set down my mostly empty mug. “You’re going to need it.” She looked at Mahy and shook her head. “Also, she cut herself intentionally so you could heal her.”

“She WHAT?!” I snapped as Mahy flinched.

“It was only a little cut!” Mahy complained.

I jerked around as the world snapped back to reality. Mahy was staring at her feet, even as she tried hiding the blood on her hands. I let out a frustrated growl.

“Never again!” I snapped. “I was happy to wait! You don’t do that ever again!”

“Yes Miss,” Mahy’s eyes watered.

I sighed and pulled her into a hug. “Please don’t do that again. I can’t have someone I care about, hurting themself like this. It’s not right.”

Mahy clung to me for a moment before pulling away. “Okay… Okay, I’m sorry.”

“Apology accepted,” I sighed.

“Did it work, though?” Mahy urged.

I grunted and rubbed my eyebrow. “Yes Mahy… It worked.”

Mahy smiled softly before hugging me once more. Which was when Cleire came out, holding a familiar-looking item on a tray. “All fixed?”

“All fixed,” Mahy smiled as she turned to her mother.

“Wonderful,” Cleire smiled at the two of us. “Now go wash your hands while I get Dara a refill.”

Mahy darted off, leaving me with the older women who shook her head. “I swear, one moment she was fine, the next she was clutching her hand. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she had done it intentionally.”

With a sigh, I took my seat. “I think she did. I told her earlier that I was really close to level ten and my last appointment didn’t show up.”

Cleire glared for a moment before pursing her lips and shaking her head. “That girl.”

“I told her not to do it again,” I assured the older woman.

Cleire nodded. “I appreciate that. I’ll speak to her. Right now, how’s your cheeseburger?”

I looked at the creation before me. It wasn’t quite what I had expected. The burger wasn’t made from the ingredients of earth. Only what passed for them here. There was something leafy that resembled lettuce, and slices of a tart fruit that was the closest thing to a tomato that I could find. The main part, though, and to my utmost relief, was the slice of slowly melting cheese atop a beef patty.

“It looks fantastic,” I grinned, before picking the whole thing up.

“No cutlery?” Cleire asked.

I shook my head. “No, these you eat with your hands.”

Cleire watched in amusement as I crushed the bun in my hands and took a bite. Flavor exploded over my tongue. The burger was fresh, crisp and just different enough to make me think of some artisan burger. It was like I’d gone to one of those gourmet places with the extravagant ingredients. It wasn’t a classic cheeseburger, but it was still so fucking good.

“I’ll have what she’s having!” A voice from the back called out.

I gave a nod over my shoulder, and Cleire let out a bark of laughter before vanishing into the kitchen. To my immense amusement, the burgers sold out almost immediately. The limit turned out to be the buns. Once they were out, Cleire gave the options of a sandwich, but warned it wasn’t quite the same thing. Still, the interest was there, and those lucky enough to try one were raving about the new kind of meal.

Full belly, and several ales later, I made my way upstairs with a smile and a wave. I had a cheerful buzz, just enough to help me relax as I stepped into my room. I kicked off my slippers and closed the door behind me, before reaching up for the ties at the back of this dress. Tugging them free, I let it slip down my shoulders before it caught on my breasts. I snorted with amusement and tugged it further down, before kicking it aside. I let out a yawn and flopped onto the bed before slipping out of my fresh panties. Now nude, I crawled under the blankets and closed my eyes.

Only to open them as I felt the bed shift once more. My lamp was extinguished and my room was dark. Things were quiet downstairs, which told me how late it was. But my main concern was who it was that was on my bed. I looked down and saw the lump in the blanket. Whoever it was had gone underneath. Even now, I felt the soft kisses they ran up the inside of my leg and I squirmed slightly knowing what kind of night this would be.

I lifted the blanket and froze. “Mahy?!”

I yanked the blanket off as the figure sat up. “No,” Cleire announced softly. “But… Is that something you would want?”

I stared at the woman in the darkness and slumped back on the bed. “Fuck, Cleire. I… what kind of question is that?”

“An honest one?” Cleire replied. “She’s almost at her majority. You should be aware.”

“I’m not going to make her sleep with me,” I grunted.

Cleire chuckled. “I’m not sure you’d have to make her.”

I groaned and shook my head before freezing as Cleire’s warm hand gripped my cock.

“Level ten, you say?” Cleire asked softly.

I sighed and grunted. “Yeah. No thanks to your daughter.”

“I spoke to her,” Cleire chuckled. “She’s rather upset with herself. She thought she was doing it for you, but when she saw how upset you were… well, she was thinking some rather terrible things about herself.”

“Oh shit,” I grunted and tried to sit up.

Cleire shifted into my lap and stopped me. “Enough of that. If you want to talk to her, do it in the morning. She’s probably sleeping right now.”

I snorted and relaxed into the bed once more. “So… what’s this then? The ‘thanks for doing something any other decent person would do, sexual favor’?”

“No.” Cleire raised her hips and placed my cock at her entrance.

I grunted as she slid down atop me. Her pussy was like a silken glove, wrapped around my cock, and Cleire made an appreciative noise as her pussy met my crotch.

“No, honestly, this one’s for me,” Cleire giggled softly.

“Really?” I asked, before gasping softly as Cleire rocked her hips, stirring my cock inside herself.

“Really.” Cleire grinned as she leaned down to kiss me.

Her tongue invaded my mouth, and I returned the favor with vigor. She tasted of honey and wine, which paired beautifully with the faint sounds that escaped as she rode me. Which was nice and all, except I was in a bit of a mood. Thrusting my hips forward, Cleire gasped and relaxed, letting me tip the two of us over. Her legs opened wide as I settled between them. Her body clung to me like a second skin. I paid it no mind as I thrust firmly into her. Cleire’s body writhed as she accepted what I had to give her.

Cleire’s fingers found my breasts, and I enjoyed the still-unfamiliar sensation of having them played with. They twinged nicely, giving me spikes of pleasure as she squeezed and massaged them. Moreso as she tweaked my nipples, which made my pussy clench in anticipation. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be comfortable taking something in there more than a finger, but biology didn’t care for mentality.

“Dara,” Cleire gasped.

“Go ahead.” I kissed the side of Cleire’s neck. “Cum for me.”

Her back arched, and I could feel her nipples pressing back into my own breasts. Her pussy clamped down, and I grinned as she came apart beneath me. I held her down, taking slow, but deep strokes into her spasming pussy, enjoying the sensation of her orgasm, while slowly approaching my own. Until finally, with a gasp and a smile, Cleire fell still.

“How’s that?” I asked as I slowed to a stop deep inside her.

“That one was for me,” Cleire smiled and stroked my hair behind my ear with one hand. The other reached down between us. I drew back, letting her slip my cock out of herself. “But this one is all for you,” she whispered as she placed my cock at the opening to her ass. “Make me scream.”
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There it was again… Or was it always there? It was hard to tell these days. When I was full of mana, well rested and calm, like I was most mornings, it was obvious. After a few hours of healing, though, the sensation reduced to a strange itch; barely anything, unless I concentrated on it. Then there was sex. For whatever reason, whenever I had sex, all sense of it vanished entirely. I’d noticed slowly over time and made sure to keep an eye on things. I knew when bad patients were coming, since I could feel them. Even sense when the injuries happened, giving me time to wait, or even attend if necessary. Just like during the carriage accident.

After the touch of a good woman, though, it was like drawing the curtains over that sense. Sure, I could push through and utilize it. However, unless something was extremely severe, it felt more like an automatic process. It made me feel strange, since the discomfort at times could wake me. The idea of having to bed a woman every night to make sure I slept through the night undisturbed was an odd one. Not all that uncommon either. Sex work in this world was rather commonplace. Prostitutes were respected as businesswomen. They weren’t taken advantage of, nor mistreated, or they faced the prospect of being thrown outside the walls to fend for themselves. Something that was more often than not a lethal outcome.

The walls were as tall as they were for a reason. The monsters of the wilds were as plentiful as they were violent. How the natural order of things had advanced this far, I didn’t know. I’m sure there was history somewhere. I couldn’t imagine how humans could have gone from a hunter-gatherer society to living in medieval style megacities with moccu running around. Those awful cat monsters were the common threat in these parts. Which was strange, since garbrid were getting more common. If you thought of moccu, as a tiger with the build and proportions of a wild hog. Garbrid were long-armed bears that could climb and leap like an ape.

I hadn’t been here long enough to really learn about the wilds and the distribution of the animals that lived here. Birds still chirped and flew about. Bugs still buzzed and hummed. Outside the walls, though, was a dystopian nightmare, filled with ruins, death and monsters. And that was without my senses nudging me along warning me there was something far, far worse out there.

KNOCK, KNOCK

I snapped out of my thoughts and looked up as the door opened before me. Mahy smiled, seeing that I was waiting and led in a young man, who gave me a nervous smile. Clutched in his hands was a rather large bag that clinked as he shuffled with nervousness.

“Yomas,” I smiled. “How’s your mother?”

“I’m fine, dear,” the familiar old woman ushered her son into my healing room.

“I’m sorry that I haven’t been in touch,” the young man started.

I sighed. “No, I should be the one who was sorry. I forced my way into your home, started acting as if I knew better–”

“Don’t you say another word,” the man’s mother glared at me. “You have no idea the state I was in.”

“I do, actually,” I interrupted gently. “And while I do not regret helping you. That help was forced, not freely accepted. Where I come from, what I did would be considered a crime.”

The old woman looked at me for a moment before nodding. “Then let me be perfectly clear when I tell you that I hold no animosity towards you for your actions.”

“Me neither,” Yomas nodded. “You saved her… You saved us.”

“He told me all about how hard it was to care for me,” his mother continued. “He set everything aside to keep me safe. I can’t remember half the things he described, but from the pieces I do recall… It was unpleasant.”

I knew very well exactly what she was talking about. Ignoring the stereotypes of the old people shitting themselves and muttering in the corners—the biggest problem for them was the utter confusion. Some days, they would recognize faces, names, places or experiences. Other times, they were utterly inconsolable after confusing someone for an old, long dead relative. Those were the worst. On one hand, you had a hysterical adult, fighting tooth and nail to be with their loved ones. On the other, in the mind of the lost. That loved one could just as easily be a passerby on the street, now terrified of being attacked by a distressed and overwhelmed total stranger. Growing irate as their minds tried to explain the situation they found themselves in. The fact that these people were not themselves and could not be reasoned with, only made the situation worse. Alzheimer’s was a cruel disease. One that I could not be more grateful that I could reverse.

“Then I thank you both for your forgiveness,” I smiled. “How have things been lately? I have had to repeat the healing on another patient for maximum benefits. So I want to be sure that you are perfect.”

“I feel fine,” the old woman smiled. “But I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to check me over.”

“Mother, we can’t afford–”

“Consider this a free service, in thanks for your acceptance of my wrongdoing,” I interrupted. “Scan.”

I felt my power wash over the old woman. She had a few age-related issues. Some arthritis, an old broken toe. Honestly, that was far more common than people realized. More often than not, you’d stub your toe, create a hairline fracture and walk with a limp for a few days without ever realizing you’d had a fracture. It was only if the break was bad enough your toe turned black that people would realize there was a serious issue.

“Well,” I smiled. “Your brain seems healthy enough. The other problems you’ve been dealing with are simple to fix. I wouldn’t worry about your toe unless it causes problems. But you’ve a little arthritis in your shoulders.”

“Arthritis?” the old woman frowned in confusion.

I gave her a quick explanation of what it was, and all she could do was stare in shock as I cast the spell to erase it. She visibly sagged while her son stood by watching. He smiled gently and hugged her while she wiped away a tear.

“You don’t quite know how much something hurts until it doesn’t,” she commented.

“Well, hopefully that brings a measure of comfort,” I smiled at them both. “Now, I’m assuming you booked this appointment for a reason?”

“Yes, well,” Yomas smiled. “Not for healing. I just… never got around to doing anything about the sign you ordered.”

“He’s been beating himself up about it,” the older woman patted his shoulder. “I told him that anyone willing to do the work you did, without asking for a life contract, wouldn’t be the spiteful kind.”

“I’m not,” I smiled. “I was disappointed that you hadn’t come to find me. But that was related to my belief that I had wronged you.”

The old woman laughed and waved off my comment. “Be that as it may. You’ve met my son Yomas. My name is Beatice,” she stepped closer. “Are you married?”

Yomas gasped and stared at his mother in shock.

“I’m not equipped for male comfort,” I laughed softly. “Though I wish your son well. No offence,” I smiled at him.

“None taken,” he smiled nervously.

“It was worth a shot,” Beatice smiled. “Now, the introductions have been made. We are on good terms. How about you talk about this new sign?”

“One moment,” I smiled, before getting up.

The two watched as I crossed the room and opened the door, before spotting old Harol by the counter. He spotted me and came over when I called him. After an explanation, he left to fetch Cleire, and with her at my side, we finally sat down together and discussed our options.
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That itch was getting worse. After spending the night alone, I awoke early. The only thing I could assume was whatever was making me feel that way. It was getting closer. That was a worry, but I didn’t know how to bring it up to anyone. Even now, heading to the palace to see the princess, I didn’t know what I would tell her. If I told her. There was no way for me to describe that I had a bad feeling about something slowly approaching. How would I even verbalize it in a way that didn’t make me sound crazy?

I shook my head as the carriage began to slow. This was the usual routine. The carriage would arrive in the morning. I’d get in, and they’d bring me straight here. More often than not, the princess, and sometimes her mother, would be waiting. On a few occasions, I had been made to wait, but she was always apologetic when she did arrive. I didn’t hold it against her. She was a delightful young woman. Bright, cheery and always quick to laugh these days. Taking an entire day to see to her needs was not a terrible ordeal, despite my nervousness that I was dealing with royalty.

The carriage came to a stop, and I waited patiently for the driver to open my door. It was one I recognized from weeks ago. His name escaped me, but it wasn’t like with Denat. This was just a job, and with me delivered, he would only stay as long as absolutely necessary. So with a quiet thanks, I stepped out and made my way through the side entrance. There, I was met by a man in livery. He bowed at my approach, something that still made me uncomfortable.

“Healer Dara,” he straightened and looked me over. “Please, follow me. The princess is yet to arrive.”

“Thank you,” I nodded politely and followed along behind him.

When I first walked these areas, I was awed. But I’d traveled the same route enough times that everything was now commonplace. We moved through the side entrance, traveled three hallways down on the left, and stopped at the second door on the right. Inside was the familiar sitting room. Some comfortable chairs, a daybed and a small table with some fruits and cheeses laid out. And like always, the moment I stepped inside, the door closed behind me, before the lock clicked into place. Just to remind me that I was here on orders, and not necessarily by invitation.

Not that I’d complain. Once things had settled down, I found out that the last time someone cast a spell in the presence of the royal family, it hadn’t ended well. The harmless prank gone wrong ended with the man dragged from town on a speeding horse in the middle of the next Clearing; a culling of the local monster wildlife near and around the city. The horse, in a panic to survive, didn’t stop for anything and no official word was ever recovered about what eventually killed the man. To put it simply, I was extremely thankful that I had gotten off as lightly as I did. Even if I did half expect to spend the rest of my days locked up somewhere once this was all over.

With nothing better to do, I picked through the fruit for a couple of my favorites. Everything was vaguely familiar. Some grew on stems, like berries and grapes. Others were more like apples. Only the specific shapes, colors and flavors varied, which made every one of these an adventure.

With some food in my belly, I did a lap of the room. By the window was a bookshelf, with a few interesting looking novels. I still hadn’t worked out if people here spoke and wrote in English, or if there was some magic tomfoolery about. However, as I read the spine and spotted something about the history of white mages, I plucked the book off the shelf and found my seat.

I perused the first few pages and gradually fell into what kind of world this book painted. Mages, at first, used raw casting for every spell. They had no idea how to refine their energies, and it was only through trial and error that they were able to advance at all. A millennia of various attempts were made to try and secure some kind of foundation, before a white mage, of all people, figured out how to do it first.

“Dara?”

I yelped and dropped the book as I took notice of my surroundings once more. The princess was there, in her veil, standing beside her lady-in-waiting.

“Sorry,” I smiled and bent to pick it up. When I straightened, Princess Alvar had crossed the room and took the book from my hands.

“Have you read this before?” she asked.

“No, Princess.”

She sighed. “Dara, please. When alone, call me Alvar.”

I glanced at her lady-in-waiting. She was quiet, but friendly and I hadn’t been told her name. Part of me wondered if that was intentional, or just a slip of propriety. I had the distinct impression that the two women were far closer than one would expect. But it was never good to assume anything.

“She’s fine,” Alvar patted my hand. “And please, when we’re done here. Take that book with you. You can return it when you’re done.”

“Thank you,” I smiled, accepting the gift for what it was. “Now, tell me about your week? Any troubles?”

“It’s always strange that you ask when you have that funny spell of yours,” Alvar smiled.

I shrugged. “It tells me everything, from the smallest blemish to the largest wound. But only you can tell me what is bothering you the most.”

“Should it not be the largest wound that is fixed first?” Alvar asked.

I thought about the question before nodding. “Perhaps. I could have taken your jaw to be the larger wound, rather than deal with the pain of your hip. Your hip wasn’t causing much of a problem as long as you didn’t walk on it.”

Alvar’s eyes crinkled above the veil before she nodded slowly. “My hip has been wonderful. I have several salves that… hopefully will reduce the scarring. But I was hoping we could push further into healing my face.”

As always, I kept my expression neutral as she removed her veil. Truthfully, the wound was hideous. Healing had been extremely slow. The spell I was using was designed to replace bone and tissue that had been lost entirely. While it worked to reshape the bone, it was slow, even slower than what it was originally, since it struggled with the existing bone to begin with. I had started with the base of her jaw, where it connected to her skull. While her cheek was more pronounced, she still had a long way to go.

“Well,” I smiled. “I may… have an idea about that.”

“You hit level ten?” Alvar asked.

I nodded. “I hit level ten.”

“You were talking about a new spell last week,” she continued with some excitement. “Is that something you want to try?”

I took a deep breath and nodded slowly. “I will need to start with raw casting.”

Alvar glanced back at her friend, and the two shared a silent conversation. I wasn’t sure if there were actual words spoken somehow. But they always seemed to understand one another.

“Very well,” Alvar smiled as she turned to face me once more. “Shall I sit?”

“Please,” I gestured to the chair across from me.

Her friend came and stood beside her. A silent vigil as I reached across towards Alvar. She closed her eyes. It was our usual routine. She didn’t like to watch what happened. The sensation of the bones in her face moving was disturbing enough. Her friend was far more stoic and watched me like a hawk. Today would be no different.

I wanted to start small. Something insignificant, so that I didn’t waste all my mana at once.

“Scan,” I cast, to try and get a good feel for the bone structure.

The whole jaw was highlighted to me, since it was all damage. Concentrating this hard, I was able to find a small spot on the inside of her mouth. There was a sharp piece of bone. Where it had splintered under the moccu’s bite. What had happened to Alvar as a girl was probably one of the worst things I could ever imagine. Surviving at all was a miracle. But to grow into this bright, happy woman was simply astounding. I focused my attention on that small barb and began to cast.

I pushed my mana into the bone. Rather than try to regrow it into something else. This time I tried to manipulate it. I visualized the bone as soft clay and attempted to smooth it down. To blunt its edges, and to make it uniform with the surrounding bone. All at once, my mana rushed out as I had expected. The burst was enough to make me gasp from the sensation. But that bone moved. It smoothed, and it flattened, right as I cut off my mana once more.

Slumping back into my chair, I took a deep breath, as I used a perk point to set that new spell into place.

“Status,” I whispered to myself.
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“Shit, that was close.” I leaned back into the chair.

“You almost ran out of mana.” Alvar’s friend glared at me.

I nodded. “I only held the spell for a moment. But it worked.”

“How many times are you going to risk the princesses safety!” she snapped.

“Morgalis,” Alvar frowned. “That was unnecessary.”

“No, she has a point,” I sighed. “I’m down to three percent of my total mana. If I’d held it off any longer, I’d have died and who knows what would have happened to you.”

“Thank you,” Morgalis nodded towards me, even as she continued to glare.

“So, from memory,” Alvar nodded. “We’ve a half hour before we can do any more healing?”

“About that,” I nodded.

I still had four points remaining. I could put two of them into the spell and drop the cost to twenty-five percent. That would be enough for a measly four seconds of healing every half hour. Which sounded horrible, but was a huge improvement to what I had been doing so far. Rather than taking hours, or even days of healing, if it were possible in a single spell. It would now likely take minutes. Which was still a long way off. But with our schedule, it would likely be only weeks until Alvar was whole once more… At least… for the scarring.

The spell I just created would reshape the bone that already existed. That would let me heal what was already there. But also help others with deformities if they wanted it. Any additional flesh that would be required was taken care of with my original regrowth spell. The only issue; the end result was scarring still occurred. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why and it frustrated me that I was still lacking. It’s part of the reason I was convinced I was only reaching the topical aspects of what was happening with the princess. By reaching level ten, I was much more optimistic that I was on the right track, especially with the gift the goddess gave me.

Seal wound did a good job of minimizing that. But it also only worked on minor injuries. These major wounds would never heal correctly. At least, unless I took it upon myself to heal those too…

“You look lost in thought,” Morgalis pointed out.

“Let her think,” Alvar chided her friend softly.

“You’re surprisingly perceptive.” I smiled at Morgalis. “Yes, I was thinking about how I might be able to do something about the scars.”

Alvar’s eyes widened. “Truly?”

I shrugged. “Probably. It might not even cost all that much.”

“Scarring has been one of the things no white mage has done since the founder invented healing,” Alvar whispered, before looking down at her gloved hand with two missing fingers. “The same as the regrowing of limbs.”

I glanced at the book and realized that I had been given a rather hefty resource. What else had this man accomplished?

“He was the founder of modern magic,” Morgalis said, noticing my attention on the book. “His healing was unparalleled, and his teachings set the foundation for all Magi who have come since.”

“Except for me,” I nodded.

The two women stared at me, and I felt a little subconscious about it, before Alvar nudged her friend.

“Do you think it’s possible to heal scars?” Alvar asked.

I nodded. “I think a great many things are possible. It’s finding a way to make it happen that is complicated.”

I spent several hours with the ladies. Princess Alvar spoke about the kingdom. She mentioned a few troubles unrelated to my life, and I found myself being asked my opinion on a few things. I answered as best I could. One example, a trader from the far west had sourced silver at a drastically reduced price and was cornering the market. I suggested that while he may be honest, he might also be pushing out the competition. Perhaps he found a mine and spent a few years amassing a massive pile of it to sell quickly and cheaply in an attempt to bankrupt and buy out other mines.

That had Alvar frowning softly. Morgalis left the room for a few minutes. When she returned, it was as if nothing had changed. We chatted politely. I did some healing until finally a knock at the door signaled that Alvar was being called away. She tucked a silver coin into the palm of my hand and wished me well before leaving me alone once more.

Soon after, I was escorted out of the palace once more and into the carriage to take me back to the inn. Yomas was outside, with a large board that he was painting with a stern expression. I left him be, rather than distract him, and made my way inside.

“Dara,” Harol smiled as he spotted me. “You’ve a guest upstairs.”

I frowned and hurried to my room before bursting in. Someone threw a handful of flower petals into the air as a pair of voices shouted.

“SURPRISE!”

I jerked to a stop and shook my head. Mahy was standing in front of me. She wore a pretty dress. Not the one she usually wore when working at the inn. But not one of the fancy ones we picked up from Sundy’s shop over in Messan. Beside the door, holding a small basket filled with flower petals, was Cleire, her mother.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Miss Dara,” Mahy smiled and clasped her hands together.

Oh gods, no…

“In just a week’s time, I shall reach my majority,” Mahy continued.

Noooo nononono…

“For this special time,” Mahy carried on. “I have decided that it is you that I wish to walk me over the line into adulthood.”

Wait… What?

I blinked in shock and looked from Mahy’s hopeful expression to her mother’s wide smile and back.

“You what?” I asked, feeling confused.

“I’m reaching my majority next week,” Mahy repeated. “I hoped you would be my mentor.”

“Oh!” I laughed as I felt a wave of relief wash over me. “Oh, of course. Yes, sorry. We don’t quite have this tradition where I came from.”

“Oh,” Mahy smiled and nodded. “That makes sense. I thought for a moment you were going to refuse.”

“It almost looked like you were going to propose to me or something,” I chuckled.

The three of us laughed softly before Mahy stepped up for a hug. I held her close as her mother joined in. I still had her mother’s words floating around in the back of my head. That wasn’t something I wanted to deal with. The risks were too great. If we had a falling out, I’d lose my business partner and a great friendship. This though… This I could do.

We broke apart as there was a knock on the door. I turned and opened it. The grin on my face faltered as I stared at Missy. The nervous prostitute glanced around, noticing Mahy and Cleire, before she took a half step back.

“Am I interrupting?” Missy asked.

“We were just finishing up.” Cleire took Mahy’s hand.

“Oh, well,” Missy smiled widely as. “In that case, I received a rather urgent request from the palace.”

“Really?” I asked as I heard the thumping of someone coming up the stairs.

“Your stool, Miss,” the old man smiled as he appeared.

“Thank you Harol,” Missy smiled, not taking her eyes off me for a moment.
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Life was certainly getting interesting. I’d had a few quiet days. Healing a few cuts and an old woman’s arthritis stricken knuckles. I thought the sign might make for better advertisement, but that seemed only for those who were visiting. It turned out that the inn was rather well known. The locals all knew where we were, and only those traveling into town found the new signage to be of significant help. Especially when I found out that a few of them had been intercepted on the way, and given directions to another healer in the city.

How that went, I had no idea. I figured from the start that I would be putting a few of them out of business. It was unavoidable. Especially when the cost of my healing was less than that of even mundane medical practices. It was a shame, too. I didn’t want to put them out, but they weren’t making it easy for me to talk to them. I had found out where one of them was and had planned a visit later in the day. But I was awaiting my latest client and someone had just knocked on the door.

“Miss Dara, your first appointment is here,” Mahy led a young woman into my office.

Mahy left with a smile, and the young woman smiled at me, before letting out a long sigh.

“Hello, Healer Dara,” the woman mumbled softly. “It appears I have a sore throat, and no money to pay for your services.”

“You poor thing,” I nodded along with an earnest expression. “What do you suggest?”

“I hear that you have a wonderful tool, that when swallowed, will ease my pain,” she stepped closer, before licking her lips.

Goddess, I love milk delivery day.
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“Mahy, are you busy?” I asked, as I gathered my things.

“No, Miss Dara,” Mahy skipped to my side. “Are you going out?”

“I am. I was hoping you could act as my guide.” Checking my coins over, I smiled at the change in pace. All things considered, I had a few gold, my silver slot was full and so was the copper. I still hadn’t been paid any platinum yet, but it was only a matter of time at this rate.

“Of course, Miss Dara,” Mahy smiled and hurried off to inform her mother.

I felt a little bad pulling her away from the inn. It happened regularly enough these days. Not just for pulling her away during the day to bring in customers, but I tended to bring her on errands or jobs I had to leave for. Thankfully, we hadn’t been needed outside the city in a while. I didn’t mind the work, but the trip itself always made me nervous. I must have still been pulling a face as Mahy hurried back to me. She stopped in front of me and caught my eye.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

I sighed and gave a small shrug. “I’m just thinking about all the time I spent taking you away from the inn. Part of me feels bad.”

Mahy smiled and shook her head. “I’d be leaving soon anyway, remember? Besides, mother is already hiring some help. We’ve a new girl starting tomorrow.”

“Really?” I asked.

Mahy nodded. “She needs the help. All the additional business you bring in has made the kitchen crazy. With grandfather moving stock and keeping everything tidy, she’s running herself ragged keeping on top of things. I help when I’m here, but we both knew what my plans were, if not for you.”

I sighed. “I still sometimes think that I’m taking advantage here.”

“You’re not,” Mahy laughed and made her way to the front door. “You might not be aware, since you haven’t been here very long. But in the past, seeing this many people inside at once, was a rare day,” she gestured around to the few regulars, and the handful of visitors that came in.

One of which was the old woman with the arthritis I’d healed. She shot me a beaming smile as she sipped a cup of tea at a nearby table.

“The inn wasn’t falling apart before,” Mahy continued as we made our way outside. “But it wasn’t doing that well either. You… you saw the bed I slept on.”

I grimaced, remembering the misshapen lump of a mattress rolled into a corner. “You like the one I got you?”

“It’s wonderful,” Mahy beamed in delight. “I’ve never had a bed before, and having one that folds up… Why aren’t you selling them?”

“I… well I’m not, but I have someone selling them for me,” I remembered Mr. Carpenter. “Probably should visit him. See how he’s going.”

“We have time today,” Mahy smiled. “There was nothing left on your books today, which… was strange.”

“Nothing on my books means nobody is hurt,” I shook my head. “That is definitely a good thing.”

Mahy smiled and gave a small nod of her own. I told her the destination. The closest healer that her family had used for a time had been the first to move. Whether they left the city entirely, changed careers or just moved somewhere else, we didn’t know. We walked through the streets. Passing by a cafe, I made a note to stop in on the way home and try something that looked like a vanilla slice. What it actually was, I didn’t know, but I’d take the risk on visuals alone on the off chance it was delicious.

Mahy and I had to rely on a few directions from passing strangers before we finally reached the shop we were looking for. There was a strange symbol on the door. The building didn’t look huge by any standard, but then again, I worked out of an inn. Mahy stepped up and opened the front door, chiming a small bell, and I led the way inside.

The healer’s office, if you could call it that, was a mostly empty room. A desk at one end, some cabinets with various equipment, bottles of strange substances, and a familiar-looking woman standing over an old man getting a wound bandaged.

“I’ll be with you in a moment,” the woman called.

“This might get interesting,” I whispered to Mahy, as the healer finished up.

The old man thanked the woman before she helped him up. From the little I saw, she actually did a decent job with the wound. The poultices and whatnot I had no idea about, but the quality of the equipment in the room suggested that she had enough repeat business. Knowing she wasn’t killing her clients all the time made me appreciative of what she had to offer.

The woman hummed a tune as she picked up a bottle of something clear and poured it over her arms as she washed herself. That was something that really caught my attention. Washing your hands was only something thought of after a doctor named Ignaz Semmelweis noticed that women giving birth in the mid eighteen-hundreds were less likely to develop a fever if doctors washed their hands. Something about doctors performing autopsies and not washing their hands before aiding women in childbirth, transferring a particular pathogen.

The man was ridiculed by some, his reputation torn to shreds and even after the famous Florence Nightingale tried to implement the same standards, hand washing wasn’t a common occurrence until the eighties. As such, seeing a woman from a world several hundred years behind that, washing her hands and equipment. Call me impressed.

The woman used a fresh towel to dry herself off, before repeating the same thing on the bed the old man had been laying on. Only when she was completely finished did the woman straighten and look me in the eye.

“You,” she frowned.

“We never formally met,” I smiled politely. “My name is Dara.”

“Healer Dara,” the woman nodded slowly. “I’ve heard the fancy title you used.” She sighed. “If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I’d have called you a loon.”

“That was a rather unfortunate day,” I nodded as I remembered the wagon crash.

“It was,” the woman grunted, before sighing once more. “Genady,” she stepped up and offered her hand to shake. “Friends call me Gen, but until today’s chat is over, we’ll see how we stand.”

“Genady for the moment then,” I smiled as I took her hand. “And first of all, I don’t want to harm you or your business. You’ve been here a lot longer than I have. I’m rather impressed with your work, too.”

“You saw me finish with just a single patient,” she frowned.

“I can’t say anything about the treatment of the wound itself,” I admitted. “But your dedication to cleanliness is admirable.”

“Thank you,” she smiled. “Some of the other healers aren’t quite so thorough. But my rate of infections is one of the lowest, so I stick by it.”

“It’s working,” I nodded. “And… not to step on your toes, but if you have a patient who has an infection, you can’t cure. Send them my way. I’ll only charge them a silver.”

“So little,” the healer sighed. “You’ll put us all out of a job at this rate.”

“That is certainly not my intention,” I frowned. “I actually came here to talk about that.”

“You want to buy my business or something?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I smiled. “I want you to adapt.”

The woman stared at me for a moment before turning to Mahy. “And how do you fit into all this?”

“Healer Dara is my employer, but also my friend. She runs her business from my family’s inn and I keep her books and appointments,” Mahy smiled.

“Assistant then,” the healer nodded.

“A damn good one,” I agreed.

“Wonderful. Now, you mentioned adapting?”

I blinked wondering if she was being sarcastic or sincere. “Adapting,” I replied, trying to keep on track. “Now, first of all. I am a single person. I can’t be everywhere at once. So I need people who can triage.”

“I do something similar here,” she nodded.

“Good, you know what I’m talking about, then. For the meantime, if something happens, that is beyond your control. I don’t want to steal clients from you. But if you can’t save someone, perhaps they’re bleeding out, or have an incurable disease or some other malady that you can’t do more than slow. That is where I come in.” I told her. “I can’t help if people come to me for cuts and bruises, but at the same time, if I’m busy healing them, I might miss something bigger, and I need someone to help with that.”

“You want me to work for you?” she asked.

“Not really,” I shook my head. “Charge your own service. Triage, transport and yes, by all means, heal, as you already do.”

“Transport?” she asked.

I nodded and told her about the chair. Her eyes lit up hearing what I was telling her, and Mahy wrote a note down as instructions to find Mr. Carpenter’s store. It turned out that Genady had been trying to think of a good way to move people around. Simply putting wheels on a chair wasn’t something she’d thought of before, but now that she had, she wanted one.

“Understand that I don’t want to step on your toes. Run your business as you see fit, charge what you think is fair. All I want is for those you can’t heal to be brought to me,” I implored.

“And the others?” Genady asked.

“Tell them the same thing. Most of them probably hate me by now.”

Genady snorted and gave a small nod. “There was talk of burning you at the stake for a while. Ahh… I shouldn’t talk about that.”

“It’s fine,” I chuckled. “So long as nobody was planning on carrying it out.”

“They sent a test or something. I didn’t hear the end of it once the guard got involved,” Genady shrugged.

I remembered the disgruntled young man with the broken arm and nodded. “I wondered what happened there.”

I was still chuckling about it as Mahy skipped alongside me. The vanilla slices were nothing like I expected. Whatever the custard filling was, it wasn’t custard, but some kind of sweet fruit. The pastry was decent enough, and the dusted coating was, in fact, sugar. It wasn’t quite what I wanted, but that didn’t make it any less delicious. Mahy seemed to agree as she swallowed hers down in record time.

“So,” I looked over at her. “Tell me more about this mentorship.”

“What’s there to tell?” Mahy asked.

“How long does it go for? Is there an end goal? Is anyone else involved?” I asked. “Anything I should know about in advance?”

“Not really,” Mahy frowned. “It’s a ceremonial position and takes as long as it takes. The end goal is by the time we’re finished, I’ll know how to conduct myself as an adult. Which will be rather handy if you’re going to continue to employ me afterward.”

“Of course I am,” I replied immediately. “I won’t stop you from leaving, Mahy. If you find something you want to do, more than being my assistant, just let me know so I can plan out what to do about it. Short of that, you and your family have been wonderful to me, and you, in particular, are a lifeline. I don’t even know what my finances are beyond what I carry with me.”

“You’ve almost made a platinum,” Mahy smiled. “Most of your funds are kept in a safe out the back.”

“What?” I stopped and turned to her. “How have I made that much? We’re only charging a silver!”

Mahy winced slightly before nodding. “You do, and that’s all I accept for the work. But some people come back later and pay more. You remember those guards you healed when that stand collapsed?”

It was a while ago now. They were doing some kind of announcement about a tax on some luxury item and someone jumped up on the stand. The guards rushed up to apprehend them, and the stand collapsed. Over a dozen small injuries and a handful of nasty breaks.

“Yes, I remember that,” I nodded.

“Well, the guard came in and left a sizable donation after settling their debt with you. A few of the other wealthier visitors do the same. They pay the silver, then have a donation delivered at a later date.”

“And why haven’t you told me?” I asked.

“Because I watch the finances,” Mahy looked me in the eye. “That’s the job you hired me for. At first, I balanced your ledger as best I could. Now, I still do that and it’s not often that extra donations comes in, but it does happen enough to build up your finances nicely.”

I sighed and gave a small nod. “Right, sorry. I didn’t mean to snap. Just... I didn’t want this to be about money. I’m perfectly happy helping people.”

“They know,” Mahy patted my arm. “Which is why many of them are thankful.”

I sighed before nodding. “If someone comes in and they can’t pay, we don’t charge.” I saw Mahy was about to say something so I held my hand up to explain further. “If their injury is something nasty and life threatening—kids with broken bones, disfiguring cuts, that kind of thing. I’ll heal them for free, okay?”

Mahy smiled widely and nodded, before hugging me. I froze for a moment, then hugged her back.

“You’re a good person, Miss Dara,” Mahy whispered. “I couldn’t ask for a better mentor.”

I rolled my eyes at that, but hugged her back just a little harder, so she knew I heard her.

“Do I get you a gift or something?” I asked casually.

Mahy snickered. “You can get me whatever you want. But you should know that I’m supposed to worry about the gift.”

I nodded at that. It was a nice touch. I get to play mentor, she gets me a present. That seemed… well, fair wasn’t exactly what I was looking for. This was her birthday, so I was still going to get her a present. But I felt touched I’d get some kind of thank you at the end of all this. She and the rest of her family had made me feel rather welcome after all this.

“Miss Dara?” Mahy nudged me.

“Hmmm?” I snapped back to the present and noticed her pointing at a passing wagon.

I frowned and looked over, seeing a stack of folding beds in the back. The grin on my face was wide as Mahy and I approached the old carpenter’s shop. Even as we walked in, we had to pause at the door to let someone out with yet another folding bed.

“Is that you, Healer Dara?” a familiar voice called out.

“It’s me,” I smiled as I came in.

Mr. Carpenter was much the same as he was. Though his shirt looked new, and he wasn’t quite as dust covered as I expected him to be.

“I saw a wagon leave, with a bunch of bedframes,” I smiled.

“You did. He’s a merchant from the capital,” the old man smiled. “The shop has never been so busy. You must be here for payment.”

“I’d forgotten about that for the most part,” I laughed.

The old man stared at me for a moment before shaking his head. “Don’t tell an old man that. Here.” He set a bag of coins on the counter. It landed with a heavy thunk. “They sell for a gold each. This is your cut.”

I reached out tentatively and took it before looking inside. It glinted with gold and silver in almost equal proportions. I took a deep breath and shook my head. “This is too much.”

“It’s a third,” the old man said evenly. “A third to pay for the cost of materials, and tax. A third to go into the shop so I can pay my boys and the last third to yourself.”

“That’s a generous deal,” Mahy nudged me. “Some would charge him much more.”

I sighed and gave a nod. “Fine, fine. I’ll accept. I just didn’t expect them to be quite so popular.”

“Neither did I,” the old man chuckled. “The wealthy won’t want much to do with it. But the beds have picked up a lot of interest in families that have grown too large. And being patented, the only place people can get them is here from me.”

“I suppose that makes sense,” I shrugged.

“I’ve also had a few large orders from the guard. They’re cheap enough to put in for the better behaved prisoners, and with a few extras they’re as good as what the guards themselves sleep on.”

I nodded slowly as I thought that over. “And the chairs?”

“Sold a couple,” he shrugged.

“Might sell a couple more soon. I spoke to one of the healers today and gave her the idea of acting as transport for the ones she can’t help.”

We chatted for a time. One of Mr. Carpenter’s sons came out and, since they’d been warned off from me, swung his attention to the young miss. She smiled and was polite, and part of me wondered if anything would come of it. I wasn’t interested in the least, but she was another matter entirely.

“So,” I smiled as we finally left. “You have an admirer.”

Mahy rolled her eyes. “We were just talking. You’re as bad as mother.”

I laughed at that. If she knew what her mother and I got up to, she might have chosen her words more carefully. Still, she laughed alongside me, and the two of us made our way home. I still had the bag of coins in my hand as we stepped up onto the main street. Someone shoved me from behind and I staggered forward, dropping the bag, letting it spill over the ground. Several people turned at the sudden noise and I rolled over to see who hit me.

He wore a cloak over his head, and I could barely make out his face as he held up a glass beaker. He pulled a thin wrapper off the top, and then casually tossed the contents towards me. Which was when Mahy dived between us. It splashed over her, and only a little got on me. The man swore under his breath, and turned, as Mahy clutched at her face and started screaming.

I could feel it now. The burn of the few drops that landed on my skin. It was some kind of acid. I pushed myself up, seeing smoke coming from Mahy’s body. When I spun her around, she was clutching at her face, only to pull her hands away as they began to burn as well. Her eyes were going pale, and her skin was pockmarked as she began to bleed from her pores.

“Inside, quickly!” I shouted and grabbed her by the shoulder.

My hands were burning as I touched her clothes, but I ignored that as I rushed her inside. Mahy’s screams drew people outside, and one of the regulars looked out from the inn. Seeing us coming, he rushed back inside, calling for Cleire. Mahy was inconsolable. Her horrific shrieking only quietened as her voice began to fail. Next came the crying and the sobbing as I shoved my way in. Cleire was coming around the counter with wide eyes.

“WATER!” I roared as I dragged Mahy into the bathroom.

“What happened to her?!” Cleire screamed as she followed us in.

Two people, a man and a woman, froze in place, both nude and in the middle of bathing as I lifted Mahy into the tub.

“Get out!” I snapped at them both.

“What–”

“GET THE FUCK OUT!” I roared at them both.

The couple didn’t wait for a moment before jumping out. I shoved Mahy under the water, ignoring her cries and spluttering. Cleire rushed over and took my arm.

“She’s covered in acid, the water will get it off her,” I shoved Cleire back. “This needs to happen.”

Cleire nodded slowly as I pulled Mahy, coughing and spluttering from the water. She vomited over herself, and I cringed, before shoving her back down once more. Acid burns were awful. It cauterized the wounds, even as it opened them once more. The water in the bath was turning pink from the blood she was losing, and I lifted her out once more.

“M-my eyes,” Mahy sobbed. “I can’t see!”

“We’ll fix it,” I promised.

“MY EYES!” she screamed.

I shoved her back under the water once more for good measure. I just needed the acid neutralized before the next step.

“Need a knife or something. Just to cut off the dress in case there’s more acid trapped in the fabric.”

Cleire reached into one of her pockets and withdrew one immediately. I didn’t question it and, knife in hand, I started to cut. Only the dress needed to come off. Her underwear was fine, but I still felt awful as I forcibly disrobed the sobbing and burned teen in front of me. With the dress off, I could see the damage better. Most of it was her lower face, similar to that of the princess. The burns were down her neck as well, with her hands bearing the last of it.

“Why can’t I see, Miss Dara?” Mahy sobbed.

“You’re going to be okay, Mahy,” I promised her. “Cleanse infection,” I cast, ensuring there was nothing I had introduced to her wounds.

“It doesn’t burn as much,” Mahy commented.

I didn’t know if that was because her nerves were gone, or if the spell had a hand in removing the chemical as if it were part of the infection. My spells were rather limited in some ways, and rather versatile in others. Regrowth, for example, could bring back a whole limb, but it was also slowly reshaping Alvar’s face. It would probably work here too.

“Scan,” I cast, checking to make sure there were no further problems.

Her eyes were damaged, beyond hope for normal recovery. The acid had worked into her mouth and damaged her teeth, tongue and even parts of her throat. I knew for sure that part of her pain relief was simple nerve damage. It was both far better and worse than I could have ever imagined. All I knew was that the acid attack was aimed at me, and not poor Mahy.

“Get the guard, Cleire,” I told her. “This was an attack.”

Cleire gasped. “My baby.”

I shook my head as Mahy began to quietly sob once more. “It was me they were after. Mahy here got in the way. And for that, I am going to do everything I can to help.”

Mahy nodded slowly, and I raised my hand.

“Regrowth,” I cast.

Like I had hoped, the spell responded as if she had lost a limb. The burns were a removal of living tissue. I wasn’t trying to manipulate an old wound. I was trying to replace something lost. I concentrated on her eyes first, putting another spell into her. Replacing her burned lashes, followed by her lids. Finally, with her eyes themselves, I watched as her pupils cleared and the color returned, until finally, she blinked and began to softly weep.

“I’ll fix it, Mahy,” I promised her. “You’ll be just as beautiful as always as soon as I possibly can,” I smiled as I cast once more. All I needed was time to recover and start again.
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Things were as quiet as they were busy when I came downstairs the following morning. My night had been a long and uncomfortable one. Mahy was distraught. The burns were awful, but there was enough living, but damaged flesh, that what regrew was scarred. Pink blotches, missing hair, and a tenderness she couldn’t quite explain. My healing was able to reduce the scars to that of several years’ worth of healing. That didn’t fix how she looked. By the end of it, I was too exhausted to continue, and Mahy was too exhausted from crying. Her mother took the poor girl to bed, and I fell asleep in my room.

Only now, in the light of day, was I able to fully comprehend what had happened. Someone had tried to harm me. Horribly. That was an acid attack. Even now, I looked down at the pink skin of my hands. The acid splashes had burned me, but not to the same extent as poor Mahy.

I looked up from my hands and met Cleire’s tired smile as she looked at me from the bar. She looked sad, but gave me a nod and gestured for me to take a seat. Part of me wondered if she was about to ask me to leave. Instead, as I took my seat, the older woman came around the bar and hugged me.

I let out a quiet sob as she did. It was warm, comforting, and far more like the hugs my own mother had given me when I was a boy. This now was simply a comfort. Something I wasn’t entirely sure I deserved, but appreciated nonetheless.

“How is she?” I managed to get out.

“Distraught,” Cleire sniffed as she pulled away to wipe her eye. “She saw her reflection today and decided not to come down.”

I had spent some time thinking about my future here. I had an idle thought about what I could do for scarring. Whether it would be worth it to put some points into cosmetics. I could charge a fortune, fixing noses, pouting lips and clearing wrinkles. If I worded my spell correctly, I could make it rather versatile. Even if I didn’t… For Mahy, I was going to learn to remove scars.

“I’ll go up and see her,” I said as I started to get up.

Cleire held me in place and shook her head. “Not yet. Eat something first.”

“I should see her–”

“Miss Dara,” Cleire shot me a look that on a parental figure told me I was about to get an ass whooping. “You will sit in that chair and eat your breakfast. And only when you have finished, may you go upstairs and see Mahy.”

I deflated slightly before nodding. “I just want to help her.”

“I know you do,” Cleire leaned in and kissed my cheek. “You drove yourself to the edge of exhaustion doing that last night. I dare say, I’m sure you’ve got a miracle or two between those ears of yours.”

“You give me too much credit–”

“I thought we were over that nonsense,” Cleire huffed. “You’ve been a gift to our family. A gift to the whole city. The number of people you have changed the lives of is uncountable.”

“I don’t know about that–”

“WELL I DO!” Cleire snapped, before casting an apologetic look around the room at everyone who turned to face her. “You sit here and heal everyone who comes through that door, no matter if they can afford it or not. Not only that, but you go out of your way to seek out and heal others who cannot make it here on their own. All you do is give, and give. For that, someone came here to harm you. And your first instinct was to help my little girl, even while you yourself were burned.”

“I wasn’t burned badly.” I shook my head.

“My point, Miss Dara.” Cleire rested her hand on my shoulder. “You are not to blame for the actions of a desperate and angry individual. You are to blame for countless miracles. All those people you healed. They have friends, family, loved ones. They, thanks to you, can get up, go to work, love their families and live their lives. You depreciating your own value is an insult to everything you believe in and everything you’ve accomplished. So please…” Cleire touched my cheek and smiled. “Eat your breakfast. And with a full belly and a clear mind. Fix my daughter. And in case you remember later, someone handed in a rather full pouch of coins. I’ve added it to the rest that Mahy set aside.”

I had to accept that at least part of what she said was true. I wasn’t here trying to be a miracle worker. I just wanted to help people as best I could. That… well, that seemed to make me someone important. Especially if that importance was high enough to make enemies. So with a sigh, a smile, and a small nod, Cleire finally ducked into the kitchen. She returned with a young woman at her side.

“And this is Healer Dara,” Cleire smiled at me.

“Healer Dara,” the woman set a plate of food in front of me. She was young. But very much an adult. Brown hair, a medium build. She looked friendly and inviting. “I’ve heard wonderful things. I’m Tyina.”

“Lovely to meet you, Tyina,” I smiled, before looking down at my meal. Eggs, the weird bacon they had on this world, some toast and what looked like mushrooms. “Breakfast looks fantastic.”

“I’ll get you a coffee,” Cleire smiled and ducked back into the kitchen.

Tyina gave me an encouraging smile, and I took that as her urge to eat. Taking that first bite was wonderful. I still remembered the meals I ate in the mage’s tower. That strange device was able to make food that looked and tasted how I expected. It was a comfort when I first arrived. Still, now that I had been here for months, trying all these new foods was like living a whole new adventure. Sure, it would be nice to eat my old favorites once more. But here and now, this food was delicious in a way I’d never experienced before.

“It’s wonderful,” I nodded at the young woman, who beamed at me.

She skipped back into the kitchen as I ate quickly. Cleire returned with my coffee, which I drank down as I finished my meal. Leaving me alone with my thoughts. I still wasn’t sure what I was going to do about Mahy. I could form a spell to clear the scarring easily enough. Cosmetics, though, would be a problem. Would the results of a regrowth spell fix a cleft palette? Would it simply create a new on in the old’s place? Should I try to remove the scarring?

I shook my head. These were things I would have to look into later. There was going to be a lot to think about. My levels were coming harder now. Each level was harder and harder to achieve. Knowing how the mage’s guild did things, I wasn’t surprised they prioritized their senior members. Still, the limiting factor being the Clearing made growth slow for them all. If the guild even took just a few people each day and healed them, they would advance rather quickly.

But then, the fastest way to promote that would be cosmetics. From my time casting Manipulate Bone, I also knew that to be the most cost prohibitive. I’d never see eye to eye with the guild. But I couldn’t condemn them for what they had achieved. No matter how flawed their methods.

With my empty plate left on the counter, I got up and made my way out the back door. Those familiar stairs outside felt like they went on forever, until finally, I was opening that door. The small living space above the inn was the same as it always was. Only now, rather than the rolled-up mattress in the corner, there was a foldout bed. On it, curled under the blankets and trembling as if crying, I could see Mahy. She was facing away from me, and I could see even here that her hair wasn’t quite right. The scarring, while I was able to reduce it somewhat, still caused more permanent issues. Her hair, being the most obvious.

“Oh, Mahy,” I sighed and crossed the room.

She let out a small squeak and sat up. Thankfully, she was wearing a nightdress, and she held her arms out for a hug. I sat beside her and pulled her close as she cried into my shoulder. There was nothing I needed to do more than to hold her for a time. She sobbed quietly and hiccupped, which made me smile.

“Miss Dara?” Mahy trembled against me.

“Yes, Mahy?”

“Miss Dara, do you still want to be my mentor?” Mahy asked with a tremble in her tone.

“Of course I do,” I declared. “What on earth makes you think I would change my mind?”

“I-I’m ugly,” Mahy pulled back and faced me properly for the first time.

In the previous evening’s darkness, I could make out a lot. But the morning light made it all the more obvious. She was still Mahy. Still the beautiful young woman I had grown to love and respect. But there was more. Pain flashed behind those eyes of hers. Her skin wrinkled, even as it pinked. The mottled texture was what caused her hair to poke out in uncomfortable directions. I had saved her from the worst of it. But the cost had been high.

“You’re not,” I disagreed.

“You don’t need to spare my feelings,” Mahy smiled softly. “But maybe, could you ask the princess where she gets her veils?”

I chuckled softly and gave a small nod. Then I swallowed and focused on her eyebrow. It was a good spot. Small, obvious and with the fine layer of disturbed fuzz, it would be a good indicator for success.

“Just let me try something new,” I smiled.

Mahy’s eyes went wide as I delved into my core. Raw casting had its dangers, but I was getting a better grip on it these days. Not only that, but my new discount for mana cost helped immensely. I could hear Mahy talking, but I couldn’t make out the words as I concentrated on what I wanted it to do. The scarring was horrible, but only skin deep. I had replaced the flesh below, fixed the damage to the bone and teeth. I pushed my power into the skin of her eyebrow. Smoothing, clearing and renewing, I watched in morbid fascination as her skin scabbed over.

Mahy must have felt something there, because she cringed and pulled away, touching her eye as she grimaced.

“What did you do?” she asked.

I reached up, prying her hand away. Quite frankly, what I saw was awful. It looked like a chunk of her skin had peeled off, only for the hair of her eyebrow to keep it stuck in place. I gave a small grimace before using my nail to try to pry it off. Mahy let out a gasp, and I ignored her as I tried again, tugging it free. Thankfully, her eyebrow remained, but the chunk of scarred skin came off and Mahy pulled back, giving me a strange glare.

“What did you do?” She repeated.

“I… I think I fixed the scarring,” I licked my lips, before dropping the chunk of old skin on the floor. “Please, let me check it.”

“Wait… really?” Mahy’s eyes went wide as she went from covering her eye to touching it.

I smiled and leaned in. The skin I could see was clear. The hair of her eyebrow was now neat and matched the unburnt side of her face. I smiled and nodded to myself before locking down the process I had used.

“Status.”

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

New spell: Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Minor unspecified epidermal reconstruction target ‘other’ x 1 - 100exp

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: 10

Points: 1

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 930/5767

Mana: 78%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

“Well, isn’t that something?” I laughed before looking back over Mahy’s scarring. “Do I have permission to continue?”

Mahy’s eyes watered, and she nodded slowly. This wasn’t going to be pleasant. But I placed my palm gently on her scarred face and looked her in the eye. “Remove Scar.”
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I left Mahy to dress herself and clean up… the mess. I couldn’t sugarcoat it. It was disgusting. It was like peeling sunburn, except a thousand times worse. Still, the end result was Mahy’s beautiful smile as she touched her unblemished skin once more. I thought about who else I could help. The Princess was definitely one to consider. But then there was also Missy. She still had those scars from her attack. Likely, there were many more. I’d offer it to those who needed it. Horrible disfigurements were one thing. But if I had someone coming to me purely for cosmetic reasons, I was going to charge them a fortune for it. I was a healer, not some beautician. If they wanted the latter, they could pay a premium for it.

Opening the door to the inn, I looked up, noticing the utter silence of the building. There were several people within, all with their heads down. Cleire was standing nearby, while Tyina and Harol were nowhere to be seen. Which must have been because of the six people standing in the middle of the room. I wasn’t sure what was going on as I stepped inside, closing the door behind me.

“Morgalis,” I gave a small curtsey.

She stood amongst a group of royal guards. A show of force if ever I knew one. The woman had a fierce scowl on her face as she stared at me. I swallowed nervously before she approached and took my shoulder in her hand.

“Healer Dara. Word has reached Princess Alvar’s ears about the attack. I have come here to personally assure you that we will apprehend those responsible. I was hoping I could ask you some questions, and perhaps see if Mahy was able to do the same?”

I couldn’t help it when I laughed. Morgalis blinked in shock, and I noticed Cleire staring at me in horror. I held up my hand as the guards in their finery frowned in agitation. “Sorry,” I choked out and took a deep breath. “I came in, and I was so worried when I saw you. I’m just so very relieved that you’re here to help, and not to throw me in a dungeon somewhere.”

Morgalis’s eyes rose a fraction before she smiled gently and stepped back. “No dungeon’s for you today, Healer Dara. Princess Alvar has given strict instructions, even defying her father to make this happen.”

“She’s not getting into too much trouble, is she?” I asked.

Morgalis shook her head. “No. Usually, the royal guard doesn’t get involved with things outside of nobility. Princess Alvar insisted that an exception be made in this instance.”

“I see,” I nodded. “Then… Please give the princess my thanks. And I’ll help you any way I can. Mahy will probably be down soon. I just finished healing her.” There was a soft gasp from Cleire and she was clutching her hands to her face as she stared at me. I nodded and gave her a smile. “Go see her, see if she’s ready to come down.”

Cleire fled the room in a hurry, and I looked back at Alvar’s right-hand woman. “Now, before we begin. Do you, or any of your men, require any healing? I’m a little low on mana, but if I know in advance, I can plan things out better.”

Morgalis smiled and handed me a silver coin. “Consider that payment for the healing of a citizen of Cropis.”

I shook my head and offered it back, but Morgalis smiled. “It’s tax deductible.”

That made me laugh, and I opened my coin pouch before slotting it in with the others. With that settled, I led her into my office. One of the guards came with her, and I chose to ignore him, even as he stared at me from the door. Morgalis asked about my day, the people I had spoken to, and what I had done. There was a minor footnote about the possibility of it being a theft, or perhaps something to do with the patent on the beds.

But her interest was drawn into my discussion with the healer. Genady.

“She discussed having you harmed?” Morgalis noted down on some parchment.

I shook my head. “No. First of all, I don’t believe Genady had anything to do with it. She was friendly with me, open and honest, even if she made it obvious that she didn’t particularly want me there at first.”

“It could be a cover,” Morgalis pointed out.

“She was pretty convincing if it was,” I conceded. “Still. The way she sounded, it was like she and the other healers had joked about it. Pub talk, not to be taken seriously. At the very least, not by her.”

Morgalis wrote something else down, before nodding to herself. “We’ll speak with her.”

“Gently, please,” I pleaded. “I really don’t think she’s involved at all. I’d hate to see her reputation damaged beyond what is likely to happen if it really was someone she was associated with.”

Morgalis looked me in the eye for a moment before nodding. “Very well. I… shall make an inquiry, but a polite one.”

“Thank you,” I smiled in relief.

“Now, before I go. Any news? A concern? Anything at all that you could think of?” She asked.

I shrugged. “If a threat was made, it was probably Mahy who received it. She’s been excellent to me and I haven’t heard a peep from anyone that didn’t want healing.”

“Very well,” Morgalis nodded. “If you do have anything,” she reached into a pouch hanging from her hip, and drew out a small bead. “Put this somewhere safe. If you squeeze it for ten seconds, we will contact you.”

I realized I was being handed what was once again a rather pricey artifact of some kind. Despite that, it did look rather plain. Just a small glass bead. I turned it over before opening my coin pouch. Where the spots were for my potions, I set the bead into one of the slots before closing it up once more.

“Thank you,” I told the woman.

“No need to thank me,” Morgalis nodded. “I am only doing as my princess commands.”

I didn’t quite buy that. She was proper and definitely had her own agenda. But I also had the feeling she wasn’t quite so friendly with other people. The small tells were there. She was trying to be professional, but she was too invested in what had happened to be here simply on someone’s orders. Even if she respected those orders as much as she did.

When we stepped out of my office, Mahy was with her mother. She wore her usual outfit and had her hair up in a bow. She saw me coming and smiled widely, showing once again that she was completely healed. Morgalis took a single look at her before turning to me.

“No scars at all?” she asked.

“None,” I nodded slightly. “I formed the spell this morning before you arrived.”

“I see,” Morgalis’s lips quirked as she held back a smile. “I shall inform Princess Alvar.”

“Please do. I would like to focus on the main things for now. But my new spell is much easier to cast.”

“I’ll make a note,” Morgalis nodded, before turning to Mahy. “May I have a word with you?”

“Am I in trouble?” Mahy asked timidly.

“Of course not,” Morgalis smiled widely. “In fact, your mother is more than welcome to come as well, just in case you’re nervous.”

“I’d be delighted,” Cleire smiled.

“Use my office if you like,” I offered.

Mahy hurried over and hugged me once more. Cleire did the same, and I could see that Morgalis had paid attention to both before she returned to the room. Once again, one of the guards followed her in, while the rest took a seat at a table beside the door.

“Is everything okay, Healer Dara?” Tyina asked as she came out of the kitchen.

“It should be,” I smiled. “But… In case something happens. Be on the lookout for unsavory types.”

“Unsavory how?” she asked.

“Did Cleire mention what happened yesterday?” I asked.

Tyina shook her head. “Just that Mahy was hurt. But she seemed fine when she came down.”

“I healed her,” I nodded. “We were lucky. Someone was sent to attack me yesterday. They threw an acid at me and Mahy got between us. It burned her badly.” Tyina gasped in shock and looked over at the guards. “Is that why they’re here?”

I nodded. “I happen to be on good terms with Princess Alvar. She found out and sent her assistant over. They’re doing an investigation.”

Tyina nodded before sighing. “I was hoping it wasn’t to do with the inn. I really need this job.”

“The incident had nothing to do with the inn, Cleire or Harol. The only person badly hurt was Mahy, and we didn’t start the fight. Your job is fine.”

Tyina accepted that before smiling. “Clerie told me to always check if you needed anything if I saw you, and to do my best to make it happen.”

I laughed softly and nodded. “Another coffee would be wonderful.”

“I’ll get right on it,” she smiled, before darting into the kitchen once more.

I heard a burst of laughter from my office and smiled at the closed door. If they were laughing, that meant things weren’t going too badly. I knew that what happened to Mahy would leave scars. Not just the physical ones. I wasn’t sure what I could do for mental health. Perhaps one day, I could look at memories? I still had that notification about being a soul mage. Perhaps there was a way to heal someone without directly affecting their brain? I was mulling over those thoughts when the door burst open.

I spotted Genady as she spotted me. Her eyes were wide and frantic as she rushed over. “Miss Dara!” Genady grabbed me roughly. “You’re okay!”

“I’m okay,” I repeated, and took her hand. “What is it?”

She froze before her face cracked. “He told me this morning what he did. I was horrified.”

Ohhhh… shit…

Several of the guards had gotten up, and I slipped out of my chair. Taking Genady by the hand, I glared at the men in armor as I turned the healer around. At the sight of the royal guards, she literally squeaked and began to sob quietly.

“Come along,” I tugged her softly.

“P-please,” she sobbed. “I didn’t know.”

“I know you didn’t,” I assured her. “But she was going to come talk to you today, anyway.” I reached for the handle and opened my office door.

The guard was between me and the inside of the room. He turned in anger and glared at me, before Morgalis made a noise. The guard stepped back, and I gently tugged the crying woman into the room behind me.

“I’m sorry,” Genady trembled. “I’m so sorry.”

“Who is this?” Morgalis asked.

“This is Genady, the one I told you I was certain had nothing to do with it.” I stared Morgalis in the eye.

She stared back, before looking at Genady as the healer began to crumple. She was clearly terrified, and Morgalis let out a long sigh. “Miss Genady, you have a very strong supporter of your character,” she said softly. “I do not believe you to be directly involved in yesterday’s incident. But you could be implicated if you do not tell me everything.”

Genady’s eyes went wide, and she held her breath for a moment. She gave herself a shake, as she sat on the floor and gripped her knees with her hands. She started with her explanation of the talk she’d had with her colleagues at a different tavern. One that was frequented by wealthier clients. Clerie made a dismissive noise when she heard the name, but Morgalis glared at her and Cleire smiled apologetically.

“It was Billay’s idea,” Genady trembled. “He said it first, and the rest of us laughed at him. He joked about burning her, but… it wasn’t until this morning. We met for breakfast, and he let slip that fire had been too destructive, but that he’d gotten her in the end.”

I looked at Morgalis and saw the rage in her eyes. Mahy trembled slightly and Clerie pulled her daughter into a hug.

“And where is Billay’s shop?” Morgalis asked in a tone that spoke of death.
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Knock, knock, knock

I grunted as the doorknob turned and opened my eyes to see the smiling face of Mahy who hurried into my room. Clutched in her hands was a large tray.

“Good morning Miss Dara!” Mahy sang as she hurried to my side.

“Morning,” I grunted once more, before double checking my blanket was covering everything important. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Mahy smiled. “It’s going to be a busy day, and I thought it best to get things moving along.”

“Busy?” I frowned. “You said my schedule was clear.”

“Your work schedule is clear,” Mahy smiled. “Today is about reaching my majority!”

I blinked in surprise before the memory slipped back into place. I smiled and gave a nod. “Right, I forgot about that. Forgive me. I didn’t sleep well after everything that happened yesterday.”

Mahy’s smile slipped a little before she sat down beside me. “You made it right.”

“I let it happen to begin with,” I pointed out.

Mahy rolled her eyes. “Stop being a diva-noble. Mother already told me what you two spoke about yesterday. This wasn’t your fault. But you’re entirely responsible for fixing everything that happened.”

I smiled as she touched the no-longer scarred side of her face. “I couldn’t leave you like that. You’re far too kind to have ever deserved that fate.”

Mahy smiled darkly. “Put me in a room with the man who did that to me, and I won’t be quite so kind.”

We chuckled together for a moment before I looked at the tray. “Breakfast?”

“Breakfast,” she nodded happily once more. “I’ll give you a moment to dress and start to eat. Then I’ll come down and do your hair. Mother and I have a little shopping to do today. Then you and I have an early dinner. Followed by a party when we get back to the inn.”

“Looks like you have everything planned out,” I smiled.

“For the most part,” Mahy blushed. “I’m a woman now. All that’s left are the formalities. Before meeting you, I’d be heading over to meet with Madame Bella.”

“Well, I’m here now,” I assured her. “That’s no longer necessary.”

“No,” Mahy smiled widely, before wriggling in place and making an excited squeal.

“Hurry, Miss Dara,” she said as she sprung off the bed. “I need to get ready for tonight.”

I laughed as she skipped out of the room and sat up. The blanket fell down, exposing my chest. And all at once, I felt the dread of the previous day’s events settling in. Waking and discovering Mahy, broken and scarred. The healing and the awful process it was, doing it again for my hands. Then Morgalis’s interviews, Genady’s confession and the worried thoughts that plagued me through the night. On one hand, the knowledge that this situation was going to be taken care of was a comfort. But at what cost? How much of my simple life was now tangled in the affairs of the Princess?

I was still mulling those thoughts an hour later as I walked down the stairs, following Mahy’s bouncing figure. My hair was done up in a long braid before being twisted around and decorated with small flowers. It was… odd. As a man, I’d never worn flowers before, but… I dunno. Part of me liked it. And with that knowledge in mind, I decided it didn’t matter. I was allowed to enjoy things and my conceptions from my old world, life and body held no relevance here. I had tits, for fuck’s sake. Some pretty flowers were pretty low on the scale of weirdness.

“There you are,” Cleire said as she came out of the kitchen and saw us both. “Mahy, head on upstairs and get ready. Your grandfather is staying behind with Tyina for the day.”

“Is there anything I need to do?” I asked.

Cleire looked at me and smiled. “No, I think, you of all people, you have done enough. Take the morning and relax. We’ll be back after noon.”

“In that case, I might just… go for a walk,” I sighed.

Cleire reached out and patted my shoulder. “About that.”
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“Is this really necessary?” I asked.

“Sorry Miss,” the royal guard replied sternly. “Our orders were clear. We’re to ensure your safety today, and until you return to the inn this evening. There’s more than just my job on the line here if we fail.”

I rolled my eyes and continued on my walk. It was dumb. Part of me wanted to just go back to the inn and wait it out. But sitting in that stuffy room on such a lovely day was not my idea of a good time. Whatever this party was, it had everyone in a buzz. Decorations were going up. There was talk of a cake. I hadn’t had much of an eighteenth birthday party, but I knew plenty of people who had thrown massive celebrations. This was like that. Whatever was going on, it was a big deal, and I only wished I knew more about it.

Which is why I found myself roaming the streets. I started near the inn and worked my way out like a spiral. I avoided the smaller streets. Most of those were just homes, anyway. I kept to the main roads, looking at the stores. Which brought me around to the brothel. I looked at the front door before thinking about Missy. I could go in, but then… If I did that, I’d likely stay for hours and I didn’t want to be here all day. Which was when I remembered that dress store nearby.

I had been past many times, but never had I entered before. With that in mind, I cast a look at the two bored looking guards, and gave them a small shrug. I hurried to the entrance of the store and opened the door. There was a little bell that chimed and I watched a head raise up high enough to see me. They smiled at first, before spotting the two men follow me in.

“Excuse me,” she said as she hurried over. “Is there a problem?”

“Oh,” I shook my head. “Sorry, ignore these two. They’re following me.”

“Following?”

“To keep me safe,” I continued, wanting the woman to drop it.

She froze before gasping. “You’re Healer Dara.”

Faaaaaark.

“That would be me,” I smiled softly.

“Sorry,” she gave a small curtsey. “Most of my clients are the ladies from just down the road. I didn’t expect someone of your prestige to come here. They speak of you quite highly.”

“They do?” I asked.

The woman laughed. “Missy just about never shuts up. That girl has a bit of hero worship.”

I shifted slightly as thoughts of Missy crossed my mind. My underwear felt slightly uncomfortable, and I cleared my throat. “Yes, well,” I smiled. “I was hoping to take a look. I’ve… an event this evening and was hoping to wear something nice.”

“Of course!” the woman beamed. “Come in, come in. Gentleman, while we wait, would you like some tea?”

“I’m not–”

“Have some tea, will you?” I gave them an exasperated sigh. “We’ll be here a while. Find a chair, sit down. I promise not to leave without you.”

The guard stared at me for a moment, before the second made a slight grunt. “As the lady commands,” he nodded.

“We’ve a viewing room, usually for when the ladies want opinions on their dresses. There’s some chairs for you to sit on. Behind is a private changing room. There is no other entrance to that part of my store,” she assured the men.

They accepted, and we moved to the back. It was set up like I had seen on television from those bridal shows. Sure enough, a second doorway led further back and while the guards remained behind, I was brought into the back.

“Those dresses out the front are lovely,” the woman started. “But if you want something special to wear this evening, I’ll need to take your measurements and work out what comes next.”

“That works for me,” I smiled.

She scampered off, and I unclasped my dress. It was my normal one, and I left it to stand in the corner as it always did. Whatever powered its magic, I had no idea. It didn’t seem to need refueling, or… whatever you would call it. I took a seat on a padded cushion and waited as I heard the sounds of cups and a teapot clanking down onto a table in the other room. Right before my attendant burst into the room with a measuring tape.

“Now, Healer Dara, if you’ll…” she froze, and I noticed what her eyes were locked on.

“Umm,” I frowned.

“Apologies,” she snapped her eyes up to me. “Our kind aren’t exactly rare, but to have another futa in my store hasn’t happened in a number of years.”

“You’re a futa?” I asked.

She nodded slowly. “I used to be quite friendly with the madame before opening my store. It was part of the reason I did so in this part of town. Her girls really do shop here a lot and I set my prices fairly to not drive them away.”

Madame Bella had hinted she had been with futas before. That made sense to me, but it was still interesting meeting another. Nobody had called out my behavior for being too man-like. And this woman appeared to be just that. A woman. I guess that meant I was fitting in rather well.

“Well then, I believe you’re the first I’ve met,” I offered my hand to shake.

The shop owner laughed and took it with a smile. “Call me Ianya.”

“Dara,” I nodded. “No need to call me healer all the time. It’s a job, not a title.”

“I beg to differ.” Ianya shook her head. “But I will respect your wishes, Dara.”

“Thanks,” I smiled. “Now, what did you need me to do?”

The next hour was measuring, poking, prodding, and dress sizing. There was a little more than just figuring out how big I was before stuffing me into something. Then there was what the fabric was made of, and its purpose. When I mentioned I had been asked to mentor a young lady, it gave Ianya something to work with. Though she did try to pair it with a set of lingerie.

I declined and settled on a blue gown. It hung off one shoulder, and had plenty of chest support built in, wrapping around my back. The dress was rather simple to get on and off, slipping over my head relatively easily. The petticoat was thick, but not overly heavy. I could move if I needed to, but still gave a nice shape to the local style of this place.

By the time I had accepted the dress, paid and collected my guards, it was a little past noon, so we hurried back to the inn where I was relieved to find I had beaten Mahy and her mother. To my surprise, though. Tyina was under instructions to get me bathed, and ushered me into the bathroom. It had been cleared out, and I could tell had been scrubbed from top to bottom. The new hire offered to stay and help before taking my hair down.

I declined anything else, and she left with a promise to watch the door. Something that quickly switched to one of my guards watching the door while she went back to whatever it was she was doing for the day. So I bathed, washed my hair, brushed it out as best I could and redressed, before making my way upstairs, where Cleire met me with a smile and another brush.

“My turn,” she smiled.

I shook my head and let her do as she wished before following her upstairs. There was a lot of pulling, tugging, and weaving before she added a ribbon and yet more flowers. The end result was an ornamental braid that, rather than running down my back, it draped down my right shoulder. She made a noise of happiness before helping me into my dress. Before finally letting me put on my shoes.

“Let me check on my daughter,” Cleire smiled at me. “Wait downstairs.”

I gave her a nod and followed her down before Cleire headed out the back door to collect Mahy. There were a few whispered words as the usual clientele spotted me. A couple of the older men gave me winks and raised their glasses. I laughed and rolled my eyes at them until Harol stepped out.

“My word, what a sight,” he chuckled.

“Don’t focus too much on me. Your granddaughter will be down soon,” I chided him.

“She’s a lucky girl,” the old man smiled. “You look after her tonight. Understood?”

“Yes sir,” I chuckled. “She’s in good hands. I won’t let anything happen to her.”

He laughed softly and poured me an ale that I accepted quickly. Tyina darted through, flashing me a wide smile as she carried a pair of meals off to the old men in the corner. I’d watched them for a while when I first arrived. They had a certain look to them. But they were nothing but respectful to the ladies in this establishment. There were no old-boys’ clubs here and for that I was ever thankful. They just wanted their drinks, their meals, and usually followed it up with some gossip and light gambling.

I was broken from my thoughts as the back door opened and turned my head to see a vision of beauty walk in. Mahy was dressed to the nines, in a lovely red dress that hung off her shoulders. Long sleeves rolled down her arms. She was beautiful, and I shifted with a slight discomfort, trying to keep my mind out of the gutter. Whoever she ended up with was a lucky bastard, and that’s all I had to say on the matter.

“Miss–”

“If we’re going out tonight, it’s just Dara,” I corrected her gently.

“Dara,” Mahy blushed even as she smiled. “Mother has organized a driver for us. Are you ready?”

I glanced at Cleire and only saw open happiness. This wasn’t some trap, and whatever their customs were, so far, I was keen to entertain them. So I smiled and stood, offering her my hand.

“What are we waiting for?”

Cleire clapped her hands, catching the attention of the room, and the few regulars that knew what was going on raised a drink and cheered. I laughed along, as Mahy giggled and the two of us hurried outside to an awaiting carriage. And a familiar face.

“Denat!” I grinned as he spotted us.

“Healer Dara,” Denat bowed, before turning to Mahy. “And congratulations, young lady. I think you’ve picked a good one.”

“I think so too,” Mahy smiled at me.

I felt a little uncomfortable. This sounded like some weird marriage thing or something. Still, though, I was probably overthinking it. I was mentoring her. Her mother made that clear. This wasn’t some long-term relationship nonsense. She had plenty of time to find a husband or whatever she wanted later on. Tonight was just about me showing a young lady a night on the town… Then probably answering some weird questions she likely didn’t want to run by her mother. Considering how close the two of them were, part of me was as curious as I was terrified by the prospect. Still, Denat, after opening the carriage and helping us in, got us moving. Leaving me alone with the excitable young woman.

“Do you know where we are going?” She asked.

“I’ve no idea,” I admitted. “Truthfully, I don’t know much about tonight at all. I’ve never been a mentor.”

“What was it like when you reached your majority?” she asked.

“Not like this,” I shrugged. “We didn’t have a mentor. We just… threw a bit of a party and usually tried alcohol for the first time.”

“I wouldn’t mind a glass of wine or two.” Mahy shifted slightly in her seat. “But… No mentor?”

“Nope,” I shrugged. “Not really sure what I’m doing, really.”

Mahy laughed. “I’m sure a lot of people feel that way. Just know that I chose you for a reason. You’ve been an inspiration to me and I could think of nobody else.”

“Who would you have picked if not for me, then?” I asked.

Mahy blushed. “Madame Bella.”

I nodded along and left it at that. Still… That was a point. “So… how old are you?”

Mahy frowned at me. “What do you mean? I’m at my majority. I’m an adult.”

I nodded slowly. “Yes, but…” I sighed. “I really was raised differently. I don’t actually know the age of the majority. And I just want to know exactly how I should be treating you. I don’t want any preconceptions or strange accusations.”

Mahy nodded, though she gave me a funny look. “I’ve seen twenty winters in my life.”

What? I turned and looked her up and down. But the defiant glare she shot my way told me she wasn’t lying. “Sorry,” I shifted. “I just… I figured you were younger.”

“Have you met my mother?” Mahy giggled.

“Ahhh,” I frowned. “Yeah, okay. You’ve got a point.”

Mahy smirked. “At least you know what I’ll look like in twenty years.”

I looked at her and was about to ask her to clarify that when the carriage came to a halt. Denat appeared a moment later and helped us both down. We were outside a fancy-looking restaurant, and to my surprise, there was already a set of royal guards waiting for us.

“Really?” I frowned at them both.

They didn’t respond, and a staff member from the restaurant came out to meet us.

“This way, please?” he bowed and gestured for us to follow.

How fancy it was, I had no idea. We were assured that everything had been paid for in advance. Including the few tables around us to give us true privacy. We ended up ordering one of every appetizer and snacking on what came out. Breadsticks with this world’s version of bacon and cheese toasted to the outside. Something that resembled prawns and garlic butter. Only these were round and Mahy said they were a vegetable. Tiny quinces, with a hint of spice and sweet mustard. Between the two of us, we finished a bottle of red wine, and it was when I noticed Mahy was red in the face that I asked the second to be removed.

Until finally, as the sky went dark, and the stars came out. We finally made our way back into the carriage to return to the inn. Mahy cuddled into my side, curling under my arm as she hummed a happy little tune. I worried she might be a little drunk, but when we got back, she was surefooted and light on her feet as she jumped down and waited for me.

Denat followed us inside this time, eager to join whatever was about to start. Which, in turn, became a cacophony of sound as the doors opened and music burst into our ears. The inn was full of people. The first we saw was Cleire, who rushed out to hug us both before ushering us through the front door.

I spotted Madame Bella, along with Missy, Miss Sena and a few other girls who clearly were friendly with Mahy. Not that any of them were unfriendly. I’d only met a few of them more than once. Adding to that, was Sir Nax and Sir Frigus, along with his wife Mackey. Then, of all people, I saw my friend Sera, who waved at me with her good hand. I made a note to see her soon about fixing the rest. I hadn’t been able to work on her since meeting with the princess.

Which…

“Princess Alvar,” I said and froze on the spot.

“Healer Dara,” she inclined her head. “And Miss Mahy. I am glad to see you well.”

“Thank you, Princess,” Mahy curtseyed. “Tonight has been wonderful.”

“I’m glad,” Alvar said with a smile hidden behind her veil, still hiding those awful scars. “But tonight is not about me. It’s about this lovely young woman,” Alvar turned to Mahy. “I do hope that when next I meet with Healer Dara, you accompany her.”

“Of c-course,” Mahy stuttered.

“Wonderful,” Alvar chuckled. “Come Morgalis, we shall leave them to their festivities.”

“You don’t have to leave,” I told them both.

The princess met my gaze and nodded. “I appreciate that, Dara.”

Still, they turned and headed, of all places, towards my office. The music still played and people were laughing and chatting. But they still parted as one of the royal guards opened my office door. I watched as a flash of light filled the room before I spotted the familiar setting of stone walls beyond. Wreathed in glowing light, was almost a hovering doorway into another place. A portal, and as Morgalis followed Alvar, the guards closed the door, cutting off the view, leaving me alone with my shock.

“CAKE!” Cleire yelled as cheers broke out around the room.

Mahy and I stuck together for the party. Cleire fed us cake, then followed it up with ale. I had one, and Mahy, after tasting mine, declined any more. I shrugged at that. Plenty of people didn’t like the stuff. I wasn’t about to push her. People came up to us, wanting to chat. Congratulations went around, and a few even left gifts. Including something from Missy that left Mahy a blushing mess.

Until finally, Mahy let out a long yawn. Cleire must have spotted it, because she picked up a wooden spoon from behind the counter and gave it a few good raps to get everyone’s attention.

“I’d like to thank you all for coming,” she called out. “Mahy has been the apple of my eye, since her father’s unfortunate passing.”

“Aww, mum,” Mahy slipped off the stool to hug her.

“And now she’s all grown up,” Cleire continued. “I wanted to give you the world, and while I couldn’t quite manage that. We found hope in the arms of another who gives just as much,” she turned to me. “Treat my little girl well, please?”

“Of course I will,” I announced loudly. “You’re family now.”

Cleire chuckled and Mahy blushed before they both nodded at one another.

“Thank you everyone,” Mahy called out. “I think we’ll end things here.”

“I’ll still serve a few drinks, but we’ll settle things down from here. The birthday girl is ready for bed.”

There were a few chuckles from that. But truth be told, I was pretty tired, too. It had been a long couple of days, and with a good meal, and a few ales, I was more than ready to take a load off and get some rest. So as Cleire ushered Mahy from the room, I waved my goodbyes to my friends. I extracted a promise from Sera to visit soon and nodded when Missy asked if she could see me soon. Then I made my way upstairs.

Rather than bother getting everything off in one piece. I just started pulling at the ties and letting it all hit the floor. Once down to my underwear, I kicked it aside and fell face forward onto the bed. My sheets were lovely and cool and I smiled to myself before somebody knocked on the door. With a squeak, I scrambled forward and heard a voice.

“Miss Dara?” Mahy’s voice called.

“One second!” I scrambled under the covers to hide myself. “Okay!”

The door opened, and Mahy peeked in. She was wearing a nightdress and after looking at me for a moment, she stepped in and closed the door.

“Mahy?” I looked at her.

She looked down at herself. “I’m sorry. Is this not what you wanted me to wear?”

She looked a little hurt, and I frowned before sitting up. I held the blanket covering my breasts, but the movement caught her eye.

“What do you mean? You’re dressed fine. I’m just trying to work out what is going on here?”

“You’re my mentor?” Mahy frowned at me.

“Yes,” I agreed.

Mahy stared at me for a moment, before something seemed to click for her. She bobbed her head slightly. Then reached up and slid both her hands off her shoulders, pushing her nightgown off, letting it fall to the floor around her ankles.

I stared in shock, as she stood bare before me. Her breasts were perky and her nipples were hard. Her pubis was shaved smooth and the only thing she wore was a set of silk stockings, held up by garters.

“M-Mahy,” I mumbled.

She looked up at me and smiled shyly. “Dara.”

“Why are you nude?” I asked.

“You really don’t know?” She asked.

“I really don’t know,” I answered, though I was rather certain what it was. And I was not prepared at all.

“It’s the final step,” Mahy smiled. “Your gift, or at least part of it.”

“This isn’t a marriage or something, is it?” I asked.

Mahy smirked and shook her head. “No. But… I’d still like it to be you.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I want kids,” she shrugged, before moving over to crawl up onto my bed. “But I’m not particularly attracted to men.”

“Why me?” I asked as she came closer.

She stopped just in front of me and looked at my lips. “Because I trust you. You won’t let anything hurt me. What possible other reason could there be?”

“This isn’t because you expect me to fall in love with you, is it?” I asked.

“No,” Mahy shook her head quickly. “You’re more big sister material anyway,” she giggled.

“Big sister?” I frowned.

“Not like that,” Mahy shrugged. “Just… I care for you. And I know that,” She struggled to find the right words before continuing, “whatever it is about your power, that makes you so good at helping people.” She saw me blanch and added in a rush. “I know that when you sleep alone, it disturbs your rest.”

“I’m not letting you become my bed warmer just so I can sleep better.” I shook my head.

“Then how about we just be friends, who share a bed from time to time,” Mahy pressed a finger to my lips. “I’m a grown woman. And unless you’ve been lying to me, the two of us are likely going to be traveling together in the future. Where we end up, might be dangerous, dirty or—just for space and time, we might end up sharing the same space. It will be far easier if we’re comfortable with one another.”

I groaned softly and slumped back in the bed, before realizing what kind of dumb mistake that was. Mahy was practically on my lap, and now her tits were the only thing I could focus on.

“Can we talk about this later?” I asked.

“Glady,” Mahy sighed, before yanking my blanket down.

I was about to protest when she lay down atop me. Her lips met my own, and before I could work out what was happening, I was kissing her back. She was sleek, warm and the scent of her skin was divine. While I wasn’t sure about all this, my lust didn’t give a rat’s ass, and Mahy made a noise as she felt the results push up beneath her.

“Is that what I think it is?” Mahy asked as we broke our kiss.

“Maybe,” I grunted softly.

Mahy looked at me, then blushed, and started kicking her legs. The blanket was forced down with each kick, until she was laying completely atop me, skin to skin. Mahy rocked her hips before pushing herself up. Her eyes looked down, locking on the shape of my cock jutting out between her legs. I grunted as she gripped me, before slipping me out of my underwear.

“It’s so big,” she marveled as she massaged my length. It was pretty obvious she didn’t know what to do with it. Which was even more obvious as she raised herself up and started slotting me into place.

“Hold up,” I grabbed her.

Mahy flinched and looked at me like she’d done something wrong. I let out a sigh and pushed her down onto the bed beside me. She stared up at me like a deer caught in the headlights and I shook my head.

“Foreplay,” I told her.

“Foreplay?” Mahy frowned.

“You’re not ready–”

“I am!”

“Not like that!” I shook my head. “Listen. This is what mentoring is, right?”

“... Right.”

“Good,” I nodded. “Foreplay is what you do before the actual sex. It’s to get the male, or… me excited. But the main part is for the lady. If you go shoving things into holes, it can be uncomfortable, even painful. This is your first time, so I want to be very careful about not hurting you, okay?”

Mahy’s eyes glistened, and she smiled widely. “Okay.”

“Okay,” I repeated. Then kissed her.

Mahy kissed back, and I worked my tongue over her teeth. She responded in time, and when I pulled away, she was looking a little dazed. She didn’t react at all until my teeth nipped at the sensitive side of her neck.

“Ah!” she gasped. “Why?”

“Did you like it?” I asked.

“I… Maybe?”

“Yes or no?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Then that’s why,” I answered, before biting her again.

Mahy grabbed my shoulders as I ran a series of bites and kisses down her neck towards her breasts. When I kissed between them, I glanced up, and saw her watching me with wide eyes. One finger clenched between her teeth like a distraction.

“Nope.” I reached up and took it from her mouth. “I don’t want you muffled. I want to hear every little moan and squeak that comes from your pretty mouth.”

“B-but–OH!”

I licked her nipple, distracting her. Then I took hold of her opposite breasts and kneaded her flesh as I suckled. Mahy’s hips jerked, and I felt a wet smear plaster against my abdomen as her crotch bounced up to meet me.

“It’s hot,” Mahy whimpered. “Why is it so hot?”

“That’s the foreplay,” I answered as I swapped sides. “Do you like it?”

“Maybe?” Mahy whimpered as I sucked her other nipple. “I want to touch. Or for you to touch. I just…”

“Mhm,” I chuckled softly and released her nipple. “That’s a good thing.”

Mahy swallowed and gave a small nod before frowning. “Aren’t I supposed to be… Y’know?”

“This is your first time,” I told her. “From what you were telling me, this is going to happen again. So I can do some more teaching later. Right now, I want you to feel good, so you always have a nice memory of how this is supposed to work.”

Mahy nodded slowly, and I shifted lower. There really was no need for this. She was leaking over my sheets. Her pussy was a glistening mess of female arousal. Her clit peeked out at me, and I looked up at Mahy’s terrified expression before extending my tongue.

“Wait,” she tried, before gasping as I tasted her for the first time.

Mahy fell back and pushed her hips up, chasing my tongue as I lapped at her. I kept my eyes on her as she gripped the sheets and kicked her legs. I dipped my tongue lower, licking around her opening, and even slipping inside her a few times. She responded by rocking her hips, grinding herself into my face, before I shifted up and closed my mouth over her clit.

“DARA!” Mahy screamed as I sucked firmly on her most sensitive place.

Her body jerked as if electrocuted, and her eyes rolled back. I felt a massive increase of warmth and liquid as she started to cum. It wasn’t a squirt, but if she wasn’t a mess before, she certainly was now. Her legs snapped closed around my head, and I was held, face first, in her crotch. That didn’t help her. I was half expecting it and held my breath as I continued to suck, until finally she not only released me, but pushed me away with a squeal.

“Gods!” Mahy grabbed herself and rolled to her side. “Gods…”

“Are you okay?” I asked as I crawled up to lie beside her.

Mahy’s eye snapped open. “You didn’t pull them out.”

“Pull them?” I frowned in confusion.

Mahy pointed down at her crotch and opened her legs slightly. I sat up once more and looked, only to frown at the small metal ring I could see wedged into her ass.

“What is that?”

“Mother said, you should pull them when I hit my climax. You didn’t pull them. Now we’ve done the sex, and you’re going to fall asleep.”

“What?” I said, even more confused. “I’m not about to go to sleep. That was just foreplay.”

“But I climaxed?” Mahy frowned at me.

“You climaxed,” I nodded. “If that’s as far as you want to go, that’s fine. But we haven’t had sex.”

She looked around for a moment before meeting my eyes. “Then… then I want it.”

“Sex?” I asked, to be certain.

Mahy nodded and opened her legs to me. I licked my lips, and Mahy giggled even as she blushed. I shifted between her legs, and gave my cock a stroke, before pushing it down toward her opening.

“I’ll be as gentle as I can,” I promised.

Mahy nodded, and after setting myself at her entrance, I leaned down and took her by the shoulders. Mahy stared up at me, and I kissed her. She moaned into my mouth, and I slowly thrust in. Her breath hitched, and I paused, but she shook her head and groaned a single word.

“More!”

I obliged and pushed further inside. Her legs, like before, closed up around my hips. But this time I wasn’t pinned, and I slowly rocked back and forth. With each thrust, I pushed a little deeper inside her, and Mahy was soon moaning into my mouth with pleasure. Before pulling away.

“Remember the beads,” she whimpered.

I nodded and reached down. Only… With this position, I couldn’t reach them. I shifted, trying to get lower, but Mahy sensed something was wrong and grabbed my arm.

“I can’t reach it,” I admitted. Before grinning.

Mahy yelped as I rolled us. She was suddenly atop, still impaled on my cock, and I shifted my position and raised my knees as I angled my hips. Mahy whimpered as my cock continued stirring inside her, but it also gave me access to her ass. I gripped the globes and Mahy bit her lip as she braced herself for balance.

“You’re going to have to do the work,” I told her. “If I do it, I might pull them out early.”

Mahy nodded, then started shifting her hips back and forth. “Like this?”

“Or up and down, however you prefer.” I nodded as I found the metal ring.

Mahy noticed, because she let out a small whimper of pleasure as I teased it in place. She jerked on my lap, dragging herself back and forth on my cock, riding me frantically, if with little coordination. It was fantastic, and she was moaning softly as she worked herself into a state of ecstasy.

“Touch your clit,” I instructed her.

Mahy took a deep breath before reaching down with a slender pair of fingers. They swirled around, and her jaw dropped open as she gasped at her own sensations. She sped up, jerking her hips as well, before glancing down at me.

“Dara?”

I slid one hand up her shoulder and pulled her down into a kiss. She was trapped, with her hand on her clit, and my cock buried in her pussy. I slowly thrust in and out of her with each movement, pushing her hand into her sensitive pussy. Her kisses became blatant moans attached to my lips, and her pussy squeezed down hard as she started to cry out. I tightened my grip on her shoulder, pinning her in place as I hooked my finger through the metal ring, and applied even pressure.

Her body jolted frantically as the beads popped out, and her screams matched the furious clenching and squeezing of her pussy as she came apart around me.

And hey… Surprising us both. As the last bead slipped out of her ass, a jet of squirt exited her pussy, drenching the two of us as she spasmed and writhed above me.

What even is my life?
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“Remember to watch your teeth. And have some fun.”

“Okay, I’ll try it. Thanks mom.”

The door closed, and a moment later, the bed shifted. I was still half asleep and unsure of what exactly was going on. Less so, when I felt the blanket shift. The memories of the night before flickered behind my eyelids. Mahy’s nude form. The ecstasy written over her features as she reached orgasm. The softness of her lips, wrapping around… wait…

I opened my eyes and took a deep breath as her tongue bathed the underside of my cock. I shifted slightly before raising the edge of the blanket. Mahy stared up at me. That ‘deer in the headlights’ stare. Her lips were puckered as she had the head of my cock in her mouth, while supporting herself on her elbows on either side of my hips.

Her eyes flicked to my hand as I slowly reached towards her. She looked scared, and I smiled softly at her. I wasn’t going to expect to wake up like this every day. Nor would I ever request it. But she had started this, and I was all for continuing. With a gentle touch, I brushed her hair back behind her ear before slowly gripping the side of her head. With a gentle tug, I pulled her down on my cock, letting her stop me before I went too far. Then pushed, taking her lips back to the very tip of my cock once more.

She understood the motion, and I saw her eyes glint with happiness before she bobbed her head on her own.

“Use your tongue,” I urged her. “You’re trying to make your mouth feel like your pussy.”

She paused for a moment before swirling her tongue around. I smiled at the strange sensation and Mahy worked out a comfortable position before bobbing her head once more.

“Mmm?” she murmured.

“Better,” I nodded as my cock throbbed in her mouth.

She felt it, paused, then looked up at me and started again, this time going even faster.

“Oh, shit,” I slumped back against my pillow.

I held her head gently in my hands as she sucked on me. My cock went deeper into her mouth than I was expecting, and I grit my teeth as I realized this was a losing race.

“Mahy,” I gasped. “Mahy, I’m going to cum.”

She replied with a few happy moans, but didn’t even hint at slowing down. Her lips gripped my shaft as her tongue pressed against the underside. Her head movements were smooth, and she took me from tip to almost base, over and over again. I squirmed slightly, feeling my end rushing to meet me, and gripped her hair tightly.

Which was when I finally erupted. Mahy made a sharp noise and pulled back, before shoving her face down against my crotch once more. She made soft moans as my seed flooded her mouth and she sucked firmly as if to get out every drop. Until finally, with a satisfied sigh, I relaxed on the bed. Mahy gently sucked for a few more moments before pinching her lips tightly around my shaft. I groaned as she lifted off, ensuring that nothing was left behind, before looking at me.

I stared at her, before she swallowed once, before sticking out her tongue to show me.

“Wow,” I grunted.

“That wasn’t half as bad as I was expecting it to be,” Mahy blushed.

“You don’t have to swallow it,” I agreed.

Mahy nodded, then met my eyes. “But then I wouldn’t see the look on your face when I did.”

Fuck… the apple did not land far from its tree…
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“Good morning Healer Dara!” Cleire beamed as we came down the stairs.

Mahy was walking a little gingerly, so I had her by the elbow for support as we came down. She looked embarrassed, but kept her chin up. This society wasn’t what I was used to. I had no doubts that everyone at the inn this morning knew exactly what had gone on the night before. Only rather than shame the poor girl, or make odd comments, they treated it like some kind of small celebration. Mugs were raised, a few nods were sent her way and Mahy lapped it up with good humor. At least until she took a seat on the stool beside me.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

Mahy nodded. “Just a little tender.”

“Was she rough with you?” Cleire asked as she set down a steaming mug of something that smelled… odd, before her daughter.

Mahy grimaced when she saw it, but took it in her hands and started to sip. “Gods, this is awful.” She swallowed and shook her head. “No mother. Dara… Dara was wonderful.”

“Good,” Cleire sounded relieved, before turning to me. “And no funny ideas. She is my daughter. If you want to entertain us in your bed, it will be at separate times. Got it?”

“Mom!” Mahy gasped.

“Please don’t tell me that’s a thing?” I winced.

Cleire looked at me for a moment before softening her expression. “It’s not unheard of in some situations. I’m just making sure you understand that this is NOT one of them.”

“Understood.” I nodded immediately.

Cleire nodded then, before looking at us both. “I’ll get you some breakfast.”

“Thank you,” Mahy nodded, before going back to her… tea.

“What is that?” I asked, not liking the smell.

“This?” Mahy raised the cup. “You don’t know what this is?”

“No,” I admitted.

Mahy shook her head. “I suppose, in a way, that makes sense. You already told me you didn’t like men, and you didn’t know about being a mentor. This is to prevent me catching child.”

Oh shit…

“Right,” I nodded quickly. “Right, yes. That… Yes.”

“Yes,” Mahy smirked. “It’s… awful. But perhaps not always necessary.”

“No?” I frowned in confusion.

Mahy shifted slightly. “Those beads felt really nice, and… well if we do it like that.” I groaned and slapped a hand to my face as Mahy giggled softly beside me. “I really enjoyed last night, Dara.”

“I did too,” I admitted. “You’re a beautiful woman, Mahy. Anyone would be lucky to have you.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. “Until I do find someone though–”

“Mahy, do not think that a condition of your employment involves you sleeping with me. Okay?”

Mahy nodded. “But… What if I want to sleep with you?”

“Then remember there’s two places you can finish that won’t end with you having to drink that horrible stuff,” Cleire announced as she came out of the kitchen with two plates laden with eggs, toast and bacon.

“Oh, fuck my life,” I groaned as Cleire chuckled at my expense.

Which was when I felt it. Like a stab to my heart. I let out a gasp and gripped the bench with a grip that turned my knuckles white. Mahy grabbed hold of me, and I felt my heart pounding in my ears. Another lance of pain shot through me, this time in my shoulder, and I cried out as Cleire shouted for help.

When the third slice, to the side of my neck came, I reached up and touched the gaping wound, and found nothing. The injuries were not my own. I was just feeling it as it happened. I threw my consciousness out in all directions. Settling on the direction the pain was coming from. I sucked in a lungful of air and concentrated on breathing as the pain slowly ebbed away.

“Mahy,” I grunted as the pain came down to manageable levels. “Find Denat. We need to go.”

She tipped back the contents of her cup before dashing out the door. Cleire clutched my hand as she stared at me.

“I’m fine,” I grunted, still feeling the terrible, but now numbed pain flashing through me.

“Is it bad?” Cleire asked.

I nodded, still grimacing at the pain that shot through me.

“You’ll be leaving town?” Cleire asked.

I paused and sensed how far out the sensations were coming from, before I nodded again. And Cleire sighed, before marching off towards the stairs. I would have followed, but the pain throbbed angrily at me. Whatever this power was, it had a serious drawback. I didn’t fully understand what this all was. My range for my normal abilities was limited, but I could tell this pain was radiating from something far away. Which meant…

“Yes,” Eve said, as she sat down beside me. “And for what it’s worth, I’m sorry.”

“Why does it hurt so much?” I grunted, not wanting to look at the literal goddess beside me.

“You are only feeling an echo,” she spoke softly. “It is the nature of how this magic works.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s the reason I brought you here.”

I turned to snap at her, but found nothing but an empty seat. The sounds of the inn rang out, and I slumped my shoulders as I waited out the pain. Whatever Cleire was doing, I left her to it, and began to pick at my breakfast. I needed it, at the very least as a distraction as my invisible wounds throbbed beneath my skin. The sharp, stabbing sensation had reduced to a burning throb. It was terribly uncomfortable, but not as debilitating as it was when it began.

When the front door burst open, I glanced back and spotted Mahy rushing in. She slid to a stop beside me, puffing but determined.

“I got the message out. He’ll come as soon as he can. Do I need to pack?”

“No!” Cleire shouted as she came downstairs holding my already packed bag. “You eat. I’ll get your things together.”

Mahy looked hesitant for a moment, before Cleire shot her a glare. That set the younger woman straight, and she sat down. Picking at her food, I gave her a nudge.

“She’s right. You should eat,” I told her.

“I know,” Mahy nodded. “But knowing mom. She’s going to put a bunch of weird things in my bag.”

“Coffee!” Tyina sang as she stepped out of the kitchen with a pair of mugs.

From that point on, there was a certain hesitancy in the air. A couple of people came in looking for healing, but they were minor things and Mahy sent them away. Cleire returned shortly, setting Mahy’s bag down with my own. Before we both finished our meals, a familiar face stepped into the inn.

“Healer Dara, Miss Mahy,” the polite driver smiled. “What’s the emergency?”

“What’s east of Mesan?” I asked.

The driver frowned. “A few way stations. Mostly designed to give drivers a place to rest overnight. Why?”

I frowned and pushed my power into my senses, confirming what it was that I could feel. “How far can we get in a day?”

“We can reach Mesan comfortably,” he scratched his chin. “I’m not sure they’ll let us in if we reach the first station after dark, though.”

“That’s fine then,” I nodded. “When can we leave?”

That was all it took. Denat grabbed our bags, and I stood up as Mahy hugged her mother. To my surprise, the older woman opened one arm and beckoned me towards her. I stepped in, and she hugged us both tightly.

“Look after my daughter,” she ordered.

“Of course,” I promised.

“And look after our healer,” she said, looking at Mahy.

“Of course I will,” Mahy smiled.

“Wonderful.” Cleire hugged us just a little tighter. “The tea is in the front left pocket. You need to steep it in hot water for several minutes and⁠—”

“Mother!” Mahy pulled out of her hug. “You’re embarrassing me!”

Cleire smiled and gave a small shrug. “If you can’t find hot water. In the right pocket, you’ll find more of that oil I lent you for the beads.”

Despite the pain still radiating from my body. I still managed a chuckle, which was enough to get Mahy into gear. She grabbed my hand, and tugged me free of Cleire’s embrace, only to freeze in place when she saw the way I winced in discomfort at the sudden move.

“Dara?”

“I’m fine,” I assured her. “Goodbye Cleire, I’ll bring her back in one piece.”

“Just don’t split her in half!”

“MOTHER!” Mahy cried out as she once again tried to haul me from the inn.

I was ready for it this time and came along without a fuss. We hurried outside and found the familiar carriage waiting for us. Denat already had the doors open, after placing our bags within, and helped us climb up into our seats.

“I’ll get us on the way,” he smiled and closed the door.

Mahy sat across from me and smiled.

“What?” I asked.

“I’ve already had the tea today,” she said as she shifted in her seat. “I know how much pain you’re in. So I’m going to start with my mouth. And we’ll see how things go, okay?”

“Not okay,” I frowned. “Mahy, this–”

“Dara, I am going to suck that cock of yours and you are going to feel better. Am I understood!?”

I slumped awkwardly in my seat and let out a long sigh. “Fine.”

“Wonderful,” Mahy slid out of her seat and onto the floor of the now moving carriage. “And that thing you did, where you gripped my head.”

“Yes?” I looked down at her.

She smiled. “I liked it.”
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I jolted awake as Mahy shook my shoulder.

“Hmm?” I sat up.

“We’re almost there,” Mahy smiled gently as she helped me up once more.

There were no signs of our escapades. What started as a blowjob turned into far more. She swallowed the first one. Then decided since I was still erect, that she should ride me for a time. But when I noticed she was feeling discomfort, she insisted that rather than letting me heal her, she would go back to using her mouth. An unfortunate bump in the road led to a small accident, and the result of that blowjob was left painted across her face. After some laughing, and an effort to clean herself up, Mahy laid me down. Before I knew it, I was out like a light.

“Here,” Mahy lifted a brush. “Let me fix your hair.”

“Thank you, Mahy,” I smiled sleepily.

“No need to thank me. This is my job now,” Mahy laughed softly as the carriage jostled us once more.

“You’re not just someone that works for me.” I rolled my eyes.

“And that’s why I sucked your cock as soon as we got in here,” she shrugged. “I could make a lot of money as one of Madame Bella’s girls. But honestly, I think this is better.”

“Really?” I looked at her. “I’m not complaining, just…”

Mahy shrugged as she started working the brush through my hair. “As one of her girls, the sex would be an expectation. Sure, like mother I’d probably enjoy it, but with you.” She smiled. “I know we’re not destined to be together,” she said quietly. “But let’s just say. If I don’t end up with a woman who has the same endowment as you do, then I’m bringing her to visit when we want kids.”

“Fuck,” I chuckled. “Mahy!”

She shrugged. “I’m still a little tender, but I won’t say no.”

I rolled my eyes, and she chuckled. “And you’re sure you don’t want me to heal you?” I asked.

“No,” Mahy said firmly. “That ache is the ache of a woman who got what she wanted. Let me remember it while I can.”

“If I heal you, it would let you experience it again,” I pointed out.

Mahy shook her head. “No, thank you.”

“Fine,” I grunted, as Mahy swapped the brush for a ribbon.

By the time the carriage came to a stop, we were both presentable and awaiting Denat’s arrival. Sure enough, within moments, the door swung open, and the driver gave us a wide smile.

“Ladies, did you enjoy the trip?” He asked.

“It was wonderful, thank you,” I smiled.

“Lovely,” he smiled. “And thanks for cleaning up after yourselves.”

I froze in place as Mahy let out a small giggled. The driver took our bags, and led us towards, of all things. An inn. I hadn’t stayed at an inn the first time I had visited Mesan. It was the aftermath of a bad Clearing and the creatures of the wilds got inside the walls. It was a place of misery and death, with as many soldiers as civilians caught in the chaos.

As such, I had been taken to a nearby barracks where I’d spent a couple of days holed up with a group of indignant healers. This building reminded me of home, just on a smaller scale. At least, until we stepped inside and I spotted a pair of familiar faces.

“Healer Dara!” Brema gasped as she rushed around the counter.

Mahy laughed as the woman threw herself into my arms, before a similar thump crashed into my legs. I glanced down, seeing Chani grinning up at me.

“Oh, it’s good to see you,” I sighed as I stroked the girl’s hair.

“She’s been perfect.” Brema smiled. “No complications. She’s been checked twice, to be certain.”

I rolled my eyes at that. The healer in charge of this place was a grumpy old sod. No doubt he would have been looking for anything that would have discredited me, or the work that I did. I didn’t think he would have gotten very far with it all. But there was something I could do to improve things once again.

“I have an offer,” I smiled. “At no charge.”

Brema frowned at me before nodding. “Whatever it is, I’m sure I can manage it. How long are you staying?”

“Just the night,” I apologized. “We’re heading east in the morning.”

“East?” Brema frowned. “Bad things have been coming from the East. Cropis is on the edge of it. Things here have been far worse.”

“Not as bad as when I first came here, right?”

“Not that bad,” Brema sighed, before casting a loving glance at her daughter. “Just a lot of attacks on the traders that come through. There’s something out there, riling up the animals. We’re seeing things out this way we don’t normally. Like some driving force, pushing them out.”

“I’ve heard the same at Cropis,” I frowned. “That… might be part of why I’m here?”

Brema looked at me and shook her head. “I won’t pry. Just know that while I run this inn, you have a place to stay, even if I have to take you to my own bed.”

I chuckled for a moment before spotting the look in her eye. Not only was she deadly serious, but that sounded more like a promise than an offer.

“Right,” I cleared my throat. “Yes, well. You’ve met Mahy,” I introduced my companion, who smiled brightly at Brema and Chani. “This is Denat,” I introduced our driver, who gave them both a friendly wave. “We’re here for a night, and need some rooms.”

“Just a bed is fine for me,” Denat offered.

“I’d appreciate if you could get him a room. He’s the only driver I trust and I kinda want to keep him on my good side,” I brushed him off.

The driver smiled a little wider, and Brema let out a laugh. “Let me see what I can do. Then we can talk about your offer.”
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“Status.”

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

Remove Scar target ‘other’ x3 - 60exp

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: 10

Points: 1

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 1110/5767

Mana: 100%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

“Hmm?” Brema groaned.

I waved away my stats and instead focused on the unblemished skin of Brema’s shoulder. She felt nice in my arms, and I thought about it for a time. Because while I loved the sensation of a beautiful woman in my arms—Missy, Cleire, Madame Bella or any of the others—I had no real desire to stay with them. They were all beautiful, attractive women I loved spending time with. But none of them really spoke to me in the way I felt with my ex… At least, what I thought I felt with my ex.

Still, this was one hell of an upgrade to my life. Friends that fuck were far better than no friends at all. And with that thought running through my mind, I pressed my lips into the unblemished skin of Brema’s neck. She had cried when I removed Chani’s scars, then cried some more when I removed her own.

“MAMA!”

The door burst open, and I froze in place as a small terror raced into the room in a cute nightdress. Right behind her, in a similar style dress, came Mahy, who quickly bundled her up.

“Sorry, she just ran in!” Mahy begged off, taking the struggling child with her.

That had the two of us laughing, and Brema rolled over in my arms to face me. “Are you sure you won’t stay another night?”

“I’m sure,” I chuckled and kissed her.

She kissed back before pulling away with a sad smile. “And I can’t convince you to give Chani a sibling?”

I shook my head. “That’s not my place. If I did that, I’d feel compelled to stay.”

“That’s not so bad, is it?” Chani pressed her chest forward.

I laughed and kissed her again. “You are…” I paused as she wrapped her hand around my cock. “A beautiful woman,” I growled softly. “And any man, woman, or combination of the two would be lucky to have you. I find myself blessed that I have met so many wonderful women.”

“I wouldn’t stop you from seeing them,” she teased my length.

“But if I had a child with you, I’d probably stop that on my own terms.” I kissed her. “And while that wouldn’t be such a bad thing. I’d hate to rob you of the chance to be with someone who wants to be wholly with you, for the sake of you.”

Brema sighed and gave a nod. “It kinda hurts, that I can’t convince you.”

“Sorry,” I slumped against her. “I’m just being honest. I’m not ready to settle down yet and if I did for any reason other than my wanting to be with the person I’m settling with, I don’t think things will end well.”

“Fine,” Brema huffed softly. “In that case, how about a lasting memory?”

“What kind?”

“The kind where I balance on my knees, and you get to leave handprints on my ass while you fuck me from behind like some rabid beast?”

“Please tell me you have the tea?”

Brema chuckled. “I’ll drink it while you and Mahy eat breakfast,” she promised as she rolled onto her stomach. “Now hurry up. I should have been downstairs already, so I need you to make this quick.”
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“So,” Mahy giggled.

“Don’t even start.” I shook my head as the carriage rolled through the town gates.

“What’s it like being with a woman?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

Mahy shrugged. “I’ve never been with a woman. Nor a man, technically.”

Frowning, I shook my head. “I’m really not sure what to say. I’ve nothing to compare it with, other than other women.”

“Then who would you rather fuck?” She started. “Miss Brema, or me?”

I slapped my hand to my forehead and groaned. “That’s not a question to ask!”

“Why not?” Mahy asked. “If you prefer fucking her, clearly she’s doing something I’m not.”

“Dammit Mahy,” I groaned. “This isn’t about what you and her are like in bed. Nor is it a comparison. Arguments can be made that Miss Brema has more experience in some things, but those same arguments would point out that I spend far more time with you than anyone else.”

“So no chance of being replaced,” Mahy nodded.

“Oh, for the love of…” I grabbed Mahy and pulled her into a kiss. She was surprised at first, before I loosened my grip and pushed her back once more.

“Ummm,” Mahy sat there nervously.

“I might not be looking to marry you,” I glared at the young woman. “But don’t you dare suggest that what I do feel for you could be so easily replaced. You’re my friend first, my employee second, and my lover third!”

“You’d rather me work for you than to have sex with you?” Mahy frowned.

That took me by surprise, but I should have seen it coming. “I want you to be happy. I want you to have what you need and I don’t want you thinking that sex is something you should ever be forced to do to curry my favor. If you want some attention, just ask for it. You’ve seen how I am with a pretty lady.”

Mahy smirked and gave a small nod. “So it’s that easy, then?”

“Don’t make this something it isn’t.” I rolled my eyes. “I care for you Mahy. And I enjoy the sex. I just don’t want it to be a staple of our relationship. You deserve better than that.”

Mahy smiled and gave a nod. “Okay. Now I get that thing mom told me before we left.”

“What thing?” I asked.

Mahy smiled a little wider. “Oh. Mother explained the difference between sucking a cock for morale, and sucking one for a reward.”

I blinked slowly. “Did she now?”

“Mhm,” Mahy smiled. “So, do you want your reward now, or later?”

“I think I should bathe first,” I grunted, remembering the events of that morning.

Mahy nodded. “Tonight it is.”

Like mother, like daughter…
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“Hey,” Mahy said softly as she sat down beside me.

I stared out the window as the sun slowly peeked over the horizon. We’d made it to the waystation. Basically, a small fortification with a ring of walls around it. It wasn’t luxurious, but it was a safe place for traders and travelers to stop for the night. With the abundance of Moccu in this part of the world, it simply wasn’t safe to stop in the open. Only well-equipped military forces could push out into the wilderness. The way stations were built section by section, guarded by mages and soldiers alike. People died for simple construction goals. It was just one of the many things on my mind.

Aside from the pain.

“Dara?”

“Sorry,” I yawned and looked over at Mahy in her nightdress.

That was another thing I’d been thinking of. Mahy was clearly eager to continue our little games when we stopped. That went double when we could only secure a single room. There were refugees tagging along with a regular trade group heading back towards Cropis. Things were getting bad all over the country. Something far to the east was driving the creatures out. Those to the west of the problem were fleeing west towards Mesan and Cropis. Those to the north were heading towards the capital. News was scarce in the south, with little trade heading north this time of year. Further to the east though, were wildlands uninhabited by the people of this world.

“Do I need to do something?” Mahy gently stroked my shoulder.

I shook my head slowly, though I took her hand. She squeezed my fingers and sat down beside me.

“Talk to me,” she pleaded.

I took a deep breath and nodded. “It’s close.”

“What you feel?”

“I hoped it was at this waystation,” I muttered. “But it’s beyond the walls. Further to the east.”

“But we’re close?” Mahy frowned. “What is it that you’re feeling if it’s not inside the walls?”

“That’s my worry,” I frowned. “What I felt was something that should have killed a person. This might be bandits who have found a safe place to hide. It could be someone trapped, or stuck. I just… don’t know.”

“And you don’t have a spell you could use for this?” Mahy asked.

I shook my head. “I wouldn’t even know where to start. In order to form a spell, I need to understand what I’m doing first. It’s one of the reasons raw casting can be dangerous. Not only the mana expenditure, but having to experiment and succeed at doing what we intend. If we get it wrong, it can be a waste, or we can make it worse. And I don’t even know what this is, in order to try.”

“That sounds complicated,” Mahy frowned. “Part of me was envious of the mages, but… It sounds dangerous as well.”

I smiled and gave a small nod. “If you were a mage, I likely would never have met you.”

“You met Miss Sera,” Mahy pointed out.

I nodded. “She’s different though,” I chuckled. “Even then, I don’t think she liked me all that much when we met. She just liked how I stood up to Magi Londa.”

Mahy frowned and nodded slowly. “I suppose it’s all a balance then.”

I smiled, remembering Eve and the cryptic way she spoke about her role. “You could definitely say that,” I nodded.

“Well,” Mahy stood, releasing my hand. “I bet Denat is up. Should we get an early start, since you’re clearly not about to take me to bed?”

I sighed and shook my head. “Look, I’m sorry⁠—”

“Please don’t apologize,” Mahy touched my shoulder. “It was a joke. I… I don’t understand what it is you’re going through right now, but… If I have every right to not perform for you. What would that say about me if I didn’t offer you the same courtesy?”

“It’s not a courtesy,” I frowned up at her. “Curtesy is holding a door open for someone. It’s your right to decide what you do and don’t do with your own body.”

Mahy smiled and let out a sigh. “I think I need to make a list.”

“Of what?” I frowned.

Mahy smirked. “Of all the rewards I need to give you.”

“Mahy–”

“Weren’t you just saying that it’s my right to decide what I can do with my own body?” she glared pointedly at me.

“That’s… not quite what I meant,” I glared at her.

Mahy smirked. “Doesn’t matter. It’s my body, and if I want to use it to reward you, that’s up to me… so long as you’re okay with a luscious young woman, desperate to taste your seed.”
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“You know. I never thought I’d enjoy that, quite as much as I do,” Mahy said as she licked her lips.

I sighed softly as we made our way downstairs. It was a little after dawn now. Mahy got her wish, and truthfully, I was feeling a little better. The edge of whatever it was that I could feel was gone. Not entirely, but dulled severely enough that the pounding in my head—something I hadn’t realized was there—was now a gentle throb behind my eyes once more.

“Do you think you could do anything about my gag reflex?” she asked.

“What?” I grunted as I turned to face her.

Mahy blushed and gave a small shrug. “Sorry, I was just thinking about how it would feel if you were to lay me down and shove your cock down my MMM!”

I slapped a hand over her lips and glared at her. “Enough. Got it?”

Mahy rolled her eyes, but gave a small nod. I released her, and she took a deep breath. “But is it possible?”

This time I rolled my eyes, and Mahy snickered as she followed me downstairs. The inn wasn’t so much of an inn here. It was more like a barracks. People came in, they got their meals from a communal pot, and they ate. If they paid for a room, they could go upstairs to sleep, or they could pull up a patch on the floor near the fire. Or in Denat’s case, he slept in the carriage. Speaking of, he gave us a friendly wave as he spotted us coming down the stairs.

“Go sit, I’ll get your breakfast,” Mahy nudged me.

I turned, and she gave me a glare, so I rolled my eyes at her and made my way over to Denat. He looked at us both and chuckled.

“Trouble in paradise?”

“It’s not like that,” I groaned.

“Sure,” he nodded. “I’m not judging. But it’s obvious you two have at least a little something in common.”

“She’s a beautiful young woman,” I grunted.

Denat smiled and nodded. “It’s okay to enjoy things with the right kind of people.”

I paused, then looked at him, but he was eating his soup once more. “What about you?” I asked. “I’m not taking you away from anyone, am I?”

“Naw,” Denat sighed. “It’s a long story, but… she’s no longer with us.” he turned his eyes on me and grinned. “And don’t worry your pretty little head. From what I gather, you’ve an appendage I’ve no interest in, and Mahy’s far too young for an old codger like me.”

“Some ladies are attracted to a mature man,” Mahy giggled as she sat down beside me with a pair of bowls filled with the same concoction as what Denat was eating.

The older man chuckled and gave a nod. “Aye. That I was a mature man a decade ago. I’m not old, but if I were to find a nice woman, she’d have to be someone like me. Older and… more understanding.”

I frowned at that. I got what he meant, and my heart broke for him. It felt odd to offer comfort as a man, to another man, but… either I was changing, or I just felt freer in this form. Without a moment of hesitancy, I reached out and took his hand. He smiled at me, and gave it a squeeze, before going back to his breakfast.

“Enough of that,” he snorted. “Eat, then we can get out of here. The sooner we’re home, the sooner I can get back to eating proper meals. This gruel is barely palatable.”

I looked at the contents of my bowl and gave a small nod.

Breakfast was a quick affair. He was right. It wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t great either. It had chunks of something in it. Meat and vegetable. Otherwise, it tasted like an overboiled soup that used salt to mask the flavor of whatever was in it. Enough to keep the traders moving, but not with any great level of comfort. This waystation wasn’t designed for comfort. It was little more than a military installation turned rest spot.

That went as far as the design of this place. We stepped outside and found our carriage a short way away. When we came in, we were sorted into a queue. Everyone was parked with their carriage set up nose to tail with the previous. Denat’s horses were in a small single stable off to one side, where a young man accepted a coin for bringing them out, before they worked together throwing the armored blankets over them. In general, the carriages moved too quickly to be easily attacked, but a bit of padding and plates made even the most dedicated moccu question things.

Mahy and I climbed into the back and got ourselves comfortable. And when I felt for the direction we needed to go, confirmed it was indeed to the east we needed to travel, Denat confirmed, before getting us moving once more. There was a pause at the gate, where the guards wanted to check a few things, in case we were fleeing from an unpaid bill. With a runner sent to the inn to check, we were soon on our way.

I closed my eyes and pushed out my senses, trying to locate the source of the pain I felt. Whatever it was, echoed through the land. Its source was so insistent that I felt it back in Cropis. So I expected that whatever else was there, likely had some kind of reaction as well. I felt sure that I’d be able to find them as we got closer. What else could this be but a group of individuals, trapped or injured somewhere?

I shuddered as I felt a throb behind my eyes and noticed that Mahy had gently taken one of my hands.

“Miss Dara?” she nodded. “Are you okay?”

“I hope so,” I said quietly, trying not to move so much. The sway of the carriage was causing my head to pound as my body swayed with the movement.

The carriage rumbled along. There was a shout from Denat as he warded off some beast, and I refrained from checking the window. Mahy, however, did, and she grimaced quickly before sitting closer to my side.

“They look mangey,” she whispered.

I nodded to myself. That sounded like they were being driven out for food competition. Animals, in general, looked after themselves. They developed an equilibrium with the environment. If the wolves of earth hunted too many deer, the deer became scarce and the wolves would starve. That left them open to further health problems, which culled their population, letting the deer recover in population. Until things found a natural balance.

If the moccu here were unhealthy, that meant they were being starved, or out-competed for resources. Which could easily explain why they were being driven out from the east. The only question was what caused that sudden push? And how much of it was tied to the pain I could sense, that we were rapidly approached.

It wasn’t long before I noticed it wasn’t quite on track any more. It was further and further to the south. Like whatever it was, hadn’t stayed on the road. I could feel it more too, despite Mahy’s morning routine. It wasn’t the harsh agony that I had experienced when it first happened, but I could still feel that sharp stab right into my heart.

“Dara?” Mahy nudged me.

“We’re close,” I grimaced, before getting up.

Mahy watched me in silence as I leaned against the window. I could see the trees zooming by. I also couldn’t see any moccu. Even as I stood and watched, the land opened up, and the trees turned into a vast plain. The source pointed to a figure I could see in the distance. Without a second thought, I opened the door. Mahy let out a shriek as I pushed against the force of the wind. Denat must have noticed something was wrong, because he shouted something I wasn’t paying attention to as he slowed the carriage.

That was all secondary to what I could feel. The figure I could see collapsed to the ground. My heart thudded in my chest, and I leaped without thinking. The ground rushed up to meet me, and the moment sent me tumbling to the ground in a heap. I rolled a few times before pushing myself upright. Mahy was screaming something, and the carriage was doing its best to safely stop. The only thing on my mind was the person in the distance.

I picked myself up and began to run. My shoes stuck in the ground, and I kicked them off before picking up my pace. I sprinted, uncaring about what monsters could be lurking. They weren’t my concern, only getting to this poor injured person.

But were they a person? The closer I got, the more desperate I became. I could feel their anguish and it overwhelmed me. I needed to fix this, to make this pain end. How a being could suffer so terribly, I had no idea. I could smell them now, their festering wounds. How they’d lived so long with such awful injuries was completely beyond me.

That was until the figure I spotted stood up once more. Like a mirage it was like there were two people. One on the ground and another was… floating?

Moving closer I noticed the floating person was a woman. She shrieked at me while clutching her face in horror.

“NO!” she cried. “Run! RUN!”

I slid to a halt and felt it. She was it. The source of all the pain. But… she looked fine.

“GET OUT OF HERE!” she screamed. “You don’t understand!”

“I want to though!” I shouted.

The woman’s eyes went wide. “You… You can hear me?”

I nodded before spotting movement. The second body was moving. Yet, my attention was on the woman. There was something about her that my conscious mind was struggling to interpret. Then I saw it.

As she floated above me, she had a small tendril that attached itself to the body. Instinctively I knew it was a corpse. Only, it wasn’t dead. It was still moving. There was a gaping hole in its chest. But that didn’t stop it crawling forward with one good arm, as the other hung limply down its side. But the worst was the twisted expression on its rotting face. Which I could see clearly. Its head hung sideways, attached by a strip of flesh and skin as it mimed screaming, while gnashing its teeth.

“You have to run,” she pleaded. “I won’t stop!”

“What are you?” I asked. Although I’d seen enough zombie movies to make an educated guess, this was a different world with different rules, and this might be a different phenomenon.

The woman shook her head and began to sob. “I d-don’t know!” She cast a desperate eye at me. “Please, you need to leave. I haven’t been in control since the soldiers cut me down. I’m stronger than I look, and if I bite you, the curse will spread.”

“Curse?” I blinked, before looking at the crawling corpse coming towards me. “This is soul magic, isn’t it?”

The woman nodded. “I can feel it,” she sobbed. “It hurts so much. I want to die. To move on, but I can’t. I’m tied to my body. Please, I wouldn’t wish this on anyone.”

“DARA!” Mahy’s voice called in the distance.

I turned and spotted her coming, with Denat charging in behind. The old man carried an ax at his side. But they were secondary to what my gut was telling me.

“If… If I can release you. If I can fix this. Would that be something you would want?” I asked.

The floating woman nodded. “I don’t know if it’s possible. But please? If you know of something? I just want it to stop.”

I focused on her, even as her body continued crawling towards me. And I took a deep breath, before concentrating on the pain, coming off her. That sensation, trapped behind my eyes, was like a tether. I could follow it, right to the source. Despite the fact she was right in front of me, I could sense that the tether was actually anchored within the corpse. It attached to a point in her skull, and I pushed my power into it.

This wasn’t like healing. Instead there was an emotion that filled me and blended with my power, one I couldn’t quite define as I forced my magic to burn through the skull and toward the heart of the anchor. I pushed that aside to concentrate on what I needed to do. I was hoping to get a sense for the origin of the problem and explore it. In essence, it was like stabbing my mana directly into a void. Only for the void to react, peer back up at me and take control. I felt a massive tug, and cried out as I felt not only my power, but a part of myself being sucked into the very cage trapping an aspect of the woman. That part of me latched onto the woman’s… soul? She screamed in terrible agony. I could feel the reverberations of her pain and I grit my teeth. Fear and uncertainty flooded me. I started to panic when I saw the opening into the cage close above me. All that remained was a small hole that allowed the tether to drop down through it and connect to the aspect of the woman I had come to help. Below us was worse. Instead of a cage floor, it was an open, sucking void.

“Deep breath now,” Eve said, standing beside my physical body.

Words partly filled with nerves flooded from my mouth. “Am I doing to die? Is that a part of the woman’s soul attached to me and how do I help her and myself get out?” Her soothing presence helped quell some of the panic and I took a deep shuddering breath to still my emotions. I felt vulnerable and a part of my logical mind was considering that this might be a side effect of whatever was happening with my power.

Eve answered in the order I asked my questions. “Not yet. Yes, it is a part of her soul. It’s how she is anchored into her flesh despite it being a corpse.” Eve bent down and touched my shoulder. “Soul Magic isn’t the same as healing magic. You’ve gotta fight for it. Use your will, determination and empathy to guide you forward. Soul Magic is more instinct, visualization and emotion driven.”

I cringed and took a deep breath. Emotions made me feel vulnerable. As a guy, I’d never really been the type to do a lot of self-reflection. As a futa, I was still trying to learn the ropes of what it meant to have lady parts, so I wasn’t the most well-adjusted individual emotionally speaking. Eve gently rubbed my shoulder. She didn’t say anything, but that small gesture helped focus me.

Concentrating on the cage trapping the woman, I grabbed onto the tether dangling within the cage and pulled. Whatever that force was trying to suck me in, I pulled back and the part of me within the cage, grew claws and climbed back up the tether. With one hand still on the tether, I punched upward with my right fist and smashed a wider opening in the cage above. It tinkled like glass and a part of me was surprised at how easy it had been to do that. Perhaps the goddess was helping, but I could thank her later if she was.

Looking at the amorphous white mist, flecked with alternating colors, was beautiful despite the situation. It was an atrocity to see such an amazing sight be trapped in such a way. I tugged on the tether to drag the both of us upward. I did so gently at first, just to test the waters, so to speak. She moaned, but it wasn’t the searing scream when I crashed into her. That was a relief. I felt the pull from the void lessen, and I managed to take in a full breath of air. The corpse, or… zombie, was closer now. There was no recognition in its face.

It was like I was fighting two battles simultaneously. One of the soul and the other, from the very real threat of the zombie drawing closer. Yet, I couldn’t move away, the fight on the soul level was taking up most of my will and concentration. I knew that I was running out of time.

“I wouldn’t have brought you here if I thought you couldn’t do this,” Eve whispered.

Her reassurance was all that I needed to gather myself. I snarled and dug in my mental claws. I watched both with my physical eyes and metaphysical ones as that aspect of myself clawed its way out, using the tether as a way to haul myself and that tiny fraction of the woman’s kaleidoscopic soul out beneath me. It was strange as I looked down. From the waist up, I was human shaped with sharp claws attached to the tether. Below me was a tail made out of wispy mist, and wrapped around the amorphous soul of the woman. I’d just hauled my upper body up when things turned for the worst.

Sensing that the woman was close to escaping, the damage I’d done to the cage regenerated and closed over. Fearing for the woman who was still within the cage, attached to a section of my essence, I smashed down. The cage shook and cracked. I punched again. A shard hit the woman and she screamed. Like fog being swept by the wind, a small section of her soul was sucked into the void below. Her grip loosened around my tail, and I gave one final punch creating a wide enough hole to escape. With a ragged scream, I pulled with all my might. The suction reversed, and now I was the one with the power. Unfortunately, that only amplified what I could feel from the poor woman’s soul and her connection to her physical body. She was screaming as the pain rebounded to me. It wasn’t just the injuries from my struggle to free her. I felt her pain she received from days earlier and everything else, even as a zombie. Her entire body was wracked with pain, from her shattered bones to her melting skin and decomposing organs. How she was capable of rational thought was beyond me entirely. I couldn’t understand how her soul could feel pain, but that cage must have had a way to let her experience physical sensation. What nefarious and cruel creation. This had to stop.

My eyes blurred as I grit my teeth. Before I reached out one final time. I felt a firm set of fingers wrap around my ankle, the zombie had me in its grasp, and I knew it was now or never. With a mental image in mind, I took hold of the soul, trapped in my grasp, and severed it from the corpse by using those same claws to cut the tether holding the cage.

The relief was instantaneous. The surge of agony snapped away, and the woman let out a shuddering sigh. When I opened my eyes, the corpse at my feet lay still, while the woman attached to it was now going limp as if being held weightlessly in the air.

“You can’t sustain her,” Eve whispered gently. “But you’ve released her.”

“Thank you,” the woman smiled. “Thank you so much.”

“What is your name?” I asked.

She blinked slowly and turned her head to face me, with tears rolling down her cheeks. “Tenameldra,” she told me. “My friends call me Tena.”

“Who did this to you, Tena?” I asked.

A shadow flicked across her face, and she shook her head. “My husband.”

I froze as her body began to break apart. Rather than be in pain, she smiled and rolled onto her back, before tilting her head to the sky.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered.

I smiled as her human soul shape began to glow with the multicolored lights like that small piece that had been trapped within the cage. Flecks began to disperse before my eyes. More pieces rose from her skin, turning into pearlescent petals before vanishing into little bright puffs.

“Please stop him, Dara,” Tena said, turning to face me once more. “He isn’t himself. He’s not the man I loved.”

“I’ll do my best,” I promised, not knowing a single thing about what I should do next.

She smiled and her face began to break up, before she let out a small sob. “Mommy. Is that you?”

“Brace yourself,” Eve whispered.

And as Tena finally vanished from sight, I heard an earth shattering boom. A shockwave burst out and I felt something slam into my chest. It threw me off my feet, and I slammed into the ground, where I could vaguely hear the sounds of Mahy screaming my name.

I barely remember what happened next. Mahy, screaming and crying, found me slumped over in the grass. She started trying to drag me, before a firmer set of hands came to help. I found myself suspended between them both. The world was various hues of color that I couldn’t identify, as my mind behaved sluggishly.

I heard something that vaguely sounded like the word ‘step’, followed by something knocking into my knees. I did the only thing I could think of and raised one foot before I pitched forward onto something solid and hard. I recognized the wood and rolled onto my back, as Mahy and Denat came into view.

“What happened to her?” Denat grunted.

“I don’t know,” Mahy replied. “Did you see the corpse?”

“I saw something,” Denat frowned. “Should we go back?”

“Please,” I choked out.

“Dara!” Mahy got down on the floor beside me.

“Get her,” I mumbled as I struggled to make my eyes focus. “Please?”

“Fuck,” Denat swore, before marching out of the carriage once more.

I closed my eyes and focused on breathing, only for Mahy to shake me. “Don’t go to sleep. Have you hit your head?”

“No,” I smirked slightly. “She… she was it.”

“The dead woman?”

I nodded and opened my eyes once more. “Something… Terrible.”

“She’s been out here a while,” Mahy frowned. “Surprised, nothing tried to eat her. Bodies are rare unless they’re fresh.”

“She wasn’t.” I shook my head. “Not really.”

“What, someone dumped her?”

I shook my head again. Before deciding to tell her everything. About how I felt her wounds, and could see her soul. I explained how I’d spoken to her, and cut her free. And by the time I could hear Denat huffing as he returned, Mahy had me in my seat while I swayed gently in place.

“I thought those were rumors.” Mahy shook her head. “There really is a necromancer?”

“You heard them too?” Denat called from outside as he did… something.

Mahy looked at me, and I nodded. “Dara says that the corpse was a zombie. That she spoke to her.”

“Impossible, unless you’re a soul mage,” Denat grunted as he lifted something heavy.

“I’m a soul mage!” I muttered back, grateful that my voice was recovering more strength.

Denat paused before grunting once more. There was a solid clunk, and then he stuck his head in. “You are?”

I nodded. “I am. She and I spoke. Her name was Tenameldra.”

Denat froze and shook his head. “What?”

“Tenameldra,” I repeated. “She said her friends call her Tena.”

“There was a notice about a death. Usually those don’t travel, but her husband made a name for himself after being caught grave robbing,” he said.

I grimaced and nodded slowly. “That makes sense then.”

In the distance, there was a feline growl, and Denat frowned. “Sorry ladies. We need to leave.”

“Home,” I smiled. “Take us home.”

Denat looked up at the sky before nodding. “We’re not far from the way station. We should be able to get back to Cropis before dark if we hurry.”

“Don’t push it,” I smiled.

Denat chuckled. “I’ll do more than push it for a decent bed and a hot meal from Mahy’s inn.”

He closed the door, and I let out a long sigh, before Mahy pressed herself into my side. I wrapped my arm around her, and the carriage began to move as Denat turned us around on the road. Home sounded wonderful. But there was something I wanted to check.

“Status.”

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 1000exp

Your mana is depleted, and you are dying.

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 2000exp

You have replenished your mana. You are no longer dying.

Mana regeneration backlash in effect. Until fully restored to 100%, your regeneration is halved.

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: 10

Points: 1

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 4110/5767

Mana: 98%

Regeneration: 1% per minute

“Well shit,” I sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Mahy frowned.

I thought about telling her before sighing. “Nothing. But I’ve got a few things to think about when we get home.”

Like what those question marks are, and what Eve can tell me about a literal fucking necromancer running around…
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KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

“Miss Dara!” Mahy’s frantic call came through the door.

I shifted in bed and blinked up at the ceiling. It was all I managed before the door opened and Mahy, along with an armored figure, stepped into the room.

“Excuse me!” Mahy snapped, turning on the soldier. “You wait–”

“Move,” the soldier took Mahy by the shoulder and shoved her to the floor.

I heard something crack, and Mahy let out a scream. It was all I needed before I burst out of the bed. My eyes locked on Mahy. I could feel through my ability the sheer agony in her ankle. From the looks of it, she had landed badly, and I knew she had broken it. Still in my nightdress, I hurried to her side, only for the soldier to snatch my wrist.

“You are to come with me,” he grunted and hauled me to the door.

“MISS DARA!” Mahy screamed before trying to stand.

I felt the spike of pain flash through my mind and turned on the soldier. I let out a scream and slapped my hand to the side of his head. There was no time for rational thought. I simply pushed my mana into him. Raw casting was dangerous, but I had done something similar already to the moccu that tried to eat me. Only this time, I wasn’t trying to harm him. I forced my will into his brain, switching him from wakefulness to the deepest sleep as mana rushed from my body. There was a gasp, and he fell to the floor in a heap. Before I spun and rushed back to Mahy’s side.

“I have you,” I told her.

“You killed him,” Mahy trembled..

“Just asleep,” I promised her as I took hold of her ankle. “Heal Fracture,” I cast over her.

Mahy let out a soft whimper as booted feet marched up the stairs. There was a soft gasp before the sound of a sword being drawn.

“Surrender immediately!” someone shouted.

“He’s sleeping!” I shouted back, before turning to Mahy. “Heal Fracture!”

With the second burst, I was satisfied that Mahy was completely recovered. I felt bad for the numerous injuries she had received at my side. Making sure she was fine was the least I could do. It was, however, the only thing I had time for, as those booted feet continued up the stairs.

“Back against the wall,” I told Mahy. “Keep your hands where they can see them. Stay safe.”

“Miss Dara,” Mahy whimpered as I stood up.

With my own hands out to their sides, I walked into view. The first of the soldiers was bending over his sleeping colleague. Behind him were several more, all staring at me with looks that made me uncomfortable.

“Does someone want to tell me what this is about?” I demanded.

“Your presence was ordered by the king,” the closest, conscious soldier turned to face me. “Now you have assaulted a palace guard, I will take you by force if necessary.”

“Am I allowed to dress myself, or are you going to drag me before the king in my nightdress?”
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“What is the meaning of this!” Queen Babesnye snarled as I was hauled before them.

“Good morning, your majesty,” I tried to bow, before the guard shoved me forward onto my knees.

“Healer Dara assaulted one of my men,” the guard stood behind me. “I brought her to face justice.”

“Assault?” King Alaisdair turned his hardened gaze towards me. “Is this true?”

“Define assault?” I grunted as I stood.

“She used dark magic to render a man unconscious,” the guard reported.

“I wasn’t aware that a white mage had access to dark magic,” Queen Babesnye tutted. “Healer Dara, would you care to elaborate?”

“Raw casting,” I shrugged. “He burst into my room, shoved my assistant to the floor, where she twisted and broke her ankle. When I tried to help her, he grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me out. So I put him to sleep and healed my friend.”

The king stared for a moment, before turning to his wife, who was looking horrified. But that was nothing compared to the irate screech that came from behind me.

“They did WHAT?!”

I turned and spotted Princess Alvar with Morgalis at her side. Before my very eyes, Alvar threw out her hand, opening a portal right then and there in the middle of the throne room. I spotted the inside of the inn, where Morgalis stepped through, before the princess closed it once more.

“Father!” she yelled. “Father, tell me this was not what you ordered!”

“It was not,” the king frowned. “We received conflicting information, and I did send my men to collect you. I did not intend for them to treat you as a criminal,” he glanced up at the man standing behind me. “That will be all, Captain.”

“My lord,” the man bowed.

Alvar appeared at my side. She looked me up and down before turning to the king. “Father, I shall return her in a moment.”

“Very well,” the king nodded, while Alvar took my hand.

I let myself be dragged from the throne room. The princess was irate. Muttering curses and threats of violence and revenge as she dragged me down several corridors. Twice, she turned and apologized to me as we passed by nicely dressed individuals I didn’t recognize, until finally she brought me to a rather large room.

It reminded me of the shows I watched back home on the historical monarchies of the world. It was huge, ornate, with a fourposter bed in the center of the room. A privacy screen was set up in the corner, hiding what was probably either a privy or a bath. None of that was what caught my attention, as Alvar dragged me over to a nearby wardrobe.

“Now, what can I put you in?” she muttered to herself as she threw it open.

“If you want to help me get dressed, you can just send me home again,” I suggested.

“I can’t,” Alvar frowned as she went through the various gowns in her collection. “I don’t have the mana without preparation. That one portal for Morgalis was all I can do for now.”

“You’re really the one that makes those portals?” I asked.

She sighed and turned to me. “Only my family. You’ve seen the creatures beyond our walls. You practically need an army to defend against them if you wanted to march on your neighbor. Logistically, a war is almost impossible to conduct.”

Oh… Being able to open a portal would solve that problem immediately. The royal family would be able to open a portal wherever they wanted, march an army through, and do as they please. And they’d be impervious to reprisals, since that would take crossing the land itself with an army that would be constantly at risk from the monsters of the wilds. Only to find themselves having to break down the impenetrable walls like that of Cropis.

“Thankfully,” Alvar sighed. “War has not been on the agenda in several generations. The few times we have used our familial abilities for conflict, have been quick and arrests were made with little violence.” I nodded slowly, before Alvar gave up her search with a huff. “I know the problem,” she turned to me and stared at my chest. “You’re built more like Morgalis than myself.”

“Oh,” I frowned, as she closed the wardrobe and moved down one. “Wait, her clothes are in this room?”

Alvar gave me a strange look, and I immediately felt embarrassed. That was something I’d seen on those same shows. How servants would stay with their lords, sometimes in the same bed. Which she confirmed a moment later.

“Morgalis stays here with me. Does Mahy not do the same?”

I thought about it and gave a small shrug. “Not at the inn. But she’s mentioned sharing a room when we travel.”

Alvar nodded and opened the next wardrobe. She plucked out a dress and showed it to me before shaking her head. That went back in, and she skipped through a few of them before plucking out another. It was green, with a few embellishments. This time, she smiled.

“Try this on,” she offered it to me. I took the dress and frowned slightly. Alvar let out a huff. “Come on. You wouldn’t be the only woman I’ve seen naked. Dress off!”

Before I could react, she was in my space. Pulling up my nightdress, I froze as she yanked it over my head, before freezing in place as she glanced down at me.

“Oh.”

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“What?” Alvar jerked her chin up to look me in the eye. “Apologies, Healer Dara. I mistook your apprehension. Rest assured, you are not unwelcome here. Now please, put on the dress, then we may speak with my father.”

“Right,” I sighed and pulled the dress over my head.

Alvar moved quickly and helped tighten it with adjustable straps along the back. It wasn’t quite a corset, but it pulled in around my ribs and held my breasts comfortably in place.

“I don’t think I have any footwear for you,” she frowned, then kicked off her own and laughed. “Now it won’t matter.”

I was blown away by the princesses actions before she took my hand and led me out of the room once more. This time, there was no mad rush. She didn’t dally, but it was a more sedate pace as we entered the throne room. We were just in time to see a familiar-looking guard being escorted out by the captain from earlier.

“There you are,” King Alaisdair smiled at the two of us. “The matter of your assault has been handled. The guard will be reprimanded.”

“I ask that you not punish him too severely,” I interjected. “I don’t appreciate him, or what he did. But I don’t believe he acted the way he did out of malicious intent.”

Queen Babesnye smiled broadly and gave a nod. “I shall ensure your words are taken into account.”

“Thank you, my queen,” I bowed.

“Now,” King Alaisdair cleared his throat. “Seers in service to the crown were tracking something as it traveled over our lands, heading towards the town of Mesan. I had orders sent to the way station east of the town to intercept it if possible. Only for our seers to be disrupted by a powerful force.”

“That was me, yes,” I nodded slowly. “Her name was Tenameldra.”

“Why does that name sound familiar?” Queen Babesnye frowned in concentration.

“Something about a grave robber?” I offered. “Denat, my driver mentioned he’d read it.”

“That’s right,” the queen nodded. “Awful thing.”

“He’s still at large,” the king agreed.

I nodded. “Yes, well. She told me that he was a necromancer.”

The royal couple exchanged a look before the queen nodded. King Alaisdair turned to me. “And how do you know this? Understand, we tracked the death magic to Cropis, where Denat, the driver you mentioned, turned a body over for burial.”

“I think I now understand why your guard was so insistent on collecting me,” I grunted. “Not only am I a White Mage. I am also a Soul Mage. I told you before that I could feel Princess Alvar’s pain as she arrived. Well, Tena’s soul screamed across the land itself. I didn’t know what it was before, thinking only of another poor, injured person. I hired Denat and took my assistant Mahy along to find her. The body Denat was kind enough to collect was all that remains of the poor woman.”

“And… her soul?” Queen Babesnye asked.

“Moved on,” I smiled sadly, remembering the way Tena had recognized her mother. “I was able to break whatever hold the necromancer had. But I couldn’t hold her. The moment the magic was severed, she was free to leave, and did so without coercion.”

“Say we believe you,” King Alaisdair stared at me. “Can you find him?”

“I don’t know,” I apologized. “I was only able to find her, through the agony she was feeling. It was awful. I haven’t felt anything like it before, or since. The moment she was at peace, I felt nothing.”

The king let out a long sigh and sat forward in his chair. “If that is the case. Then I cannot allow you to leave at this time.”

Alvar straightened. “Father–”

“I’m sorry, Alvar. My word is final. There is too much speculation involved with Healer Dara, and if she is, in fact, telling the truth. We shall likely need her.”

“Can you tell Mahy?” I asked the royal family. “She’ll worry.”

“Morgalis shall stay with her,” Alvar took my arm. “In turn, you shall stay with me.”

“We have rooms–”

“Which she can take, should she feel it is necessary. However, my rooms will be more than adequate in the meantime,” Alvar snapped at her father, who glanced at his wife and received no support.

“Very well,” King Alaisdair nodded as he straightened. “Healer Dara. You are under observation. Please do not attempt to flee. Your comfort here depends on your cooperation.”

“Yes, lord,” I bowed slightly.

He made a noise, and Alvar took my hand before leading me out of the throne room. She was angry, and I was as well. I wasn’t about to yell at a man who could order me executed, though.

“Come on,” Alvar urged me. “We need to get you measured, and then I have a few things to show you.”

“Measured?” I asked.

“Father will probably keep you here for some time yet. While Morgalis, I’m sure, would be fine if you borrowed her clothing. It would be best if you had your own.”

“If I had my coins–”

“My treat,” she cut me off. “If father thinks to treat you as a criminal of the nobility, I shall have to treat you otherwise.”
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“And now the left,” the old woman muttered.

I kept my eyes forward, as I shifted my cock off to the indicated direction, while she measured my inseam.

“Wonderful,” she smiled as she stood. “You’re rather symmetrical. That makes things easy.”

“Thank you, Elena,” Princess Alvar smiled from her seat across from me.

Not that she had spent the time watching me as I stood nude before her. Instead, she had a small selection of small cloths. Apparently for color and texture, for whatever outfits she was having made for me.

“Your dress, Healer?” Elena held up the garment.

I raised my hands and helped put it on, before she moved around behind me to tie up the straps like Alvar had earlier.

“How quickly do you need the order completed?” she asked.

“A pair of shoes before this evening, at least,” Alvar looked up. “I cannot have my friend shamed further by being barefoot in the presence of nobility.”

“Quite,” the old woman nodded. “The feast is not until tomorrow, is it?”

“Correct,” Alvar smiled, before nodding to herself. “Healer Dara. At these events, I would usually attend with Morgalis. While I could easily bring her back for an evening, along with Miss Mahy. Would you care to accompany me in her stead?”

“Ah…” I paused. “Sure.”

“Wonderful,” Alvar smiled. “In that case, dear Elena.”

“I’ll have something fitting made. Your order is almost complete. Would you like to match?”

“Please,” Alvar smiled. “I shall let Morgalis know. That way, she can get something ready for Mahy.”

“You don’t have to do this,” I told her.

Alvar laughed and shook her head. “Of course I don’t. But I want to. This will be my first feast, where I can dance away without the discomfort of my injuries.” Elena made a small noise at that before bowing and leaving the room. Alvar sighed and set down the colors she had selected before getting up. “She’ll come back once we’re gone. The staff get uncomfortable when I mention my condition.”

“Speaking of,” I nodded. “If I’m going to be stuck here, I can work on that.”

“Morgalis mentioned the scarring,” she smiled.

“I could…” I paused. “Your…”

“My?”

I swallowed. “Your breast.”

“Lets keep such intimate talks to our room,” she smiled softly.

“Our room?”

“While you are here, under my care,” Alvar nodded. “I shared it with Morgalis for most of my life. While she is not here, I shall share it with you. Calling it my own never quite feels natural.”

“I only saw one bed,” I pointed out.

Alvar gave me another look. “I understand if my condition is unappealing…”

“What?” I shook my head. “No, no. Where I come from, sharing a bed with someone is seen as intimate. You’re a beautiful woman, Alvar, don’t think otherwise.”

Alvar closed her mouth as if I had stunned her before smiling. “You think I’m attractive? I had heard you were not interested in men. How much of this is truth?”

“Alvar, it would be a serious breach of my morals to form an intimate relationship with a woman I was healing,” I told her earnestly.

Which didn’t get the reaction I wanted, as Alvar simply smiled at me. “That wasn’t a no.” When I didn’t know how to respond, Alvar gave a small laugh and offered her hand. “Come, without shoes, roaming the halls would be terrible on your feet. The grass outside in the gardens will be much nicer to walk on.”

“I’m not going to be in trouble for going outside?” I asked.

Alvar shook her head. “Not with me. And the gardens are within the walls. Even if I believed you wanted to flee, you couldn’t from there.”

I sighed softly, not liking the idea of this, before taking her hand and following her out the door. The guards we passed kept their eye on me. Though none made a comment as Alvar led the way. I wasn’t sure if that was because she was the princess and they wouldn’t have questioned her. Or it might have been the bright smile on her face as she practically skipped at my side.

Her joy was rather infectious, and I couldn’t help but wonder what her life was like before I healed her hip. The way her parents treated her, I didn’t think they scorned her, even while injured. If anything, the way she stood up to her father, it made me think he likely blamed himself for what had happened. My knowledge of royalty from home didn’t extent to familial spats, but there were enough executions for trumped up treason charges to know that not all royal families were happy ones.

“Princess,” a man bowed when we approached.

He was tall, with a thin mustache, and carried himself with an air of confidence. “Who is your delightful… friend?”

“Sir Reland,” Princess Alvar slowed. “This is Healer Dara. A close and personal friend of mine.”

The way he looked at me, I understood exactly what was going on here.

“Healer Dara,” he smiled. “You wouldn’t happen to be that protégé, rumored to have regrown an entire arm?”

“Unfortunately not,” I smiled. “You must be misinformed.”

“If you please,” Alvar smiled. “We were taking a walk.”

“Shall I–”

“Thank you, Sir Reland,” Alvar said as she steered me around the frustrated young man.

We hurried outside, where she took a deep breath and sighed before smiling at me. “Sorry about him.”

“It’s not a problem,” I shrugged. “Is he anyone important?”

“His father owns a particularly large gold mine and is responsible for a good portion of trade caravans on this side of the kingdom,” she said softly. “He’s one of Tellenue’s sponsors.”

“Oh,” I frowned as she led me down a set of stairs, along a pathway lined with flower beds. That was the pretentious one in the white and gold back at the ball in Cropis.

“Don’t worry,” Alvar smiled. “His family has always been loyal to the crown. There was talk for a while about betrothals, but I had mother put a stop to it.”

“That bad?” I asked.

Alvar sighed. “You know of my condition. Only two kinds of men would take an interest in me. Those who genuinely cared for me. Or those who wanted political power.”

I glanced back at the empty doorway and nodded. “I assume he didn’t take it well.”

“He is rather incorrigible,” Alvar sighed, before pulling me off the pathway onto the soft grass between rows of flowers. Ahead of us was a stone bench, set before a water fountain. “You’ll likely see it tomorrow, at the feast.”

“Right,” I nodded. “The feast. And you’re sure you want me to go with you instead of Morgalis?”

“Of course,” Alvar smiled. “Do you dance?”

“Not really,” I admitted.

“I shall put you first on my card then,” she smiled. “We usually start with a waltz. Father made it a tradition. It helped me warm up my hip for the harder dances that came later.”

“I still can’t see how you managed them at all in your condition,” I admitted.

“Neither can I,” Alvar shuddered. “You… You cannot possibly understand exactly how much your healing means to me, Dara.”

“I have some idea,” I nodded.

“You felt my pain for but a fraction of the time. I lived with it,” Alvar pushed. “That was my life, every day, since I was a girl.” She sat quietly for a moment before lowering her head. “You know, I remember all of it.”

“Remember what?” I asked, turning to see a stony expression on her face.

“Morgalis wasn’t with me for that trip,” Alvar whispered. “She was ill and remained home. Mother and I were visiting a nearby city. They had some great unveiling I can scarcely remember. Rather than stay for the dance, I asked to come home, and mother agreed.”

“Is this the attack?” I asked, taking Alvar’s hand. “You don’t have to tell me.”

“But I want to,” she whispered, before a tear leaked down her cheek. “She died, Dara. She was old, but so very kind. She looked after me, and was training Morgalis. Her name was Aigail. When the garbrid got the door open, she threw herself in front of me as another followed it inside.”

“Oh, Alvar,” I pulled her into a hug.

The princess sniffed before continuing. “No matter how she screamed, she didn’t try to fight them. Only keeping me behind her as best she could. It wasn’t enough, and they found me soon after. I remember it all until the guards found me and killed them.”

“That’s awful,” I whispered.

“And that’s what you took away,” Alvar whispered before squeezing me tightly. “I’ve lived with the pain of what happened every day for as long as I can remember. And before I even knew your name, you took the worst of it away.”

“I’m glad I was able to help,” I smiled softly.

“And you’re still helping,” Alvar laughed and sat up. Her eyes were puffy, but she smiled as she looked at me. “The scars are still there, but I move without pain. I have all my fingers and… you cannot imagine my relief at knowing one day soon, I shall be whole.”

“You’ll be able to enjoy your life to the fullest,” I smiled. “Not that you weren’t giving it a good crack before.”

Alvar laughed softly, before leaning in once more. She hugged me tightly, and I hugged her back. And this time, when she pulled away, she stood and offered me her hand. “Come. Let me show you my favorite spots in the gardens.”
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“No… No, no. NO!” He roared as he spotted the partially open door.

Charging through the hidden entrance, he went in search. The horse, cart, and months of supplies were long forgotten. The chains on the walls rattled as the failed experiments reacted to his sudden appearance. But that wasn’t his goal. No, his desperate need was to find out the truth of what he had felt. The sudden cessation of his tether had shocked him to his very core. Had he not already been returning to the lair, he’d have abandoned his trip, regardless.

Bursting through the doorway to his wife’s chamber, he stared in horror at what he saw. The bed, as untouched as always, since she would not sleep. The food, a partially chewed human leg, lay rotting on the floor where she had left it. And the collar, chained to the wall to prevent her from escaping and harming herself. Laid out on the floor beside the crude key she had made from a piece of twisted wire and a finger bone.

“TENA!” He roared and burst from the room.

The lair was a mess, and despite his belief, he desperately led a search. All the storerooms, the laboratory. Even the pens and morgue where his grotesque experiments lay rotting, even in undeath. But it was true. She was gone, and now he had nothing… But what he felt… Severing that connection should have been impossible.

“So who was it?” He clenched his fists in anger before storming out into the first set of rooms he had passed. The shackles clanked as he took out a set of keys. “West,” he nodded to himself. “Send them west. Find her. Find who stole her from me.”

He paused as the mindless undead shambled past on its way to the door.

“I need more bodies.”
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Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

Regrowth (3) target ‘other’ x 9 - 675

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 1000exp

Your mana is depleted, and you are dying.

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 2000exp

You have replenished your mana. You are no longer dying.

Mana regeneration backlash in effect. Until fully restored to 100%, your regeneration is halved.

Minor unspecified mana-induced somnolence target ‘other’ x 1 - 100exp

Heal Fracture target ‘other’ x 2 - 140exp

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: 10

Points: 1

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 5325/5767

Mana: 42%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

Iclosed the window and tried to look anywhere but at the pair of breasts before me. Alvar smiled widely as she pawed at herself in the morning light. It took far more than I would have liked to get this far. Thankfully, the technicality about what was, and was not a limb, included other whole structures, like her breasts. And what a pair of breasts.

“Are they even?” Alvar asked, removing her hands.

I glanced at her, then down at those lovely orbs. I tried to remain professional as I observed them. The horrible mass of scar tissue that remained after the attack in her childhood left little to the imagination. What happened to her was little better than torture. How she survived was entirely beyond my comprehension. But, for all our luck, she had a perfect example to go off. One perky, handful sized and delightful breast that I used as a template to create a second. If not for the knowledge of how great my own tits were, I’d probably be jealous.

“As even as I could possibly manage,” I smiled. “Do they feel the same?”

Alvar frowned slightly before taking her breasts in her hands once more. I tried not to think sexual thoughts as she manhandled herself. Even as she pinched her nipples, I was determined not to let my mind drift in that direction. Even as the beautiful princess before me let out a sigh as her cheeks reddened.

“No, I think this is about perfect,” she said after a moment. “Could you be a dear and feel them for me? Just in case?”

I looked up at her and saw the faint smile on her face. This was some kind of test, I was sure of it. If that was the case, I wasn’t going to back down. Honestly, I wasn’t sure which of us was the most surprised. I had touched her when I started casting the first time. But as my hands palmed her flesh, I heard a small intake of breath. Keeping my expression clear, I gave her lovely chest a squeeze. They felt natural, firm, and just about perfect in every way. Her nipples pressed into the same spots of my palms. If there was a difference between them, I couldn’t find it, so I released her and gave the princess a smile.

“They feel perfect too,” I told her. “Anything beyond this would likely take some kind of raw casting.”

“Then… we should stop there,” Princess Alvar nodded to herself before jerking. “What about the scarring? Is there any time to fix that?”

“I could try,” I nodded. “I’m not sure I could do your whole chest–”

“My face,” Alvar sat forward. “What about my face?”

“It’s lovely,” I joked softly, before nodding. “Sorry, bad joke.”

“I appreciated it,” Alvar smiled. “Will you be exhausted if we do this?”

“When is the feast?” I asked.

Alvar looked out the open window to her bedroom. The sun was getting low. After our trip into the garden, we’d had a quiet meal and spent the remainder of the night worrying about our loved ones. My mind was on Mahy, while Alvar’s was on Morgalis. It was obvious they were closer than they first appeared. It wasn’t just a woman and her closest aide. I had half a mind to suggest they were sporadic lovers.

Still, that was neither here nor there. It was getting late in the day, and I needed to see if I could do this before we moved on. There was just one problem.

“One problem, it’s rather messy,” I said. “And if that scarring goes into your hairline, it’ll be even worse.”

“Can it be brushed out?” Alvar asked.

“Brushed or picked,” I nodded. “It probably would have been easier with Mahy if we did it in the bath.”

I realized I’d messed up as soon as I said those words, as Alvar smiled at me. It turned out that the privacy screen at the rear of her room was, in fact, a bath. And not just a simple tub. It was a rather impressive thing, on legs, with a drain and a space below for a fire. A fire, currently crackling away as I stared in awe at a maid, who was humming as she filled the bath using a spell.

“You look like you’ve never seen magic before,” Alvar nudged me.

“I haven’t,” I shook my head, before frowning. “Not outside of healing, at least.”

“Fascinating,” Alvar nodded at the maid. “Would you like to learn more about it? I’m sure she would stay if I asked.”

I froze in place and shook my head. “What, ah… No.” I cleared my throat. “No, thank you, princess. I’m fine. She looks exhausted, though.”

The maid, clearly hearing our conversation, was doing her best to ignore the two of us. Though her reddening face turned redder at the idea of being asked to stay. She sagged a little in relief at my words, and I glanced at Alvar. She shrugged in response before clearing her throat.

“That should be enough. Thank you.”

“As you wish, your highness,” the maid turned, glancing at me. Before rushing from the room.

“Was that really necessary?” I asked.

Alvar shook her head. “None of this is, really. That was mostly for show.”

I glared at the princess as she slipped out of her dress. Only to become distracted by her figure once more. Despite what was still horrible scarring, her body was whole and… extremely appealing.

“This is also for show,” Alvar said as she stepped into the bath. “Are you going to join me?”

“Join you?” I jerked in place.

“You need to bathe, do you not?” Alvar tilted her head. Then she sighed. “I’m sorry.”

“What?” I frowned in confusion.

“The maid,” Alvar replied softly. “I said that, so I’d see how you’d react. Considering I managed to offend you, I made a poor decision.”

“So it was a test,” I nodded. “How much of everything happening right now is a test?”

“Dara, remember what I said about Sir Reland, and how only two kinds of men would want to be with me?”

I sighed. “That still wasn’t fair to the maid.”

“I agree. I’ll make sure she is properly compensated for the embarrassment.” Alvar nodded slowly. “But you need to understand the point I am trying to make here. Had you said yes, she would have taken you to a different bed. And despite your feelings, she would have enjoyed herself. Morgalis is very thorough with who she allowed onto my personal staff.” Alvar watched me for a moment, then continued. “I find myself in a position that I am with an individual that I need to trust more than any other. You are quite literally reshaping my very body, turning me into a desirable woman once more.”

“You were beautiful to begin with,” I disagreed. “Your injuries don’t define you.”

“But they represent me,” Alvar shook her head. “Not even my parents know the extent of your healing. Add in my belief that if you so chose, you could affect my mind…” I froze in horror, and tried to stutter a response. Alvar held up her hand and smiled. “This was the point of the test,” she said quickly. “I needed to know. If you were the kind of woman to take advantage of someone, that was the perfect opportunity. I literally offered her to you. She would have accepted, and I would have known when Morgalis returned to find you a separate room.”

“I don’t like these kinds of games.” I shook my head.

“And you cannot understand my overwhelming relief that I no longer need to play them with you, Dara,” Alvar smiled. “So come, join me in bathing. I’ll even do your hair. Morgalis mentioned you weren’t particularly good at it.”

“I’m fine washing it,” I protested weakly. “But brushing it and styling it…”

“I can brush it at least,” Alvar laughed. “I'll have one of my staff come in and style it. Elena is due shortly with our dresses.”

I let out a long sigh before stepping over to the bath. Princess Alvar smiled at me with a nervous edge, and I held out my hand. She took it and I gently shook it.

“Healer Dara.”

Alvar smiled and gave a small nod. “Princess Alvar.”

I smiled and cleared my throat. “Now, that’s out of the way. No more games, right?”

“Right,” Alvar agreed. “Just so we’re clear, my offer to join me wasn’t a test. Morgalis usually bathed with me.”

And that’s the story of how I ended up in the tub with a princess. I did my best to keep my eyes off her. I wasn’t entirely sure, but I swear she kept shifting, so she was displaying herself to me. Opening her legs for just a moment, before leaning back to jut her breasts forward. I wanted to keep things strictly professional. She was my patient, and now my friend. Forming any further relations with her could be messy, and that wasn’t something I wanted to deal with. No matter how attractive she was. We washed ourselves down, then scrubbed our hair, and then finally, with a lovely oil that made our bodies silky and smooth, I finally found myself face to face with a very naked princess.

“Remove scar,” I cast, with my hand resting on her cheek.

The twisted mass of skin was still in place. My regrowth spell formed unblemished skin, but that didn’t remove what was there already. The scars themself were healthy. They weren’t damaging, and my original spells weren’t suitable for removing them. Only now was I able to do so. The mottled, uneven skin flaked away like it had for Mahy after her burns. Unlike hers though, Alvar’s scars were old. They weren’t bright red and pink, but darker and much, much deeper.

“It itches,” Alvar complained softly.

“Sorry,” I replied. “Remove scar,” I cast once more. Her jaw was the worst of it. Those scars continued to run around until… “Oh,” I paused as I shook my head in annoyance. “Regrowth.”

Alvar gasped as I worked. I only had a moment to work it before my mana would deplete. How I had forgotten her ear, I had no idea. It was a small thing, covered by her hair. I hadn’t even thought about it until I was touching her and following the contours of her jaw. I didn’t have the mana to refine it, but her ear reformed. There would be time to modify it later. For now, I could feel the end of my mana drawing close. Even with the necklace offsetting the cost of my spells, it wasn’t something I wanted to risk.

I leaned in closer. Shifting my hand, as I gently tugged away the horrible, fleshy scabs. They were truly vile. Like damp scabs, but larger and more grotesque, despite the lack of blood. I peeled the first from her jaw before tossing it aside on the floor. I went for her neck next, plucking off the smaller pieces as I worked. Until finally I was holding a small comb as I worked out the last chunks from her hair. Alvar had remained silent this whole time, and I barely noticed as she shifted around to face me.

“Is it done?” She asked.

“I think so,” I smiled.

Alvar looked at me for a moment. Before leaning in. Her lips were soft, and I froze in place before she leaned back, giving me a slight smile.

“Just a quick thank you to the woman who gave me my life back,” she told me.

“Right,” I nodded, trying not to lick my lips.

That kiss was unexpected, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. On one hand, she was… more beautiful every moment I spent with her. And I didn’t even mean that from a physical sense. She was polite, intelligent and quite comforting. The same values I respected in a woman, and the reason I married my first wife. Only now, in a realm not my own, in a body not my own, coming from a person who… by all intents, was so far beyond me, that this couldn’t possibly be something I should even attempt to humor.

Which was as far as my trail of thought got, as the door to the princess’s room opened, and a familiar face stepped into the room.

“Elena!” Alvar called. “Just in time!”
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“I can’t believe you did this,” I muttered.

“Hush, we look fantastic,” Alvar chided me.

We were in matching dresses. They weren’t the same color, though. Alvar’s dress was a deep purple this time. It, like the long gray dress she wore in Cropis, had long sleeves that covered from her shoulders to her fingers. Unlike before, she wasn’t wearing prosthetics beneath it to feel normal. Her bust was as natural as her fingers. Though she had decided to keep the veil. That was normal for her, and despite her family knowing she was mostly healed, the population did not.

Beside her, in a lighter shade of purple, I wore a dress that was sleeved down one side, and bare on the other. It hung off my shoulder, and only the built-in chest support kept me from falling out. How the women of my world managed to get anything done with a pair of tits was beyond me. Without the magical dress I had left back at the inn, I wouldn’t get anything done after being worried I’d fall out of everything I owned.

We walked, our arms linked at the elbows, down a long corridor lined with lanterns and guards. They bowed their heads as we passed, and Alvar nodded at each one in respect. It was nice to see she wasn’t the literal stuck up princess that she could have been, from all the stories I read back home. The final two guards were posted on either side of a large set of doors. They carried ceremonial staffs and shifted to one side, before striking the stone floor. Which was the cue to open the doors from the inside.

I wasn’t sure what part of the castle we were inside of. The original hall I had been taken to was by the entrance. This was about the same size, but in a different direction. The differences between the rooms were dramatic. Ornate tapestries hung from the walls, as were paintings of various people and settings. I could see beautiful landscapes posted up beside men, women, and families.

Candelabras lined the walls, keeping the room brightly lit, as did the massive chandelier hanging from the ceiling. Around the room was a single long table. It ran from one end of the hall, around the end and back in a great horseshoe shape. At the head of the table, was Alvar’s parents, who stared at us as the princess led me towards them.

“Healer Dara,” King Alaisdair nodded. “I hope your stay so far has been comfortable.”

“Yes, your majesty.” I gave a small bow as Alvar brought us to a stop. “Princess Alvar has treated me wonderfully.”

“Grand,” the king smiled. “Now–”

“Healer Dara is to attend me in Morgalis’s stead,” Alvar smiled.

The king frowned softly, while Queen Babesnye barely contained a smirk. Clearly, there were differing opinions going on here. I didn’t think I had done anything to offend Alvar’s parents. That didn’t mean there wasn’t anything else going on either. Alvar had her little tests. Her parents likely had a lot more going on. If I were a betting woman, I’d say that Morgalis was likely doing the same with Mahy.

“Very well,” King Alaisdair nodded slowly. “You may be seated.”

“Thank you, father,” Alvar smiled, before gesturing for me to continue moving down the table.

We passed by Queen Babesnye, and Alvar took the next chair. With me sitting in the one after. Ahead of us were dozens of people, some still coming in, others already waiting. Our arrival had been a good time, as more people took their seats before I felt a small nudge. I turned and saw Alvar smiling at me.

“Relax,” she whispered. “First there is a speech. Then we eat, and finally we dance.”

“Dance?” I froze. “I can’t dance.”

Alvar laughed softly before patting my hand. “Then I suppose I will have to teach you.”

“It’s good to hear your laughter, princess,” a smooth voice drawled.

I turned in my seat and only barely stopped myself from frowning as I spotted Sir Reland standing behind us. He must have come in a different door. There were a few around the room, and none of us had seen him approach.

“Sir Reland,” King Alaisdair called. “Come, my boy. I was interested in hearing that idea of yours.”

“At once, your highness,” the young man bowed, before turning to Alvar. “I hope to see you on the floor later.”

“Perhaps,” Alvar replied cooly.

The noble nodded, satisfied with himself, before stepping away. Queen Babesnye watched our interaction with interest, holding her own as she ignored the business deal her husband was conducting. And when she spotted me watching her, all she did was smile and lean back in her chair.

“He never stops,” Alvar whispered.

“Tell me if he goes too far, I’m sure I can heal something in a way to cause a problem or two,” I whispered back.

Alvar giggled softly and shook her head. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

I shrugged. “I would if it came to it.”

That was the end of our discussion, though, as the doors opened at the far end. The opening in the table was obvious at this point, as servers came in carrying platters of food. The first of which came straight towards us, where a whole roasted pig was set down before the king.

“That looks so good,” Alvar muttered.

I had to agree, but kept my eye on her father as he climbed to his feet. “I’d like to thank you all for coming. This year’s harvest has been fruitful. The farming villages have performed well, and the weather has favored us all. None of that would have made a difference, were it not for the efforts of those in this room. We have much to be thankful for, and much to prepare before winter cools the lands. Feast, laugh and enjoy the comforts of my home!”

A harvest festival of sorts. Interesting, though… Well, I suppose that this world didn’t really have a starving population. At least not an obvious one. Surely there were starving orphans somewhere, but for the most part, this kingdom relied on itself to keep people fed and happy. So it made sense they did a little celebration for the turn of the seasons.

With the king’s speech over, he cut a piece from the pig and tasted it. With a gesture of his hands and a cheer, the room erupted in applause, and Alvar bounced slightly in the seat beside me, eager to start her meal.

True to her word, the meals came quickly. It wasn’t like having multiple courses. It was just that certain meals were brought out, and when finished, they were replaced. The best of which came to our section of the table first. Food, wine and even ale came in waves. I tried my best to moderate my intake, but soon enough, I found myself laughing and twirling on the dance floor with Alvar in my arms. The music, while strange to my ears, was lively and held a good tune. The two of us had a wonderful time until I felt a firm hand grip on my shoulder.

“I think you’ve taken enough of the Princess’s time, haven’t you?”

I turned and frowned at Sir Reland, who smiled politely at me. It felt mocking though, like he saw me as beneath him. A part of me wondered how hard it would be to actually harm him. I’d put a guard to sleep. Perhaps I could paralyze his facial muscles or stop his dick from working.

“Interrupting a dance is rude,” Alvar informed him.

“My deepest apologies, princess,” Reland bowed. “I worried that with all the time you spent here in the company of this… healer. That you had forgotten me.”

“One could never forget you,” Alvar frowned, coming to my defense. “But I take issue with your attitude towards my friend.”

“Reland, is there a problem?” King Alaisdair said as he strode up to us with his wife.

“No father,” Alvar replied.

“Wonderful. I do believe that Sir Reland wishes to dance?”

Alvar glanced at me, and I gave her a small nod. When I stepped back, Queen Babesnye slipped up against my side and began to lead me away, while King Alaisdair looked around in mild surprise at finding himself alone on the dance floor.

“Forgive my husband. He doesn’t mean to cast you aside,” the queen told me.

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “I’m sure there’s a lot going on around here that I’m unaware of. I’m just a small piece.”

“I’m not so sure of that,” the queen laughed as she waved for a server to bring us wine. “My daughter likes you.”

“I like her too,” I admitted.

The queen stared at me before taking a sip of her wine. “I’m not sure you understand. My daughter has exactly one friend. That friend is currently in a city, miles away, caring for one of your friends.”

Well… when she put it like that.

“I’m… not sure I understand where this conversation is going,” I told her.

The queen sipped her wine again, then smiled. “She isn’t at all interested in Reland, is she?”

“I don’t think so,” I agreed in a soft tone.

The two of us turned to watch the way they danced. I had thought her closeness to me was to help instruct me as we danced. But with Reland, it was obvious she was trying to keep as far away from the man as possible.

“Understand, Healer Dara. My husband and I love our daughter. Should you hurt her, my husband will use it as a political move to have her marry a man of his choosing,” she sipped her wine. “But I will find you personally.”

I nodded slowly. “I don’t think that is likely, your majesty. Our relationship is strictly professional. She is my patient, and I am healing her.”

The queen regarded me for a moment before smiling. “We shall see.”
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I was still mulling those words as I slipped into the oversized bed. There was a lamp burning by the door that one of Alvar’s maids would extinguish. The woman in question was pulling the blanket up to her chin as she rolled towards me.

“I had a wonderful evening,” Alvar told me.

I smiled and gave a small nod. “It was good. But I hardly think this is my place or where I belong.”

“You did fine,” Alvar protested lightly. “You spent the day healing me, then the night dancing with me. I’ve never had a day so filled with joy and so little pain.”

I smiled at that and turned to face her. “I’m glad I could do that for you.”

“You need to be rewarded,” Alvar nodded.

I froze. “What do you mean?”

“A few things, really,” Alvar admitted. “Firstly, I know that you sleep better after being relieved–”

“Why?” I groaned to myself.

“And while I know calling in one of my maids to attend you would be inappropriate–”

“To say the least,” I agreed.

“I have something else to offer.”

I stared at her for a moment, before Alvar turned and reached for something beside the bed. I heard the click of something opening and closing, before Alvar turned back to me, holding a small round mirror that fit in the palm of her hand.

“Do you trust me, Dara?”
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Morgalis was reading over her notes. She had learned a lot from her short stay. While she wanted nothing more than to return to Alvar, she was having a few conflicting feelings. Those feelings revolved around Mahy. The dutiful young woman that attended to Healer Dara. While Dara was the one responsible for Alvar’s recovery, it was obvious that Mahy was the one who helped Dara organize her entire life. From waking at an appropriate hour, to eating, bathing, dressing and everything else. That young woman was wholly dedicated to the healer. Which led to a conflict of emotions right now, as the small mirror set on the desk beside her began to glow.

Before Morgalis’s eyes, a glorious cock protruded. It stood tall and proud, which meant that what Alvar had suggested had come true.

“A little warning would have been nice,” Morgalis huffed, before taking the cock in her hands.

Slipping the flesh into the sleeve of her evening gown, Morgalis got up and headed to the door. Usually this room was reserved for Healer Dara, but for now, Morgalis was using it. She made her way downstairs and spotted Cleire, the innkeeper, and Mahy’s mother at the bar. She thought of that avenue and disregarded it. That would work, but be deceitful.

“Lady Morgalis,” Clerie smiled as she spotted her. “Is something the matter? I have already cleaned the kitchen, but I could prepare you something if you’re hungry.”

“I’m looking for Mahy,” Morgalis answered softly.

“The baths,” Cleire pointed. “She’s not been in there long.”

“Thank you,” Morgalis nodded, before heading in that direction.

She opened the door to the sound of a surprised squeak. Mahy slipped down into the water with a splash, only to stare at Morgalis in confusion.

“Am I in trouble?” Mahy asked.

“Not at all,” Morgalis smiled. “I was hoping you could help with something. The princess sent me with an item, and I am unsure of how to use it.”

“What item?” Mahy frowned in confusion.

Morgalis answered by removing the mirror from her sleeve, showing the still mostly erect cock dangling in the air.

“This belongs to Healer Dara,” Morgalis informed her. “I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate for me to handle this, or if I should allow you to take the lead.”
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“What’s happening?” Alvar asked me.

I chewed my lip. “Hands.”

“Is that all?”

I nodded before gasping as I felt a tongue. I quickly shook my head and turned to the princess. “Promise me.”

“I promise, the other end of that is going to a mirror in Morgalis’s possession. I am certain that she has delivered this to Miss Mahy. What Miss Mahy chooses to do with it, I cannot control.” Alvar pressed herself into my side as she raised her leg to rest over my crotch, holding the mirror in place.

Which was when I felt a second tongue. I turned to the princess with a wide-eyed expression. “There’s two of them.”

“Lucky,” Alvar smiled.

“Lucky?” I hissed. “Morgalis is licking me!”

“She’s wonderful, is she not?” Alvar continued to smile.

I jerked my hips as the two mouths closed around either side of my cock. Kissing one another, with me trapped between, the two mouths slipped up and down, stroking me in a fantastic way I’d never experienced.

“This is so wrong,” I grunted.

“No, it’s not,” Alvar kissed my cheek. “It’s a family heirloom that was used to pass secret messages. It’s how I keep in contact with Morgalis, and together we’ve discovered it has other uses.”

“I meant the double blowjob.” I grit my teeth as one of the mouths closed over the head, as the other continued licking.

“Oh,” Alvar paused. “For the record, I gave Morgalis no such instructions to help. It’s just as likely to be her and Mahy, as it could be Mahy and someone else.”

“I don’t know if that’s better or worse,” I grunted as the mouths swapped, bobbing up and down on my cock.

“I hope it’s her,” Alvar whispered. “My Morgalis, and your Mahy, working together to please you.”

There was nothing I could do. I slumped back on the bed and ignored Alvar’s soft laughter as I erupted into the mouth of an unknown woman.

Mahy, Morgalis or whoever. Pumping my seed into that warm, wet mouth, they didn’t let up for a single moment.
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Today, of all days, felt more like a dream than any other. I awoke as the sun filtered through the partially open curtains. I could see tiny motes of dust floating in the air as soft music wafted in from somewhere outside. But it was the warm, constant puffs of air that held most of my attention. They came from the sleeping form of Princess Alvar, as she slept soundly on my shoulder. I wasn’t sure how we ended up in this position. She had somehow ended up curling into my side while we slept. Her forehead rested on my chin, while she had one leg raised to drape over my lower half. My arm was trapped beneath her, and judging by the transition from warmth to cool air, I was rather hesitant to move it.

This position wasn’t all that different from how our evening started. At least, until I finally begged off and Alvar allowed me to retrieve my cock from the strange portal. Her words turned out to be perfectly accurate, as Mahy had taken whatever it was on their end and pressed her lips to it. Pushing just enough of her mouth through, for her to thank me for her ‘treat’ before wishing me a good night. I was mortified, while Alvar giggled and tried to assure me that she was not offended.

That portal, now looking like a small makeup mirror, was now sitting on a small table beside the bed. That little device was so unassuming, I doubted most would notice. Let alone assume it was some powerful artifact of the royal family. And yet, she used it as a sex toy. Some casual fun, with a device I still hadn’t fully processed the existence of.

“Your heart is beating so fast,” Alvar murmured. I shifted, and she tightened her grip on me. “No. Stay.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not going anywhere, I just…”

“I woke up a few hours before dawn,” Alvar snugged in a little closer. “If I’m bothering you, I can move, but you’re very comfortable.”

I let out a long sigh and stared up at the ceiling. Even that was decorated, and I suppressed a small grin. “I’m just trying to process all of this. I’ve been through a lot lately, and waking up to a literal princess cuddling me isn’t something I have a lot of experience with.”

“You’ve never woken up to a woman cuddling you?” Alvar asked.

“A woman, yes,” I nodded. “But you’re not just a woman.”

“I don’t know if I should be offended by that or not,” Alvar snorted softly. “I’m as much a woman as Mahy, Morgalis, or… what’s her name… Missy?”

“You know about Missy?” I asked.

“I know a lot,” Alvar admitted. “When you first healed me, father had you investigated. Magi Londa kept immaculate records.”

“Did she,” I mumbled nervously.

“Dara, if anything in those records suggested you were anything but who you are, I wouldn’t be sharing a bed with you,” Alvar said softly. “Now, we’ve been over this. The tests are over. You’re in my bed, and despite your feelings towards it, I am definitely a woman.”

“You know what I mean,” I grunted, still uncomfortable with the situation.

Princess Alvar let out a long sigh before sitting up on her elbow. With a grunt, she shifted up before rolling partially atop me. If I had any illusions about where my hand was lining up, it vanished as I felt the softness of her pussy press down on it. But that wasn’t her goal, as she lightly kissed me. I froze in place, unsure of how to respond, before Alvar pulled back.

“That was terrible,” she complained.

I frowned at her. “You’re my patient. I shouldn’t be kissing you at all.”

“Where did you learn that?” Alvar asked. “For all our attempts, where you actually came from, is still somewhat a mystery. Even your backer, that gave you the letter of invitation. She is in our records, but nobody can tell me from where.”

“That,” I shifted uncomfortably. “I… don’t know if…”

“If?” Alvar asked.

I sighed and slumped back on the bed. “Trust is a two-way street.”

“I’ve never heard that before,” Alvar smiled. “But I suppose it’s true. Do you trust me to know your secrets?”

I chewed my lip for a moment before looking around. Eve had a habit of showing up. She liked to stay in touch and yet… No sign, or signs to point in either way. Instead, I licked my lips and started talking.

“A group of men who were trying to rape a young woman murdered me. She wasn’t just a woman, but a goddess named Eve. That goddess, before I died, gave me the option to start my life again on a new world and I woke up in the carriage before entering Cropis,” I blurted.

Alvar stared at me for a few breaths before narrowing her eyes at me. Only to widen them a moment later and nod. “You’re not lying to me.”

“I’m not lying to you,” I nodded. “I wasn’t in a body like this. In my old world, I was a man twice your age.”

Alvar blushed and let out a small giggle. “To think I’m attracted to someone old enough to be my father. There are less than polite words for that in this world.”

“That’s it?” I questioned. “You’re not… horrified by the idea? You don’t hate me for being something that I’m not?”

“What aren’t you?” Alvar asked as she looked down at me. “You’re kind, compassionate, educated but not snobbish or entitled, as my peers are. And those are just some attributes I can describe without being crass.”

“And then there’s that,” I complained. “I shouldn’t be fraternizing with a patient of mine. It isn’t professional.”

“You’ve made this very clear, Healer Dara,” Alvar smiled at me. “But you’re not the one fraternizing. I am.”

“That doesn’t make it better,” I pointed out.

She narrowed her eyes at me. Then smirked. “Very well. I suppose we have reached an impasse.”

“We have?”

“We have,” Alvar nodded. “I am your patient. So, as your patient, and as Princess of this land. I demand your unceasing attention as to my health until I am no longer your patient.”

“Alvar–”

“You see, I met this strange and rather beautiful woman,” she continued, ignoring me. “She reached out, with no thought of danger, and healed me of my pain. She could have been killed for even attempting such a thing, and yet only asked for her companion to be spared the same fate. No regard to herself for the consequences of her actions.”

“Please stop–”

“Since then, I have continued to notice the various times in her life she has helped others. The kindness she displays, and the fierce loyalty her friends have for her. I find even myself entranced by her beauty and kindness. Even after making the mistake of throwing some childish test at her, she still refuses to condemn me, even after making her displeasure known.”

“You know it–”

“And even now, she prioritizes healing me over her own feelings.” Alvar locked eyes with me. “The worst part is the more time I spend with her, the more I get the feeling we could be happy together. And I’m so terribly frightened that she won’t see it.”

“It’s not that simple,” I protested weakly.

Alvar shook her head. “That’s where you’re wrong.”

“How?” I demanded softly. “You’re putting me on a pedestal while I’m doing things with other women!”

Alvar frowned softly and tilted her head. “Is that supposed to bother me?”

“Doesn’t it?” I paused.

“Why would it bother me?” Alvar asked. “I was a little jealous seeing how much pleasure Mahy and Morgalis gave you last night, but only because I couldn’t do it myself.”

“Fuck,” I groaned and rubbed my face. “That’s… You know what I mean.”

“I don’t, actually,” Alvar pulled my hand away. “You say you’re from a different world, where things don’t work like they do here. I respect that. But you also need to respect that you are no longer in that world.”

“Are you trying to tell me that because you’re a princess, you’re entitled to a relationship with me?” I frowned at her.

Alvar shook her head quickly. “Never,” she spat. “I’m just trying to tell you that in this world, the things you are describing as worries are so insignificant that they aren’t worth mentioning.”

“So you’re fine with the fact I’m sleeping with multiple women? My assistant, her mother, a prostitute… several prostitutes,” I corrected myself.

“I hired Missy,” Alvar pointed out. “Do you think if I had a problem with it, I would have invited you to my bed after the fact?”

I sighed and slumped on the bed. “I’m literally twice your age.”

“And it will be a pleasure to find myself in the hands of such an experienced lover,” Alvar winked.

I rolled my eyes. “How do you know this isn’t some hero worship, where you feel attracted to me because I’m healing you?”

“Is that so bad?” Alvar asked me.

“YES!”

“Why?” Alvar asked. “Currently, my father wants to marry me off to Sir Reland. I don’t see him as a suitable partner, nor am I physically attracted to him. Without a doubt, the man would spend more time with various mistresses than he would with me. Even if you could never love me, I can already see that my life would be far happier with you than with someone like him.”

“That’s not a good reason to marry someone,” I protested before shaking my head. “And who talked about marriage? We barely know each other!”

“You’re right,” Alvar smiled and leaned down to kiss me lightly. “Right now, we’re just courting. Marriage comes later.”

“Courting?”

“Mhm,” Alvar nodded. “Anywhere from a few weeks to years. We shall visit with one another, spend time apart, then visit once more. I cannot give myself to you fully, but I don’t think you’re going to have a problem with that, will you?”

“Probably not,” I admitted. “Wait… You’re a virgin?”

“Yes?” Alvar frowned softly.

“Didn’t you have a ceremony at your majority?” I asked.

Alvar shook her head. “Ceremony, yes. What you experienced with dear Mahy… No. My coming of age was celebrated, and while… While I did enjoy my evening, it was not with a man.”

“Then…”

“Morgalis,” Alvar blushed. “She is my only friend, my confidant and, at times, my lover. And I would very much like to watch the two of you together.”

Her fingers traced up the side of my leg, and I trembled as she brought them closer to my slowly hardening cock.

“I’ve never played with one of these before–”

The two of us jerked apart as the door burst in. A maid rushed into the room.

“Princess Alvar, I apologize. The King has requested you and Healer Dara’s presence.”

Alvar looked concerned, and I felt my chest tighten. Did he somehow know? Was this the end for me? I didn’t know, and Alvar didn’t give me a chance to think about things before she took my hand and hauled me from the bed. A second maid rushed in a moment later, clearly having been sent by someone, and the two of them fell on us. I felt awkward with my nudity, but it didn’t last long, as the two ladies worked in tandem to get us presentable. It was a whirlwind of fabric, perfumes and brushes. I’d have preferred to bathe, but whatever was going on, they didn’t have time.

Before long, I was powdered, blushed, brushed, and stuffed in something that was almost as comfortable as my magical dress from home. With Alvar linking elbows with me, her eyes twinkled as she smiled beneath her usual veil. The two of us marched quickly along a few recognizable corridors until a pair of guards ushered us into the throne room. Unlike our first quiet meeting, this was utter chaos.

Guards in uniform stood by as King Alasdair hunched over a large map. It was the first time I saw how this land was shaped. As we approached, I could make out some pins and marks on the map. I realized that the larger cities had small figures set atop them as markers. It helped me locate what must have been this city, located in the far north of the land. Where Cropis was, I didn’t know, and my questions would have to wait as King Alasdair turned to face the two of us.

“Healer Dara, thank you for coming,” he said quickly.

“I’m at your service.” I gave a small curtsey. Mostly, though, I was relieved that whatever was going on had nothing to do with me, or what Alvar had sprung on me that morning.

“We’ve lost contact with Themar,” the king gestured to the map on the eastern side.

My heart sank as I followed a route to the west, where a familiar set of towns lay. “Is that Cropis?” I asked, wanting to confirm.

“Yes,” the king nodded.

“Why are we here, father?” Alvar asked.

The king looked at her, then at me, and sighed. “We received a message before they fell silent. That droves of garbrid were assaulting the walls. They haven’t responded in hours. I am going to open a portal, but I do not know what we will find on the other side and I hoped that Healer Dara, along with several Magi, would support an expeditionary force.”

“Father–”

“Alvar, I need someone I can trust. Even marginally.” King Alasdair turned to me. “Can you do this?”

I grimaced, thinking about what horrors I was about to witness. But… Then there were the faces of those I had saved. Brema, Sundy and Chani came to mind. That happy little family in Mesan. I couldn’t forgive myself should I let that happen on my watch.

“Okay,” I nodded. “Lets… let’s try this.”

“Dara?” Alvar pressed in close.

“I need to try. I… I wasn’t ever good with blood,” I admitted. She gave me a comforting stroke of my arm, so I continued. “I panic and I feel horrible but… If I can help, I think I should.”

Alvar stared into my eyes for a moment, before leaning in. Before I could react, her lips, separated by the thinnest silk, were on my own. It was only a moment, but it was in front of many dozens of witnesses. King Alasdair stared at the two of us. But it was the loud clang that drew our attention.

Alvar and I turned, seeing Sir Reland. He was red in the face, with a mug of liquid at his feet where he had dropped it. The young man turned to face the king, who, for now, was ignoring him as he cleared his throat.

“Very well. Healer Dara, if you would be so kind as to follow me.”

I nodded slowly, as Alvar continued clinging to my side. She didn’t let me move away, sticking close as we followed her father out of the main doors. We came out into a courtyard. When I first arrived in this place, we appeared in a small side room guarded by several men. Outside, was rather beautiful. A large platform made of stone, wide enough for an Olympic swimming pool. Around it was a paved road for carriages to pass by. At least, that’s what I expected. Right now, it was surrounded by soldiers. Dressed in shining armored plates, with swords and polearms I wasn’t quite familiar with.

Amongst them, men and women, wearing strange robes, stood. I could only assume they were the various magi that worked directly for the king, rather than in a guild. When I looked beyond that, set upon towers, was an eclectic mix of strange machines. One resembled a giant crossbow, only with a tank of some fluorescent fluid mounted beneath it. It was manned by three people who were all waiting for a cue. Another stood before what looked like a magnifying glass, and I had to imagine kids using it to burn holes in leaves. Except the ones standing beside it looked very much like a soldier as he fiddled with a contraption, looking like a large barrel that slid over it. I had to wonder if this was some fantasy realm version of a laser instead.

There were dozens of them. All looking different. Some looked like solid projectile weapons, others like lasers or cannons. One just looked like a flamethrower and that was terrifying enough as King Alasdair led Alvar and I towards the center. Alvar pointed me towards a small group of Magi that gave me strange looks. From their outfits, I knew they were white mages like me. But like Magi Londa, they turned their nose up with disgust and refused to look at me, though they did offer small bows to Alvar.

“What’s happening?” I asked in a whisper.

“You’re about to witness why my family rules,” Alvar answered back. “Why we haven’t been challenged in a thousand years. Why, that will never change.”

I swallowed as the king took something from his pocket. It looked like a small stone. Not a gemstone, just… like an ordinary rock. He turned it over, before squeezing it in his fist, and then throwing his arm out. At once, all the soldiers lowered their weapons before a whole new world opened in the center of the platform.

A portal, just like the ones that I had seen Alvar create. Only this was large enough you could have driven a multi-lane highway through the middle of it. Which was serious overkill for the one person standing on the other side.

“NO!” she screamed. “MY KING!”

I felt it. The wash of agony. The figure, a woman, stood with her back to us. This portal opened into a throne room. Much like his own, only… There was blood. So much blood. Pooling on the floor, it ran down the walls. But no bodies. None… but the woman, whose ghostly form screamed and pleaded for us to leave, as her body slowly shuffled around to face us.

“GET BACK!” I roared as I charged towards the king.

He flinched and spun as Alvar screamed for someone to stop. The king saw me and turned back as the true horror became apparent. The woman, while dressed in a long gown, was not whole. Not even alive anymore. Her face had been torn off with what looked like human bite marks. Her jaw lacked skin, and her teeth were exposed.

“Please! Run away!” the woman’s soul screamed, trying desperately to tug herself free. “He left me to kill you!”

“Get back!” I took the king by the arm.

He let me drag him further away from the portal. Which was when a long spear slammed into the walking corpse. It punched a hole through her chest, and the woman’s soul howled in pain. The wooden spear embedded in the ground, trapping her in place as her body tried and failed to continue moving forward.

Only for several mages to begin their spell work. I watched as a flash of lightning came next. The soul of the woman screamed out in agony. A fireball followed and her wails continued. I waved my hands, trying to catch their attention. Trying to make them stop. This wasn’t killing her, it was torturing her. My mind burned with the pain I was experiencing on her behalf and my vision was going red.

“ALVAR!” King Alasdair shouted.

“HALT!” a voice roared. “HOLD FIRE! THE PRINCESS!”

I spun around, only to watch as Alvar sprinted past. The spells cut off as she threw herself before the portal, throwing her arms out as she stared at me with a shellshocked expression. I let out a gasp of relief before pulling away from her father and rushing in.

Slipping past her, I threw my consciousness forward and slammed my power into the dead woman’s soul. I knew what to expect this time. That horrible, tugging drain that sought to fight me for control, the cage that trapped a part of her soul within her rotting flesh. I ignored the shouts and screams around me and slammed my will into that tether, smashing through the cage driving back that sucking force without mercy. The poor woman cried out, but softer than she had under the onslaught of violence she endured. Her corpse was charred, mutilated and yet, still twitching from its position, impaled on the spear.

“P-please,” she begged. “Please kill me!”

My vision was still red as I nodded. With a focused thought, I took hold of the soul, and felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Wait,” King Alasdair urged me. “What you’re doing… I can see her. It’s faint, but she’s there.”

I glanced at him, then back at the way the woman writhed and sobbed brokenly. Without a second thought, I tightened my grip and snapped the tether holding her to this world. At once, she gasped, and her head snapped up. Her eyes locked on me before they switched to the king.

“I… I don’t…”

“You’re at peace,” I told her. “You can go.”

The woman shook her head. “My king, tell him–”

“I can hear you, Duchess Flural,” the king spoke up.

“My king, a necromancer,” the woman’s form began to float. “The garbrid took the walls, we thought him a survivor and brought him inside for safety. By then, it was too late. They’re all gone.”

“Where?” the king asked.

“West,” she looked up, before smiling gently. “I’m sorry, my king. My husband beckons me.”

“BRACE YOURSELVES!” I roared at the top of my voice before she vanished.

I saw the shockwave this time. It blew out in all directions. Except this time, King Alasdair was there to do something about it. In his panic, he waved his hand, and as the sudden blast pushed through the portal, that portal collapsed. Instead of being blown off my feet, I felt a puff of air rush past me, where it staggered dozens of soldiers. Alvar, Alasdair, and I stumbled back several steps.

“You’re bleeding,” Alvar grabbed me.

“I am?”

She wiped my cheek and showed me the red. I frowned, and wiped my cheeks clean, showing more blood. Whatever I had just felt was enough to make my eyes bleed. That… That was not something I wanted to deal with, as I slumped to the floor.

“Alvar, take her back to your room. I need to check the city,” King Alasdair told her.

“What if there’s more?” Alvar asked.

“Then I close it again,” he frowned. “I need to know if there are survivors. Go, I’ll be fine.”

“I should stay,” I murmured as I tried to get up.

“You can’t even stand on your own,” Alvar hissed as she helped me balance.

“But–”

“But nothing!” Alvar snapped as she turned me around.

I could see the looks on the soldiers’ faces. They didn’t quite understand what it was they had seen. But from the white mage’s wide-eyed stares, I had certainly given them something to think about as Alvar helped me off the stone platform. We crossed the road and a familiar face was waiting for us.

“Let me help,” Sir Reland took my other hand before either of us could say something.

Despite my unease, he was actually quite helpful, getting me back inside.

“Where are you taking her?” He asked.

“My room,” Alvar replied.

“Nonsense,” he scoffed. “She needs a healer. We shall take her to the infirmary.” He tried to steer us away from the hallway that would take me to bed.

“Sir Reland,” I growled. “If you aren’t going to help us, then get out of the way.”

He stopped before sighing. “My lady, I am only looking to help⁠—”

“Then help us by following our instructions!” Alvar hissed angrily.

I was feeling more dizzy by the moment. Something about that poor woman and what she had experienced cut right through me. My whole body felt heavy as Alvar and Reland led me down the hall. I was barely keeping my legs under me before I felt a sudden turn.

Alvar shouted, and I fell to the floor in a heap. Cracking my eyes open, I could see the interior of a room. Not Alvar’s room, but it contained a bed. Reland had Alvar by the hand as she struggled against him. He was trying to pull her into his arms before she yanked her wrist free. With a scream, she swung hard and slapped him hard enough he staggered. Alvar, seizing her moment, charged right for me. But not before Reland recovered. He was furious from being struck and roared as he barreled down on the princess. Reland threw himself forward, flattening Alvar to the ground, before grabbing her veil. He ripped it free, only to pause in confusion.

“What?” He frowned. “You’re not Princess Alvar?”

In his confusion, I reached out and brushed my fingers across his thigh. He frowned even further as he noticed me. But before he could do anything about it, I recalled something. That first time, I felt scared. The moccu, snarling as it tried to eat me. I threw my limited mana forward, slamming it into his body, and aimed for his brain. Reland jerked in place. His arms pulled up against his torso and his legs kicked out before he collapsed onto his back.

I slumped on the floor, feeling my head pounding as Alvar clung to my arm, screaming for help.
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“Am I dead?” I asked.

Eve smiled at me from her chair. We were in some kind of sitting room. Not unlike the one I used to having meetings in back at the nursing home I worked in.

“No,” she shook her head. “No, you’re very much alive. I just… wanted to check in.”

“About the zombie?” I asked.

Eve nodded before letting out a sigh. “Such a horrible name, for such an awful thing.”

“Is there a better one?”

She shook her head. “No. Even the man who creates them doesn’t have a name for them.”

“Is he the reason you brought me here?” I asked.

“Mostly,” Eve nodded. “To be fair, this world needed a healer, and you were the right sort. Bringing you here was never going to tip the scales and cause a catastrophe. The waves you create will force the world to reevaluate their priorities, but ultimately, the changes to this world will be minimal.”

“This necromancer, though?”

“Him,” Eve nodded. “He is… something else. The lives he has destroyed have already caused widespread harm. The echoes of his actions will haunt this land for generations still.”

I sighed. “What do I need to do?”

“Grow stronger,” Eve replied evenly.

“Is that it?”

She smiled sadly and stood up. “That’s all I can offer you. Check your stats.”

“Status,” I whispered, keeping an eye on her.

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 1000exp

??? target ‘other’ x 1 - 2000exp

Minor unspecified mana-induced Focal-Onset-Seizure target ‘other’ x 1 - 100exp

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: 11

Points: 3

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 2773/8650

Mana: 100%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

“What are the question marks?” I asked.

Eve smiled. “Those are your legacy.”

I felt the world growing dim and knew that she was just checking in. But I had one last question. “Can I save them?”

“It’s your legacy, Dara.”

I blinked, and in the moment my eyes were closed, whatever place I was in vanished. Replacing it, was a familiar ceiling. I was in a bed, and… With a small wriggle, I was pinned down on both sides. Turning my head, I spotted Alvar’s sleeping form. When I turned the other way, it was Mahy’s face who lit up in surprised delight.

“SHE’S AWAKE!”

Mahy threw herself atop me, as Morgalis shot out of the bed from her spot beside Mahy. Princess Alvar made a noise, and I quickly ended up at the bottom of a cuddle party. Mahy clung to me as Alvar curled into my side.

“Alright!” I croaked from beneath them. “I’m awake! I’m okay!”

Alvar smiled as she pulled back. But it was Mahy who remained atop me. Kissing me furiously, her nude form was… providing me with a rather uncomfortable situation.

“Mahy, dear,” Morgalis prodded her. “Perhaps let Healer Dara breathe.”

Mahy pulled away. She smiled down at me as a tear rolled down her cheek. Only to turn a scowl to Morgalis. “It’s just Dara, she won’t like you calling her Healer.”

I turned to Morgalis and tried not to ogle the woman. She was as nude as the rest of them. Retaking her position on the bed, her breasts hung in front of my eyes as she watched me carefully.

“Does someone want to tell me what is going on?” I asked. “What happened to Reland?”

“Sir Reland is on trial for treason,” Alvar pressed up against my side.

“He lived then,” I grunted, as Mahy slipped onto my opposite shoulder once more.

I was sandwiched between the two beauties, with a third who curled in, to spoon Mahy. They were awfully close, all things considered. It made me wonder just how close they got. Considering I felt two mouths that night. It was something to think about in the future. Especially if Mahy was genuinely considering a relationship with the woman. I didn’t want to interfere.

“What did you do to him?” Alvar asked.

I grimaced and shook my head. “I gave him a seizure which… well, I’m glad I didn’t kill him.”

“He might not be,” Morgalis grunted.

“Morgi!” Alvar hissed.

“No,” I frowned. “What did she mean?”

Alvar looked at me before letting out a sigh. “If father finds him guilty. Reland will be executed. His family will be stripped of titles and their assets will be seized.”

I thought about what she’d said. Then about the situation we were in. Sir Reland had forced the two of us into another room. What he planned to do with the two of us, I wasn’t sure. But then, it wasn’t all that hard to imagine. The only question was why he did it at all? What did he hope to accomplish, besides political suicide?

I took a deep breath and turned to Alvar. “Can we spare his family?”

She stared right back at me before letting out a long sigh. “I thought for a moment you were going to ask to spare him.”

“You’re right,” I nodded. “I need to get used to how things are. He committed a crime, and he will be punished for it. But his family… Does he have a mother? A sister? A younger sibling? Do they deserve to suffer for his actions, too?”

Alvar let out a groan and dropped her head into the mattress. When she raised it once more, she looked over my shoulder at Morgalis and Mahy.

“Ladies, we need to get dressed.”
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The four of us hurried down the familiar corridors. Our destination was the hall where I first met with the royal couple after the guards dragged me here. I was in my favorite dress. It seemed that Mahy had insisted on bringing it. The familiar gown hugged my form, far more comfortable than any of the other dresses that Alvar had gotten made up. Not that they weren’t lovely to wear on their own. A goddess literally built this one for me. The two just weren’t comparable.

When we reached the door at the end of the hall, two of the guards seemed to almost hesitate before opening them for our admittance. Inside were a group of people standing before the king and queen. The king had been in the middle of saying something before his attention switched to our arrival.

It was then we saw Sir Reland. He was chained and sitting on the floor before a group of people that must have been his family. A mother, a father, perhaps the grandparents too and what looked like an elder sister who looked utterly defeated as she hung behind the rest of them.

“Alvar,” King Alaisdair frowned softly. “Healer Dara. Did you wish to be here for sentencing?”

“Father,” Alvar led us closer. “Healer Dara wishes to speak. Had I known she would want to, I would have conducted this more appropriately.”

Queen Babesnye cleared her throat and nodded. “Very well, Healer Dara. It is not outside of the norm to allow you to speak. Our daughter has provided her version of events. Is there anything you wish to add?”

“No, your majesty.” I shuffled closer.

“Then what is it you wish to say?” King Alaisdair asked.

“I wish for you to hold those responsible for what happened, to account. But only those responsible,” I said in an even tone. “I haven’t been here very long. But I would be surprised to discover, that Sir Reland’s actions were backed up by his family’s instructions, or knowledge.”

“Healer Dara,” Queen Babesnye called my name. “Are you aware of what Sir Reland’s plan was?”

“I… believe I can make an educated guess, for the short term, at least,” I nodded. “What he ultimately planned and why he chose to act as he did. I do not,” I shook my head slowly. “I am not here for him, however.” Turning to the gathered nobles. “I’m here, in a gesture of goodwill, to ask that those who did not commit this crime are not punished for it.”

“Duke Reland, do you have a response to this?” King Alaisdair asked.

The man, who must have been Sir Reland’s father, jerked in place. He turned to the king and licked his lips nervously. “I do not, your majesty. I know of this Healer Dara, but I do not know why she is speaking for my family.”

“In that case,” King Alaisdair droned. “Sir Reland is to be held back in the dungeon. Duke Reland and his family are to be returned to their quarters. Princess Alvar, assuming you have not yet eaten a proper meal, I ask that you have one prepared while I speak with Healer Dara.”

“Yes, father,” Alvar bowed as guards moved in to escort the prisoners away.

Pretty soon, it was just me and the royal couple standing along in an otherwise silent room. King Alaisdair nodded slowly, as Queen Babesnye got out of her throne. I held still as she approached. I wasn’t sure what was about to happen until she pulled me into her arms.

“Thank you,” the queen whispered. “Thank you for everything you have done.”

I relaxed slightly and hugged her back. It was only for a moment before the queen pulled away and returned to her throne. King Alaisdair smiled gently at me, before waving for me to come closer.

“You leave us with a bit of a quandary, Healer Dara,” he mused. “On one hand, you have broken several laws. Shirked multiple traditions and yet, have made yourself one of the most valuable assets my kingdom has ever known.”

“I… don’t know what to say,” I admitted. “I just want to heal people.”

The king let out a small chuckle. “You have no aspirations to rule?” he asked. “You caused a man to faint at just a touch. How can I trust that you aren’t affecting my daughter’s mind, or our own, for that matter?”

I froze before shaking my head. “I don’t believe I can,” I admitted. “What I did to Reland was a physical action, by disrupting the nerve signals in his brain. I don’t believe affecting someone’s mind to make them behave as I want is even possible.”

“And if I were to send you away, just to ensure that there is no doubt?” He asked.

I had hoped that after this, he might have trusted me. Instead, I felt the walls coming down and the house falling around me. Just when I had started giving thought to the possibility of a future here. I gave a small sigh. I wasn’t sure what he wanted to speak to me about. But his reasoning was a rather obvious point to me. I’d shown them something terrifying, and they were dealing with it as they could.

“I can only ask that Mahy be returned to her home.” I bowed my head.

“Is that it?” King Alaisdair frowned. “No arguments, no retorts? No threats, promises or even begging?”

“Would that do any good?” I asked, feeling annoyed by his attitude. It was bad enough that he was going to exile me for rescuing his daughter from a rapist. This just felt insulting.

“What of Alvar?” Queen Babesnye asked.

I swallowed nervously. “Her body is whole. Only her scars are left. They won’t cause pain.”

“Do you care for her?” The queen asked more directly.

I thought about the question for a moment before nodding. “I… Yes.”

“Why?” King Alaisdair prompted.

“Why are you asking me this?” I asked. “What do you want from me? First, I thought you had questions, then I thought you were going to send me away, and now this? What do you want?”

“There’s some of that attitude we were told to expect,” Queen Babesnye chuckled. “Dear, if we sent you from this place, you would accept it gracefully, would you not?”

“I would,” I replied stiffly. “There’s no point arguing the fact. I’m just one woman.”

“And yet, with what I saw you do. I’m sure even a single woman as yourself could do great things. Your methods of healing defy the guilds and their comprehension, and yet, you are decades more powerful than you should be,” the king remarked. “Yet, whenever someone asks you what you want. What you really want. You just tell them you want to live comfortably and help people.”

“What else do I need?” I shook my head. “There’s more to life than whatever Reland was trying to do to gain power. I’ve never been interested in that.”

“I think the better question right now is what else do we need,” King Alaisdair frowned. “See, the problem with nobles is that they scheme. They always want. So to get them to do what I need, I offer them a prize, and watch carefully for how they use it. Take Reland, for example.” The king let out a disgruntled curse. “Fool that I was, I made several implications about the possibility of a betrothal.”

“Against my wishes,” Queen Babesnye muttered.

“Against my wife’s wishes,” the king nodded. “I don’t know what he was thinking when he acted. As far as I can tell it was somewhere between petty jealousy and the belief that should he have been successful, I’d have wed Alvar to him, only to spare her the indignity of never being able to wed another.”

“He saw us kiss,” I nodded in understanding. “That’s all it was?”

“The allure of power corrupts,” the king sighed. “The offer of power, though, can be tempting. That won’t work with you, will it?”

“Me?” I frowned.

The royal couple nodded slowly.

“If I offered you a noble title, what would you do?” King Alaisdair asked.

I shrugged, and they both laughed softly.

“Exactly,” he smiled. “What about Alvar? What if I offered to marry the two of you? Today, right now even.”

I frowned slightly and shook my head. That was too much. She was beautiful, and I was sure that she would be in agreement. But to be offered that quickly.

“Even then,” the king dragged my attention back to him. “You wouldn’t accept, would you?”

“She deserves better,” I muttered.

“And here lies my dilemma,” the king sighed and leaned back in his chair. “Punishing, you will go nowhere. Punishing others on your behalf would no doubt lead to you acting as you did with Reland, even if you temporarily behaved as I wanted you to. So how best to motivate you?”

“Stopping these strange tests would be a good start,” I shook my head. “Then maybe just ask what you want from me?”

“Alright,” the king eyed me for a moment. “Duchess Flural. What was she?”

I winced and shifted slightly as I remembered the searing agony of her final moments. “She was a zombie. Forced to endure undeath by a necromancer.”

“And you could heal her?”

I shook my head before frowning. That memory would last forever. “I’m not sure. I couldn’t heal her. But… I don’t know for sure that I wouldn’t be able to in the future.” I thought about it before chewing my lip. “If I were to try, I would need to heal their physical injuries first. Otherwise, I would be putting their souls back into a body that was dead, and they would die naturally.”

“Theoretically though?”

I nodded. “I don’t know the extent of my power. I’m not a high level, and just severing her soul to let her move on was enough to drain me to the point of exhaustion.”

“We ask, because if she was truthful, and there are more heading west. There may be a larger problem,” the king told me. “I need allies. Dependable ones.”

“Cropis is to the west,” I muttered. “There are good people living there. People I’ve come to care about. I have friends in Mesan as well.”

“We’re aware,” Queen Babesnye smiled. “Since my daughter took an interest in you, I have made it a point to learn everything.”

I nodded at that. It felt like an invasion of my privacy, but as royalty, they had more at stake than I did.

“Do you have any thoughts why the necromancer would be moving west?”

I chewed my lip for a moment before giving a small nod. “If the story of him and Tenameldra was accurate. Then… he might be tracking her back to her corpse, or at least the place where her soul moved on.”

“Just east of the first way station near Mesan,” Queen Babesnye sighed.

“Duchess Flural said swarms of Garbrid preceded his arrival,” the king frowned, before turning to me. “You have given us much to think about. I will reserve a final judgment against the Reland family later. Right now, I need to find a way to move thousands of people to safety.”

I gave a small bow and turned to leave before Queen Babesnye cleared her throat.

“Healer Dara,” she spoke softly. “It shall be public news within the week that you are courting the Princess. This is not our wish, but hers. It is up to you to determine how far that path shall lead.”

I nodded and made my way to the door. A pair of guards bowed to me as they opened the doors. Where Morgalis was waiting with a slight smile.

“Healer Dara,” she bowed. “Please follow me.”

I followed the woman, and we walked quickly to another meeting chamber. This one just held Alvar and Mahy, whose worried expressions snapped up as I entered.

“Dara?” Alvar stood.

“I’m okay,” I smiled, before seeing Mahy’s worried expression. “Really, I’m fine. Just… a lot to think about.”

Seeing all their expressions, I came and sat down where Alvar had ordered food for us. I picked at the platter while recounting everything we had discussed. Finally, ending with what Queen Babesnye had announced.

That caused the room to fall silent. Mahy was holding her hands to her face, while Morgalis gave a small nod. Alvar though. She stood from her chair and shifted over before sitting on my lap.

“I’m not asking you to love me, Dara,” she leaned in and lightly kissed me. “I’m only asking that you try.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.” I shook my head. “From what I’ve seen, you’re easy to love. I just don’t know if I’m the person who deserves to take that honor.”

Alvar leaned into me and once again, our lips met. Mahy made a noise and when Alvar pulled away, I could see Morgalis was comforting her. The two looked like they were definitely some sort of couple. Which meant things around here were going to get rather interesting.

“So,” I smiled. “How does this all work?”

“Well, for a start,” Alvar climbed to her feet once more. “I believe a bath is in order. After everything with Reland, I wasn’t much worried about cleanliness aside from getting you back to my room, where we felt safe.”

I frowned slightly before raising my arm. I didn’t reek, but that didn’t mean I was clean. Morgalis led the way, with Mahy at her side. Alvar linked her arm with my own, signifying for certain that her mother’s words were real. I felt slightly embarrassed as we walked the halls, and I could swear that everyone was watching me.

“They’re not looking at you,” Alvar nudged me. “I’m not wearing my veil.”

It was then, I looked over and realized she was smiling so very brightly. I couldn’t help but smile back. For the rest of our walk back, I didn’t let the stares bother me in the least. And when we re-entered the room, it was to a giggle and a hug for each of us. Even the stoic Morgalis joined in with the feeling of the room.

Laughing felt good. The previous day’s events had been stressful enough, without the uncertainty of how this morning went. Morgalis directed Alvar and I towards the back of the room, while Mahy stripped out of her clothing. I eyed her as she blushed and moved to the princess first. Alvar gave me a knowing smile as Mahy stripped her down in front of me.

By the time Alvar was down to her undergarments, Morgalis had returned with the maid who had filled the bath the first time. She remained polite and professional as the two of them filled the bath and lit the fire beneath to warm it. Nervously, I stepped out of my own dress, the familiar garment returning to its standing position to await me. And when the bath was full, Morgalis was next to strip down as the maid swiftly left without a word. I was left staring at three nude and extremely attractive women before Alvar took my hand.

“Come,” she whispered.

I nodded and followed after her. Only to lock my eyes on the remains of her scars. There was some on her hand, where she had lost her fingers. But most of it was on her hip. That horrible injury had been the worst, and as we settled into the slowly warming water, I slid closer to the princess.

“Dara?” she asked as I came in close.

“Remove Scar,” I cast as I touched her hand.

The ladies froze in place as I worked. Her hand was easy. The skin there was shallow, and the tissue came free without a fuss. Her hip turned into a much more strenuous ordeal. Those scars ran deep. Her musculature had been affected. She had full mobility, but I was certain there was a stiffness she was ignoring. No doubt, the lack of pain would have masked any minor movement issues. She likely would have thought it a symptom of her healing and not known any different. It took almost all my mana to fully heal her, and that was with a few breaks to ensure I didn’t push myself over the edge. The ladies clustered around, watching me work, while Alvar slowly wept with joy.

When I finally finished, I sat down beside her while she admired her perfectly smooth skin. She touched herself everywhere, before gesturing to Morgalis, who checked her over as well. If there was anything I missed, I would fix it. But for now, I wanted to rest.

“Here,” Mahy whispered. “Let me clean you.”

“I’m okay,” I mumbled. “Just resting.”

“I never said you weren’t,” she insisted as I felt a soapy rag start at the top of my shoulders.

I lay there as she worked her way down my body. The water only came to my hips, so after raising my legs from the water to be washed, she had me kneel so she could get the rest of me. I half expected there to be some kind of inappropriate touching. So far, though, it was just gentle cleaning.

“Now turn around,” Mahy instructed.

I opened my eyes and turned in place. Only to freeze at the sight of Alvar lounging in the spot where I would be facing.

“Before we begin,” Alvar looked up at me. “If you were just a woman, I would have already attempted to seduce you. Luckily for us both, you are not just a woman. So while I cannot partake in what I’m sure Mahy will enjoy on my behalf later. I would still like to emphasize what it is you have given me by having you paint me.”

Before I could respond, I felt a pair of hands on my hips. Mahy settled down on my left, while Morgalis did the same on my right. They knelt beside me, looking up at me with rosy cheeks.

“Oh shit,” I whimpered as they leaned in at the same time.

Mahy arrived first. Pressing her lips to the side of my cock in a kiss. Her tongue slipped out as she lapped the underside of my shaft. Morgalis was only a moment behind, meeting Mahy’s tongue with her own. They acted as if they were kissing one another, despite my cock being between them. Both ladies did their best to lick and suck my shaft, before slowly moving towards the head.

I’d received oral from Mahy before. But it was clear who her partner had been that night with the strange mirror. Morgalis glanced up at me and blushed as she noticed me staring right back.

“How does it feel?” Alvar asked as she chewed her lip.

“Their mouths are soft,” I mumbled. “Their tongues are licking me all over.”

“While I haven’t experienced young Mahy, I am aware of how amazing Morgalis’s tongue is.”

I moaned and felt a drop of pre-cum seep from the tip. Alvar’s eyes widened, and she reached forward. Only hesitating at the last moment, before pulling away. “Mahy, if you could be a dear?”

Morgalis gripped my cock as she pulled back, giving Mahy more room. Mahy, the ever dutiful assistant, looked up at me and smiled, before plunging down onto my cock. She took half of my length into her mouth, sucking me with obvious delight. Morgalis nudged my leg, and I shifted more weight to my left before she started to lift. If not for the focused attention on my cock, I’d have pulled away. Instead, I moaned as Morgalis slipped beneath her friend and slid her tongue deep into my folds. The sensations were exquisite and I could feel my vulva flushing with blood and arousal.

“Just like that,” Alvar giggled.

Extending one leg out, I placed it on the rim of the bath. I was perched on my knee before Alvar. Morgalis was licking my pussy, sending trills through my body and making my core clench. While Mahy bobbed dutifully over my cock, driving me towards an explosive orgasm. With one hand, I reached down and cupped the back of Morgalis’s head, holding her to me as I rocked against her face. The other, I reached for Mahy. I was so close; I moaned in distress as she suddenly pulled off my cock.

Mahy shot to her knees. I stared at her in pleasurable anguish as she kissed me hard. I moaned into her mouth as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. Her wrist movements were short and fast, sending me into spins once more. Once again, I was at my limit, before Morgalis pushed things a step further. I felt the delightful sensation of a pair of fingers entering me from below. Those fingers curled, pressing into my g-spot, or prostate. Whatever you wanted to call it. My vision narrowed, and my cock throbbed. The first spurt of my speed sprayed out, and I clung to Mahy with desperation as the two ladies milked my orgasm to its fullest.

Only when I finally pulled away did those fingers leave my pussy. Morgalis was red in the face, breathless, and made eye contact with me as she slipped one finger into her mouth. Sucking it for a moment, she offered the other to Mahy, who blushed as she did the same. Finally, both of them moved back, giving me the perfect view of Alvar as she traced the lines of my seed across her chest.

“A little on my face,” she remarked. “But not to worry. I have two lovely ladies to help me get clean once more.”

“M-miss Dara,” Mahy whimpered as Morgalis fell on her mistress’s breasts.

“Go on,” I nodded, before quickly adding. “If you want to.”

Mahy turned to Alvar, whose head was slumped back on the rim as Morgalis suckled at her nipple.

Alvar’s delighted gasp as Mahy joined her preceded Mahy’s gasp. Then mine, as my hips met Mahy’s ass, and my cock twitched inside her. Something about watching two beautiful ladies nurse on the breasts of a third had me throbbing. It was just my luck. That was exactly what Mahy was hoping for, which she showed, by thrusting her hips back, to meet me as I fucked her with reckless abandon.
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It was a subtle pulse that woke me. My eyes snapped open, and I turned my head to look around. I wasn’t sure what it was that I could feel, only its direction. Like a distant wildfire, I couldn’t see it exactly, but I knew what it was. Alvar, sleeping on my shoulder, made a small noise, and before I could relax, those beautiful eyes of hers cracked open.

“Wha’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing–”

“Lies,” Alvar moaned and reached up to rub the sleep from her eyes.

I watched as she decided against going back to sleep and let out a long sigh. “The necromancer. He found where I saved his wife.”

Alvar froze, then gave a small nod. “Oh.”

Then it dawned on me. The real reason this was bothering me. “MESAN!” I jolted upright.

Mahy, who had been laying on my other side, let out a small yelp as she tumbled to the mattress. Morgalis jerked to her feet. Her slender form swaying uneasily as she ran on autopilot to get dressed. Mahy, seeing her move, went to get up before all three ladies came to a halt.

“Mesan?” Alvar touched my arm.

“Mesan,” I repeated and urged Mahy to get up. “We need to get to Mesan!”

“But–”

“We have friends at Mesan!” I shouted as I rolled over Mahy to climb out of the bed. “During the last clearing, garbrid got over the walls. If the necromancer found his wife, he’s near the waystation! Mesan is next and we need to warn them!”

Alvar’s eyes went wide, and suddenly we were all scrambling into our clothing for the day. I threw on my usual dress, while Mahy and Morgalis fell on Alvar, getting her into a loose-fitting gown. Then I helped Mahy into a dress of her own, while Alvar did the same for Morgalis. Once dressed, we charged out of Alvar’s room and towards her parents’ private dining room.

“They should be eating breakfast,” Alvar informed me as we rushed along.

The guards, seeing us coming, opened the doors and all four of us charged into the small dining space. King Alaisdair and Queen Babesnye spun to face us, mid meal, they were clearly shocked to see us.

“The necromancer, he’s about to attack the way station near Mesan,” I blurted.

King Alaisdair stared at me, before turning to his wife. The two of them looked at one another for a moment before she gave him a subtle nod.

“Gather an expedition. We shall check the waystation first,” he stood, pushing his breakfast away as one of the door guards rushed off. “Alvar, you and your servants are to remain in the keep. I shall require Healer Dara.”

“Father–”

“I cannot risk you!” He snapped, turning on his daughter. Then lowered his head. “Healer Dara has spent all this time making you whole once more. I will not risk you being injured once again. Especially not when the only one who could help you is coming with me to assess the danger to begin with. You, Morgalis and Mahy, will remain here.”

“He has a point,” I spoke up, ignoring Alvar’s flash of anger. “If I’m wrong, we’ll be back and I’ll pay the consequences. If I’m right, it’s better that you’re not with me. And if we’re both injured, things will get complicated, very fast.”

“Miss Dara,” Mahy stepped up.

“You’re not coming,” I glared at her.

She deflated somewhat, opening her mouth as if to argue, before stepping back beside Morgalis.

“Join me,” Queen Babesnye offered to the ladies.

I stepped aside, but not before Alvar grabbed me. Her lips mashed into my own and she pulled away, looking furious.

“You come back. Understand?”

I smiled and leaned in, kissing her softly this time. “I understand.”

She let me go, and Mahy collected a hug, before Morgalis pulled her away. I turned and left with the king leading the way.

“You said if you were wrong, you’d pay consequences,” he murmured. “Are you wrong?”

“I hope so,” I sighed as I remembered that pulse. “Whatever you can do to me won’t be half as bad as if I’m right.”

The king looked at me for a moment, before a smile broke over his face. “My daughter has good taste.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that, as I followed along behind him. We arrived a short time later at a familiar-looking courtyard. The massive stone platform loomed ahead of us. Even now, soldiers poured out of walkways, as the siege engineers returned to their weapons. This time, nobody gave me strange looks, remembering the events of the last time I was here.

“I’m going to open the portal,” King Alaisdair told me. “If the way is clear, I want you to accompany me across to the other side.”

“Of course, your majesty,” I bowed slightly. I could see those around me clearly assessing me and the situation. I knew the king was stating this for their benefit rather than mine.

He gave me a firm look before checking as his men took up positions around the portal. Then reached into his pocket. I caught sight of that small, plain rock once more. And this time, as the portal burst into existence, I was ready for it. Only now, it was to the confused shouts of the populace within the waystation. A wagon screeched to a halt as horses screamed. Narrowly avoiding coming through the portal. Without a command, several of the king’s soldiers charged in, taking control of the situation.

Several soldiers on the other side of the portal moved to intervene, only to freeze in place as they recognized the insignia of the king. Alaisdair gave me a small nod, and the two of us stepped forward. The waystation was much as I remembered it. A small keep, surrounded by a ring road and a wall. On the inside of the wall were enough facilities to handle anything coming through town. Anything, except apparently a visit from the king.

At the sight of the man in question, shouts rang out, and people started to move. The merchants and travelers gave us space as the town guards began forming up in an honor guard. Which was when a bell started ringing. The town fell silent, and King Alaisdair turned to me with a grim look on his face.

“GARBID! TO THE WALLS!” A shout rang across the waystation.

“TO THE WALLS!” the king roared.

With me at his side, the two of us rushed towards the closest gatehouse. Soldiers were rushing ahead of us, but a few of them made room for us to slip in. The men stuck close as we climbed up several flights of stairs. I spotted men, half dressed as they scrambled from bunk rooms to join the fight. The stairs opened up into the sky and the two of us turned as one of the creatures came screeching over the wall.

Its body was about the size of a moccu’s. But that was the only resemblance. It appeared to be a horrifying cross between a bear and a sloth. With long claws that slashed out, catching a guard in the face. He screamed, going down as the garbrid mauled him.

A second guard, holding a sword, turned to the creature, cleaving one of its arms off. The screams from the garbrid echoed through the air as several more of the horrible creature’s scaled the walls. King Alaisdair stared in horror out into the forest as hundreds more were rushing towards the walls. I could feel a sense of dread following behind them. The force of will that drove them on. I didn’t think it was directly responsible, but the effects were all the same.

These monsters were coming from everywhere. I watched them leap into trees and then bounce off the ground with the ease of a lemur. No wonder they swarmed the walls of Mesan so easily. How this waystation was spared the first attack, I could only wonder.

I ducked my head and raced to the wounded soldier. He was crying out and bleeding. A claw had slipped through the armor at his shoulder, while he was missing part of his cheek.

“Seal wound!” I cast, focusing on his shoulder. He was bleeding out, and I had little time.

A garbrid screamed behind me and I clenched my eyes shut before a powerful set of arms wrapped around my shoulders.

“Wait!”

“We’re leaving!” King Alaisdair pulled me around. “EVACUATE!” he roared. “TO THE PORTAL!”

I looked back, seeing the man I had been healing. He was being helped up by another soldier, while staring at me with wide eyes. As the king dragged me to the stairs, I pointed frantically as a garbrid came over the wall behind them. It reared up as the soldiers turned, but I didn’t see what happened next. King Alaisdair, while a slight man, was muscular and struggling, proved futile. I wanted to go back, to make sure those soldiers were okay, but he just kept pushing me further down.

“You can do more good on the other side, Healer!” He snapped at me. “Don’t throw your life away now!”

“FUCK!” I screamed and hurried down the stairs.

With the king following in my wake, I burst out onto the road. It was chaos. Civilians were running around. Some of them were carrying goods, others were dragging children. More than a few were bleeding, and even now there were garbrid roaming around. A horse lay on its side, kicking helplessly beneath three of the creatures who had begun to feast even before it was dead.

Our appearance, though, spurred the nearby soldiers to action. In just moments, several guards had taken up positions around us. More were urging people towards the portal, while dozens of royal guards crossed to this side in order to help.

I heard a scream and spotted one of the men. A garbrid had hooked his ankle, dragging him to the ground. The formation broke, and the garbrid was hemmed in. But that left another to take advantage. Before my eyes, a second man fell beneath the claws of the agile monsters. But it was Alaisdair who acted next. With a flick of his wrist, a portal opened between the garbrid’s teeth and the soldier’s neck. The creature, not expecting the sudden portal, stuck its head partially in, before king Alaisdair closed the portal once more. The agonal shrieks as half its face sheared off drowned out the sounds of battle. It tipped the skirmish in our favor and the remaining guards lined up to finish them off.

It must have made us look like a difficult target as well. The remaining garbrid backed away to find easier targets, even as soldiers continued to pour out of the portal. We made a push for safety. King Alaisdair at my side, with more royal guards joining the ones making up our honor guard. They clustered around, driving their way through, when I spotted a child slip from the arms of their father. He stopped, only for one of the guard, who hadn’t noticed the child, to shove him back to make more room.

I let out a shriek of anger and charged ahead. The child, just a boy, sat up crying. His father screamed his name. I heard Alaisdair shout my name and felt a hand grip my shoulder. There wasn’t any time, though. The soldiers hadn’t noticed the boy, and I shrugged it off before shouldering my way through the guards. That, they couldn’t ignore and I scooped the boy off the ground, before reaching past the guard to grab the father’s hand. He let me pull him into our circle. The guards, bewildered by my actions, let it happen and I clung to them both as I made for the portal.

More garbrid came over the walls. The guards still trapped atop them were being overrun. Those who had the opportunity to retreat had done so, and I felt awful for whoever was left. The civilians around the portal halted as our group pushed through to safety, and only then did I pause to hand the boy back to his father.

“Thank you!” He cried, clinging to me.

I hugged him back before giving him a gentle push as I saw the surrounding chaos. People were flooding through. King Alaisdair was shouting orders. His men were going back through, but it seemed less like they were trying to save the waystation. In fact, it seemed more like they were just trying to hold the creatures back.

People were still streaming in. I recognized a few of them, like the tavern owner who’s Inn we stayed in that night. Some came sporting injuries. Others were leaped on by the garbrid, closing in. The guards did their best, while I turned to those who had already made it through. A young woman clung to the arm of a man her age. He was pale and bleeding from what looked like a claw wound to the side of his neck. He was my first stop as I rushed in.

“SEAL WOUND!”

He gaped at me as my power flowed through me. The horrible gash began to close. It wouldn’t be enough to heal him entirely, but just stopping the bleeding would save his life. I moved on to an old man clutching his chest as frothy blood dripped from the corners of his mouth. A quick scan later told me a broken rib had punctured his lung. While my healing was able to save him, the removal of bone from an organ had him howling as several guards held him down. His astonished look, the moment he realized he could breathe, was swept away by the cries of a mother and child that drew me away.

I did what I could as quickly as I could. Several more mages had moved in. The king had his own people. They were just as unprepared as I was. The whole waystation only held a few hundred people at most, but those who made it through the portal came back with injuries. It was one thing healing the crying and injured. Another as I wept beside a child clinging to their dead parent’s hand. I could see more garbrid clustering around the portal.

King Alaisdair was shouting for them to return. The horses and wagons were overrun. The only movement was the thrashing of long, clawed limbs. Royal guards turned and marched back through the portal in small groups. I knew what was happening the moment his guards began dragging people off the stone platform. The king moved aside, screaming for his men to retreat. The moment they did, all hell was let loose. A flash of lightning was the first, followed by a spear that, on impact with the ground, detonated, sending bits of dirt and stone in all directions. The tower defenses had opened fire and were decimating the garbrid on the other side.

Over the cacophony of noise, I turned back to my patients and worked as quickly and as efficiently as I could. Many I saved, but there were others I could not. I lost count of how many people I had helped when a glass vial was stuffed into my hand. When I looked at who had brought it to me, I recognized the robes. An elderly woman, a fellow white mage. She looked as haggard as I felt as she tipped up a second vial, swallowing the mana potion in one gulp.

Without a thought, I did the same, feeling that rush of energy as I descended into the chaos once more. Bones reset, gashes closed, blood replenished, and more than one limb reattached. It was hell. My face felt wet, if not from the blood and sweat, then by my own tears. Even in the chaos of the clearing, there was an order to it. One patient was brought to me at a time.

This was just twisted, screaming face after twisted screaming face. Broken bones, ruptured organs and worse. I drove myself to the edge of exhaustion before another glass vial was stuffed into my hand. This time, when I looked up, it was Mahy. Her eyes were red and puffy, and she had a pouch slung over her shoulder. Within I could see bandages and from the blood on her hands, she had been helping as best she could. I drank down the vial, noting the surge of energy was less this time. My mana may be refilled, but my mental capacity to continue was beginning to strain, not to mention I knew I was heading towards potion poisoning.

The closer I got to the portal, the worse the injuries got. Those who came in last, had been dealing heavily with the garbrid. I was healing soldiers now. Dozens were injured. Some lightly enough, they saw me coming towards them and simply waved me on. Others, like a small girl with a crushed spine, were much higher on my priorities. One by one, I helped them all until I felt a sudden surge towards the portal.

When I looked up, the blasts through the gate into the garbrid were sporadic. Most of the monsters were either dead or kept their distance. The bodies of people and horses littered the streets beyond. But that wasn’t what caught my attention. In the moments of quiet, between the soft growling of the garbrid, and the moans of the injured and dying. I could hear something else.

King Alaisdair stood before the portal, looking in. And that’s when I spotted it. The gate, in the distance. It shuddered, in time with a heavy thump. I stood on two shaky legs and moved through the crowd of injured as I joined the king. He turned to look at me and I looked back.

“Dara?”

I shook my head. But I knew. I could feel it. Just like with Tenameldra. Just like Duchess Flural. The gate shuddered once more, as whatever was on the other side beat its way in. Those gates weren’t designed to stop a siege. A siege should have been impossible in a world like this. It was only a matter of time before they failed.

“Close the portal,” I told the king.

“Shouldn’t we see this enemy?” he glanced over at me.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. “Close it.”

Even as I said those words, the next strike on the gate proved to be the last. Wood splintered and the locking mechanism failed. The gates creaked open as several figures forced their way in. The garbrid, seeing the monsters shambling into the town, got up as one and ran. Unfortunately, that meant most of them were coming straight towards the portal.

I saw him then. The one figure. His eyes were wide and furious as they locked on me. His lips curled and a furious scream echoed across the streets, drowned out by the multitude of screeching garbrid. I had a face to the necromancer, and he clearly knew who I was as he stared right back. The closest garbrid threw itself at me, as King Alaisdair waved his hand, shutting the portal entirely. The garbrid only made it halfway through, its lower half was sliced cleanly and the creature slammed into my chest, howling madly in pain.

I fell back, striking the floor, and my vision swam.

I wasn’t sure how long I laid there. Voices rang out. Someone took my shoulders, and I felt the sensation of healing as it flooded my head. My vision grew narrow, and suddenly I realized I wasn’t there on the stone platform any more.

“So… That was him,” Eve said.

I rolled my head. Noticing that I was lying on some kind of daybed. With my head propped up, she was sitting beside me in a chair like a psychologist and their patient. I let out a sigh and relaxed back in the chair while I rested my eyes.

“Nothing to say?” Eve asked.

“If I talk, you’ll get whatever you want from this conversation. And I’ll wake up, back where I was,” I muttered. “All things considered, I’d rather stay here for a moment.”

“Some would think that kind of disrespect should be punished,” Eve chuckled.

I shrugged. “If you have a better option for dealing with this, go ahead.”

Eve sighed. “You’re in a mood.”

“I had to heal a third trimester, pregnant woman, who might still lose her baby, because monsters tore open her womb after killing her husband,” I turned to the goddess. “I haven’t even had breakfast yet.”

Eve nodded slowly before letting out a long sigh. “Did you know that healing doesn’t have to be directed at only a single target?”

I jerked upward at those words and turned, only for Mahy’s hands to slam into my shoulder.

“Down,” she sobbed. “It’s okay, it’s okay. Just lay down.”

I slumped back in the bed and looked around. Mahy was at my side. Her hands were clean, but her dress was bloody. Her hair was a mess, and it was obvious she’d been crying for a while. Princess Alvar stormed into view, smiling as she noticed me looking around. Behind her came Morgalis, who took Mahy by the shoulders and steered her away. Alvar took the initiative and sat down beside me before taking my hand.

“You scared us half to death,” she trembled.

“I think that scared us all,” I grunted. “How many are still injured?”

“You’re NOT going back out there!” Mahy snapped.

I glanced over, seeing her furious expression.

“You almost died!”

“I fell and hit my head–”

“WHICH IS THE ONLY REASON YOU AREN’T STILL OUT THERE!” Mahy screamed.

“Those potions are poisonous the way you were drinking them,” Alvar squeezed my hand. “You were only supposed to have one potion. The second you drank was a mistake in the spur of the moment. If you kept going, you’d likely have taken a third.”

“I would have used only one more,” I admitted sheepishly. That had been my previous limit, so I figured I could stop there and still heal from it.

Alvar shook her head. “It burns out your mana channels. They’re safe to drink in emergencies, but continuous consumption of them can cripple you as a mage.”

I was well aware of that fact. Magus Frigus had been quite implicit on that. However, in the heat of the moment with so many hurt and injured. I was reacting, rather than pacing myself.

“Status.”
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Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 4303/8650

Mana: 87%

Regeneration: 0.8% per minute

I let out a quiet groan and slumped back in the bed once more.

“Well?” Alvar squeezed my hand.

“You’re right,” I murmured. “But I’m up to eighty-seven–”

“No,” Alvar shook her head.

“But–”

“I SAID NO!” She clamped down on my hand with her own. “I’m not letting you go down there. Not again. I’ve seen what you’re capable of. You healed easily three times as many people as anyone else. The other white mages pushed in to help father’s soldiers first, while you went from person to person depending on who was the most badly injured. Don’t you dare, for a single moment, think that you haven’t earned a rest.”

“I have rested,” I insisted.

“Then you can continue resting,” Alvar glared at me. “You are the single most powerful healer this kingdom has seen since the forefather of the white mages.”

“I can’t be.” Shaking my head, I took a deep breath. “I haven’t been here all that long.”

“And yet you have done more alone than seasoned mages with decades of experience,” Alvar insisted. “That mage, who handed you the mana potion first. Do you know who she is?”

“The old woman?” I frowned. “I’ve no idea.”

“She’s a level thirty-seven white mage,” Alvar explained. “That woman is the personal healer to the royal family. Not only did she help my mother bring me into this world, but she was the one who convinced my father it was impossible to heal what you fixed in a handful of visits.”

“Nothing I do is anything the others cannot do,” I insisted. “I just do things differently to how they expect.”

“Do you think that matters?” Alvar scoffed. “If the ends justify the means, you are the most powerful healer currently living, Dara. You may have less experience and less overall power to draw upon. But you’ve outdone every other living mage, and put most of them to shame, without even trying.”

I let out a long sigh. “I just want to help people.”

“Then rest.” Alvar squeezed my hand once more. “Because father is already planning the evacuation of Mesan. And he wants your help.”
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“Dara, no,” Alvar tightened her grip on my arm.

I frowned as she led me away from the injured man. He was bandaged, and alive, but in a fair degree of pain.

“If I just–”

“Dara, we need you at your best. If I let you heal him, you’ll heal others and when father opens the portal, things could be far, far worse,” Alvar chided me. “There is nobody here whose life you will save by healing them now, instead of later. They are in pain, yes. But they are alive and there is no risk of that changing.”

I slumped my shoulders and let her drag me off. The meeting hall was now a makeshift hospital. The waystation wasn’t heavily populated. Most of the population were visitors passing through, apart from the shopkeepers and the guards. Of the few dozen who got out, about half had some kind of injury. Most of those, civilian and military, had lived thanks to my efforts. Alvar was right, though. Those who remained were not going anywhere. Nobody was in serious danger, and there was plenty more of that coming. Besides, there were more white mages in attendance than the last time I was here. So, I gritted my teeth and continued with Alvar at my side. We stepped out into that now familiar courtyard.

King Alaisdair, once again, was standing amongst his forces. Unlike before, they weren’t holding back. There was a clear space for the mounted weapons to fire, but the soldiers themselves were close enough to charge in should there be a sudden attack.

“Dara, Alvar, excellent,” he smiled grimly. “Hopefully, this will be smoother than our previous venture.”

“I hope so,” I nodded as I stepped up onto the platform to join him.

Alvar remained behind. She had made that promise to me and her father. When this all began, she was going to go back and join Mahy and Morgalis. The three of them were going to be my support structure. They had made it extremely clear that I was to return unharmed and that they would look after me. I still wasn’t entirely sure if they meant sexually or not, but I wasn’t in the mood to ask at the time.

“Are you ready?” The king asked me.

I let out a sigh before nodding. “I have friends in Mesan. This is for them.”

He smiled softly and held out his hand. The familiar portal snapped open. This time, in some large room that appeared to be within the barracks, I had stayed after the clearing. In fact, before me, was a familiar face as he stared in shock at our arrival.

“Hello Captain,” I smiled.

“My King,” he saluted, before shifting that same salute to me. “How may I serve the crown?”

“This is an evacuation,” the king told the man. “There is an army of undead and garbrid that destroyed the waystation to the east of you.”

The captain’s eyes went wide, and he stared in disbelief. “Undead?”

“This isn’t a joke, Captain,” I told him gently. “We need everyone in Mesan to step through the portal as quickly as possible.”

Truthfully, I was relieved that the attack hadn’t reached them yet. That gave me hope that this would be far smoother than we were originally prepared for. If the necromancer had slowed for some reason, I wasn’t sure why. I wasn’t going to question it, though. With the king leading the way, several dozen of his men pushed through beside us. I recognized a few, and from the polite smiles and nods, they recognized me as well. Many of those here were men I had saved, if not from death, than from grievous wounds.

The captain led the royal guards from the barracks while we moved along behind them at a sedate pace. There was shouting outside, and the sounds of arguments. Clearly, the people here didn’t just want to get up and start moving. I thought about that old magi that was here. The grumpy old man who didn’t believe I was a healer and made life difficult for my stay. Which also gave me an idea.

“Excuse me,” I pushed past the king.

He didn’t stop me, and I hurried out the main doors into the street, where one of the royal guards was trying to reason with a man at a stand laden with spices and fruits.

“You don’t understand, I’m not just leaving my wares!” He shouted.

I saw the guard getting frustrated by the situation and stepped up beside the soldier. I looked him in the eye, and I saw the flash of recognition in his eyes as he realized who I was.

“There is an army coming,” I told him. “Monsters, garbrid included. They will swarm the walls, destroy the town, and kill anyone they come across. We are not trying to rob you of your livelihood. We are here to spare as many lives as we can.”

The merchant let out a long sigh. “If that’s true, I’ll lose my stock.”

“Stock can be replaced,” I told him. “Do you have family? Friends? Someone you want to keep safe?”

He nodded slowly. “I’ve a boy. He’s all I have left.”

“Gather your coins, and whatever you can carry in a single bag. Make sure you bring a blanket,” I told him. “Spread the word to everyone you can and get to the barracks. The King has a portal waiting to take you to safety.”

“The king?” The man gaped.

I slapped the soldier beside me on the arm. “Where do you think these guys came from so quickly?”

The merchant gave a small nod before bending down. When he stood, it was with a chest. That he unlocked and took the coins from within as he stuffed them into a thick bag. Seeing him taking my words seriously, I nudged the guard to follow me and began to walk my way through the town. The guard called out my instructions while I went to people individually to answer questions.

Parents wanted to know what they could bring. I told them all the same thing. To bring a bag of essentials and their coins. Merchants were dismayed when I told them to leave their stock. But reminding them that they were going to be in the capital, where they could make rare purchases, seemed to pacify most of them. There were a few obvious holdouts, though. I wasn’t about to force people. Only hope that when things began to move, that they changed their mind.

Eventually, I found myself standing in front of a nice-looking inn. It wasn’t as large as Cleire’s inn. But it was tidy and well-constructed. I gestured for the guard to follow me, and I pushed my way inside. There were a few people enjoying meals, while a fire crackled in the middle of the room. Standing over it was a confused-looking Brema, and beside her was Chani, her daughter.

“Dara!” the girl squealed and charged over for a hug.

I laughed as I caught her in my arms. She clung to me, kicking and squealing in laughter as I hoisted her up and set her on my hip. Brema set down the large ladle she was using and hurried over with a worried smile.

“Dara?” she prompted me. “I’ve heard a lot of shouting.”

“We’re evacuating the town, miss,” my guard informed her.

“Evacuating?” she asked.

I nodded. “Those rumors about the necromancer were true. There’s an army coming, and they’re pushing a wave of garbrid ahead of themselves. The waystation already fell. I feared we would arrive too late in Mesan. So we’re getting people out now, before it’s too late.”

“Have you told Sundy?” she gripped my hand.

I shook my head. “Not yet. We’ve only just started. I came through the market, trying to get the merchants onboard, while the guards move through the streets. King Alaisdair is here too.”

“The king?” Brema’s eyes went wide. “It’s serious then.”

“Extremely,” I nodded.

“Chani, honey. I need you to go find your favorite toy,” she said, before looking me in the eye. “I assume we’re allowed to bring some belongings?”

“Coins and a bag. Keep it light, we’re going to the capital.”

Brema sighed and gave a small nod. “Thank you. This is twice you have saved us.”

“You’re welcome. Maybe see if you can do something about your food, though,” I suggested. “It might be a welcome gift on the other side and it’s an awful lot to waste.”

“I’ll have some of my men retrieve the pot,” the guard with me nodded.

“That makes me feel a bit better,” Brema smiled, before turning to the rest of her patrons. “That’s it everyone. Please return to your homes and prepare yourselves to leave!”

There were a few groans, but nobody tried to argue. They were all listening in when we explained the situation. Brema cast a smile in my direction before hurrying off after her daughter. I turned to my guard and gave him a nod of appreciation before stepping outside once more. It was going to be a long day. I just hoped that everyone would make it to safety before the first wave struck. Because when it did, things would go from bad to worse, and those who dawdled would regret doing so the most.
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“Honestly, I’m surprised nothing has happened so far,” King Alaisdair said as we stood on the Mesan side of the portal.

The sun had finally dropped below the horizon and the guards were bringing the last of the civilians through. There had been a few incidents. Small bouts of violence that had left people requiring healing. Tensions were high, and King Alaisdair had made an example of a man who took a club to one of the Mesan guards. That man, while safe on the capital side of the portal, would be spending significant time in a cell.

That wasn’t on my mind, though. What bothered me right now was how quiet everything was. It had only taken a few hours by carriage to reach the waystation from Mesan. It wasn’t a terribly long trip by any means.

“Any word?” Alvar called softly.

I turned, seeing her along with Mahy and Morgalis on the other side of the portal. True to her word, she and the others were waiting for me. I smiled at them before shaking my head.

“I feel like something is happening,” I muttered. “Like something is wrong, but… it’s quiet.”

Alvar frowned and stepped through to join us. King Alaisdair gave her a harsh glare, but didn’t chastise her for coming across. Alvar took my hand, and we stood silently as the guards made their final passes through the small town.

“It really is quiet,” Alvar frowned. “Not even the evening bugs are chirping.”

I froze, and turned to the king, whose eyes widened as he came to the same realization. “You,” he snapped at a nearby guard. “I need a team, someone to check the walls. I want to know if there’s any movement beyond our sight.”

“Yes, my liege,” the guard snapped a salute before grabbing two more guards and hurrying off in the direction of the nearest gatehouse.

“Let’s go, ladies,” King Alaisdair gestured toward the portal.

I squeezed Alvar’s hand as I cast a last look around the area. Only to shudder as a stab of pain shot through my very soul. I flinched, and Alvar squeezed my hand.

“What is it?” she asked.

I swallowed and looked in the direction of the gatehouse. The royal guards had rushed off towards.

“Dara?” King Alaisdair called my name softly.

“It’s an undead,” I whispered as their pain floated through my mind.

“Just one?” Alvar questioned.

I nodded. “Just the one.”

The king hesitated before giving a firm nod. “Then let’s see what you can do about this.”

Rather than send Alvar back through the portal, he gestured for us both to go. I led the way, feeling the direction the zombie was approaching. It made my stomach turn over, feeling the horrible pain and sickness flowing off it. I didn’t know what the necromancer had done to this one, but there was an obvious difference. It wasn’t just pain I could sense from a tormented soul, but a twisted illness woven in as well.

“This one is different,” I grunted as the sick feeling got worse. “I don’t know how, but he’s changed something.”

“Can you stop it?” King Alaisdair asked.

I gave a small shrug. “I hope so.”

We hurried along, and one of the guards Alaisdair sent off to the walls, charged out of the guardhouse. He skidded to a halt as he saw us coming and gave a confused salute.

“My liege, I was coming to find you.”

“Zombie,” I nodded as we stepped past. “I know.”

“You… know?” The man frowned before falling in behind the king.

“Just come along,” King Alaisdair ordered softly. “Healer Dara says this one is different.”

We hurried into the gatehouse and climbed to the top. The wall was far shorter than even that of the waystation and it was only a single flight before we reached the top. By now, I was trying not to hold my gut as we emerged atop the wall and looked over. In the limited light, I could see a single, staggering figure coming towards us down the main road.

There were no other signs of movement. No garbrid, no more zombies, no creatures at all. It was like everything had simply left, like the calm before a great storm.

“Something’s wrong,” I groaned. “This isn’t right.”

“None of this is right,” the king frowned, not understanding me.

But Alvar did. She gripped my arm and looked me in the eye. I stared right back and was about to suggest we leave when I felt that illness spread. I felt mana shifting in the air, and the zombie let out a choked cackle. It was the laughter of the sick and the damned, an inhuman sound, and I knew that the soul trapped within was twisted well beyond any hope of salvation. Their twisted, broken minds were gone, and all I could offer was a peaceful passing.

Except I wasn’t going to get that chance. Its arms flew up into the air, and I felt a wave of dread pass through me. The horrific, twisted being, before us, sent out a wave of dark mana. I felt it coming and knew that whatever it was, it would be bad. I had no option. Shoving myself past the king, I threw out my hand. I pushed on my own mana, forcing it to expand out in front of me, as a glowing silver barrier. Only a moment before the dark wave crashed into it.

I felt the necromantic power for the first time. Like a decay, it leached into my mana, seeking to corrupt, consume and destroy it in any way it could. Alvar screamed in terror and even the King howled in pain. I could spare them not even a glance as I put my all into halting the wave of darkness as it crashed over me.

The power levels increased, and my legs began to shake. My head throbbed, and I knew that I was running out of mana. Which was when I thought of something. Perhaps it was the drain on my mana reserves that my mind was so introspective, but I had an epiphany.

This was my opposite. While my power could heal, his was a twisted mockery of life. But… what if it were more than that? Connections triggered within my head at lightning speeds. I could do more than just heal wounds. Working on Alvar’s scars had been the impetus my mind needed to realize what my power was truly doing. Fixing the scars, or regrowing flesh was the outcome to what I was truly tapping into. An aspect of creation, more specifically, life. I was working with the building blocks of life. The necromancer was my opposite. He grabbed onto that life and twisted it into a mimicry of life, an ‘unlife.’

Yet, just as my power was a building block of creation, especially since I was channeling mana in its raw form. This power pushing against me was an aspect of destruction. He may be a type of unlife, but he was raw casting pure destruction. He and I, were two sides of the same coin. With the coin representing the borders between life and death.

Even now, I could feel that destruction tearing at my barrier. Desperately chewing it away in an urgent bid to break through. Whatever it was, I knew without knowing how I did, it would consume me. I had only moments to think. I could feel a headache pulsing at the base of my skull, an indication my mana was about to run dry. If I dropped the barrier, I had no doubt that I, along with Alvar, the king, and probably even the guard, would die. But holding the barrier would soon become a non-issue if I didn’t do something about that corrosive power.

So I shifted my focus. I was desperate and that called for desperate measures. I didn’t even consider the ramifications of uncertainties of what I was about to do. Rather than pushing against the wave of destructive mana. I pulled on it. In my minds eye, I saw a coin flipping endlessly over and over. My hand reached out to touch that coin and I knew what I needed to do. Instead of being one side of the same coin, I would become the whole coin itself. So, I welcomed it. I lowered my shield and absorbed that dark power. I heard myself scream as the dark, corrupted mana flooded my body. My blood boiled, and my hair stood on end. My veins turned black, and I could feel my eyes burning as they leaked either blood, or something much worse. Until finally.

It stopped.

The dark wave faltered. And I fell to my knees. Catching myself on my hands before I hit the stone floor, I gasped as several black droplets fell from my face to the stone. Down my arms, I could see twisted spiderwebs of black shifting beneath my skin. I felt like I was burning inside, and yet, even before my eyes, I watched as the darkness receded.

There was a shout behind me, and the sounds of a fight. A lance of agony shot through my neck, and I jerked upright. Clutching the wound, my hand came away with a smear of black, as Alvar grabbed my shoulder.

“DARA!”

I blinked up at her frantic expression before turning around. Before me, things had gone so much worse. The portal was closed. King Alaisdair was coughing as he slumped on the ground. He was okay, just exhausted and drained of mana. What concerned me the most was the one guard with us, fighting a zombie on the staircase. Its head, still wearing a royal guard helmet, hung from a strip of skin attached to the shoulder. The zombie swung its sword while its floating soul screamed in terror and agony.

“We need to leave,” I croaked as I gripped Alvar’s hand. “Open a portal.”

Alvar blinked back tears as she looked around. The town had been untouched by the ravages of the spell. But the shambling figures coming towards us in the aftermath told me exactly what had happened. Whatever that dark unleashed power had been, it had killed all these men, and turned them into zombies.

She threw out her hand, and a portal shimmered into view for a moment before spluttering out.

“I can’t,” she gasped. “Something’s not working.”

“Try again!” I urged as the guard kicked the zombie down the stairs. Another charged up to meet him. This time, holding a blade.

Alvar threw out her hand, and the portal flickered. I could see a flash of green on the other side before it collapsed once more.

“What was that?” I took her hand.

“Not the palace,” Alvar grimaced. “I don’t know what’s happening. It hurts to cast, and I’m using all my mana.”

“What about somewhere closer then?” I asked. “What about Cropis?”

“The inn?” She asked.

I took her hand and squeezed. “Concentrate,” I smiled, through the pain of all the death and screaming souls around me. “I believe in you.”

She gave me a nervous smile and nodded her head. Before her father cleared his throat. “Here,” he tossed a small rock to us, and Alvar snatched it up.

I’d seen the king use it before, and I was very curious about it. “What is that?” I asked.

“An artifact,” he grunted.

“It amplifies the power of whoever is holding it,” Alvar whispered. “It’s one of my family’s greatest treasures.”

“Then let’s hope it can get us out of here.” I told her.

The guard was doing his best, but now there were three zombies trying to get up the stairs. King Alaisdair was crawling towards us as Alvar threw out her hand once more. The portal shimmered into view, wavered, and suddenly became solid. Alvar was grimacing and let out a sharp gasp as the inn came into view.

“HURRY!” she grunted.

Without a second of hesitation, I took her by the arm and shoved her through. Alvar squealed as she hit the floor and I turned to her father. He gestured at the guard and I rushed past. I didn’t know I had it in me. But I kicked the closest zombie in the head, making it trip over the one behind it, which gave the guard a moment to hack the head off the shoulders of the third. He turned and saw the portal before shoving me ahead of him as we raced to safety.

Alvar was looking haggard as we stumbled through, and she collapsed to the floor as she finally released the spell. I was a moment ahead of her father as I dropped down beside her. She was breathing, but had fallen unconscious. Alaisdair grabbed her hand, then looked at me.

I shook my head slowly. “She’s fine. Just low mana,” I told him. For good measure, I ran a scan on her and confirmed things. It was like she was suffering from extreme exhaustion. Some rest, and a meal, and she would be right as rain once more.

“Dara? By the gods,” Cleire appeared in the kitchen doorway.

“Cleire,” I smiled. “Can you help me get her upstairs?”

“Your room?”

I looked at the king and saw a small nod, so I smiled. “My room.”

Cleire hurried over, and with her supporting Alvar from one side, I held her from the other and we made our way up the stairs. It was nice to be back, even if the mode of our return wasn’t under the best circumstances. My room was mostly as I left it. A few women’s underthings were lying about, like Morgalis and Mahy had been staying in here. Which made sense if I thought about it. The two of them were close, and I had no doubt that at least Morgalis was staying in here.

We deposited the princess on the bed, and I took a moment to pull her shoes off. I wouldn’t bother about undressing her completely. I just wanted her comfortable before I tucked the blanket around her. Cleire stepped back before making a small noise.

I turned, seeing Alaisdair staring at the two of us. I was leaning over his daughter, and he let out a long sigh.

“Is this the concern of a healer and her patient?” He asked.

I stood tall and opened my mouth to reply that he was correct, when I saw Cleire’s expression. It was one of warning. One that didn’t fill me with confidence to speak as if the king was another person of my station. It was against my very western upbringing, but I wasn’t on earth and I’d promised I’d adapt to my new home. So rather than give him the memorized statement of a health care professional from my time on earth. I did what was far, far harder. I spoke with sincerity.

“No,” I admitted. “Your daughter seems to have wound her way into my heart.”

His smile was small but genuine. “We’ll rest here tonight. My mana should regenerate in a few hours, but there’s no use rushing back this evening while exhausted.”

“Thank you,” I nodded.

“I’ll bring up a bowl of hot water for the two of you,” Cleire smiled. “I’ve also got a lovely roast about to come out of the oven.”

“Thank you Cleire,” I smiled.

“You’re welcome. Now,” she turned to Alaisdair. “My Liege, shall I call for a carriage?”

“No,” he smiled. “Just a room for my guard and I, if you have it.”

“I have it,” she smiled and led them downstairs.

The room fell silent, and I turned my attention back to Alvar. She was still, but breathing evenly. I leaned in, laying my head on her chest as I listened to her heart beating steadily in her chest.

“Surely that would be more comfortable if I wasn’t wearing anything,” Alvar murmured softly.

I smirked and sat up. She blinked up at me, but looked utterly exhausted. “I was listening to your heart.”

“That sounds… vaguely romantic,” Alvar chuckled.

I shook my head. Before leaning down to kiss her. Her hand came up and cupped my cheek as I danced my tongue across her lips. She opened her mouth, accepting more of my attention, and only when the door opened behind us did I pull away. Cleire stood there, holding a large steaming dish.

“Sorry,” she smiled. “I’ll just set this down.”

“Thank you Cleire,” I smiled at her.

She gave me a wink before closing the door. I let out a long sigh before collecting the bowl, where Alvar watched with a smile.

“You first,” she whispered.

“I’m dirtier,” I pointed out.

Alvar smiled. “Which is why I want you clean when you put your hands on me.”

I snorted and shook my head. “It’s not like that, okay?”

“I’d still like you to be clean first,” Alvar smiled.

With those words floating in mind, I walked around to the other side of the bed before stripping off. Alvar watched me with a keen eye, so I turned my back on her as I stared at my face and worked down. The hot water felt nice. It wasn’t quite a bath, but it left me feeling fresh and clean. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, running the warm rag down my legs, when I felt the bed shift.

A warm hand gripped my shoulder and pulled me back. I slumped down onto the mattress, expecting to find myself in Alvar’s lap. Only for her to lean over the top of me.

“Alvar!” I chuckled.

“Mahy told me you always sleep better after this.”

I frowned. “After what?”

There was a moment before I flinched as Alvar placed a soft kiss on the underside of my cock.

“Alvar,” I hissed.

“Dara, you saved my life! My father’s life, and the only surviving guard’s life,” she muttered, as her hand gently wrapped around me.

“What about waiting?” I hissed as she placed another kiss on the head.

“My maidenhead is still intact, though if you wish for it, I would not mind giving it to you at this point. I’m sure you could heal me once more, like nothing happened.”

“That’s not the…” I groaned as she licked me.

“I’m going to suck you, Dara,” Alvar whispered. “Then you’re going to flood my mouth, help me bathe, and then we are going to enjoy a quiet evening together in this bed.”

I groaned as she slipped down on my cock. Her tongue wiggled all over. But she had the right idea. The way she licked at the head, while sucking, made me think she was trying to emulate sucking on a clit, rather than a cock. The idea of her practicing with Morgalis made me throb in her hands. Alvar moaned softly, and my toes curled at the sensation.

I reached out as she slid her mouth gently along my cock, and I took hold of her hip. Alvar made a noise, but didn’t stop me as I ran my hand down her leg, and then up the inside of her dress. Her skin was soft and warm, her ass was firm, especially when I cupped her cheek. Which was when I came to a realization.

Palming over her ass, I couldn’t find any sign of underwear. She was bare beneath the dress, and her sucking increased in pace as she widened her legs slightly. I took that as permission and slipped my hand between her thighs. The heat was intense, and I brushed my fingers over her folds. She was leaking and shifted the angle of her hips to give me better access to her. I ran my fingers through her labia, gently spreading her natural lubrication, while seeing what she responded to best.

There was a certain nervousness as I probed at her entrance. Lightly prodding it with a finger, I teased the outside. She clearly enjoyed it, but I knew that now wasn’t the time. Instead, I slipped my hand lower and focused my efforts over that sensitive bundle of nerves. Her clit was firm beneath my fingers, and as I ran my digits over it, I felt Alvar’s breath hitch. She rocked her hips as she sucked me, and I heard a soft moan of pleasure.

Despite my desire to push her over the edge. I was no match for what I was experiencing. My cock erupted and Alvar made a shocked noise as I filled her mouth. To my surprise and delight, she didn’t stop for a moment. Sucking me even as I came, and swallowing repeatedly to make sure she had room for me.

I lay there, breathing, as Alvar shifted and sat up. “Was that okay?” she asked.

I gave a small nod before sitting up. Alvar blushed and leaned into me, and I kissed her, ignoring the taste of myself. But that gave me an idea. I leaned in, rolling the two of us over. Alvar’s eyes went wide as I pushed her back and her legs opened as I pushed up her dress.

“Dara,” she whimpered.

“Not yet,” I promised her. “When we do that, I want it to be special.”

She nodded, and I kissed her before sliding down her body. Dropping to my knees on the floor beside the bed, I leaned in and lapped at her delicate folds. Alvar squirmed and her breath hitched as I tasted her for the first time. There was just a hint of womanly musk, but she was far from dirty. The exertions of the day hadn’t been strenuous, despite the stress, and I leaned in to taste her more.

“Dara,” Alvar moaned as I lapped at her entrance.

She wasn’t apprehensive at all as I slipped my tongue inside her. Instead, she rocked her hips up to meet me as I licked as deeply as I could. But feasting on her like this was not my goal. I wanted her to cum and there was no better way for that than to shift my focus a little higher. That little clit of hers was erect and waiting as I dragged my tongue from her hole and licked up her folds towards it.

“D-Dara, wait,” Alvar begged softly. I paused as my tongue lightly traced over that sensitive nub and looked up into her blushing face. “I’ll make a mess if you do that.”

“Oh,” I nodded.

And closed my lips around her clit. Alvar’s gasp was cut off as her thighs closed around my head. I moaned as I sucked her clit between my lips. Tracing it with my tongue, I wanted her to cum. There wasn’t anything she could do that would upset me in this moment. Her cumming on my face was exactly what I wanted, and as her hips bucked, I knew that she was already riding the edge even before I began this.

Alvar’s keening cries reached my ears, and her hands grabbed handfuls of my hair. I wrapped my arms around her ass, holding me in place as I continued to suck on her clit. Until I was caught by surprise by the jet of fluid that sprayed into my mouth. I pulled away for a moment, seeing it gush from her. Before slamming my face back into her pussy. She could squirt all she wanted. I wasn’t going to stop until she begged me for it.
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The warm body beside me shifted slightly. I let out a quiet murmur and held them close. The scent of Alvar’s hair filled my nostrils, and I placed a kiss where I could.

“Careful, Healer Dara,” Alvar whispered. “You keep poking me with that thing. I’m going to have to do something about it.”

I blinked my eyes and let out a yawn before pulling away. My wayward morning wood flopped against the mattress, before Alvar rolled towards me with a pout.

“I didn’t mean you had to stop cuddling me,” she complained.

“Sorry,” I smiled and leaned in to collect a kiss. “You’re very, very tempting.”

“Good,” she smiled, accepting my kiss. “It just means I’m going to have to make sure our bed is filled with lovely ladies for you.”

I groaned and shook my head. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Am I?” she leaned into my side once more.

“Yup,” I nodded and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “I have enough lovely ladies in my life. I don’t need them all filling my bed.”

“That’s a shame,” Alvar snuggled into me. “Because I have to admit. While I am deeply jealous that I cannot receive you the way I wish. I am deeply aroused watching you spend time with those who can.”

“You’re incredible,” I chuckled and shook my head.

“Do you think Mahy would want your children?” Alvar asked after a few moments. I turned and gave her a strange look. She shrugged and continued. “Morgalis and I spoke about it. That if my husband was agreeable, that he would impregnate us both. That way, our children could grow together as siblings.”

“Wow,” I mumbled softly.

Alvar giggled and kissed my cheek. “She might be as excited by the idea as I am. I’m simply wondering if Mahy would feel the same way.”

“Don’t go putting ideas in her head,” I warned the princess.

“I’ll do no such thing,” Alvar smiled. “But I can’t say the same for Morgalis. Those two have gotten remarkably close.”

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“Yes, that would be the goal,” Alvar sat up and placed one delicate hand on my chest. “Now, in a hypothetical situation. If I were to climb upon you and⁠—”

“Princess Alvar? Miss Dara?” Cleire’s voice called through the door. “Are you two awake?”

Alvar let out a huff before rolling back onto her pillow.

“We’re up,” I called out softly.

The door cracked open, and Cleire poked her head in. Seeing us both in bed, she gave us a polite smile. “Princess, your father is awake. He is hoping to speak with you as soon as you are ready.”

“Thank you, Miss Cleire,” Alvar smiled. “Please let my father know that I will be down in a moment.”

Cleire gave a small bow and quickly left. Alvar turned to me and sighed. “Do you need to be relieved?”

I rolled my eyes and sat up before tossing off the blanket. “I’ll be fine. And you’re a bad influence.”

“I’m the height of modesty,” Alvar protested. “Besides, even if we did do that. You could heal me afterward and make it like it never happened.”

“That’s beside the point,” I grunted as I pulled on my dress.

“You didn’t deny it though,” Alvar pointed out as she began to dress herself. “That, or the part about impregnating Morgalis and Mahy.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” I swore.
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King Alaisdair was waiting for us in the taproom. He was seated at a nearby table with his guard at the end, watching the door. When the two of us arrived, it was only a moment before Tyina skipped through the kitchen door with a platter of breakfast for us all.

I smiled, seeing her here. It was good that she’d stayed on. Her mood told me it was more than likely things had been working smoothly as well. The last thing I wanted was to cause a rift by removing Mahy from her mother’s employment if they didn’t have a suitable replacement.

Tyina set the platter down before us, revealing a breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast and some fruit.

“I’ll be out in a moment with coffee,” she declared and scurried off to do her job.

“Thank you, ladies, for joining us. I hope your evening was enjoyable,” the king smiled at us both while he selected his breakfast.

“Healer Dara’s bed is rather comfortable,” Alvar smiled as she waited her turn. “She was a perfect lady.”

“Yes, I heard,” the king sighed. “I hope that precautions were taken.”

“Father,” Alvar replied sternly. “I’ll forgive you the question just this once. Rest assured, I am still a proper woman with all sensibilities in place. And that is without Healer Dara’s skills.”

“Right,” the king nodded. “My apologies.”

I just sat there nervously, unsure of what to say. When the king finished selecting what he wanted, Alvar started. Only when she had stacked plenty of food onto a plate, she set it before me, before beginning all over again. The king took notice of her doing so, but said nothing until Alvar was done. When she set down her plate, she gestured to the remaining guard, who gave her a soft smile, before plating up for himself.

“After yesterday’s events, I have to admit, I am worried about what will happen next,” the king muttered. “Dara, what exactly did you do?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted after swallowing my first mouthful of egg. “At first, it was raw casting to push against whatever spell that was. By the end, I realized I was running out of mana and tried to take it into myself instead.”

“That could have gone horribly wrong,” the king grunted.

“It worked though,” Alvar squeezed my leg beneath the table. “We owe our lives to you.”

“I’d have died too,” I tried to brush off their praise.

“Regardless,” the king smiled. “You have my thanks. Not just for saving my life, and that of my guard. But for Alvar’s sake as well.”

I blushed slightly and concentrated on my next mouthful while we drifted into silence for a few moments.

“What comes next though, seems the most important,” King Alaisdair sighed. “How long do you think it will be before the necromancer arrives here?”

“The necromancer was human,” I nodded. “I’d say our chances are good that he rested in Mesan, or nearby to it, at least. If he’s coming our way, it was only this morning.”

“If you’re wrong?” Alaisdair asked.

I gave a small shrug. “Then many, many people are going to die, and there’s very little I can do about it.”

“That is not the answer I hoped to hear,” he sighed. “You have no other protections against this threat?”

“Not right now,” I admitted. “I have a few perks I could spend, but I’m uncertain of how best to do it. That shield I created was only large enough to protect us. I can’t protect a whole city.”

“What if you could?” Alvar asked.

I turned to the princess and saw an idea forming in her eyes. “What are you thinking?”

“Cropis has the largest population of white mages in the kingdom. Surely there’s at least a few that have some spare perks?” She looked at me. “What if you can teach them how to defend against a necromancer?”

“I’m not sure they’ll even listen to me,” I grunted. “We didn’t exactly have the best relationship. I left the guild almost as quickly as I arrived. Even if they do, I don’t think it’ll help unless they’re also a soul mage like I am.”

“I’m aware,” Alvar nodded. “And since then, you have eclipsed them all. So there’s no reason not to try.”

“Is there some way to prove that?” The king asked.

“Beyond walking in and healing an entire limb like…” I paused. “Sera.”

Alvar’s eyes widened. “Yes!”

“Who is Sera?” the king asked.

“The only white mage I still speak to,” I admitted. “She was hurt when a spell backfired and blew the wall open. Some Moccu got inside and one of them tore off her arm. I saved her life and mostly repaired her arm. She has part of her hand and an ambulatory wrist, but that’s it.”

“Considering what you have done for my daughter,” the king nodded.

“I should be able to fix Sera’s hand rather quickly,” I agreed. “Can you call an audience with them?”

“I’m sure when I walk through those front doors, things will happen the way I want them too,” the king smiled.

“We should also warn the neighboring towns,” Alvar suggested. “If the necromancer sends out more of those zombies that explode, this could get far worse.”

“Then I shall leave that in your care,” King Alvar reached across the table and patted her hand. “Use the stone. Bring them here to safety. My guard will accompany you, and when you are finished, the two of us will prepare to evacuate Cropis back to the capital.”

Alvar cast a wary eye at me. I couldn’t offer anything either. I hated the idea of her going. If something went wrong while she was on the other side of a portal… Well, I didn’t want to think about that. I needed the king to get me into the mage’s guild, and the neighboring towns needed to be warned of the coming danger.

“Fuck,” I shook my head.

Alvar squeezed my thigh before squeaking in shock as I kissed her. She accepted eagerly, and I held her close for several long moments. When I pulled away, she was giving me a starry-eyed smile.

“You be safe,” I growled softly. “I don’t have a spell to bring you back if you’re a zombie. And from what I can sense of them, it’s torture to be trapped in undeath. Please don’t put me in that position.”

“Father, I want to wed as soon as possible,” Alvar whispered. “There’s not a better man or woman that I would spend my life with.”

“As if the choice was not already obvious. You are aware the nobles will talk⁠—”

“Let them,” Alvar shook her head. “They did enough talking while Sir Reland pursued me, and they talked even more when he attacked me. I’m not concerned with the gossiping of those vultures, as long as I can have the woman of my dreams stand at my side.”

“Is this going to make me a queen?” I asked as reality slowly seeped in.

The look on my face must have been something, because they both laughed. I just slumped before perking up as Tyina appeared with our coffee.

The conversation from that point was sparse. We finished up, and I exchanged a look with Alvar. She looked worried, but determined, and I gave her a firm hug.

“Don’t worry, miss. I won’t let her out of my sight, and the first sign of trouble, I’ll throw her through the portal myself,” the guard promised.

“Thank you,” I smiled brightly, before kissing Alvar goodbye.

There was a flurry of interest as Alvar stood from her chair. Most of the people at the inn knew something was going on. But they hadn’t quite realized the royal family was staying here until Alvar opened a portal. I didn’t recognize where the other side was, but the wide-eyed stare from the old man behind a desk was a good look. Alvar gave me a wave as the guard stepped through and Alvar followed, closing the portal behind her. Leaving me alone with her father.

“You really do have her best interests at heart, don’t you?” He asked.

I gave a small nod. “Your daughter is someone special.”

“Just don’t sell yourself short,” the king shook his head. “Now, do you have a particular preference for traveling to the guild?”
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The carriage came to a stop, and I waited politely for Denat to open the door. The old man was on his best behavior. Doubly so when I explained who it was exactly that I was with. He didn’t believe me at first, and let out a booming laugh, before noticing the awkward way Cleire was glaring at him from the bar. Once he had that in mind, the old man was far more demure in his treatment of us.

“The mage’s guild, your majesty,” the old man bowed.

King Alaisdair stepped out first, before offering me a hand. I accepted with a smile and stepped out behind him. Like the first time I arrived here, the place was busy. People moving about, heading through the gates and back out again. The king took a deep breath and started to march, with me at his side.

Unlike my first visit, this time, I wasn’t ignored by the guards. Their eyes widened at the sight of us, and they took those strange staffs of theirs before thumping them against the ground. A shockwave rang out, and like a flock of birds, everyone shifted away from the main path. I hadn’t realized this was a thing they did, and felt rather put on the spot as I hurried to keep up with the taller man.

“Fetch me the guild master,” the king ordered as we stepped past the guards.

I could see the receptionist rushing for the stairs, and I looked around once more. The hospital beds that were here had been removed. There were no signs of the aftermath of the clearing. I looked over in the vague direction where Sera had been left to recover. That was a bad memory. One that I have grown from significantly. I used to feel ill at the sight of blood. While I still wasn’t comfortable with it. The horrors I had endured so far, were so much worse. I shook my head and followed the king to the front desk, where we were joined by Magi Londa, hurrying down the stairs to greet us.

“Your Majesty,” she smiled widely, though nervously, as she saw me standing beside him. “And Healer Eolande,” she came to a halt. “Welcome to the Cropis Mage’s Guild. The guild master is preparing for your visit.”

“Wonderful,” the king smiled. “I loathe walking all these stairs.” He saw me frowning and gave a chuckle. “There is so much magical interference here. Using portals can be a delicate process. I dare say that was what the problem was in Mesan with that curse.”

“Curse, my liege?” Magi Londa frowned.

“In good time, dear Magi,” the king smiled. “There is much at stake.”

Magi Londa looked at me before frowning in displeasure. I ignored her and decided to check my status.

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

??? target ‘static’ x 1 - 2000exp

??? target ‘self’ x 1 - 2000exp

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: 11

Points: 3

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Experience: 8303/8650

Mana: 100%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

“Wow,” I muttered, looking at the experience I received.

“Wow?” the king asked.

“Sorry,” I smiled. “I just checked my status. After yesterday, I’m almost at level twelve.”

“Impossible,” Magi Londa glared at me. “You came to me as a novice without even your first spell.”

I gave a small shrug. “And I told you, I didn’t agree with how you did things. It was part of the reason I left.”

“You’re not listening,” Magi Londa shook her head and looked at the king. “Your Majesty, whatever she has told you must be a lie. There simply aren’t the resources to push a magi to her level in this short a time span.”

“You would do well, Magi, to know your place,” King Alaisdair glared at her. “Healer Dara is likely the single most powerful healer since the founder of the white mages. Furthermore, she is betrothed to my daughter, Princess Alvar.”

Magi Londa stared at me before shaking her head. “Your majesty, please. This must be some kind of mistake. I fear that Healer Dara has manipulated your mind somehow⁠—”

“Excuse me,” I snapped and turned to her.

“Don’t play coy. You might have pulled the wool over the eyes of Magi Frigus, but I won’t be so easily fooled.”

“Your Majesty!” the receptionist cried as she hurried down the stairs. “The Guild Master is ready for you.”

“Wonderful,” the king muttered. “Dara, please accompany me.”

“My king–”

He shot Magi Londa a glare and waved his hand. It took a moment, but with a small splutter he opened a fresh portal within the reception hall. The king let out a disgruntled snort, clearly struggling with the interference he had mentioned. I stepped through after the king and found myself in a large room lined with shelves. They held thousands of scrolls. What it was, I had no idea, but the aged man sitting in a comfortable chair at the head was likely who we were here to see.

“Your Majesty,” the old magi bowed his head. “Forgive me for not getting up. My old bones aren’t quite what they used to be.”

True to his word, an aide appeared at his side. A young man, who looked happy enough as he bowed to the two of us. He had with him a tray of tea that he set on a small table to await us.

“It’s quite alright,” the king smiled as he approached the old magi. “It has been many years since I visited this tower. Have things gone well?”

“As well as they can with my old age,” he chuckled. “Who is this that accompanies you?”

It was then I noticed the whites of his eyes. This man was the leader of the guild. For all his strength and power, he was blind.

“This is Healer Dara.”

“The upstart,” the old magi chuckled. “Yes. Magi Londa has spoken at great length about her. Come, child. Let me get a measure of you.”

I stepped closer, and he held out a hand. There was a small quake to it, and I had to wonder. I touched his hand, and he frowned as I uttered a single word.

“Scan,” I muttered.

“Well,” the old man whispered. “I can only assume a spell like that would tell you a great deal about what ails a patient. But what you can understand of it is another matter entirely. Experimental magic like that can be–”

“You’ve a degenerative disorder of your brain, which is responsible for your increasing bouts of confusion and the tremor in your hands. And you have cataracts.” I released the spell and stepped back.

“The clouding of the lens is a natural part of life,” the old man frowned. “But what about my brain exactly is the problem?”

“It goes by a few names where I come from. Ultimately, it’s an age related problem, caused by the decline of sections of the brain. If you took a healthy brain, and the brain of someone in a more advanced stage of the disease than you are. There would be a visible difference. As if shrinking and wasting away.”

The old man sat back in his seat before shaking his head. “And how do you know such things, child?”

“That doesn’t matter,” I shrugged. “But it, along with your cataracts, is something I can heal.”

The old man turned to the king, and back again. “M-my eyes, please?”

I nodded. Truthfully, I didn’t have an exact spell for this. But a cataract was essentially the degradation of the lens. Not entirely unlike scarring.

“Remove scars,” I cast.

It was only for a flash, and the old man blinked and pulled away.

“Grandfather?” the aide came to his side, before the old man straightened and turned to face him.

“My boy,” the old magi smiled. “You look just like your father.”

The aide, turned grandson looked up at me as tears rolled down his eyes. Right as the door burst open.

“Guild master!”

The old man whirled around. “What is the meaning of this interruption?!”

Magi Londa froze in place before squinting. “Guild Master, your eyes?”

“Healer Dara has performed something even I could not,” the old man frowned at her. “But that is neither your concern, nor your business.”

Magi Londa grimaced and shook her head. “A thousand apologies, Guild Master. I only sought to warn you about the possibility of Miss Eolande’s abilities being able to manipulate the mind.”

“While technically true, that would be for healing,” I spoke up. “I don’t have a spell to make someone think or behave as I want them to. But if they have a degenerative brain disorder, I can help.”

Magi Londa frowned at me in confusion. The Guild Master shook his head. “Dismissed, Magi. I will discuss your concerns later.”

Magi Londa spluttered for a moment, before turning on her heel and rushing from the room. The slam of the door echoed for a moment, before the Guild Master looked towards the two of us.

“Would you both care for some tea?” He offered.

“Unfortunately, our time is running short,” King Alaisdair shook his head. “We need to get this done quickly.”

“A necromancer is coming,” I sighed. “He attacked Mesan yesterday.”

“He killed all but one of my guards,” the king bared his teeth in anger.

“A necromancer,” the old magi’s face dropped. “You’re certain?”

“I spoke to the souls trapped within the bodies,” I nodded. “I have even seen his face.”

“Heavens,” the old magi slumped back in his chair. “And you are hoping I have a solution to this?”

“No,” I said quickly. “At least, not directly.”

That caught the elder’s attention. He narrowed his eyes and gave me a nod. “Tell me, child. What is it you need of me?”

“I… was able to use raw casting, and block the attack that killed King Alaisdair’s men,” I sighed. “It was only enough to spare myself, the king, princess Alvar, and the one guard with us at the time.”

“Raw casting is dangerous, of that I’m sure,” the old man nodded. “What is it you are hoping for?”

“That we have a guild full of white mages here, and surely more than a few of them have a spare perk point. If we line the walls with white mages, and deflect the attack when it comes… We can stop the necromancer before he gets any further.”

“What spell exactly are you trying to block?” He asked.

I let out a long sigh while the king stood at my side. I explained what had happened and how the royal guards had died. The waves of magic that burst over me, and the attempt I made to absorb it all. The old magi listened intently while I went over what it was that I wanted to try, and he sat in his chair, taking it all in.

“I don’t mean to sound crude, but… You mentioned my bouts of confusion?”

I smiled and held out my hand. “Regenerate Mind,” I cast.
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I stood nervously beside the king. This wasn’t a floor I had visited before. It was an amphitheater larger than was rational for a tower this large. How they were able to manipulate space was beyond me. It didn’t make sense, and yet there was someone in there clever enough to do so.

With us was the Guild Master. Magi Evius, beside his grandson, going by the same name. The boy, or I should say, the young man, stood beside his grandfather with a dumbfounded expression. It was clear to see he adored his grandfather. The old man had been almost crippled with arthritis in both knees. It took five hits of my healing before he was able to get up and move around without a problem. He was still slow, and could do with some more work, but having him able to stand, see and think clearly was more than he’d been able to achieve for some time.

We waited as the magi stepped into the room. The more experienced took seats near the front, where Magi Londa fumed silently. The initiates and lower members stood further to the back. It was then, I noticed Sera coming in. Her hand was bandaged, making it obvious that there was a deep wound there. But that didn’t stop her worried smile as she noticed me with the two most powerful men in the room.

“There she is,” I gestured.

“The girl with the injured hand. Magi Londa made a report about her. Moccu attack,” the guild master nodded.

“We both nearly died that day. It was one of the reasons I left,” I admitted.

“For the best, I think,” the old man chuckled. “You’ve gone on to great things.”

He cleared his throat as the last few people trickled in and the old Magi smiled around the room.

“Thank you for attending,” he said in a calm but firm voice. “It has come to my attention that there is a great peril coming to this land. A necromancer–” A few people, scoffed and the old man narrowed his eyes. “Do not be so hasty with your dismissal. Mesan has fallen. Themar has fallen. And the way stations between as well. We have reason to believe that this necromancer will strike Cropis next.”

“We need to evacuate then!” someone shouted.

The guild master nodded and held up his hands. “That we do. But evacuating a city of this size is no small feat. We have but hours to prepare, and no way to retaliate against this aggressor. Unless I can ask a favor of you.”

He turned to look at me, and I stepped up. “I was able to bear the force of a curse. That curse turned dozens of men into undead monsters in an instant. Those of you with a spare perk. I want to try to teach to mimic the spell. When the necromancer comes, and he will come. I hope to provide a unified defense to protect the citizens and ourselves.”

“And what qualifies you to teach us anything?” Magi Londa snapped. “You were barely an initiate when you came here.”

I nodded, before looking at Sera. “Please come here.”

Sera blushed before pushing through to the front. She wasn’t terribly experienced, but wasn’t at the far back. Self-consciously, she clutched her injured hand before her, as if trying to hide it. I smiled and gave her a small hug as she reached me.

“Take that off, so I can heal it,” I told her.

Sera nodded slowly and unwrapped her injured hand. It was just how I remembered it. Pale flesh, with a ring of scars. No fingers and barely a palm. I took her hand in my own, scanned the room, and pushed into my power.

“Regrowth.”
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“Status.”

Notification:

Class Item: Reduces mana cost by 25%

New spell: Curse Barrier - Create a barrier to deflect and absorb curses. Absorbed curses return mana at 50% deficit (5% per second, per 10 square foot of projected barrier)

Scan target ‘other’ x 1 - 5exp

Remove Scars target ‘other’ x 2 - 40exp

Regenerate Mind target ‘other’ x 1 - 60exp

Soothe Joints target ‘other’ x 5 - 75exp

Regrowth target ‘other’ x 4 - 300

Curse Barrier target ‘static’ x 11 - 55exp

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: 12

Points: 3

Spells:

Seal Wound - Cleanses foreign matter from open wound before sealing it shut - (10%)

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 - (15%)

Purge Growth - Decay targeted cells - (5% per second)

Heal Fracture - Pushes bone fragments back into their original position and heals them back into a whole - (35%)

Cleanse Infection - Reduce, remove, and cleanse infections of all kinds - (15% per second)

Regenerate Mind (2): Replace damaged neurons and reform gray matter - (15% per second)

Replenish blood - Stimulate bone marrow to produce fresh blood - (5% per second)

Regrowth (3) - Regrow lost limbs (38% per second)

Manipulate Bone (2) - Manipulate the physical shape and structure of target bone (100% per second)

Remove Scar - Remove and replace scar tissue with healthy cells. (10% per second)

Curse Barrier (2) - Create a barrier to deflect and absorb curses. Absorbed curses return mana at 50% deficit (5% per second, per 10 square foot of projected barrier)

Experience: 188/12975

Mana: 56%

Regeneration: 2% per minute

“Curse Barrier,” I cast once more.

That shimmering silver wall sprung up into place. It glowed in the chamber, and the latest batch tried to emulate it. Their spells came in the form of both spoken words, moans and sometimes angry shouts. Each of them were able to form… something. But I knew immediately that what they had formed was not the same as my own. They were trying. We all were. But this wasn’t working. And I think I knew the reason why.

“Enough,” I sighed and canceled my spell before I ran out of mana. That was the other problem. Most of them could only hold whatever this spell was for just a few moments. Many of the older, more experienced mages had expressed reservations. Many of those, as well, lacked any spare perks to apply a new spell. The remainder left, were now showing me that this problem would be far more difficult than originally expected.

King Alaisdair, along with Magi Frigus, had taken the lead on the evacuation. There was currently a portal set up in front of the Mage’s Guild. That portal was leading people to the capital, and away from danger. Unlike the evacuation of Mesan, this was a far larger prospect to deal with. Moving an entire city was a long and slow process. But it wasn’t just the city moving. Alvar was down there, too. Bringing people back from the nearby towns. They were at least ready to move as soon as they got here. Passing through one portal, and then hurrying through a second to the capital. And here I was, stuck in a tower, unable to reproduce the only defense we had.

“What if we’re looking at this the wrong way?”

I looked over and saw Sera. She was playing with the fingers of her freshly healed hand. Like she couldn’t believe she had them back. Not that I could blame her.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Sera sighed and moved closer. “Remember the clearing?”

I frowned. The memories were still troubling. The moccu. Fresh blood, fire, death and terror. It made me shudder, but I looked Sera in the eye and let out a breath of air. “How could I forget?”

“Do you remember saving my life?” Sera asked. “And then me saving yours?”

I frowned. “You… shared your mana with me, when I ran out.”

“I did,” she smiled. “Would… would that work?”

I stared for a moment before smiling. “We need to test it.”

She offered her hand, and I took it. Sera took a deep breath, and I felt that flow of mana pass into me. She held it for a moment, and I held up my hand.

“Curse Barrier,” I cast.

I didn’t just cast a barrier the same size, though. No, if this was going to work, I needed to make the barrier larger. Pushing more into it, I winced at the increase of mana usage. It was draining out of me far faster than I was used to. But… I wasn’t running out. Sera, with her supply of mana passing into me, made up the shortfall. Not only was I able to hold this barrier, but with her at my side, I could hold it even longer than before.

“This… this changes everything,” I muttered as I dropped the spell and turned to hug her.

Sera made a soft noise, but hugged me back, before I pulled away and turned to the other mages in the room. “Get in a circle, join hands and share your mana with me,” I ordered.

The mages looked at one another. There was doubt. Confusion and even a bit of anger. But the orders left behind meant they would face repercussions if they argued. More to the point, the repercussions, if we failed, were literally worse than death. We gathered around the room and linked hands together. I felt a surge of mana and more than one mage let out a yelp as untold power flooded us. I couldn’t help but think that this was some kind of spell-casting circle, like from a witch coven. It made me laugh before I closed my eyes and pictured exactly what I wanted.

“Curse Barrier,” I cast.

The silver shimmer slammed into the stone floor. It had an almost physical presence and the sheer force of the mana to sustain it ripped through our bodies. I felt like I was burning from the inside, and several of the mages screamed as they felt it, too. The mana flow faltered, and I cut the spell after only a moment, before turning to look at what happened.

I spotted a young man on the floor looking dazed. But he was hauled to his feet by his peers before I could do more than take a step towards him.

“That… was…” he shuddered.

“What level are you?” I asked.

“Two,” he admitted.

“Two…” I sighed. “Well, the good news is, there might just be a way to do what I need to do.”

All the mages in the room looked at me, and I grimaced. “The bad news is there’s no real way to test it until the enemy gets here.”
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“Dara,” Alvar hugged me as I appeared at the gate.

I sighed as she squeezed me tightly and nuzzled into her hair. “I have an idea. But I need to see the guild master,” I told her.

“He’s with my father,” Alvar gestured over to the bench where the men were sitting.

Creating a portal was the hardest part of the spell. Sustaining it was far simpler. In advance of the evacuation, it looked like the entire treasury had been emptied. He and Alvar were weighed down with countless odd jewels. Necklaces, rings and even a tiara on Alvar’s head with a gigantic sapphire. The main problem was that they couldn’t just leave the portal, so whatever was going on, they needed to remain.

“Right,” I nodded and kissed the princess. “Don’t strain yourself.”

“I’m trying,” she smiled thinly as I rushed off.

“Dara?” The king noticed my hurried approach.

“I found a way to make this work,” I said as I squeezed between an older couple, hauling a pair of large packs as they made their way to the portal. “But I will need more help.”

“Tell me,” Magi Evius leaned closer. “Whatever you need.”

“Teaching them all to cast my barrier isn’t working,” I said quickly. “I believe it’s linked to my secondary class. Soul Mage.”

“I worried that might be the case,” Magi Evius nodded. “But you think you have a solution?”

“Mana sharing,” I smiled. “I got all the students to share their mana in a circle and cast the spell myself.”

The old man sighed and shook his head. “What you are asking is tantamount to suicide.”

“Suicide?” I paused.

“I’m guessing at least one of the students had a bad reaction to the circle?”

I nodded. “A level two, yes.”

“If he was able to get up after the fact, he should recover,” the old man spoke softly. “But gathering all available mages to power a single spell will be many magnitudes more dangerous. You could burn their channels, cause their mana to backfire, and potentially kill everyone involved.”

“There has to be a way,” I slumped. “Nobody else can cast this spell. How many people have made it through the portal?”

“Less than half,” King Alaisdair sighed. “Even without those we’ve turned away for trying to bring too much with them, we won’t get everyone before nightfall.”

“I’m sorry, child,” Magi Evius looked me in the eye. “You’ll have to find another way.”

“There is no other way!” I snapped. “Either we get people moving faster, or we risk losing them, anyway!”

“You would condemn the lives of all these mages?” he asked.

“Those mages condemn people every day,” I spat. “I wouldn’t be half the mage I am if the guild didn’t turn away those too poor to afford their services! My entire livelihood revolves around healing those the guild looks down on. Even some of the guard prefer coming to me!”

“This is true,” Magi Frigus announced as he walked over to us. “Healer Dara, I heard you from two streets down.”

“I’m not apologizing–”

“I wasn’t asking you to,” he smiled kindly, before turning to the Guild Master. “She speaks the truth. The guild is old and powerful. But most of that power is locked in the upper echelon of the guild itself. While you grew blind, the others did not. They grew power hungry, lazy and cruel.”

The old man glared angrily, but he failed to come up with a response, choosing to hang his head and sigh. “What would you have me do?”

“The right thing,” Magi Frigus stepped up and touched the old man’s shoulder. “Lead. Like you always have. Like you need to. Because there are moccu at the walls,” Magi Frigus turned to face me. “And if I am not mistaken, the garbrid will follow.”
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“Easy now, just stabilize him,” I ordered.

I was standing within the gatehouse. With the doors closed, and the portcullis down, there was no safer place to be right now. At my insistence, the older, more powerful mages were holding back. Not just the white mages. But the elementals and enchanters as well. I could hear them fighting still. The twangs of bows and crossbows. The terrible screeching of the dying creatures outside the walls. Occasionally, one would get in, and the victim would be brought down.

I had flatly refused to use that idiotic system with the tunnel. Instead, all those who were injured were brought straight into the gatehouse. Here, I had all the lower level mages. They clustered around. Our job wasn’t to put the soldiers back together. It broke my heart not doing my best to repair limbs and close rent faces. But I had to hold my mana in reserve as best I could.

In return, I helped the newest and lowest level mages to increase their experience. Seal wound was the main spell being used. Cast repeatedly by a group of dedicated initiates, even the worst wounds would close. A few of the older mages had spells to replenish blood and pull bones from organs. They weren’t quite as efficient as my own. They didn’t understand that bone marrow produced red blood cells. So rather than stimulate that for additional growth, they were trying to duplicate the blood already in the person. Which turned out to be far more costly, even if it worked.

When the patient was sufficiently stabilized, the most exhausted of the mages would pick them up on a stretcher and haul them to the safety of the portals and get them out of the city. By the time they returned, their mana had a chance to recover, and they were back to helping the sick and injured.

To be honest, I was ecstatic with their progress. Several of them had leveled up already. One, a fresh mage who’d barely been here a week, had done so twice. The young lady, barely a teen, younger even than Mahy, had a keen eye for detail and stuck to my side like glue. Her bright eyes and smile followed along as she listened in to my instructions. Even if she didn’t have the skill or the mana to perform most of the spells, she did her best and I was honestly a little impressed. The first time a screaming man was dropped in front of her. His stomach was open, and there was a third soldier holding his intestines in.

I don’t know how she managed it, but even on her knees, vomiting up the contents of her lunch, she was the first to begin healing, while the rest recoiled in horror. I wasn’t the only one who noticed either. With me were Sera, the guild master, and two others I hadn’t been introduced to. They gave me strange looks, but followed along, providing instructions to the newest and weakest members. Only stepping in when absolutely necessary.

At least they were used to doing this much. Long-term health care wasn’t something they understood. But saving an immediate life certainly was. Still, it was hard, the first time I watched a soldier amputate the rest of a hacked and chewed limb. I wanted to heal it, but when gone too far and bleeding too fast, it was simpler for me to remember I could grow the limb back later.

But all thoughts on that stopped as I felt it. Like a nudge on the edge of my consciousness. It started like a dull throb and minute by minute I felt it getting closer.

“Alright!” I called. “The next phase is coming!”

A soldier skidded to a halt inside the gatehouse and gave me a strange look. “I was just…”

“You can see them?”

He nodded slowly. And I took a deep breath. It was busy work now. We’d done our best. But now the final step was coming. The moccu never made it inside. Culling them during regular clearings was to aid travel, not protect the walls. The few Garbrid that made it all the way over were cut down before they entered the city. What was left would not be like at Mesan, or the waystation. They weren’t getting inside, and our people were not being overrun.

A deliberate effort had gone out to pull civilians away from the walls. To get them moving towards the Mage’s Guild and narrow the area we needed to protect as much as possible. I had no doubt there were those who would be missed. Those who wouldn’t, or couldn’t, flee. That had no interest in doing so for whatever reason. I knew there would be monsters within these walls. I just hoped that I was able to spare enough people that the problem could be solved without another massacre.

For that to happen, we needed to create a strong front. As we had guessed, this time, the necromancer had come from the front. There was no need for him to prepare a surprise attack. He was angry and confident in his abilities. The last attack had been an astounding success for him, and he had no reason to think that he would be less successful now.

At least. That’s what I hoped. Because if he did anything different. Thousands of people would die.

“Alright everyone!” I called. “Get those doors open. It’s time to move out of the gatehouse! Someone inform–”

“I’m here,” Magi Londa called as she stepped into the gatehouse.

She and I exchanged a look. She appeared more worried than angry. And I gave her a nod. “You have your orders!” I finished up.

The secondary inner doors creaked open. They had been left closed, to prevent any garbrid from sneaking in behind us. Whether any had made it over the walls here, we didn’t know. But the possibility existed, even now. When the doors were wide enough to walk though, the guards began moving out. This was the most dangerous part. If the mages and I went to the top of the wall, I might not be able to project that barrier low enough to protect the city. If the guards remained on the wall, my barrier wouldn’t be high enough.

I could hear the fighting going on, even now. It would have to end. The soldiers would need to evacuate and get to ground level, where they could huddle behind the barrier. But what I hadn’t expected was the thousands of broken, undead voices that all spoke as one.

“MURDERER!”

I felt those words, like a punch in the gut.

“DEFILER!”

I gestured for everyone to keep moving. “Let’s go!” I shouted.

Magi Londa moved in, helping direct the initiates as they helped wounded soldiers out into the streets. More injuries were coming down, and they were being diverted out a side entrance and meeting outside. The sun had set. But only just. The sky was dark above us, but there was still enough light to see. It would be beautiful, had it not been utterly terrifying.

“BRING ME THE WHITE MAGE!” The cacophony of voices roared.

I could feel them. The rage. Revulsion. Pain and suffering. This wasn’t the lone undead sent to attack the city. This was an army.

“BRING ME THE ONE NAMED DARA!”

“He knows your name,” Sera squeaked as she hurried to my side. “How does he know your name?”

“One of the soldiers,” I hissed. “One of King Alaisdair’s men. He lost most of his guard at Mesan.”

“BRING ME THE WHITE MAGE. OR SUFFER!”

“That is horrifying,” Magi Londa grunted as she joined us. “Do you think that this plan of yours will work?”

“If it doesn’t, we’re all dead,” I answered truthfully.

Londa sighed and gave a small nod. “How much of what he’s claiming is true?”

“I WILL AVENGE MY WIFE!”

“His wife died. He brought her back. She escaped, and I sent her soul to the afterlife.” I shuddered as the agony of an undead army approached.

“So he’s not just a monster, but a deranged one,” Londa muttered. “How could the gods let this happen?”

“They don’t,” I muttered. “At least, not directly.”

“And how would you know?” Magi Londa glared at me.

I looked her in the eye, and for a moment there I saw fear. She wore a tough facade. In the comfort of the tower, she was all knowing and all powerful. But right now, she was just another magi. One like the others, following an unknown into a battle, they didn’t know if they could win. Rather than snap at her, lie to her, or waste time trying to convince her of my origin, I pulled her into a hug.

“This changes nothing,” Magi Londa hissed in my ear. “Prove me wrong.”

When Magi Londa pulled away, she looked me over before nodding at Sera. Beside her was the young magi, who had been following me around. She looked utterly terrified.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Niam, Healer,” she bowed quickly.

“Everything is going to be okay, Niam,” I promised her.

Truthfully, though, I just wanted to say it. Like hearing those words made it real.

“SURRENDER!”

“He sounds really mad,” Niam tried to joke.

Sera and I smiled and gave her a nod. “He is. Which is why he needs to be stopped.”

We hurried out of the gatehouse, and I looked up to see Magi Frigus upon the wall. He spotted me and gave a signal. That told whoever was inside that it was time to open the main gate. With the portcullis down, nothing would get in. At least, not in a hurry. But it would let me face the necromancer. It would show me the moment I needed to cast the spell. And without standing atop the wall, it was our only option.

The outer door creaked as it opened in the middle. The doors swung inward, giving me a view of the army that approached. They were still out of range of the weapons upon the walls. Not that we planned to use them. Soldiers began to stream out of the gatehouse. They were on all sides. Getting away from the tops of the walls, desperate to not end up one of the tormented undead that approached.

“WHERE IS SHE?!” the undead horde chanted as one.

That wasn’t the only voice I heard. Above the screams, wails, and howls of the undead, I heard the tormented souls and there was no peace. No man, woman, nor child could fathom the existence of undeath, and their cries proved it. My chest tightened, and I let a tear slip free as I made my way forward.

“Dara!” Sera snapped.

I ignored her, though. I needed to see. To understand. Maybe there was something wrong with the necromancer. Maybe he was redeemable, and I could use his help to let these people rest. Skeletons stood amongst the rotten. Clothed and unclothed, it was awful. And right up the front, riding a horse more bone, then flesh, was a man in a dark cloak. Surrounding him on either side were the undead remains of King Alaisdair’s royal guard. Their armor no longer gleaming and polished. Now tarnished, stained and splattered.

“YOU!”

“Me,” I whispered.

“SUBMIT TO UNDEATH WILLINGLY. OR JOIN IN ETERNAL AGONY WITH THE REST!”

“I can’t do that,” I whispered, even while doubting that he could hear me.

“We’re with you,” a quiet voice spoke.

I turned and spotted the Guild Master. Magi Evius walked with a limp. His grandson at his side. I had half a mind to tell him it would be safer to leave, but… That would be a lie. If this failed, we were all dead. Even if I saved myself, there would be too many undead to survive more than a few moments. Likely not to even escape the gatehouse. Worse yet, I could simply fail and be torn down by my friends, only to be swept up in the last of the curse.

The necromancer watched me for a moment. Then seemed to shrug. He swung his leg over the saddle and dropped to the ground. Where he looked back towards the guards. One of them moved to the side, and my heart broke as a child stepped forward. Their leg was twisted as if broken. And their arms wobbled from side to side. The soul attached was screaming. Too young to speak. Too young to reason and too young to understand.

“Monster!” several voices hissed.

I nodded as tears rolled down my cheek. Only to shudder as I felt his magic. This was what I experienced the first time I came across his wife. It wasn’t the curse directly, though. No, this time he wanted to make an impression. The spell he cast on the undead child flowed through them. Their tiny soul began to wretch. Even in undeath, its tiny body tried to remove what had been done to it.

“Get ready,” I whispered.

I felt a hand grip my own. They had followed me in. The line of mages. To my immediate left was Magi Evius. On my right was Londa. She looked as disturbed as I felt, staring at the child that stumbled towards us. The other mages linked hands.

The mages spread out. Stretching from the gatehouse, and wrapped around the inside of the walls. The moccu and garbrid outside the walls fled the approach of the child. As monstrous as the wildlife of this world was. They were nothing compared to the true monsters this necromancer was producing.

“What happens if we fail?” someone asked.

“Then we become like them,” I muttered.

“Is there time to run?”

“No,” Magi Londa said on my behalf. “We try. Or we fail. There is no other option now.”

“What if we give up Dara like he wants?”

“It’s too late,” the Guild Master droned. “We saw the curse already. This is done. Now we can only hope.”

“I need everyone to hold each other tightly!” I called. “Don’t let go! No matter what! If the link breaks and the barrier falters, anyone outside my protection will become a monster like the ones in front of us.”

The child’s walking corpse was getting closer now. And the necromancer was smiling. Not one of happiness. But of disgusting excitement. Like a twisted monster, about to enjoy his fetish. And all I could do was hope… and pray.

Is this going to work? I mentally asked myself.

The child didn’t stop. The world didn’t pause. But for a moment there, I felt her. Eve’s presence. Right before a soft pair of lips pressed against my cheek. I didn’t know if that was encouragement, assurance, or an apology. But I grit my teeth and closed my eyes. My heart beat in my chest, and I focused on what I could feel, rather than what I could see. My senses heightened, and I felt the cursed child approach.

“Get ready!” I shouted.

“READY!” voices echoed through the gatehouse and out into the streets.

Shrieks of fear came from inside the city. Those not yet in safety began to move, fight and jostle. Whatever Alaisdair had told them, I didn’t know. But from their reaction, it was likely the truth.

I felt it then. A small hum, followed by a surge. My arms immediately felt hot, and even the guild master at my side let out a small hiss. This wasn’t a surge of fresh mana. It was a wave, crashing down over me, threatening to make me explode. Right before I felt the child twist. Their mana fluctuated, and that feeling of dread rose up. Their head tilted back and their soul cried out as I relaxed my jaw.

“Curse Barrier.”

I pushed.

With all my might.

I threw my entire being into the spell and felt it stretch out before me. Several of the mages screamed, and I felt the mana flow falter for a moment, before settling. One of them had stopped channeling from the shock of what they were experiencing. But since I was the focal point, the shock on me was magnified. I screamed as my body burned from within. My skin glowed and my eyes went white. I could only sense the silver barrier as it formed before me, spreading out as quickly as the dark wave approached.

Several more screams echoed in the gatehouse. Most were filled with fear and desperation. I felt the moment one of the mages collapsed. Their mana spent, perhaps from performing too much healing earlier on. It was only a moment, and my mana levels dropped. It didn’t help with the feeling of so much surging through me, though, and it picked up once more as the dark wave slammed into me. All at once, I felt that heat increase. It flooded into me, and I screamed as I pulled my hands away from the others. There were shocked gasps as I severed their connection to me. But I was fueling the spell now. Taking the mana directly from the dark wave crashing against my spell.

The necromantic power hammered against my barrier. It broke over in places, and I expanded it. Blocking it was my priority. Preventing it getting inside the city was my goal. But there was so much. My body felt like it was on fire. I could smell burning hair as I kept up the flow of mana. The curse, being absorbed by my barrier, filled my reserves, even as it used them. It was too much, and I needed a way to get rid of it before my body came apart.

So rather than hold the line. I pushed. Spearing the darkness with light, I ignored all others as I cast raw mana into the undead. I pushed through them, taking hold of the thousands of anchors that I could, and began to separate them from their host. As I did so, a surge of darkness shot forward. I grit my teeth and shifted focus. That dark wave was heading right towards me, and I put my all into halting its advance. I could almost see it, even with my eyes closed. The dark wave slammed against my barrier. It held for a moment, before it too began to be absorbed.

As the tide shifted, I pushed and threw the darkness back, slashing through the cages locking thousands of souls into their dead flesh. And when my vision cleared, I found myself staring at an empty road filled with an endless plateau of corpses.

“Well done,” Eve whispered.

And I collapsed to the ground in a heap.
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“Was it worth it?” I asked.

“Truthfully, no,” Eve answered.

I nodded slowly. That wasn’t entirely unexpected. Opening my eyes, I looked around the room. I was… somewhere. Honestly, I wasn’t sure. It looked like this world’s version of a private hospital room. The window was open, the curtains partially drawn. Sunlight filtered in, but… everything was a dull, muted gray. Everything except Eve, standing at the foot of the small bed I laid upon.

“So–”

“You’re not dead,” Eve smiled.

“That’s a relief,” I chuckled before sighing. “I’d miss this world.”

“Even after all this?” Eve asked.

I thought about it. The horrors I’d witnessed. Feeling the hurts, fears and screams of the dead, damned and dying, forced into my mind. Despite their horror, there was more to my life here than that. Missy’s grateful sobbing as I healed her face. Mahy and Cleire’s relief at healing Harol. Alvar’s beaming smile, the day I fixed her face.

“Worth it,” I smiled.

“I’m glad you think so,” Eve’s expression darkened.

“He’s not dead?” I frowned.

Eve shook her head slowly. “No. No, he is not. The necromancer is no more. What remains is worse.”

“Worse?” I frowned. “What can be worse than what has happened already? Were you watching what happened? That child…” I felt the tears building in my eyes. “That poor baby.”

“Saved, like the rest of them–”

“DEAD!” I roared. “I didn’t save them! They’re dead!”

“Their souls,” Eve continued in a gentle tone. “They do not hurt. They do not suffer. Some of them may return, others may move on. Regardless, natural order was preserved, and that is entirely your doing.”

“That doesn’t make it better,” I muttered.

“Of course it does,” Eve sighed. “It just doesn’t make you feel better.”

“So, what?” I snorted. “I’m just being selfish?”

“No,” Eve smiled. “You’re being the best version of you that you can. Exactly what I hoped for when I brought you here. The very opposite of the monster you defeated three days ago.”

“Three…”

“You did not come out of this unharmed,” Eve sighed. “You were not a high enough level to have channeled that much mana as you did.”

“It worked though, didn’t it?”

“Mostly,” Eve nodded. “There were a few outliers. The edges, where the mages were weakest, began to collapse. There are always those who prefer to risk staying, rather than leaving. Under King Alaisdair’s orders, those they found were rounded up and imprisoned. You were taken from Cropis until you are recovered enough to help them.”

“Then I need to go.” I sat up. “Let me out. I have to end this.”

“Not just yet,” Eve held up her hand. “You need to see your status.”

I wanted to argue. But I also knew she was stubborn. And if taking a few minutes to go over things was what I needed to satisfy her. That’s what I’d do.

“Status.”
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Experience: 71329/1683411
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“Wow,” I closed the window. “There were that many out there?”

“He took an entire city, raised as many as he could. Then marched that army across the land, adding to it,” Eve nodded. “When the full numbers are revealed, it will be the worst loss of life in a single incident since before Alvar’s family took the throne.”

“And he’s still out there?” I frowned.

“Yes,” Eve nodded slowly. “Not as he was. But understand, while you gain experience from healing, he gains experience from death. Your victory was mostly luck, and he will begin rebuilding what he lost just as soon as he rebuilds himself.”

“What, is he some kind of lich?” I asked. Eve’s sudden silence spoke volumes, and I let out a long sigh. “What can you actually tell me?”

“That you should be prepared. And not to waste what was given to you,” Eve smiled sadly. “No matter the cost, it could have been far, far worse.”

“I’m not sure I like playing this game,” I grumped. “I’m just a m… woman.”

“The most powerful woman in this world, currently,” Eve nodded. “And that’s without the two boons I’m about to grant you.”

“Oh?” I tilted my head. “I still get those?”

“Every five levels, for those who have the attention of the gods. Not all mages do, but you, in particular… have my attention.”

“No chance there’s a way to bring people back, after they’ve been turned?” I asked.

“Regardless of the mode. Death is, and always shall be, final,” Eve warned me. “Natural order must remain. That is your entire purpose for being here.”

I wasn’t prepared for the stern glare she sent my way. I didn’t necessarily agree with her. It hardly seemed fair that I couldn’t just push the soul of someone cursed into undeath, back into their body again. Then again, for those same bodies to still be fresh and warm, I’d need to have been there. And after blocking the curse, I likely wouldn’t have the mana to do so.

“Fine,” I sighed. “What gifts are you leaving this time?”

“For passing level fifteen, another fifty percent cut to mana consumption,” Eve instructed. “As for reaching level twenty. That hasn’t been done since the founder of the Mage’s Guild.”

“Really?” I leaned back into the bed. “Can you tell me about it?”

“He was the first white mage,” Eve smiled. “The world was in turmoil. Death was everywhere, and he had lived his entire life in conflict. He was an old man when he reached level twenty, and the gods saw fit to give him a boon. A single favor, to change an aspect of the world as he saw fit.”

“No chance I can just wish the necromancer out of existence, then?” I asked.

Eve chuckled softly and shook her head. “Your predecessor wished for the natural order to stabilize and for humanity to know peace.”

“Yeah, that seems like a smarter option. How did you achieve that?”

“We introduced a new type of mage and gave them the power to portal. Naturally, they took control and ushered generations of peace,” Eve smiled. “Order amongst Chaos, Dara. Order amongst Chaos.”

“Then what should I wish for?” I asked.

Eve smiled. “Think about it.”

The world seemed to shudder, and all of a sudden, it wasn’t Eve at the foot of my bed. But Magi Londa. She was staring at me in shock, before her face relaxed into a professional smile.

“You’re awake.”

“I am,” I sighed as I looked around the room.

There was a chair beside the bed. A table laden with flowers and letters. I smiled, before turning back to the magi before me.

“How long?”

“Three days,” Magi Londa sighed. “It took the first two to finish healing you.”

“Healing me?” I asked, before looking at my arms. “I’m fine.”

“Of course you are,” Magi Londa rolled her eyes. “I just said we’d been healing you. The spell you channeled should have killed you. Acting only as a channel, some of the others didn’t make it.”

“There were deaths?” I froze.

Magi Londa gave a small nod. “Yes. They were buried yesterday.”

“Where am I now?” I asked, trying to distract myself as my eyes watered.

“The palace,” Magi Londa informed me. “The Princess and your assistant have scarcely left the room for longer than it took to bathe. It was only sheer luck that I was here when you awoke.”

“Thank the gods they’re both fine,” I muttered. “What happened to Cropis?”

“The cleanup is still going on,” Magi Londa explained. “We found undead within the walls. Civilians that didn’t get the message to evacuate, or simply decided to ignore it. The king has sent forces to sweep the entire city, building to building. They’re rounding up the ones they find, chaining them in the dungeons for you to handle later.”

“How many?” I asked.

“A few dozen,” Magi Londa shrugged. “Maybe more. I haven’t been informed.”

“Great,” I mumbled and wiped my eyes.

“You saved thousands of lives,” Magi Londa told me. “Don’t hold yourself accountable for not saving them all. Even our founder could not.”

She turned and left the room via a door behind a curtain. I let out a quiet sob and closed my eyes. I didn’t know all the magi. I didn’t like knowing they had died, along with the people who didn’t leave the city. I felt like I’d failed them. I couldn’t help but think there may have been more like Yomas and his mother. If they didn’t get the help they needed, it was likely that those people would have stayed and died. Innocents, unable to leave, even with the best of intentions.

It made my heart ache. Even as a pair of warm arms wrapped around me.

“Shhhh,” Alvar soothed me.

Hearing her voice let the dam break. And I sobbed my grief into her shoulder.
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“Healer Dara,” King Alaisdair frowned when he saw me. “You’re limping. I thought I was told you had been healed?”

With one hand linked with Princess Alvar’s, the other was on a cane. I could move almost as quickly as before, but my gait was wobbly, and I hadn’t narrowed down exactly why yet.

“For the most part,” I grimaced. “I haven’t checked myself yet, I just… needed to be out of that room.”

“Then you best head to your own then,” the king frowned at me.

“Before that, I need to rescue the undead you’ve captured at Cropis,” I disagreed.

“Dara–”

“Please,” I begged softly. “If you have them, their entire existence is torture. How many of them are children?”

The king frowned and gave a small nod.

“Thank you, father,” Alvar whispered. “I told her you would understand.”

“Though I do not necessarily agree,” he sighed. “But I shall respect your wishes, under the condition that you head right there, and return immediately.”

I wanted to argue that point. There would be others to heal, but… Alvar gave my arm a tug, and I let out a long sigh. “Fine. Just… let me help the undead first. I’ll come straight back when that is finished.”

“I leave her in your hands, then, daughter,” King Alaisdair nodded. “We’ll have a quiet dinner tonight.”

My stomach rumbled, and I regretted not stopping to eat before coming here. But it would have to wait. I’d made up my mind. Alvar seemed to as well. Throwing out her hand, a small portal opened before us. King Alaisdair watched as I forced my legs to move and awkwardly made my way through.

Almost immediately, I was hit with a wave of dread and pain. The suffering of those within these walls was stifling. We had emerged well within a dungeon complex. There were guards around us, pulling into position as if they expected our arrival. Then again, there was only one family that could use portals, and from the looks on their faces, they recognized me as well.

I hurried along as best I could, down a dark corridor and stopped at the first door.

“Mommy?” the childish voice within cried. “Mommy!”

I didn’t hesitate for a moment. I focused on what I wanted to do, and rather than push, I decided to create a new spell.

“Be At Peace,” I cast. Only for the dark room to light up.

Alvar gasped in shock, and I felt a numb tingle flood my body as I cast. I could see Lichtenberg scars beneath my skin, glowing with ethereal light. And the soul of the child in the cell let out a soft cry as they separated from their corpse. When they were gone, I examined my mana consumption, and grimaced that it had taken eighty percent of my total mana. Dropping a perk into the spell to halve it, I then pushed another perk into my recovery rate. I had some to spare, and this was going to take longer than expected.

[image: ]


I felt weary of the world as I staggered back into the bedroom. Alvar had portaled us here from the dungeon. Things had gone better and worse than expected. I had healed for hours. In total, there were nine more zombies in the room. I had confirmed that at least two families were there because they refused to leave. Having to explain to the souls of parents that I didn’t know what was beyond death, just about broke my head. But there were others too. A confused old man, who didn’t even know he was dead. Apparently living with advanced dementia had felt just like it did being undead. A thought that filled me with dread. There were others too. A thief caught in the blast, trying to scrounge up wealth while the city fled. And even a drunk, who had passed out and was sleeping during the attack.

With Alvar at my side, I healed them all and sent them on to whatever served as the afterlife. Then I was back home.

“Dara!” Mahy gasped.

I sighed as she hugged me. Behind her was Morgalis, who smiled politely at me. Ever the stoic professional, I knew she was warm when she needed to be. Right now, she was in business mode and was keeping her distance.

“We were so worried,” Mahy squealed as she hugged me.

“Mahy was beside herself,” Morgalis confirmed. “I am glad to see you are well.”

“Thank you,” I smiled at Alvar’s maid. “I still have a bit of work to do–”

“Not today, you’re not,” Alvar growled at me. “You exhausted yourself, and you’re still walking with a limp.”

“Is that what the cane is for?” Mahy pulled back. “Why haven’t you healed yourself?” she demanded.

“Because I’m fairly certain that the injury isn’t a physical one,” I told them all.

“I’ll be the judge of that,” Mahy demanded. “Bath. Now. It’s already full and warm.”

“It will have to be quick,” Alvar told her. “We’ve a dinner with my family tonight.”

“Then we bathe for now,” Mahy nodded. “That will give Morgalis and I the time to set up something for later on.”

“I don’t need you to go to any extremes,” I complained. “You already do enough for me.”

“Dara,” Alvar sighed. “I fall more deeply in love with you every day we spend together. Please don’t insult our intelligence by insinuating that you are anything but the most influential being in this kingdom beside my father.”

“That’s–”

“The point,” Mahy nudged me.

“They speak the truth,” Morgalis chimed in. “Don’t undersell your value to us, yourself, or the kingdom. Please.”

I rolled my eyes, but didn’t bother arguing as they led me to the bath. Before long, I was stripped down, set in a bath, and had the pleasure of all three ladies’ attention. It was firm, swift and only slightly sexual as they rubbed, scrubbed and washed me from the top of my head to the tips of my toes, leaving me a puddle of bliss. Despite the horrors of my recent memories, and the trials I’d faced just hours before, I couldn’t help but smile in relief after my quick soak.

Only to have those same ladies haul me from the water, and stuff me into some frilly dress that matched Alvar’s. Unfortunately, that was the end of the five-star treatment. Mahy and Morgalis assured me they had their own plans for an evening meal. Alvar and I were being sent alone to dine with her parents.

What I hadn’t expected was for the hug. Queen Babesnye threw her arms around me and I sighed as she leaned into her embrace. It was warm. The hug of a mother. One of comfort, pride and just a little love.

“I know,” she whispered in my ear. “I know. But you did so well. And I could never be more proud of the woman my daughter would marry than I am now.”

I’m not ashamed to admit that I cried a little. It was one thing when my support people came to me with reassurances. But my in-laws weren’t included in that. The queen had always been kind, the king had been as of late. But those words meant a lot and I leaned into her embrace as Alvar rubbed my shoulder. That woman held me until I had everything out, and when I pulled away, she had the audacity to smile.

“Your makeup is smudged,” she joked.

“Sorry,” I shrugged. “I didn’t mean to get emotional.”

“Then I must apologize, myself, for not coming to see you sooner. I know what you have told us, and I know what my husband and daughter have told me. But I doubt that mere words can comprehend anything that you have experienced as of late.” She stroked my hair.

“No,” I shook my head. “No, I don’t think I could ever express it.”

“Then when it is too much, feel free to come back for another hug,” Queen Babesnye smiled, before leading me to the table.

It wasn’t the grand dining room we had eaten in previously. This was a smaller, more intimate meal. A small round table, perfect for a pair of couples. I sat across from the queen, while Alvar sat across from her father, while some servants came in and cut a roast bird before us.

“While we wait, I think it’s best if we get the main business over and done with,” Queen Babesnye smiled. “News of the necromancer has spread throughout the kingdom. News of his defeat will be slower.”

“About that,” I sighed. “He’s not dead.” The three of them stared at me and I lowered my head. Then I explained what the goddess had told me.

“So we need to find him then,” King Alaisdair nodded slowly.

“All the more reason for a celebration,” Queen Babesnye sat back in her chair. “The people will want something to look forward to while we search out this monster.”

“I should be the–”

“No,” the king shook his head. “You need rest, first and foremost.”

I glared at the man. “I’ve rested enough–”

“Please, Dara?” Alvar reached over and took my hand. “It’s obvious to those who know you best. You may not be struggling yet. But you need to stop. At least for a time. What my father has suggested is a good idea. While his men search out the necromancer–”

“Lich,” I corrected her.

“Lich,” Alvar nodded. “While father’s men search out the lich. We will marry. That gives the people a chance to celebrate and gives us the chance to travel. While we’re on the road, you can meet people, heal and maybe even help in ways that only you can.”

“I should be doing more,” I protested.

“Like what?” Queen Babesnye asked. “Are you a warrior?”

“No,” I frowned.

“Have you been trained to defend yourself?” the king asked.

“I could throw a punch if I needed to,” I nodded, thinking of how I dealt with Sir Reland and the moccu.

“But that’s the point,” Queen Babesnye shook her head. “You’re a healer. Not only that, you are THE healer. Above and beyond all that come before you save the founder of the guild. You are likely the most important person in this kingdom.”

“Except yourselves,” I pointed out.

The king and queen paused for a moment, before the king cleared his throat with a cough. “We will not live forever. Even under the care of the most powerful white mage to walk this land in centuries. One day, you will stand beside our daughter while she sits on the throne. And together you will command the entire kingdom through your own trials.”

“The ravages of time are inescapable,” Queen Babesnye said with a faint smile. “While I would not disagree with some tender care from my daughter-in-law to keep me looking young for my husband’s pleasure. Ultimately, we will pass into the void like all the rest.”

“Good luck with that,” I snorted. “I plan to keep you both alive as long as I possibly can.” Alvar giggled and squeezed my hand.

“Even if that were the case, eventually I would abdicate to my daughter,” the king shook his head. “The matter is not if, but when. And with your power alongside Alvar’s political might, you will be a force of your own.”

I could see it in their eyes. This was happening. Alvar was happy, and the royal couple were of the idea that this was a good political move. I still had my options. No doubt I could refuse. I was too important and too powerful to dispose of. But… were my hesitations rational? Was I just acting like this, because Alvar was a young woman, and I was an old man stuffed into a body that didn’t match? Did that even matter?

“No,” Eve whispered in my ear. “It doesn’t matter. Choose happiness, Dara.”

Alvar frowned, and I realized that the ear Eve whispered in was the one closest to the young woman. I could see the question in her eyes, but also a fierce determination.

“Alright,’ I nodded. “When is this happening?”

“We’ll make an official announcement tomorrow,” the king smiled. “The wedding will be in a month. A royal wedding will be a busy event. We need to give time for those attending to make the trip.”

“Great,” I sighed.
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Alvar was positively giddy as we made it back to our room. She’d been a bubble of joy the entire meal after finalizing plans with her parents. Though she’d done well to keep a lid on it for the most part. Now we were away from her parents. I found myself laughing as Alvar skipped down the halls into our shared room.

There, we were met by both Mahy and Morgalis, who were cuddling in bed.

“Welcome back,” Mahy smiled.

“I trust dinner went well?” Morgalis sat up, letting the blanket fall, showing her lovely breasts.

“Next month,” Alvar giggled and hurried over to her friend.

Mahy gave her a strange look before meeting my eyes.

“Marriage,” I told her.

Mahy lit up and bounced in bed, letting the blanket fall down, showing her breasts as well. The three of them were bouncing with excitement. I was as well, but it had been a long day and I just wanted to relax.

“Oh,” Mahy jolted to a stop. “Should… Morgalis and I find another room for the night? You must want to celebrate.”

“Yes, to the celebration,” Alvar smiled. “But no to finding another room. I must remain chaste for our wedding night.”

“Well, sorry to be a wet blanket, but I’d much rather just lay down and relax, if it’s all the same,” I admitted.

“That’s fine,” Alvar nodded. “But I have one condition.”
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“How’s that?” Morgalis asked.

I felt the weight of her fingers digging into my back. They were a fantastic distraction from what else was going on. My muscles were tender. Unconscious in a hospital bed for three days was hell on the shoulders and Morgalis was exceptionally good at finding every knot.

“Could go a little rougher,” I admitted.

“Rougher,” Alvar whispered.

I let out a small whimper and chanced a look up above me. Laying on the mattress was a familiar-looking mirror. The strangeness of the sight of my own cock jutting out of a blanket above my head wasn’t even the half of it. At Alvar’s orders, Mahy tightened her grip, as she continued to stroke me to full hardness.

Mahy smiled at Alvar’s orders and rubbed her hand up and down my shaft. There was nothing I could do. Alvar was an evil woman. Giving me the best of both worlds. A fantastic back and shoulder rub from Morgalis, while she played director for how Mahy was treating my engorged erection.

“She’s liking that,” Alvar grinned. “Aren’t you, Dara?”

“Yes,” I grunted.

“And what would make you enjoy it more?” Alvar asked. I rolled my eyes and glared at her. “What if we mix things up a bit? Mahy, could you hand me that?”

Mahy looked almost sad to hand over my cock. The sensation of it being literally passed from woman to woman was bizarre, but there was little I could do about it. To both our surprises, though, Alvar then shoved Mahy back on the bed and nudged her legs open.

“What about this?” Alvar asked.

I watched as she nestled my cock within Mahy’s labia and held it there. I could feel the heat between Mahy’s legs and groaned as Morgalis hit a particularly tender spot.

“Mahy, dear. Would you, by any chance, wish to be filled with this fantastic cock?”

“Yes princess,” Mahy whimpered.

“No dear. When we’re in bed like this, you may call me Alvar.” She sat up and kissed Mahy on the lips.

Seeing them both together made my cock twitch. Mahy must have felt it, because she giggled and reached down to grasp me as Alvar rubbed me gently through her sticky slit. Alvar wasn’t ready to stop, though. Pulling Mahy back into a kiss, she rubbed my cock back and forth as Mahy squirmed on the mattress.

“Miss Dara,” Morgalis whispered as she leaned down to my ear. “Has the princess discussed with you the idea about pregnancies?”

I let out a groan and nodded. “Yes, but don’t push the idea on Mahy.”

“What idea?” Mahy asked, pulling out of Alvar’s kiss.

“What we discussed last night,” Morgalis giggled.

Mahy froze, and her eyes locked on me. “I wasn’t sure what you would think… I know you have different ideas about how things are supposed to work. I wanted to speak to you about it first.”

“I already brought it up as a possibility,” Alvar kissed Mahy’s cheek.

“But,” Mahy frowned in confusion.

“We already had a plan,” Morgalis spoke up. “But that was before I met you.”

Mahy relaxed and gave a small nod before blushing furiously.

“Even if you don’t,” Mahy whispered, as she reached down and gently tugged my cock lower. “I’d still like to practice as if you did.”

I sighed as I watched and felt my cock slide into Mahy’s wet pussy. Alvar grinned widely at me before curling into Mahy’s side. The two of them were lovely as they kissed. It reminded me of a porno, as the dominant one slowly fucked the submissive one with a dildo. Except, in this case, that dildo was literally my cock.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” Morgalis whispered, before trailing her fingers over my slit. “Because the more of it you fill her with, the more of it I get to lick out of her afterward.”

“Just relax, Dara,” Alvar smiled at me. “We’ll take good care of you.”


[image: ]


Dapy was an odd fellow. Not the bad sort. Just the quiet sort. The animals spoke to him far better than people did. Not that Dapy would ever mind. Living the simple farmer’s life was all he looked forward to.

Until it wasn’t.

His parents died quickly. Struck down by the wasting sickness. It was all he could do to run and beg the local baron for medicine. Medicine that came too late.

Reeling from the loss of his parents, on a farm he couldn’t maintain on his own, Dapy knows he has a debt that can never be repaid to a man who would never forgive it. With a last goodbye to the only home he had ever known, our young farmer stepped off the path... And stumbled over an intoxicated wizard on the road.

Through the drunken wizard’s slurred speech, Dapy accepts a job.

As a farmer.

On a farm, with strange magical qualities.

And a history of mysteriously dead farmers.

Only now it’s too late. The farm is too important to risk revealing. Dapy is forever stuck. Him, alongside a very cranky cat.

Surely the pretty kitty had nothing to do with a range of mysterious deaths? SURELY?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D41N6LVX
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Welcome to Morpheus, the system apocalypse of the future!

Nobody saw it coming. There weren’t any signs. No grand gestures, signs from god, higher powers, prophets or messengers. One by one, the people of earth packed up their lives and went to bed.

That was the day the world ended. And Morpheus arrived.

Morpheus, the system without an explanation, created a trial by fire. A mirror image of earth, filled with darkness, death and strange new abilities. Without a plan, without warning, without hope, most of humanity died that night. Joel’s housemate and his friends, drunk from the evening's festivities, abandoned him to die. Through a combination of luck, and the help of Jessica, the beautiful, statuesque blonde next door, they pulled through. His housemate, like the rest, was gone forever.

Those that remained were rewarded. Classes, titles, skills and perks.

Now a great cycle has come to the world. Without electricity, the remnants of society have turned on itself. But those who cannot work together will not survive the night. And if the creatures of darkness are allowed to roam freely, they can bridge the dark and join the real world.

When night falls, the game begins and only the strong survive.

Morpheus is a modern day fantasy, with base building elements, stat sheets and a progression system.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D7ZVR5MF
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I was an average farmer. On an average day. With average friends and an average life. We lived in an average village, on the average edge of the known kingdom, beside an average and quiet wooded landscape. The forests were quiet, the kingdom’s pressures a distant problem. Politics need not apply.

But there was something wrong with today. Not the day itself, but a gut feeling that something just wasn’t quite right. In hindsight, the group of slavers waiting for my friends and I might have had something to do with that feeling.

Slavers, you ask? Well, as hard as it is for me to believe, those slavers weren’t out for common farming folk like me. They were after the descendants of the dryads, long thought destroyed and lost to the pages of history. And nestled amongst the forest, in the middle of an unnatural lake, lies the last member of that grove.

Samsara, the hamadryad at the center of this school, didn’t call for me to find her. She called to my friends. To learn who they are, to grow and to live free of oppression from those who sought to use them.

I wasn’t supposed to be here. Samsara knew not of my existence. And yet, she cannot deny that I have some purpose in this place, learning beside my friends to harness the same power they control.

So I must navigate this new world. Of magic, danger and… strangely attractive women.

And maybe, for the first time in my life. I’ll find where I belong.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D68RD5JN
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The dice were rolled. The pieces set. Agreements made, oaths struck, and the gods sat back to watch the grand experiment unfold.

All but one.

Betrayal was nothing new to Blath. Betrayed by friends. By lovers. Then by the Elves, who rained boulders down upon the last goblins alive, and those sent to destroy them.

But a betrayal of a god against another god?

When an oathbreaker walks this new world, others will follow. Friends and foe alike will find themselves thrust into situations far beyond their comprehension. Srink, the Goddess of Goblins, bargained for her chance for her people to start again. With opportunity, there are others who will do anything for a chance at a new life.

Some, like the kobold, see Blath and his lovers as an opportunity to advance and turn a new leaf. But not all come with ideals of peace.

With the oaths broken, conflict is coming and the gods themselves are angry

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0D2RMGXDT
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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
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