
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​

​

​


​The Sacred Healers: Touched by the Roots

A Reverse Harem Fantasy

By Isabella Heart



​The Sacred Healers: Touched by the Roots 

Copyright © 2025 by Isabella Heart

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons—living or dead—is purely coincidental.

Published by Isabella Heart

Cover design by Isabella Heart



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: Stillness Before the Rot
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The air hadn’t moved in hours.

No wind. No birdsong. Even the insects had gone silent, as if the jungle were holding its breath.

I sat at the edge of the ritual pool, legs dangling in the water, watching it shimmer in odd, slow pulses — like something beneath the surface was breathing. Or watching.

The jungle had always been alive. But this was different. This was... waiting.

Lira sprawled in a bed of moss nearby, her tunic half-loosened, hair wild with dried petals and stardust from the night before. She hadn’t said a word in over an hour — which for her was a record and a red flag.

Kal and Kai had gone off to scout the wards. They promised to stay close, but I could feel the distance growing between us already. After what we did last night — the magic we summoned, the power we unleashed — everything felt stretched thin. Like a spell held just a moment too long.

But it was Koa who held the weight of it.

He hadn’t stopped moving since sunrise. Pacing. Scanning. Sensing. His bare feet crushed the underbrush with the precision of a predator. Eyes dark, mouth tight, shoulders locked in that way he did when he didn’t want anyone to know he was falling apart.

I watched him from the edge of the pool, letting the water lap at my calves while pretending not to track his every move. But I felt him. Felt the tension rolling off him like heat from a wildfire.

The jungle felt it too.

“Careful,” I called softly. “You’re scaring the moss.”

His head snapped toward me, eyes wild — not angry. Just sharp. Untethered. “You don’t feel that?”

I frowned. “Feel what?”

He crossed the clearing in two long strides and dropped to his knees by a thick cluster of roots winding through the earth. His hands pressed to the ground, fingers splayed wide. Listening. Or maybe pleading.

I stood and approached slowly, instinct buzzing. The air was heavy here — thicker than it should be. It clung to my skin, humid and sour. Like fruit left too long on the vine.

“What is it?” I asked, kneeling beside him.

He didn’t answer. Just dug his hands into the soil until his forearms disappeared into the earth.

Seconds passed.

And then I felt it too.

A pulse. Slow. Sick.

It throbbed beneath the soil, like a heartbeat drowning in tar.

I reached out, brushing the vines with trembling fingers. They were warm. Too warm. And when I peeled one back, I saw the underside mottled with a dark, oozing rot. Like blood, but not. Sticky. Wrong.

“Koa...”

He pulled his arms free, dirt clinging to his skin like ash. “It’s spreading.”

I looked at him, heart pounding. “You think it’s... from the Wraith?”

His jaw clenched. “No. This started before.”

A chill sliced down my spine.

Before.

Before we knew the Wraith had returned. Before the ritual. Before I’d let something inside me that still hadn’t left.

“Koa, if it’s spreading, we need to warn the others.”

He shook his head. “No. Not yet. I need to find the source.”

I stepped in front of him. “You’re not going alone.”

His gaze dropped to mine — dark and heavy with a look that scorched. “This isn’t a conversation.”

“Then it’s a declaration.” I crossed my arms. “I’m not letting you go off into the jungle like some wounded beast ready to martyr yourself. We’re in this together.”

“Ivy—”

“You don’t get to protect me from this. The land is sick. Our land. That makes it my fight too.”

Something in him cracked — just slightly. A flicker of pain behind the anger.

He looked away. “If something happens to you—”

“Then you’ll pull me out of it.” I stepped closer. “Like you always do.”

The silence between us stretched taut. And then he gave a single nod, jaw still tight.

“We leave now.”

I nodded, heart thudding, and followed him into the jungle. Behind us, the water in the pool shivered — just once — then stilled like glass.

We hadn’t gone far before I smelled it. Something sour on the wind. Like rotting roots and burnt sugar.

Koa didn’t speak, but I could feel him tracking the shift in energy. Every plant we passed drooped. Leaves curled. Even the vibrant birdcall vines that normally chirped and cooed along our path were silent.

The jungle was watching.

We came upon a clearing that had once been lush — a sacred grove used by healers to gather medicines and perform grounding rites. I recognized it instantly.

Now?

Dead.

The trees were twisted in agony, bark split, sap weeping black. Vines hung limp and crusted with strange mold. The center of the grove — where the blessing stones once stood — was nothing but scorched earth and flies.

I clapped a hand over my mouth.

Koa stepped into the ruin like a soldier on cursed ground. Slowly. Carefully. Reverently.

He dropped to one knee near the remains of a sacred bloom and touched its petals — they disintegrated in his hand like ash.
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