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Many new developments are at play in the realms of Breadcove Bay and Agratica. 

In A Chorus of Mermaid Magic Tales: Mermaid Omnibus #1, the merfolk and their human neighbors got up to a lot of adventures. Friendships and connections were made. For a few, the tenuous beginnings of romance sparked. 

In this subsequent set of stories, new developments arise, not of them in the favor of all the merfolk and the humans. Though Jaire is getting to know Dari better, he must see if he is brave enough not only to bridge his world to join with hers, but also figure out whether he can navigate her mysterious adopted culture. Leora is surprised by an unexpected new friend—and possible romance. And a powerful force from under the sea is waking, and wants to reassert her old dominance . . . 

The Mermaid Magic Tales Omnibus contains stories which take place in across two cultures: Breadcove Bay, located closer to an arctic pole of its world than to the equator, and Agratica, which lies half-way between a pole and the equator, and therefore features more temperate weather. 

For ease of navigating these realms where merfolk mingle with mankind, the following overview of main characters and stories (with locations) can be returned to as you read for reference. 

The realm of Breadcove Bay faces lots of snow, cold, and rain. Located far to the north, and on the edge of a sprawling, crumbling empire that has largely abandoned it, Breadcove Bay has largely been left to its own devices as a far-flung city, which suits it just fine. The culture of this civilization features such advances as steam-powered trains and power sleds, and the society is stratified between an upper class which wears colorful clothing and is often polygamous, and the middle and lower classes, which dress almost exclusively in nondescript gray or the uniform of whatever their chosen profession might be. 

It is a land where elementals and gods are called “Sky People,” and where legends and mythic figures walk among the citizenry with enough commonness that it’s not unheard of to have a cup of tea or at least an unexpected sighting of a deity or an elemental. 

Invitations to quests are common. Whether or not a potential questor wants to take the invitation issued by a quest offeror (be it a god, an angel, or a sky person) is an entirely different matter. 

The merfolk of Breadcove Bay who feature most often in my Mermaid Magic Tales are:

Maryssa the Mermaid, the only mermaid faculty member at Borealis University. She is a land-walking mermaid who is nonetheless rarely seen away from the Emerald Lake. 

Leora, the only land-walking mermaid who currently is studying at Borealis as an exchange student. 

Jasper, the Merman Magistrate of Upper Breadcove Bay (and Environs) has the perhaps-thankless task of keeping tabs on Leora, a headstrong mermaid, in addition to his various other governmental and personal interests. 

The Archamen, a cursed merman trader with a formidable singing voice. 

Separated by an ocean and only connected—for now—by the occasional far-traveling merfolk (who tend not to share information about one culture with an unattached other culture) the more southerly realm of Agratica has an entirely different structure to its civilization. 

The realm of Agratica is not as well developed technologically as the realm of Breadcove Bay, but some individuals more than make up for that with their comfort and facility with magic. 

The people of Agratica are more open to relationships with merfolk, and therefore more mixed-blood individuals and families inhabit this land. Many of these live in the great coastal city of Aquatica, whose dwelling spaces above and below the tides allow home spaces for many complex and powerful families and their various swimming and non-swimming relatives. The city of Aquatica hosts summertime open-air markets largely unbothered by the weather. 

Other races beyond humans and merfolk inhabit Agratica: Most notably for these stories, not far from Aquatica lies the Devlag forest, home of the magical race of the Sangi, masters of the woods. 

The characters of Agratica who most often show up in these Mermaid Magic Tales are:

Jaire, a prince of the sea who becomes interested in a half-human half-mermaid young woman being raised by the Sangi. 

Dari, potential love interest to Jaire and cast-off noblewoman of the human race. She cannot turn her legs into a tail. She has been surprised to attract the friendship of the mer prince Jaire, and feels her future is for now uncertain. 

Luma, a mermaid daughter of a wealthy family, who is figuring out what kind of mark she wants to make on the local social and business scene, and how to direct her formidable personality to her greatest advantage. 

Tagiba, a mermaid from a rural family whose knowledge from one generation to the next is shared mainly by oral traditions. She is named after the lead character of a grand historical epic, whose heroic legacy she occasionally lives up to. 

The stories of this omnibus are listed below in the order they appear, with headers noting which books they were originally published in, a brief blurb on each story, and a notation on whether each story is set in Breadcove Bay or Agratica. 

Stories from Mermen and Maidens: Mermaid Magic Tales, Vol. 4. 

​“Rescue Mission to Emerald Lake” finds Maynson guided by a mer angel to help a captive merman. (Breadcove Bay)

In “Merman at the Market,” Jaire hopes to find a gift for the girl he likes . . . and meets someone unexpected. (Agratica)

In “The Flying Merman,” the Archamen becomes ensnared by women of a surprising species. (Agratica)

“The Cast-Offs at Half-Crescent Hill” finds Dari on a supply run for half-blood orphaned children . . . on a night when their merfolk parents rise to the surface. (Agratica)

And “First Walk on Land” explores what happens when Jaire decides to become a land-walking merman . . . by going to a questionable source. (Agratica)

Stories from When the Sea Kisses Land: Tales of Siren Song, Mermaid Magic Tales, Vol. 5. 

“Leora’s Duet” finds Leora unexpectedly catching the attention of an unlikely man. (Breadcove Bay)

In “Tagiba’s Silent Melody,” Tagiba confronts the loss of her voice. (Agratica)

In “Maryssa’s Love Song,” a jaded mermaid surprises herself by accepting a date. (Breadcove Bay)

In “The Archamen’s Greatest Solo,” a merman with a voice of gold receives an unusual once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, with a catch. (Breadcove Bay)

And “First Song, First Dance” explores what happens when Jaire sneaks into a Sangi gathering . . . without an invitation. (Agratica)

In Anchored to the Deep: Mermaid Magic Tales, Vol. 6, we move a little past the typical domain of the short story format. Each story here is told from a different point of view, but all flow together to advance the story of an overarching narrative. This book is like a brook that holds the babble of many voices, flowing forward in a single whole. 

In “The Sea King’s Family Portrait,” Bearded Jeziah contemplates his family and who he wants to hold in his good favor. (Deep ocean)

In “Beryl’s Great Treasure,” Jaire returns to visit his family’s sea cave, at the insistent summons of his mother. (Deep ocean) 

“Tagiba’s Star Jewel” finds Tagiba, now voiceless, on a quest to find out how far the power from her gift from the stars will go. (Agratica)

“Queen of Water” follow’s Leora’s surprising call to witness a long-missing regal figure. (Cross-over story from Breadcove Bay to Agratica) 

And in “Diamond of the Deep,” the realm-holder of Grayfin Island faces his role as a pawn in the power moves of merfolk royalty. (Agratica)

These short stories follow the continuing adventures, misadventures, triumphs, and challenges of the merfolk of Breadcove Bay and Agratica—and the people who share their realms. 

Ready to dive in? 

Enjoy the stories! 

Cheers,

Rebecca
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Mermen and Maidens

Mermaid Magic Tales, Vol. 4
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Mermen and their escapades on the dry-lander world have shown up in some of my other works. This short story collection comes at the topic with a generally light-hearted attitude. 

This book of short stories returns us to the realms of Breadcove Bay, Agratica, and mermaid clans to explore some relationship dynamics between mermen and the dry-land women they interact with. 

Mermaids might be more popular and storied than their merman counterpart in our culture, but mermen deserve to have their stories told too. 

Here’s a sneak peak of the stories you’ll find in this book. 

“Rescue Mission to Emerald Lake” finds Maynson guided by a mer angel to help a captive merman. 

In “Merman at the Market,” Jaire hopes to find a gift for the girl he likes . . . and meets someone unexpected. 

In “The Flying Merman,” the Archamen becomes ensnared by women of a surprising species. 

“The Cast-Offs at Half-Crescent Hill” finds Dari on a supply run for half-blood orphaned children . . . on a night when their merfolk parents rise to the surface. 

And “First Walk on Land” explores what happens when Jaire decides to become a land-walking merman . . . by going to a questionable source. 

These five new short stories explore mermen—and some of their many adventures. 

Ready to dive in? 

Enjoy the stories. 

Cheers,

Rebecca

P.S. At the end of this book, you will find the opening of “Leora’s Duet,” a sneak preview of the first story from Tales of Siren Song: Mermaid Magic Tales, Volume 5.
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Rescue Mission to Emerald Lake

by R.S. Kellogg
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Maynson, undergraduate student in the discipline of Water, stood on the lip of a grassy hill that dropped down to the rocky beach of Emerald Lake. 

He held in one cold, mittened hand a glowing cup. 

The chill of the air stung his ears. He sniffled; his nose had started to drip. The scents of the Forest of Beyond behind him, from which he had just emerged, lingered on the air here—he could smell sharp pine, decomposing logs, and earthy moss. 

The wind moaned as it played over the water of the lake and whipped through the tops of the trees. The breeze brushed his hair up from his face and sent a chill through him. At Maynson’s back, the great trees of the Forest of Beyond rustled their branches in the wind—a shivery sound that suited how he felt very well. 

Emerald Lake was a hike of half an hour from the walls of Borealis University and Maynson’s dorm room. He felt grateful to be wearing his warm coat, but regretted not putting on his thicker socks for the trek out, and ruefully reflected that his warmest socks were far enough away now that he couldn’t easily retrieve them for this adventure. 

As his hair moved with the wind, Maynson tucked his scarf a little bit more tightly into his jacket to secure it into place, sparing a glance up at the clouds which spackled the sky and blocked some of the sun, and noticing that they made the day feel even colder than it might have otherwise been. 

The cloud covering didn’t look like rain, so that was a relief at least. 

He glanced at the lake. 

On the rocky beach below, water sprayed against the rocks. 

It was not a tame day on the lake, and it felt colder here, beyond the shelter of the tree-lined path through the forest. 

His walk through the forest had been grounding, really. 

Stabilizing. 

Which he had needed, given the conversation he’d been having that morning with the being in the cup in his hand. 

Nudging his glasses up his nose with a couple fingers sheathed in the knit of his beige mittens, Maynson lifted the cup and stared at the tiny winged figure in the water inside the glass. 

The little glowing mer angel waved cheerily back at him, curling his tail in a circle in the cold water of the cup and tucking his little wings around himself as if for an added measure of warmth. 

Though Maynson was fixated on studying the small figure of the pearlescent mer angel, who was now looking in all directions to assess the scenery with very big eyes for such a small being, he was still aware as if at a distance of the chipper birdsong in the nearby trees, and the whir of wings. 

A half-smile tugged at his face. He wondered whether this mer angel could fly in the air, or only in water. 

It was cold, and if Maynson hadn’t been traveling following the insistence of the mer angel, he probably would have chosen to stay inside—to leave his cozy dorm room only in order to go to his classes. 

The open world out here beyond the walls of Borealis University had an edge to it today, and even the sun didn’t look cheerful. 

Come to think of it, even though the mer angel had a cheerful smile, the little being also appeared tense to him. 

Maynson didn’t have a strong understanding of the role of mer angels within the mer realm, and this was certainly the first time he had come across such a being. 

His understanding was that the mer angels kept watch over the wellbeing of the mer creatures—the mermen and mermaids, especially. He supposed that they were supposed to keep them from danger—that sort of thing. And maybe to also imbue the mer creatures with an inner peace. 

Wasn’t he just lucky to have happened upon this one this morning? He sighed with satisfaction at the thought of being the host of a genuine mer angel. 

Shivering to himself, he squinted in at the little being, curious whether anything about it would appear to have an especially holy gravitas, or offer him a sense of wonder or a connection to the higher realms. 

The being in the cup certainly shone, but he didn’t appear to Maynson to have any sense of inner peace. 

If anything, the mer angel looked nervous. 

That morning, when Maynson had scooped up the mer angel in his glowing cup outside the dorm room of his friend Leora, and the mer angel had told Maynson that they needed to rescue a being from the bottom of Emerald Lake, Maynson had felt flattered to have been pressed into a rescue mission which was apparently of some importance. 

He had listened impassively as the mer angel told him a story of a poor merman imprisoned beneath the lake, and the glory that awaited the person who saved him, and how Maynson himself might be just the hero called for in these very unusual, and indeed very trying times. 

Maynson had flushed with the satisfaction of being thought as a person of supreme importance and help for this divine little angel, and had happily followed along for the adventure, retrieving his scarf and mittens first from his dorm room, and then trudging out through the gates of Borealis University with the little creature snug in the cup, which he had tucked into the big pocket of his coat as a measure of concealment. 

As he’d left the grounds of the university, he’d waved to the Luminator, the tall woman who taught classes on Fire in her incredible workshop near the back gate. 

“Where are you going this cold morning, alone?” she’d called out to him, with a searching gaze. 

“On a rescue mission,” he’d said jauntily. 

“Rescuing who?” she’d asked, eyes narrowed. 

“A friend of the mers,” he’d replied. 

“Where?” she’d asked sharply. But at that moment, she’d gotten swarmed with a knot of students as a class gathered to file into her room. As she greeted them and moved to get past them to further interrogate Maynson, the small being in the cup in his pocket had let out a loud clearing of its throat. 

“A-HEM,” it had said. “We’d best to get going. That poor creature has been down there for so long. He deserves not to be down there any longer, wouldn’t you agree?” 

“I suppose not,” Maynson had said, not taking into account that mermen generally lived below water to begin with. He was startled into taking another few steps forward through the gate. 

“Onward, my hero!” called the little voice, and Maynson strutted out into the woods directly, pleased as could be by the fine honor that the beatific being was bestowing on his shoulders. 

“Wait!” he thought he heard the voice of the Luminator call out behind him, and he could have sworn he caught her image in his peripheral vision—reaching an arm toward him as he headed out. 

But the little being in the cup had been singing a marching melody, driving him forward, encouraging him to keep going into the great unknown—one step, and then another step, putting one foot after another in a jaunty march that carried him right out into the thick of the woods, feeling grateful for the snug scarf around his neck and the warm coat encasing his body. He felt grateful that he’d sprung for the longish coat which went down nearly to his knees. 

But now, at the side of the lake itself, Maynson was wishing again that he’d thought to bring his warmer socks. His toes were freezing. 

“All right,” he said to the little glowing figure in the cup. “We’re here.” He sighed with contentment, chest puffing up like a hero indeed to have been the conveyer of this little mer angel to the site of this daring rescue. “I’ll just go down to the lake’s edge and set you into the water, hey? And then you can be on with your rescue. It’s sure been a great feeling to be your hero and carry you out here today, your honor.” 

The mer angel looked panic-stricken, moving back and forth within the glass in an agitated manner. 

“What do you mean, you’ll put me into the water?” he asked. “You’re the hero here. I’m just the messenger.”

Mayson furrowed his brow. “I’m a human, see?” he said. “I’m not some full-blooded landwalking merman or even a half-blood. I can’t turn legs into tail and go swimming down to retrieve your friend. Or is he your client? I’m not entirely sure how the mer angel thing works.” 

The mer angel avoided the question. “I thought you were a Water student,” he said. 

Maynson snorted with amusement. “I’m not in the advanced classes yet,” he said mildly. “I have no way to personally retrieve someone from the bottom of the lake.”

“Oh, dear,” said the mer angel gravely. 

Maynson felt torn between a feeling of chagrin that he may have misled this heavenly creature as to his actual ability level and a sense of irritation that the mer angel apparently lacked basic assessment skills for landwalking beings and had assumed that whoever he retrieved would be actually able to help him take care of the task he wanted solved. 

“Anyway, I thought you just wanted a ride to the lake,” Maynson said. “You’re supposed to be magical, right? So if I set you down in the water, you should be able to do something.” 

The mer angel scowled at him, a look fierce enough that if Maynson leaned away. If he hadn’t been holding the little cup that the creature was inhabiting, he would have taken a step back. 

“I suppose that you’ll have to take me back to the school,” said the mer angel wistfully, in a remote tone of voice. “And I shall have to start all over again to suss somebody out who can help.” 

“Wait,” Maynson said tightly. “I thought you said some merman fellow had been imprisoned underneath that lake for quite some time, and you thought he needed to be let out of there immediately. Isn’t that how it is?” 

“Well, I mean if you can’t help me, I’m certainly not able to move the lake myself. I didn’t mean—” the mer angel swam in tight circles around the glass, looking highly agitated. 

The tableau of Mayson giving the stink-eye to the little critter in the glass while the mer angel looked helplessly for someplace to hide was interrupted by the soft crunching sound of a pair of boots over the fallen leaves, and the exasperated sigh of a woman. 

Maynson glanced back to see Leora, lovely Leora, wearing a bright pink scarf that trailed in the wind above her green coat, tall gray boots, and an expression that looked more murderous than anything he’d seen on the faces of even the most tempestuous of his teachers at Borealis University. 

Despite this, he smiled at her, and sighed with relief that it appeared someone who might know something more about the mysterious world of mer angels and their mission than he did had suddenly arrived. 

Maybe she was the hero that they’d been waiting for. 

“Maynson, what are you doing out here?” asked Leora, in a surprisingly even tone of voice for someone looking as irritated as she did. 

“Oh good, you’re here,” Maynson said, in a tone of relief. “This little fellow says there’s a creature at the bottom of Emerald Lake down there, and that we need to save him immediately.” 

“Does he now?” Leora’s tone had moved from neutral to scathing, and the little mer angel flinched inside of the glass. 

“How did you know I was here?” Maynson asked absently, straightening his scarf in a reflexive gesture to try and set at ease a female authority figure. Leora was his friend, but sometimes he had the uncanny sense that she was worlds above him in some ways. 

“The Luminator sent me out to find you when I showed up for her class today,” Leora said tightly. “She suspected you may be headed for the lake, and she asked me to fetch you quickly. I’m not missing any more school than I have to for this foolishness. Let’s go back.” 

Leora wasn’t using any mer song that Maynson was aware of, but he was always swayed by her compelling wishes. 

He turned and headed back toward the woods, and toward Leora, his shoulders slumping with relief. 

But even as he started to take a few steps away from the lake, a deep gurgling sound from the waters seemed to rise up like the agonized moans of a man. 

“I have been here enough already, set me free!” rasped a deep, yearning voice. 

Maynson glanced back at the lake. “What was that?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” said Leora primly, staring straight at Maynson. “The wildness of the winds, the weird water in the changing tides. Come with me, Maynson. Now.” She extended her hand toward him. Her fingers were cloaked in tidy, fashionable gray gloves, long and sleek. He reached out his chunky mitten in her direction. 

“If you leave me now, you confounded mer angel imposter, I’ll file a complaint!” hissed the voice from the lake. 

Maynson glanced at the being in the cup. The water of the glass was now glowing a striking shade of pink—was the mer angel flushing with embarrassment?—and the tiny creature was swimming around in maddened circles with his hands over his ears as if trying to shut something out. The tiny face was all scrunched up as it wiggled back and forth. Maynson was bemused that the creature hadn’t actually worked up a foam in the water. 

“Come now,” Leora said, gesturing with her fingers. 

Well, who can resist a mermaid, after all, when she asks you to come along with her? Especially when her request is aligning with your best good sense, and asking you to walk away from the talking lake and the mysterious quest to save a being imprisoned below it who is disquietingly not limited to being heard below the water? 

Maynson happily headed for Leora. 

“I’m going to count,” said the voice in the lake. 

“Wait!” shrieked the mer angel. “Fine. Toss me in the lake! Toss me into the lake!” 

Leora shook her head. “Don’t do it,” she said. “Sounds like trouble to me.” 

Maynson hesitated. 

The mer angel wasn’t waiting another beat. He launched himself up from the cup, flapping his little wings wildly and arching through the air into the lake, where he fell with a little tiny splash against the churning water near the rocks. 

“That’s done it now,” said Leora with a groan. “We had better head away from here directly, I expect.” 

She turned and headed toward the trees, but Maynson couldn’t help but spare a glance behind him at the water. 

He saw a streak of light below the waves, a glimpse of golden scales. And then a tremendous mer angel poked his head up above the water, and splashed his great tail. This being was now three times the height of Leora, and flapped its great wings triumphantly, a figure that looked terrifyingly large in the lake, and something perhaps more like an angelic monster than an actual angel. 

“Let’s run,” said Leora, glancing back to see what had caught Maynson’s attention. 

She grabbed his mittened hand. 

The two of them bolted through the trees as behind them they heard a cacophony of sounds: 

First, the mer angel, whose voice though deeper now was still quite unmistakable, calling into the water: 

“I’ve come to find you, my friend! Just like I promised I would!” 

Followed by a splash as apparently the mer angel dove beneath the waves. 

Then: 

An attack-like yell in Maryssa the Mermaid’s voice, which started on a low note and then built into a higher one that shook with an unholy vibrato. 

At the sound of Maryssa’s voice, Leora stopped Maynson, and pulled him off to the side of the trail, then yanked him down to crouch with her at the side of a great boulder, where light snow rested, which crunched beneath their feet and chilled Maynson’s bottom and feet as he squatted uncomfortably in the shade of the forest, trying to will himself to be invisible. 

“You’ve come to steal my treasure!” shrieked Maryssa the Mermaid in a thrilling, threatening voice that set Maynson’s heart beating wildly. “Who are you to be so bold?”

Leora and Maynson shifted upward, peering over the top of the boulder and watching as the giant mer angel emerged from the water, larger now still than he’d been before, holding aloft in one triumphant fist a battered cage, with a forlorn merman flopping about inside of it like the catch of the day, while Maryssa, who was in mermaid form, pulled herself up onto a rock at the edge of the lake. 

The mer angel shook the cage, and merman inside groaned at him to stop. 

“I’m here to free you,” the mer angel said. “Oh wait. Maryssa, do you have the keys to this thing?”

“Why would I give you the keys if I had them?” asked Maryssa tartly. 

“So you could be the hero of the day, and help save this poor creature!” the mer angel said triumphantly. 

Behind the boulder, Leora said softly, “He should really quit playing the ‘don’t you want to be a hero’ card. It’s not getting him as far as he’d like it to.”

“What if I don’t want to be the hero?” Maryssa said. “What if I’m the one who put him in there?” 

The mer angel looked conflicted for a moment, then his face cleared. “It’s your chance at redemption!” said the mer angel. “To become a better mermaid!” 

Maryssa stared at the mer angel, an enormous bright-glowing being, and he stared down at her. 

Despite the height difference, Maryssa’s glare seemed to outmatch that of the mer angel’s by an intensity level of about five to one. 

“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do,” Maryssa said to the mer angel. “I’m going to sing you into a stupor and then cut you up into bait-sized pieces.” 

“You wouldn’t!” squeaked the mer angel, moving backward through the lake, and jostling the poor merman as he hauled the cage with him. The bottom of the cage was now dragging through the water. 

“Watch me,” said Maryssa, and dropped into a mermaid song, a wordless crooning, of a terrible nature. 

Despite himself, the mer angel moaned, and headed for Maryssa. 

At the boulder, Leora’s shoulders tightened. “Okay, I can’t just let her do this now that I’m right here,” she said resignedly. She scrambled for some dirt beneath the snow, and packed Maynson’s ears with it. 

Maynson fancied that she did so almost tenderly. 

He was aware of the mythos of mersong. How ears packed with dirt were immune to mersong. 

She pushed him back against the boulder, her smooth gray gloves firm against his shoulders, giving him an intense look that clearly communicated “Wait here.” 

And then she was traipsing back up the path toward the lake. 

Even through the mud, he could hear Leora’s song rise, and meet Maryssa’s mid-song, and it seemed to Maynson he almost could see the texture of the song in the air—Maryssa’s song notes red as they flung themselves through the air at the mer angel, and Leora’s notes blue as they flew to intervene. 

Both songs tangled and fell down into the water, and the mer angel took advantage of the distraction to haul himself and his snatched prize free from the waves. 

Maryssa startled and turned her head toward Leora, and her voice rose up with the power of the lake—a command spell, Maynson could feel it in his bones, and he shivered, and wrapped his arms around him, feeling grateful for the mud which was in his ears. 

Leora held up one hand and countered, singing a simple spell that dispersed whatever strength of song Maryssa had sent in her direction. 

Looking pale, Maryssa glanced about her from side to side, and then, with a renewed determination, rocked forward on the weight of her arms, singing with the full power of the lake at her back—a crushing song that rose toward Leora like a tidal wave. 

Maynson, who knew enough of water songs to be able to decipher what was happening, watched the song come and his heart ached. 

He knew it spelled death for his friend. 

He had a sinking feeling within the pit of his stomach, that somehow this whole thing may have been a trap to lure Leora out to face Maryssa, and to give Maryssa the justification to unleash something on the younger mermaid. 

He’d heard that the two were from competing clans. 

He hadn’t known how fiercely competing mer clans could face off with each other until that moment in time. 

Desperate, his gaze sought out Leora, and he steeled himself to be willing to watch her now, to witness her final moments. It was the least he could do as her friend. His heart felt heavy and afraid. 

But Leora looked calm, pristine even. 

She smiled at Maryssa, then raised both her arms up in a great arc over her head, and water formed around her as her fingers trailed through the air—a great bubble—which caught the crushing song from Maryssa, and knocked it aside to the earth as the bubble popped. A great gash remained on the trail where the cruel song had fell. 

And then Leora opened her mouth and sang. Her whole heart was in it, her whole being, her whole vibrant spirit. 

Maynson could have sworn that somehow, all the oceans in the world awakened to the sound of that song. It was like a lover calling to her beloved to rise up and meet her, and the power of the oceans came. 

Leora’s voice rose to a higher register, and Maynson had a sense of the rivers of the world awakening their own power and coming to meet Leora and her song, blending with her, binding their power with her words—the vast power of the strong, wide rivers, and the softer, gentler power over time of the trickling streams. 

And then Leora’s voice shoved out like a wave, sending all the power of the waters of the world forward, and knocking Maryssa neatly back into the lake. 

The water looked flat where the water of the words fell, and the mer angel took the opportunity to fly across the path to settle down in between Leora and Maynson. 

“We made it!” the mer angel said, dropping the cage next to him. 

Something about the jolt of the drop must have jarred the lock free, for the door fell open with a ghastly creak and a clank. 
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