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I am never alone.

But I am lonely.

So lonely that some days I search for my reflection in the forest stream as company. My skin is pale and my eyes are like a storm in the night, or at least, that is what someone told me once. I suppose that is what I see in my reflection, in the day. But at night, if I were to look again, I would see something else entirely.

Although you never see us, we are always here. Waiting.

My creatures follow me at night. Sometimes I feel them so close behind me, the hairs raise on my neck and I can’t help but shiver. They hide from my sight, which seems the most ironic of illusions, as I, myself, have never been seen by anyone alive, but them. Yet the kingdom suspects I am here, in the same way that I recognize the trails of my followers. While I remain invisible to my enemies I am safe, so perhaps it is that way too, for them. There is safety in loneliness. So I don’t seek them out.

While I hunt those men with the darkest hearts, the creatures watch me. In the trees and on the ground. In the air. Even within the water.

Bright eyes, scales and padded feet trace my movements.

Swift-beating wings and hearts mirror my own.

Claws and teeth pull me into shadow.

They hunt me, but never kill. Nor do they crave the flesh of my victims.

They only seek me out and protect me when I am overwhelmed by the agony of my own grief. It hurts me, you see, to kill those that kill others. My magic takes its price in pain, and each murder I commit cripples my mind and body, sometimes for hours. It is then, even though I can’t bear witness to it, that I love the creatures of Mortwood Forest for their care. They blanket me with soft fur and warm feathers and hide my body away from the retribution of the Kings men. So adept are the creatures at their duty, that I have still never been found.

I have killed so many men. They come to the forest plotting dark deeds and lay in wait for travellers and innocents. The most ruthless men bring their innocents with them from the city and those are the hardest to kill. Not for the act of the murder itself, but because I am left with a witness to my actions. I am also a murderer, after all.

The innocent’s pose more danger to me than their attackers do. To protect my own life, I take their senses from them. If they do not see me, or hear me, then I don’t exist.

As with all of us, there was a time that I had a mother. She spoke so softly to me, and with so much love, that sometimes I feel the memory of her is too pure for someone tainted like myself. Eventually, I will have to let her go. The loneliness will get too much.

She was proud of me, of course. A mother’s love is often blind. She stole me away from the kingdom on the eve of my birth and left everything behind her. She crooned soft melodies as we sheltered within a hollow tree or under a river’s ledge and she fed and clothed me with the help of the same creatures that follow me tonight. We had no home but the forest and moved often, leaving no trace behind us. We had nothing. It was bliss. Everything safe was brought by her hand. She was my sun.

Her name was Flidais. Although she had no magic within her, she taught me my own. Perhaps that was always her purpose, and when it was done, the Gods took her back. Perhaps, she was needed for another birth in another lifetime, and another purpose like mine. I like to think my loneliness since she died has not been in vain.

King Bearach murdered all magic from the world.
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