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  About



Paul is the village doctor, and Omar comes to visit him. Paul worries about the depth of Omar’s wounds and remembers a potion that he exchanged herbs with a witch to get. The potion works incredibly well, healing Omar completely, and it gives Paul the excuse to insist that Omar spend the night. 
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  The Healing Potion

  
  




Omar enters my cabin stiffly before walking over to my spare bed for examination. He sits on the edge, then watches me put on my gloves before stepping closer to him. I don’t bother with small talk because even if Omar wasn’t mute, I know he wouldn’t care for it. After I make sure I have all the tools I may need, since I’m not sure of the specific reason he’s here, only that he needs my care. 

I step in front of him, then direct, “show me what needs tending to.”

He nods, then tugs off his shirt, and I don’t miss how his left hand slightly trembles as he does it. Once his shirt is discarded to the side of the bed, he straightens to the best of his ability and shows me the two long jagged cuts on his right side. I don’t ask how he got them, nor do I even try to coax him to tell me who did it. I know he won’t answer either, and I don’t want to risk him leaving. 

Omar has the unfortunate gift of being just simply too big and too gentle. He’s roughly 6’5 and broad with not defined muscles, but you can see the strength in his body. He’s the largest man in our village, and it naturally makes him a target. I never understood the primal need in men to show off their dominance by taking on the biggest man in the room. But I’m just tall enough, and slim with delicate hands and too long blonde hair, as my mother says. 

His handsomeness is underappreciated. He keeps his black hair shaved short, but I suspect it’s only because our village barber doesn’t properly know how to cut his hair. His features are soft and borderline perfectly proportionate. When he smiles, he has a dimple on his right side, and he has a single gold hoop in his left ear.  

“Are you able to lift your right arm?” I ask, then lean closer to inspect his side as he lifts his arm, only high enough to be in line with his shoulder. “These are deep, Omar.”

I step back, and he carefully drops his arm back down as he watches me. Sometimes, I like to imagine him watching me as he watches his garden. Sighing, I should be focusing. I stare at my tools, and the obvious steps are to stitch up the cuts and seal them to the best of my ability, but then Omar will struggle for weeks. The cuts are very nasty. 

My eyes wander to my cabinet of medication where a green bottle sits, waiting to be used. The witch who gave me the potion in exchange for some of the herbs I have hidden because of how hard they are to find said it works on the deepest of wounds. I don’t completely trust the witch, but I know her magic works well, and I worry about Omar. 

He tries to not engage much with the village, and the cruel men within it, but he still has to leave his cabin. These cuts will slow him down, and if he gets stopped by whoever gave them to him while he’s weakened, I worry about what may happen. It’s times like this I wish I was more of a fighter, not such a reader and could protect Omar. He deserves someone to protect him. 

I look at him, and he’s waiting patiently for me to begin helping him. “Omar,” I say, “I have this new medicine. Would you be willing to try it?” 

He nods, and I smile because he’s kind, and I think he’s agreeing more for my benefit than his. When I was studying medicine from our old village doctor, many people were wary of me and would explicitly say they only wanted Sullivan treating them. But not Omar. He would always let me practice on him, even when I was sure I added to his pain. 

“Thank you,” I say, then walk over to the cabinet and grab out the green, slightly glowing healing potion. His eyes linger on the rounded bottle before they meet mine. “You can change your mind,” I say, then ask, “are you okay with this?”

He nods, then signs, I trust you

My stomach and cheeks warm, and I say, “thank you.”

I uncap the lid, then pass him the potion before he drinks it without hesitation, then hands me the now empty bottle. I put it aside, then watch him for a reaction until his mouth slightly parts before he twists to look at his side. I do the same, and I watch in amazement as the two awful cuts knit together. We both stare at his smooth skin for a few moments. 

I reach out my hand, then brush my fingers along his side. “That’s incredible,” I mumble, then ask, “do you feel okay?” He nods before I continue, “no pain?” He nods, and I ask, “any strange or bad feelings?” He shakes his head, then I ask, “can I examine you?”

He nods, then takes off his boots before putting them aside, then lying down on the bed. I eagerly approach him, then feel around his side while watching his reactions closely, and he shows none. I add more pressure to where one of the cuts was, and again he doesn’t react. Gliding my hand down his side, his skin feels completely smooth. 

“This is amazing,” I comment with a slight shake of my head. “Are you sure you feel alright?” He nods, but I suggest, “you should spend the night here just in case.”

He sits up as I take a step back, then he signs, are you worried? I feel fine, better and healed.

My cheeks warm because my intentions aren’t completely pure. “I think it would be best for you to stay just in case, Omar.” I look to my kitchen, then blurt, “I’ve made rabbit stew from the rabbits you brought me, and it has vegetables from your garden. It won’t be as nice as your cooking, but…”

He smiles warmly at me, then signs, I’ll stay. I don’t want you to worry.

I’m sure my smile looks crazed as I nod, then ask, “are you hungry now? I have it simmering, so it’s nice and warm.”

He nods, then follows me towards my kitchen where he watches me, clearly struggling not to help even though I’ve declined it. I bring our bowls to my table, then grab some buns and butter before filling two glasses of water and putting them on the table. After I light the three candles I have on the table, then tug out a chair for him. He smiles at me, then sits before watching me go to take my seat, then I freeze. 

“Would you prefer ale? Or wine?” I ask. He shakes his head, then his smile grows, and it relaxes me as I take my seat across from him. “I’m glad to have dinner with you,” I say, then frown, “not glad that you were hurt, of course, but I’m always happy to have you here.”

He nods, then signs, I always enjoy dinner with you. I’ll bring you more vegetables and meat after I go hunting tomorrow.

“Thank you,” I say. “I really appreciate you hunting for me and your garden.” He nods, then takes a bite of his stew. “Are you sure you don’t want some coins? I know, or I’ve become very reliant on you, and I don’t want to take advantage.”

He shakes his head, then signs, I enjoy hunting for you. My cheeks and stomach burn as I read too much into that. And you never charge me for medicine or for treating my injuries.

“I enjoy taking care of you,” I say, “but I would prefer you to not get hurt. Though I selfishly am always happy to hear you knock on my cabin door.”

He smiles, then signs, I’m always happy to see you as well.

Maybe I should just ask him. I know if he rejects my advance, he would remain kind to me and would continue on like it hadn’t happened. It’s only me that I worry about. Right now, I can read into his words and pretend he’s secretly pining after me, but if I ask and he says no, then the fantasies no longer work. 

He interrupts my thoughts by signing, what’s wrong?

I shake my head and answer, “nothing.” I take a bite of my stew, and I can tell he doesn’t believe me because his concern is written across his face. “I’m in love with you,” I blurt, then immediately bite my tongue. That wasn’t-why did I do that?

Really? He sighs, staring at me. 

I nod, then answer, “yes, for a long time.”

I ready myself for rejection, but it doesn’t come. Instead, Omar smiles, then moves to stand beside me. He offers me his hand, then helps me stand up before bending and kissing me incredibly gently. I immediately push up on my toes and press my lips harder into his as my arms wrap around his neck. His hands loosely grip my hips before we deepen the kiss. 

I reluctantly pull back and stare at him with a wide smile as I cup his cheeks and stroke my thumbs along them. “I can reheat our stew,” I offer. 

He nods, then lifts me, and I laugh while he carries me towards my bed. He places me gently on the center, then hesitates to join me, and it sends a wave of nervousness through me. I sit up and face him, wishing that I could reach his face, but instead I settle for placing my hands on his hips, then rubbing my thumbs up and down while I wait.

He signs, what’s your preference? He pauses, looking nervous before signing, I don’t like to… 

When he pauses again, seeming even more nervous, I blurt, “I like to top and be more in control.” He freezes, and I rush out, “but we can figure out…” I trail off when he smiles with clear relief. 

He signs, 





















































