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         Scheherazade slipped out of the palace through a small door. The guard, one of her followers, said nothing. His day service consisted of parking the flying carpets and luxury camels of the visitors to the palace, a tedious task if ever there was one. Scheherazade, out of kindness, often left him the keys of her personal rug, a very powerful two-seater sports model that the man loved to drive.

         Like other nights before, Scheherazade was looking for anecdotes to feed her storytelling skills. Popular art in Persia, although his father, the vizier, viewed his eldest daughter's career choice with scepticism. Scheherazade didn't care, a tale could transform the reality of a day, she thought, and a well-told story could charm the most acrimonious of characters. She knew that a good storyteller could capture the attention of the whole bazaar at certain times, as well as that of the palace at others. A good storyteller never lacked for anything and was received everywhere with consideration.

         Smart, intuitive and curious, Scheherazade was also very sensitive to the emotions of the people around her and she was already taking advantage of a rare skill to capture the attention of an audience. The young storyteller was also very beautiful. Medium-sized, a mass of short-kept brown hair framed a sensually expressive face, dominated by bright blue eyes and a mouth with full lips under a thin, straight nose. She had a graceful neck above well-cut shoulders with slender arms, trimmed with copper and silver bracelets. Her round, firm breasts were easily distinguishable underneath silk or linen, as well as her voluptuous hips and buttocks that evoked the moon and preceded slim perfectly shaped legs. Added to all this was an undeniable charisma, accentuated by an unusually deep and warm voice for a woman. As soon as she appeared, men and women were won over. This was both an advantage and a disadvantage for her, as she quickly caught the attention of her audiences but wanted to keep them under the spell of her words rather than her appearance. This is why she put all the more care into perfecting her stories and collecting details and anecdotes that could enrich them.

         Like the few passers-by at that time, she had wrapped herself in a burnous and folded the hood over her head. The destination of her excursion was a tavern in the bazaar where merchants and caravanners from the Silk Road gathered. For Scheherazade, their anecdotes and adventure stories were a pure delight. She felt as though she were breathing the dust of the slopes, feeling the mountain wind on her face and breathing the scents of the spices gleaned after long journeys. The vizier's daughter spoke all the languages of the Silk Road around the bazaar: Farsi, Arabic, Aramaic, Turkmen, Hindi, Latin, Greek; and a little Danish, because her father regularly hired Vikings as bodyguards. Of course, she didn't speak any of the really important languages like English, French or Spanish. First, because these languages existed little or not at all in her time and the dialects at their origin were essentially used by primitives who believed hard as nails that the Earth was flat. Another major reason is that Scheherazade would not have cared for them. The centre of the civilised world was Baghdad. Everyone knew that.

         Going down an alleyway, she crossed two silhouettes also wrapped in burnous with the hoods folded down. Without really knowing why these two forms advancing at a slow pace, aroused Scheherazade's curiosity. First, they were much taller and stronger than average. Then their eyes seemed to glow in the dark. They were men, no doubt, but their feet did not make any noise on the street stone. Scheherazade was fascinated when they greeted her. Already, each of the two men had eyes of different colours: one had a blue eye and the other a green eye while the other had a pink eye and a purple eye. In addition, the two strangers were of supernatural beauty. What troubled Scheherazade most was the air of surprise displayed by the two men, as if they had recognised her. Three steps further, she turned to observe where they were going, but to her amazement, the two silhouettes had disappeared. The alley was empty.

         She noticed a discreet door in the wall. Scheherazade, who regularly walked this alley to get to the bazaar, could have sworn that she had never seen it before. As she approached, she read a few bright words that shone above the lintel: Jinn Tavern. That's a very strange name, thought the vizier's daughter. The jinns could also take umbrage that their name was used for commercial reasons. Carried away by curiosity and attraction for the two mysterious men, she chose to forget caution and pushed open the door. At first glance, the tavern seemed normal. The interior was bathed in relative darkness and, as in all taverns, guests sat round tables chatting. Scheherazade, however, saw no lamps lighting the place, the light seemed to magically come out of the walls and rather than the usual yellow of the oil lamps, all the colours of the rainbow were present in the vast room, so that the effect, strangely, was nevertheless comforting without her knowing why. Above all, the customers looked like no other she had ever seen in a tavern! They were richly clothed and among them many women. Some had sparkling skin, coloured green, red or blue. One had two heads, a woman seemed to have an extra eye on her forehead and... the waiter who suddenly stood in front of her was floating above the ground because his legs below the knee ended in a kind of little cloud. His blue face stared at her with suspicion:
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