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      To my faithful readers who requested my ‘rambling fic tags’. This is for you. I now tag this as:

      

      Madison still needs a hug and probably a nap for a hundred years. Angst and fluff. Stressed out Healers are STRESSED. Mistaken identity. Magical mismatch. Pareyic dynamics. Disaster strikes. Healers heal.
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      Pa·rey·ic co·ven

      /PAH-rey-ick Coh-ven/

      

      The formation of a dragel Circle with no additional ranks, dominant or otherwise and no Submissive center. Comprised entirely of Pareyas (Protectors) in different distinctions and specialties, they are free from instinctive hierarchies formed from traditional dragel triads and Gheyo Suites. Some Covens choose to have a rotating authority that changes at a set time, sharing the responsibility of being the leader.
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            A DIFFERENT KIND OF WELCOME - MADISON

          

        

      

    

    
      Madison dreamed of all sorts of ridiculous and nonsensical things in the twelve hours of prescribed sleep per a certain grumpy healer. She had images of medical supplies flying around on their own and disembodied voices singing in perfect harmony as the weird backdrop to all of it.

      Half of it was spliced together with memories of Celia, her mother's voice calling to her and shadows swarming up from everywhere. At some point, the disconnect settled heavily on her chest and the first stirrings of panic made itself known.

      The whisper-soft touch of a familiar shadow curled around Madison's wrist. It tried, valiantly, to pull her into to the land of wakefulness. It pushed against the thin threads of sleep, insisting that she rise up from the clutches of the nightmares sprouting in her troubled mind.

      She was vaguely pulled from the strange dreamland by a soft voice calling her name with a slight sense of urgency.

      "-ison, Madison! Oh, you are up. I was getting worried. No one sleeps that deeply around here anymore, you know. I'm not sure it's safe, but I can't really call it unsafe either. That wouldn’t encourage anyone to come and stay. You should be more careful next time though."

      Madison blinked hazily at the blurry figure slowly sharpening in her vision. In the same vein as Sawyer, she made out the healer's smock over a navy-blue standard-issue uniform that meant the new healer was very much not-dragel.

      The speaker was a young woman with a round, freckled face and wiry hair twisted back into a bumpy knot at the nape of her neck. She was fresh-faced with sparkling golden eyes and a wide mouth curving into a welcoming smile.

      Probably the nicest smile that Madison had seen directed her way since her arrival. It was rather nice.

      A slightly sweet, floral scent surrounded her, as if she were half-Fae with all of the flower accents—her protection bangles, earrings and the floral tattoos across her forehead. Delicate vines and tiny blooms that could easily be mistaken for stray wisps of hair.

      "If Sawyer hasn't scared you silly with his ridiculous welcoming speech, then welcome to Embryise. I'm Zaria. Sorry I wasn't here to meet you, but they needed an extra hand over at the Malken house and when they want more hands, we send more hands. It’s all good news though! We finally got most of the main wing uncovered and the interior damage is only about half as bad as we'd hoped. We might even be able to set up a temporary healing ward over there. Everyone's excited, but it'll only happen if the structural integrity holds. Did you sleep well? How are you feeling? Sawyer didn't tell me anything about you at all and you've been so quiet over in this corner that we barely even noticed that you were sleeping all by yourself until-"

      "Hi," Madison croaked out.

      She winced at the roughness of her voice and gingerly eased upright, grateful for the hand that reached out to steady her in place. Everything felt tight and heavy, as if the walls of the tent were closing in on her.

      Her shadows clung tightly to her, pressing up underfoot as if they would lift her straight to the ceiling in an attempt to be overly helpful.

      The fragile fragments of her dreams lingered in the back of her head, not quite tangible enough for her to try and make sense of them, yet too obvious to dismiss.

      Something had happened while she slept, and she didn't know what it was. Her shadows were anxious, but not overly so and that meant that nothing life-threatening had come too close to her.

      But it also told her absolutely nothing else about her new surroundings or new coworkers.

      Another cough spluttered out when she tried to suck in a deep breath. The air was much too dry. They needed to have a humidifier or something in the tent. There was so much wrong with the disaster site and she had no idea why they hadn't asked any other realms—Nevarah, specifically—to provide more aid.

      Nevarah would certainly have done something, even if it was just to send an emergency crew of trained Healers for a double-cycle assist. Well-rested and with proper magic, they’d certainly be able to lend a hand.

      Madison chewed on her lower lip, her hazy thoughts trying to order themselves into some semblance of coherence. She always had to remind herself that other realms didn’t operate the way Nevarah did.

      They had their own rules, regulations and treaties in place, that sometimes, did not work in their own favor.

      Unless they simply expected it to be less of an individual case-by-case basis thing and more of a group agreement. That would explain the lack of high-quality supplies and exhausted rotations.

      Then again, natural disasters always did drain resources, no matter where they came from. Maybe she could send a note to Surajini and let her know the state of things. Some extra supplies at the very least would be more than welcome.

      Nevarah never shied away from offering aid, especially when an elemental or magical advantage would save lives and more.

      "Water?" Zaria asked, producing a water bubble with a flick of her wrist, the movement charmed and fluid as if she’d used the spell thousands of times, as any good Healer should. "You'll really want to stay hydrated out here. I'm afraid the weather is half of the issue with our recovery efforts. It's fighting us every step of the way. I swear, it's alive some days. Cramming sand into every eye, mouth and ear that it can reach. Even some of the places it can't reach either."

      Sipping on the water bubble, Madison managed a slight nod of understanding. The cool liquid slid down her throat with a satisfying chill that eased some of the slight overheating from the temperature-charmed blanket.

      With her shadows lending a hand, it hadn't done much good for her. The chill was welcomed and she managed to drink the entire thing in a matter of minutes, only pacing her sips for fear of dissolving into a coughing fit or worse, choking on it.

      Zaria waited impatiently—her hands twisting in her lap as if she couldn't bear to sit still long enough for Madison to finish, but was trying her best.

      So Madison cradled the bubble in her hand waited, expectantly.

      "We're having lunch over there," Zaira said, pointing. "Do you need anything here? Can I get you set up with any specifics? We're going to eat, stretch and then head out. We've got a group of seven at the moment, the group leader is working on an off rotation, because Healer Mateo exhausted himself last night and we didn't have anyone to oversee the next couple of-"

      A muffled swear echoed in the small sleeping space, before a spiky-haired young woman sat bolt upright. Her eyes glowed bright blue in the darkness of the tent's sleeping quarters.

      "Really, Zaria? Some of us are trying to sleep. I get that you're super happy to have someone who doesn't know to wear earplugs yet when you're busy spouting all sorts of pointless gossip, but the rest of us are trying to sleep! You could at least take your chatty-hour elsewhere in the-"

      "We're going," Madison said, smoothly. She half rolled, half-stumbled out of bed, catching Zaria's arm for balance as her shadows immediately weighted her feet to help her stay upright. "So sorry. I'm a slow riser—I mean, I'm a deep sleeper. Takes me a moment to get up." She forced a smile. "Zaria, right? That's pretty. Haven't heard it before. Let's not disturb anyone else. I know how precious our designated sleep time is and it'd be a shame for anyone else to have to listen to my endless questions since this is all so new. You said food? I could definitely use something to eat right now."

      "Right, lunch!" Zaria said, her smile a tad dimmed. "Right this way. Sorry for waking you, Andrea."

      Madison squeezed her arm, gently. She’d said more in that mouthful of words than she’d needed to, perhaps, but the sharp words had bothered her—along with Zaire’s crestfallen expression.

      Andrea's dark scowl could've brought down a full shadow-veil on the entire tent from the sheer force of emotion behind it. Instead, she flopped down to her cot and drew the thin blanket up over her head. A crackle of blue energy rippled over her entire cot, before tiny runes glowed over the blanketed bundle for silence and peaceful sleep.

      Awkward silence filled the air, before Zaria linked arms with Madison and towed her out of the sleeping quarters and towards the tables and benches arranged across from the cooking area.

      "Don't bother with her, if you can help it," Zaria said, softly. "She's really touchy, but she's a
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