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Edward Elric stepped into the ruins of the human experimentation section of Laboratory 3. Four years have passed since they defeated Father, and only two after he decided to go West to study new alchemy methods. He was brought back to this building after hearing about sightings of a "succubus-looking" creature. His gut told him it had to be Lust—the once thought defeated homunculus. News of this reached him as far as southern Creta.

Major General Roy Mustang had personally visited him and requested his assistance with taking care of the possible threat. His work in Ishval had earned him another promotion, and the new position gave him the power to keep this under wraps. Concurrently, he was too busy to investigate it himself. He supposedly defeated her during an intense battle inside the area Ed just came into. Mustang trusted him to keep this incognito, not wanting to cause a panic. Even though he was no longer an alchemist, Roy still believed in his prowess. The short-statured Elric considered it a favor, and truthfully, he had reasons for accepting it. His time in the aforenamed country wasn't fruitless. He had learned an unorthodox method of transmutation and hoped it would help him quell this problem.

He discovered the new technique while researching in a town called Arkadia. The small village emulated its name with its location. It was tucked in a valley between a small group of high mountains. It was a sleepy hollow that had a population that didn't reflect its namesake. Although the land's resources were fertile, the residents weren't.

Five decades ago, there was a woman who became pregnant with an inordinate amount of children. The exact number was never determined due to an unfortunate tragedy. There were rumors she used alchemy to make the extraordinary pregnancy possible. What became known was how it ended. Her body wasn't able to handle the strain of carrying around dozens of children. Eye-witness accounts said her stomach was bigger than the bears that roamed the region. Because of this, she set out to enact the forbidden practice he was all too accustomed with. The woman named Eda reasoned that sacrificing a portion of the unborn children would be better than losing them all. She was already halfway through her gestation, and in her journal, said she could feel her skin about to rip any day now. As history showed, this culminated in an awful rebound.

Eda lost all of them. Equivalent Exchange took not exclusively that but most of her mind. She was left in a catatonic state. Her wish to carry most of her brood to term was an overestimation on her part. Her attempt to strengthen her body was too much to ask for, and the price she paid mirrored her greed. A little digging revealed she was a midwife for many years. She'd traveled all over Creta, assuming different identities to lay down a very disturbing scheme. She was great at her job, yet the deranged women couldn't contain the sorrow of when an infant would die during the birthing process.

She blamed God for failing an innocent—allowing them to pass from this world for no reason. Never getting over the loss, she decided to do something about it. Eda learned about making blood seals and used the knowledge to apply it differently. This initially caught Ed's attention, having obvious experience with the alchemical craft. Making the seal required a person to bind the soul to an inanimate metal object, as he did with Alphonse. However, this is where Eda's procedure differed. For one, the newborns that would leave this world hadn't gone through the Gate, so there was no toll to pay.

Instead, she bound the young souls to the eggs in her ovaries. It was a rather noble cause, but she had already run into a problem. Monthly menstruation could eject that particular egg, and would invalidate the point of her executing the strange desire. For a month straight, she temporarily resided in three major cities, including Table City. Her daily records showed she would offer her services for free, so she could gather as many "lost souls" as she could. Eda would eventually graduate to stalking overworked hospitals. Her need for using false names would be implemented because she would inevitably get caught performing the act.

She usually relied on the mother being too dazed from the tragic circumstances to notice her affixing the soul. The stage of death always varied. Regardless, she didn't care if it had to be done right in front of them. She wanted to save them all. The rest was history, albeit mostly hidden from public record. He heard it by chance contact with one of the sullen women she took one from. The female never had any more children after that, believing the experience was a sign of being cursed. Ed's strong guilt complex screamed at him to not ignore this.

He felt that if he did, then this horrible methodology could spread to others. The conscience-stricken Elric couldn't stand knowing he could have done something to prevent it. After gathering the necessary information, he burned Eda's texts. The few people who knew of it were close to dying and it was no issue to make them swear to not tell another person. The last thing he did added another questionable sin to his record. He visited the abandoned and dilapidated cottage that was the site of where she performed the crime. To his surprise, he stumbled on a dark revelation.

Eda had stuck to her mad beliefs—binding the souls of her many stolen children to cheap jewelry she had left behind. He was greeted by the cries of many young spirits as he investigated the home. He couldn't imagine the hell of surviving in silence for fifty years, not even knowing what life was. The yellow-haired boy took them, and with Mustang's summons, decided to send these trapped souls back to where they should be. Ed had to keep isolated, fearing the suspicious looks he would get when people would hear the gibberish coming from the sack of trinkets he towed around. In truth, he was happy to be back near home.

Granted that his presence was intended to be secretive, he enjoyed seeing well-known territory. The situation was contrived, yet he was glad to get some action in these peaceful days.

"You can come out whenever you feel like it! I know you're here, homunculus!" he called out.

The last report he received stated some soldiers were on clean up duty when they were attacked by her. They couldn't recognize, as they put it, the "disfigured woman". They managed to put two rounds into her, and horrifyingly recalled how she regenerated the wounds. They did recount it happening slowly, adding that she retreated once it became obvious her offensive capabilities were just as weak. Ed opened his satchel, pulled out a piece of chalk, and exhaled purposefully. It had been a long time since he used any alchemy. He had used his Gate of Truth to bring his brother back and thus lost the ability. Essentially, his plan was a shot in the dark. This shouldn't work, but he had faith that Truth would understand. He may disappoint the metaphysical being by venturing into something he shouldn't. Elric couldn't rebuff his tendency to be a savior at times. He viewed it as a result of overcompensating for the lives that had perished along the way.

He was playing with the flow of creation and was ready to accept any penalty for doing so. The resolute blonde put his belongings aside and began to draw the transmutation circle. His intention was pretty simple. He planned on offering up the soul-infused gems as a way to rid of Lust for good. He aimed to sacrifice the blood-sealed children as payment for sending a homunculus back to its source. Normally, the toll would be paid by taking a "pound of flesh" from the user. There wasn't a precedent for this, and he was basing it off conjecture.

Edward was happy with his life and wouldn't gain anything out of this. He would soon find out that he was burying some truths, and the Truth wouldn't let him neglect that. He finished drawing the proper transmutation circle, remembering it from being a Human Sacrifice in Father's nefarious plan. Ed noticed some similarities and almost scoffed thinking about it. He set about placing the jewelry in the center of the circle. The quiet was interrupted by the collective wailing of the many pieces.

He put his hands on his ears, screaming, "Shut up! I'm about to give you peace, and this is not helping!"

The figure in the shadows took this opportunity, and dashed forward.

Ed still had one pair of earrings to place and was reaching inside the bag when he spotted the glint of the tendril coming at him. He side-stepped, the person missing him and tripping over the pile of ornaments. Still keeping up with his physical training, he did a backflip and landed with his hunting knife drawn.

"Little slow. Come on, let's see that pretty face. ...I know it's you." he confidently proclaimed, pointing his blade at her.

The cloaked shape got to its feet and coughed violently. Dainty arms removed the cloak to show a grim-looking Lust. Half of her once lustrous black hair was missing, showing the scattered skin and bone on her skull. Parts of her face were appearing in the same manner. He noted how blotchy and discolored her arms were. She was breathing hard, her "Ultimate Spear" barely sticking out half an inch from her index finger. He started to feel a little pity for her, but his past tenacity came to the surface.

"Yikes, not looking good either. How did you survive? Mustang burned your Stone to a crisp." he remarked, asking the big question.

She barked with fury, limping towards him, trying to make her claw extend further. "It doesn't matter, l-lowly human. Once I'm done with you, I'll r-return to Father and..." she painfully said, stopped by her stubby leg. The lower limb didn't have half of her foot, an ugly display of muscle and blood.

"He's gone. We defeated him four years ago. I don't know why you remained under a rock for so long, but you might as well crawl back under it." Edward taunted.

Her face twisted into unbelievable despair. "You lie
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