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This novel deals with many heavy issues. From fantasy violence to PTSD, child physical and sexual abuse and torture. If you are not prepared to deal with these heavy topics please try a different series of my books. 

There are sexual situations that at times, are graphic and this novel is not meant for those under the age of eighteen or whatever legal age is in your country. I have other fantasy novels that are sex free. Try them instead.
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“I’m tired. Tired of being the one they call on when the bandits attack, when the monster is rampaging or when the kingdom, hell the world needs saving.” I sat back and closed my eyes with a deep sigh.

Sebastian sat across the table from me and gestured. “What are you going to do then?” His voice was curious. Unlike most I knew, he didn't expect me to be the hero all the time.

I leaned back and rested my head on the wall behind me. “Disappear.”

He reached across the table, taking my hand in his and spoke softly, “We would miss you.” He whispered too soft for anyone listening to hear in the crowded taproom, but I heard him clearly. I knew he was referring to my other companions and not the world as a whole. “I would miss you,” he said that even softer, but that pulled me back from my thoughts.

I cracked an eye open with a snort and a half smile. “You, you I would take with me.” I looked into his eyes and added softly back at him. “If you wanted to go, that is.”

He gave me that boyish smile that always made me smile back. He was probably the one person on this crazy planet that I found myself almost twenty years ago, who was still around. The others had come and gone, some to live their lives and others to whatever afterlife their gods gave them, but he had stuck around. Travelling to wherever I did and fighting at my side, he had taken a lot of wounds, but still he came back to be with me. I wondered sometimes if he wanted to be more than my sidekick.

I had given him time off of course. When we weren’t travelling together he would stay at the hall I had been given with the other companions I had collected somehow over the years. Those that could stay with me that is. There were four who had somehow managed to stick around. Sebastian and the three women, who seemed so young to me, were as close to a family as I had now. He would even go off on his own adventures, mostly dealing with his step brother, the fool.

“Where would you go?” He gently rubbed the back of my hand, causing me to shiver. Something I didn't think he realized. It was like he was soothing me.

I shrugged then. I had over the years bought or been given homes in the various countries that I had some small part in helping. Travel in a magical world is either a lot of foot slogging, horseback riding, boat trips or best yet, by portal. I learned how to make instant portals when I had got out of the place I woke up in. 

The apartments in the cities would be straight out. Anyone could reach me there. While this world didn’t have cameras and cell phones; that didn’t mean that between the merchants, guards and even the street people, I could go about unnoticed. Just an hour ago one of the merchants was discussing the last battle with the false king. He had bought a round for the house when he saw me sitting at a table in the corner. They all wanted the story of how I beat him.

I was lucky to come out of that one in one piece. Fire was not my friend and he had turned into a huge fire monster. If it hadn’t been for the magic crystals and healing potions I carried I would have been a cinder on the ground and then I would know where I was bound to go, well maybe. Death was something I occasionally chased, but luckily or not I had not been able to catch. 

And well both I and Sebastian came very close that last time. I had asked him to go with me just because I missed him; missed his level head and the fact that out of my usual companions he was the only one who cared if I was injured. The girls were great, talented and fierce, but they looked at me more as a mentor than a friend. It was understandable, but it brought up memories from long ago.

****
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YOU SEE WHEN I FIRST appeared on this world I was something of an oddity, a woman out of her time and place. I wasn’t born on this world. The last thing I remembered before I woke in the dark realm was driving to work.

It was a cold and dark morning in late winter. I was tired, but I had to go in for my twelfth straight day of work. Before the pandemic I had a normal Monday to Friday, eight am to five pm work week. After, well those of us who hadn't been hit by the nasty combo of fever, cough and worse, just had to fill in on essential jobs. I worked in an office, so you would think that I wasn't essential, but I had skills that made me indispensable and well my kids were grown, so just come in and keep the place going. That is what my bosses begged me to do. They offered me compensation, days off, even a promotion as long as I kept the place going till they could bring in new employees. 

The black ice caught me unprepared. Usually I am pretty good dealing with things like that. Growing up in the northeast meant that for half the year the roads could be pretty tricky. I had defensive driving lessons a long time ago and I knew how to pull out of skids, but when another car hit the same patch after me and the driver panicked, well things went red, white and then black.

The dark realm I woke up in at first seemed like I had been sent to hell. I couldn’t understand how I ended up there. I thought I had been a good woman, but this place was like a cross between the Christian hell and the Greek underworld. It was filled with things I wasn’t sure how to react to. By the time I got myself out of there I knew it wasn’t hell, but something else entirely. I mean when you take blow from a club, feel the intense pain and then find yourself coming back to life it is obvious you are not in your afterlife. When I realized that I was now living inside a place like the game I had played for a few years I had a bit of a meltdown.

Think about it. One day you are in a world of science and medicine, driving an automobile and the next you are in a world of magic and monsters. There were no guns, no phones to call for help and no one who really would help. After all most of the people in the place I woke up in were just standing there, staring into space. I tried talking to a dozen of them before I found someone who talked back. I had to pick up an actual sword to fight with and thankfully I had a clue how to use it. Years of playing games, running around LaRPing and a sense of imagination saved me a dozen times. Though yeah I took hits, died and then came back. 

First time that happened was confusing. You think this is it, I'm dead and then wait you are floating for a long moment before you drop back down in front of whatever it was that killed you. 

When I managed to pull myself together I admit I had fun with it. Most of the early days I knew what was going on before my companions in most cases. It was very different fighting the bad guys for real and I was glad that this new body of mine was young and strong and best of all healthy. For most of my life I had been sickly, not sick enough to say I was handicapped, but enough that I wasn’t strong. Being able to run, jump, swing a sword and pull a bow meant I stayed alive and could eat. Oh yeah I had to eat and drink. Not that it seemed like I could die from lack of either but I felt the pain of an empty stomach or a dry throat. So I made sure to figure out how to make food and kept some with me at all times.

I slowly became at least competent with things. I was asked over and over again to help people and well I did. Back before I was more than willing to help people with what I could, but here they needed me to kill things or make things. So I learned and squashed down the old me so that the new me could live at least a somewhat normal life.

****
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FOR TEN YEARS I DID what I could, trying to help the people of the lands I travelled through. I mean the average person that is. There were plenty of bandits, cultists and outright evil lords and ladies that I had to deal with to try to make things better overall. I made friends, a few enemies and even took a few lovers. I travelled with all kinds, humans, elves, cat men, lizard men, Orcs, Vampires, werewolves and even a god or two. Let me tell you travelling with a god can be, interesting. Thankfully most of them didn't expect me to act like their followers. I was someone they could talk to like a friend and that made them happy. They were all just people, looking for love and understanding, which I was more than willing to give them. I fell in love, then lost and went on. That was a lot like my life before. While I was a constant, love was not.

It was after I had been here for eleven years that I met Sebastian. Young, fresh faced, oh so handsome and noble. He was trying to rescue his step brother and needed my help. We managed to find the man and free him from the foolish bargain he had made. I mean just how stupid can one man be? Let me tell you, very stupid. Three times we had to go rescue Johnny and after the third time I had a long talk with them both. Johnny had been taking advantage of his step brother's goodness. Honesty was not a part of Johnny's temperament and when I got Sebastian to understand his brother would keep doing dumb things till he had to save him, Sebastian finally agreed. Last I heard the fool of a step brother was doing time in a mine for trying to marry three different women. 

Together Sebastian and I have had many adventures. While I had met and travelled with other companions, I kept coming back to him. He might be a bit stiff to most; to me he was a lot like the man I had once married. He mostly took everything I did in stride.  He was the one of only two people on this world that I told the story of my life before I came here and he accepted it. Something that I hadn't realized just how badly I needed it till I lost it the first time.

The only other one who did is no longer among the living. Well that isn't quite right, Darien is still alive out there, and just now he is serving a goddess full time. I miss the way he used to tease me and I admit he was one of the better lovers I took over the years. He was tender and sweet and accepted that I was more than some kind of destined hero. He saw me a woman who had a story to tell. I helped him safe a small city and he helped me realize that this world was more than fighting. He would argue with me and laugh with me, something that most would not dare to do. I travelled with him for five years, then lost him, only to find out years later he had become the full time lackey of a goddess.

I though at times that Sebastian was Darien's goddess' way of thanking me for letting her take him away. They both had that kind of honour that few seemed to have in this world of magic and war. Their sense of humour might be different, but at the base of them both was a good and loving man. One that loved me for all my flaws and understood that while I hadn't been born in this world, I was a part of it now and just wanted someone who saw me as a person and not a Chosen one.

*******
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I TRAVELLED WITH MY chosen companions for years. We went on so many different quests that we went on saving kingdoms, people and finding secrets. Each of my companions had things they needed help with. They were raw youths compared to me and while I looked about the same age as them, they really were kids. I taught them and watched over them with Sebastian helping me. I had friends and it felt like almost a family. I didn't mind answering the calls for help with them tagging along. Or that this is I used to not mind until two years ago. After yet another friend dying I found I just couldn’t do it any longer. It wasn’t that physically I couldn’t do it, but as I told Sebastian, I was tired and I was. I started to spend time doing things other than battling whatever baddie wanted to take over the world.

Not that I stopped dealing with those, but I started spending time in the guilds. Interests I had from my old life had guilds here. I spent seasons looking for missing antiquities or magical treasures that the group of psychics needed to keep the world on an even keel. It surprised me just how many ways this world had for teetering on the edge of oblivion. 

I learned a lot and found a lot of interesting things for them. I became once more the go to adventurer, the one that if you needed something found; well you would send me a messenger. Between those quests and the maps and surveys I managed to get my hands on there were a lot of things I could do that didn’t involve fighting with the armies that were trying to decide who would be king of the hill.

I still got roped into things, like I had said before. Having a reputation means that when something big comes up the powers that be will call on me to either help them settle things or get to the bottom of the problems. So I took trips on sailing ships or rode camels through the desert and again fought everything from monsters to ghosts and demons. I stepped through portals that took me to worlds that touched on this one and there found things and of course fought beings who wanted me dead just because I had a reputation.

*****
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“A ROUND FOR THE HERO who saved the Isle!” A loud and annoying voice called out. Okay not really annoying. The man's voice was melodic, rich and deep but I knew that voice well and knew he would want things I wasn't willing to give anymore. I had thought he was busy with his mistress on some new and involved escapade, but it looked like Jackie was back.

I sighed as he came over. It wasn't that I really disliked the brash man; after all he was a friend. A friend I had spent a few pleasant nights with, but generally when he showed up trouble followed.

“Hey there, beautiful.” I couldn't help but smile at his tone. His flashing eyes and quick smile had gotten him in my bed a few times even when I knew better. He was as good as he said he was, which when you think about it is rare.

“Hell, Jackie. How is Lady Bella?” I hid my annoyance when I thought about her. The woman who aped being an aristocrat who was actually a spy mistress. Only thing I really like about her was that she hid being an author. She wrote some fun tales about her experiences; presenting them as a fictional detective of all things.

He shrugged, grabbing a chair and turning it around so he could straddle it. “She is busy with the new peace talks and gave me time off.”

Sebastian shot a look to me and edged his chair closer to mine. That made me smile. Was he finally staking a claim on me? He had been off with the girls on their rounds of family gatherings when I first met Jackie and got dragged into the whole false king business. He came back after Jackie and I spent a week working our way through very haunted island. The mage who had cursed a pair of lovers had made things difficult for those who had bought the place and Jackie had talked me into helping him clear the whole mess. Jackie had been useful with his sword, both of them.

“And you aren't in some lady's bedchamber? I am shocked.” I teased him. After all when I first met him he had been shirtless and hiding from some woman's husband.

He wiggled his brows with that smile that told me he wanted to see my bedchamber. He was going to be disappointed there. While he was fun, he was not what I needed. A roll in the sheets would only give me a temporary moment of relaxation. “I heard you would be back in town and thought I would look up my good friend.”

“Not for long. I have plans outside of the area.” I didn't say that the plans were to head to the cabin I had built way up in the hills a world away. A place that I could relax, make things in my workshop and kitchen and if I was lucky get to know Sebastian in a much closer way.

“Really? Thought you would just lay back here until you were all healed up from that last fight.” He shook his head, “How in all the hells did you beat that guy? I mean he was literally on fire.”

Sebastian let out a sighing chuckle and looked at me. He knew how I did it; he had been there after all. He knew what I was and that if it hadn't been for those special crystals I would have been a burnt to hell, a crispy critter and him with me. “She has a special connection with the gods, is how, Jackie.”

Having two tall, dark and handsome men giving each other the looks like they wanted to fight over who knew me better was almost funny. I gestured to Alsea, the barmaid, to bring me another cup of wine. Another fun thing about being in this world, I found I liked the taste of things I hated back in my first life. Wine had become a good friend to me over the past year. Tasted good and let me forget things that no one should remember.

“Just which gods is the question. When she was walking on the floor of the ocean I was sure it was....”

I interrupted him then. “Magic, not a god, Jackie. I told you that before.”

He shook his head with a smile. “Had to be a god, my friend. Otherwise you would have run out of air.”

I sighed and thanked Alsea for the wine, my fourth one tonight. I rarely drank like this, but on the days when my years, all of them, sat heavy on my heart I would drink, hoping for some relief. “Not everything has to do with gods, my friend. You should know that after the past year.”

I had been willing to help when called on then. I had wanted to travel to the islands that were supposed to be a part of the people I looked like. I had been called a Bret when I woke up. I used to argue that I was not British, but I realized it didn't matter.  The races in this new world at times were so reminiscent of the ones back home that I forgot that the others didn't exist. When I looked in the mirror I saw a woman who looked Irish to me but was something else here.

I ran a hand through my thick auburn hair and wished I had brought something to put it up with. It was warm inside the tavern with so many bodies. I could head up to the room I had here. I was pretty sure I had left some hair ties in the chest up there, but I knew if I did Jackie would take it for an invitation. As good as he is in bed, I wasn't in the mood for a one night stand anymore and Jackie really couldn't give his heart to any one woman. I knew by the way he looked at Lady Bella that that special place in his heart belonged to the bespectacled blond.

Sebastian must have seen the look in my eyes because he took over the conversation with my one time lover. He calmly and quietly talked about some of his experiences travelling with me and the parts of this continent we had walked over the years. Jackie grinned and told his tales like he was competing, but I knew it wasn't serious. He might be a flirt and at times a fool, but Jackie was a good man and he respected me and those I spent my time with. He knew that Sebastian was someone I held dear and that I didn't like it when men competed over me.
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