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Byron Bronzebow 

A good-looking hero who carries a bronze bow. Known in history for his care for the poor and needy.

Deathless Pirate 

Known for his love of treasure and invulnerability and recognized by his hook for a hand and belt of human skulls.

Grandfather Timeless 

Based in the Timekeepers religion he is known for his high hat, long black coat and golden waistcoat. He is Time in human form subjecting all to his will.

King Abelmeyer the One-Eyed 

Known for his single eye and broken crown, King Abelmeyer united the five cities of the Dragonblood Plains in the alliance that lasts today.

Lady Sacrifice 

Known for her loveliness, innocence and sacrifice for the people, she is usually clad in a white dress.

Lila Cherrylocks 

A master thief and trickster. Known for her long cherry-red locks, deft skills, and adventurous spirit.

Maid Chaos (Reborn)

The right hand of Death. Known for destruction, death and the golden breastplate she wears.

Queen Mer (Dead)

Queen of the Sea and mother to the Waverunners. Queen Mer is known for her revenge upon man in the form of hurricanes and typhoons and for the shells, scales, and seaweed that she wears.

Ram the Hunter 

The unspoken Legend. Not mentioned in the Dragonblood Plains except in whispers, he is known for slaying dragons and going insane in the aftermath.

???

New Legend added by the Retribution in Choan.

[image: A picture containing clothing
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“They came down like a flood. People, people with purple eyes and wild tales of salvation. And we took them in and made them one with us until the first dragons came down from the mountains. We realized our mistake too late. Realized the folly of our mercy only after our children lay dead and our homes burned. But we could not remove the people of the dragons, because we needed their blood to quell the scourge.” 

- Tales of the Dragonblooded










“Swim, swim, boat in the sea,

Swim, swim, dragon in the sky,

Swim, swim soul in the stars,

Swim for me tonight.”

- Songs of the Retribution
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1: Too Silent
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Marielle

“I think it’s time to realize that the Legends – all of them – are enemies,” Tamerlan said through chattering teeth.

“They aren’t enemies or allies. They are just ... things. Tools. Options,” Etienne said, half distracted as he searched a closet and came out with a long fur cloak. He was fastening it around his neck and pinning it with a cloak pin before he was finished speaking. “Can you smell more fur in the house?”

“On the floor above us,” Marielle said. The way the house swayed and the boards above them creaked made her nervous, but the air was growing colder by the second and if they didn’t find proper clothing they’d die of the elements before the dragon could finish destroying the city by flying with it on his back. “I’ll go. I’m lighter than either of you.”

“I don’t think that you should,” Tamerlan objected, but his overprotectiveness wasn’t helping. He’d stayed right beside her in the hours since he freed her from the clock, his gaze barely leaving her – as if he was afraid that she would evaporate if he looked away. The sweetness in his eyes was almost too overwhelming. She shied away from it, afraid of what it could do to her while there were still battles to fight and cities to save. While he was still deeply addicted to a deadly magic habit.

“I’m an officer of the Jingen City Watch – or I was,” Marielle said, feeling her cheeks blushing even in the cold. She’d never have that title again. She’d lost it when she’d failed to be sacrificed. “I can take risks. I’m not made of glass.”

Tamerlan muttered something under his breath – likely a curse by the way his hands tightened around the sword handle at his side. His affection and protectiveness were understandable, but if she let that rule her, he’d stifle the life out of her. She needed the ability to still take risks on her own. He’d have to learn to deal with that if they ... but her mind stuttered over the idea that there was more to their relationship than friendship. Just because she’d spent time in his head, in his past, in his heart, didn’t mean that she should expect anything from him. He might just be this obsessed with her out of guilt. 

And yet those thoughts felt hollow. She knew him. She’d been with him in his mind. His love for her was real. And so were those burning emotions in his eyes.

She swallowed, not sure how to manage this level of intensity between them while still achieving their goals. It was like lightning bolts were connecting them, sizzling with power and destructive energy. And she loved the way it made her feel like she was tingling from the inside out. 

“Why don’t you tell me about how the Legends are our enemies while I try to negotiate what’s left of the staircase?” Marielle suggested, picking her way through the rubble of what had once been a fine guild house to the stairway and trying to ignore the way her heart seemed to skip a beat when she brushed past him or how he half-closed his eyes as if to savor that barest touch. 

Many of the stairs were missing, shaken to pieces by the movement of the city, and the few that were left wavered dangerously, ready to give at a moment’s notice.

She swallowed. It had been hard to find warm clothing in the city, even with her ability to smell wool and fur. The Dragonblood Plains were warm enough not to need the heavy clothing of the mountains even in the dead of winter fur was rare. They’d had more luck in finding wool stockings and cowls, but they needed fur. And she could smell it above – the musky scent left smoky tendrils through the air.

“Isn’t it obvious how they are enemies?” Etienne said coldly. “They stole Anglarok and Liandari from us.”

“I think, they’ve always been playing us – playing me.” Tamerlan’s voice was steadier without the smoke, though his hands shook from withdrawal. 

Last night when they’d huddled in the corner of a freezing building trying to wait out the shaking and cold, his hands had shaken so badly that Etienne had told him sharply that he had a problem. Tamerlan hadn’t denied it. 

“Do you still think I’m insane?” he’d asked the other man. At least he knew, even if it did him no good to know. He’d keep smoking until it killed them all – if he had to. And it was shattering him.

“Yes,” Etienne said harshly. “But I will work with the insane if that is all I have.”

Marielle swallowed, coming back to the present. She was in love with a man who was losing his mind – she’d realized that in the dark of the night. She was deeply in love with an insane man. That should worry her. Instead, all she could think was that there had to be a way to fulfill her promise to him – that she would put his pieces back together again.

“They know so much more than we do about how this world was built,” Tamerlan was saying about the Legends. “About where the dragons come from and what makes them rise, about how the Legends were made. They can make us dance to their tune without any way to fight back. That’s what they’ve been doing with me all along. I need them. I need the power they give me, but they’re also the enemy.”

“Strange thought coming from you, Alchemist,” Etienne said. From the moment they’d pulled her from the clock, Marielle had seen that the strange balance of friendship and tension between the two of them. Insanity bred mistrust. “I thought that if anyone was a Legend-lover it would be you.”

“Don’t mistake necessity for love,” Tamerlan said mildly, but there was a bite behind his words. He was edgy without the spice he smoked. It turned him from the sweet soul Marielle knew he had inside to a sharp-eyed desperate man. And yet under that were still those sudden glimpses at the softness of his heart, the sweetness of his soul.

“So, the Legends are enemies,” Marielle said, wincing at a cracking sound as she stepped up onto the next stair. She tested her weight, but it seemed to be holding, so carefully, she took another step. “Or, at the very least tools like Etienne says. What does that mean to us? Can we just avoid them now that we have all the other dragons chained again and only this one underneath us to worry about?”

Her voice faltered a bit at the end. She didn’t like remembering that they were flying on the back of a dragon. It gave her chills. What if the dragon decided to roll in the air like a fish in the sea? They’d all fall to their deaths.

“I don’t think so,” Tamerlan said calmly. “And that’s why I’m worried. What about that new Maid Chaos we found? What about the new Legend that the Retribution created in Choan to deal with that city? Can they be contained like the others? It worries me how easily the other Legends were found and dispatched. Do you think that Grandfather Time could have killed other Legends that we didn’t know about?”

“Yes,” Etienne said, and Marielle looked back to see him and Tamerlan with eyes locked on each other and strained expressions. Etienne’s lip curled as he said it and Tamerlan sighed so loud that Marielle could hear his sigh even from halfway up the stairs.

“You can hear him,” Tamerlan breathed, his face white. “Now that he’s back in the clock he’s in your head, isn’t he?”

“Who can he hear?” Marielle asked, but her foot fell through the wood of the step. She reached out, catching the banister as the stair she was on and the ones below fell from the wall, smashing into the ground below. The banister was shaking, pulling, twisting.

She realized it was about to fall right before it did, smelling the problem in the wood before her mind could even process it. She leapt to the next step, taking the last four at a run. Either she’d make it, or she’d fall, but trying to go slow at this point would be a sure disaster.

She hit the landing with one foot as the rest of the stairs fell, leaving her teetering on the edge before she flung herself forward across the dusty landing. 

She sat up, coughing, clutching her ribs. That had hurt.

Below her, the others were coughing, too. 

“Tamerlan?” she called, and then belatedly, “Etienne?”

“Are you hurt?” Tamerlan called back between coughing fits while Etienne called, “We’re fine!”

Two very different men. 

She shook her head. The floor felt ... unstable. That wasn’t good. Carefully, she pulled herself to her feet and took a wobbling step toward the scent of the furs.

“I’m going after the fur,” she called down. “You two should get out before this place comes down on you.”

“Jump down and I’ll catch you!” Tamerlan offered. 

She ignored his offer. He’d always sacrifice what he needed for someone else. She didn’t want him to die of cold before they chained this last dragon. They had to think practically. And yet, he was barely holding off madness with a thousand voices in his head, and yet he was taking time to show her kindness. She shook her head. His tender heart left him vulnerable in a thousand ways.

She carefully picked her way along the corridor toward the scent of the furs. The house was in disarray. The residents could have left at any time, but it was likely that the smoke from the fires that tore through Choan was what had prompted them to leave. This upper floor hadn’t even been touched by flame, but black soot coated everything. That was the problem in H’yi. Finding supplies was nearly impossible in a city half-burned. Even the districts that hadn’t been ravaged by flame were so heavily coated in soot that finding food or water of any kind was nearly impossible. 

They were all thirsty. They were all cold. They were all hungry. She needed to calm down and stop feeling like every one of her emotions were untrustworthy and every sensation was a threat to her. It was just hard to get over being in the clock for two months. Hard to get used to having a body again – especially one that was constantly responding to Tamerlan’s gentle voice and burning gaze. 

She shook her head. She was here for furs. She could sort out emotions later. 

But she had a bad feeling that if she didn’t sort them out soon then she was going to damage any chance she had of saving Tamerlan from himself. She knew she wanted that – wanted it almost more than to save the cities of the Dragonblood Plains from themselves. Was everything so bent on its own destruction?

It’s just that she felt confused by that desire. She kept feeling like she was missing parts of her mind since exiting the clock – like having lost the ability to jump from time to time and space to space had also lost her the ability to keep it all straight. She’d never been so invested in personal things before. She’d thought justice was more important than personal love or faithfulness. And more than that, it was as if having lost the ability to ride around in Tamerlan’s mind had erected an impenetrable barrier between them, leaving her confused and frustrated.

There!

She opened a closet. There was less soot in the small, tight space, but there was a thick grey fur cloak – wolf, perhaps – that she quickly wrapped around herself. Reaching in, she drew out a larger one, also wolf, but with more black in the fur and a slight golden hue. That would do for Tamerlan. There was one more – a dark brown robe with a deep hood. Quickly, she grabbed them both and hurried to the window. This must have been quite the guild house at some point. This room had a balcony. She opened the wide soot-stained window and stepped out to the narrow balcony.

“Catch,” she called to the two figures below, throwing the fur cloaks down but before she could consider how she might want to get down, her eyes were drawn away to a figure in the distance, clinging to the spire of one of the last towers still standing. From this distance, she couldn’t make out who it was but whoever was watching her ducked into the tower the moment her eyes caught him.

Her heart raced as he disappeared. Was it Liandari or Anglarok? Why was he watching from the spire – were they being stalked by a Legend? That couldn’t be good. Her throat felt dry at the thought. It would be even worse if it was someone else out there in this ruined city. Someone they didn’t know. But no one would stay in a ruin like this – would they?

She swallowed roughly as the dragon dipped so suddenly that her heart was in her throat, her head swimming. She lost her balance, tumbling from the balcony to the street below.
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2: On a Dragon’s Back 
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Tamerlan

“It will be Winterfast at home soon,” Etienne said as they stood outside the building. It was strange how much he whipsawed back and forth between utter condemnation of Tamerlan and companionability. “I suppose it will be Winterfast here, too, but while the rest of the Dragonblooded Plains might fast for two days, we will be fasting indefinitely.”

“Marielle said she could smell preserves somewhere,” Tamerlan said. He couldn’t tear his eyes off the windows of the floor above. The whole structure shook with every step Marielle made. She shouldn’t be up there, but he’d sensed the warning in her words when she told him she was doing this. She didn’t want him protecting her when she could do it herself. It felt – wrong – after his obsession with saving her for the past two months. He felt hollow without that in sight. 

And yet you aren’t hollow, pretty man, and this game isn’t over. You are still ours, willingly or unwillingly. 

Unwillingly today. Though of all the Legends, he probably liked Lila the most. 

Be glad you aren’t that other one – the pretty one with the black hair. I can hear the lies the Grandfather whispers to him. They are not pleasant at all. 

Tamerlan clenched his jaw. Was the Grandfather really whispering lies into Etienne’s ears? Or was Lila whispering lies into Tamerlan’s ears to bend Tamerlan to her will? She’d done it before.

When have I ever lied to you?

When she tried to force him to smoke and bring her back to the world.

That’s good for both of us. Her tone sounded almost vicious now that he knew what was behind it. Don’t be a fool. It would be better for you to succumb to me than to anyone else. Soon, the decision will no longer be yours.

“Etienne, the Legends,” he began, but his attention was stolen away before he could continue.

He felt a tugging, like a sixth sense and he looked up just in time to see Marielle at the edge of the balcony above.

“Catch!” she called and a cloak dropped down from the sky right before the bottom seemed to drop out of both the street and his stomach as they plummeted through the air. He was never going to get used to riding on the back of a dragon the size of a city. He felt his stomach flip. The thought of their precarious position made it tumble like those cloaks.

Dragon. Ram rumbled in his mind but Tamerlan wasn’t paying attention. His eyes had never left Marielle. He gasped as she slipped from the balcony and through the air.

His heart jumped into his throat. He leapt forward, arms stretched out. 

Could he catch her without hurting them both?

Before he could finish thinking it, she was hitting his arms and he clung to her the second he felt her, gritting his teeth as he tried to absorb her weight in his knees and ankles. He took most of it, but he stumbled and they both fell to the ground, tangled up in her wolf cloak. He rolled under her as he fell, taking the hit on his shoulder and grunting as the wound in his leg flared from the impact.

Marielle landed on his chest, her small frame quivering – whether from shock or fear he didn’t know. He released her immediately, his hands refusing to hold her unless she willed it. He never wanted to see her imprisoned again, not by him, not by anyone. A flash of guilt rushed through him even though another part of him ached to hold her, to pull her into his embrace.

He swallowed down the question on his lips – the desperate need to know if she was hurt. She hadn’t liked it the last time. He had to be careful. He had to protect her from everything – even from himself – especially from himself. If he was really mad, like Etienne thought, then he needed to give her the chance to stay away from him – to stay safe from his madness.

He drew in a breath quivering with pent up desire – not for her physical body, oh it was so much worse than that now. He knew that what he was trying to conceal was his insatiable need to have the right to ask if she was okay. To possess her heart in the way that made concern for her safety natural, that made sacrificing himself for her normal, that made this obsession of his as simple as breathing. 

He let out his breath in a half-whispered apology. “Sorry.”

Her hair slipped across his face as she pulled herself up, her face flaring hot and red. He bit his lip at the brush of those silky strands. If he lived only a few more days, he wanted to remember this. If all he could reasonably have were those accidental touches, then he would savor every one.

“Thank you,” she said, sincerity and awkwardness warring in her voice. 

Etienne cleared his throat. “You were saying something about the Legends being our enemies, Tamerlan?”

“Yes,” Tamerlan agreed, shaking his head to clear it, pulling himself to his feet and scooping up the cloak Marielle had found for him. He had it pinned around him and his trembling hands back under control before he looked up to meet Etienne’s eyes again. “They’re linked to the dragons and the dragons binding is what keeps the Dragonblood Plains safe. So, one way or another, we will have to deal with the Legends if we’re going to deal with the dragons.”

“Then maybe we should have let Grandfather Timeless kill all their avatars,” Etienne said smoothly. His arms were crossed over his chest and his eyes narrowed. 

Tamerlan knew Etienne was watching for a response, but he couldn’t help it when he flinched from the sudden cursing in his head. 

Dragon’s spit in a cup! Kill him now! Lila sounded shrill. Tamerlan closed his eyes and kept his lips firmly sealed against the words she wanted to pull from him.

The dragons are the enemy, not the Legends. They must be bound! Bound forever by the blood and magic of men! That raving sounded like Ram, but behind it, more voices were screaming in a tangle of sound he couldn’t sort out. It bashed at his mind like an internal hammer.

“Is that you speaking, or the Grandfather, Etienne?” he asked schooling his voice to calmness, eyes still closed. He snapped them open at the last second to see Etienne’s response.

“What are you asking me, Tamerlan?” Etienne asked. It was a challenge.

Tamerlan held up his hands, asking for peace. “We are on the same side. We want the same thing.”

“Do we?” His eyes blazed and Tamerlan’s heart kicked up to another level. Was Etienne going mad, too? Would everyone touched by the Legends go mad now? He could feel his pulse in his neck, pounding so hard he was afraid a vein might burst.

“Of course, we do,” Marielle said, her chiming voice splitting through their tension. Tamerlan could almost feel his body relaxing at her words. “We want to save as many people of the Five Cites as we can. We want the dragons gone or back asleep. We want the Legends to remain on the other side of the Bridge. That’s what we want. Do you agree?”

“Yes,” Tamerlan said, but his eyes were on Etienne, looking for signs that the Grandfather had hold of him. Was it possible that he’d been taken over just like Anglarok and Liandari?

“Yes,” said Etienne, biting off the end of the word, but his assurances weren’t enough for Tamerlan.

He was not taken over. He simply hears the Grandfather like you hear us. Only the Grandfather is less benevolent. Lila sounded wary.

Since when were any of them benevolent?

If you think we are not, then perhaps we have been too lenient.

Her tone in Tamerlan’s head was steel and then someone – he didn’t know which of them – began to scream in the background. He felt the blood draining from his face as he shook his head, trying to make the internal screaming stop. 

It was hard to go insane and know it at the same time. Harder still when you didn’t know if it was your insanity or someone else’s.

“We want the same thing, Marielle,” Tamerlan said as gently as he could while trying to keep the pain of the endless screaming from showing on his face. “Thank you for finding us the furs. Do you think you could help us find what happened to Jhinn?”

He reached down and picked up the second cloak from the ground. If they found Jhinn, he would be cold.

She looked up at the sky, worry painting her face. They were all nervous about the night. Last night had been like a glimpse of hell. No one wanted that again.

“I think there’s enough daylight,” she said uncertainly. “And we owe him that.”

Etienne nodded eagerly, as if he was grateful to focus on something else. Was it possible that he heard the screaming, too?

He held out his hand to Tamerlan. “Peace? At least until we find a way to quell the dragons forever?”

Tamerlan nodded tightly, but he took Etienne’s smaller hand in his giving him a firm handshake. “You know I want that.”

Marielle had already risen up on her tiptoes, nose in the air and eyes closed. She stood motionless for long minutes like that while Tamerlan’s gaze traced the shape of her nose, the curve of her cheeks, the way that her stray hairs swirled in the frigid air. 

The chances of any of them living through this mess – surviving a flight on the back of a dragon – were incredibly slim. He wanted to enjoy every moment of life left with her, even if each tiny joy was laced with vibrant pain and dull sorrow. 

And the acid feeling of madness washing through his brain.

He could never afford to forget what he was now.

“This way,” she said, striding forward over the shaking streets as they followed her. 

Tamerlan kept his eyes on her, admiring her certainty as she moved, enjoying her brisk movements and quick steps. 

“There are others in the ruins,” Etienne said quietly. “I see movements sometimes.”

Tamerlan swallowed. It didn’t help to hear the other man confirm his suspicions. It made it worse, somehow.

“Not just Anglarok and Liandari,” he agreed. “But even if it was just them, we can’t leave them alone to ravage the city. You saw what Anglarok wrote in his blood. He needs help.”

He shivered.

“Why not?” Etienne said tiredly.

“I remember what it was like to live like a passenger in my own mind – to watch my hands kill and torture and be unable to look away. It was living hell.”

“They won’t do that. They’ll just kill the dragon.”

“Can they kill it?”

“Ask Ram. You’re the one with him in your head.”

They won’t. They can’t.

“He doesn’t think they can,” Tamerlan said reluctantly. “Though he’s not much of one for explaining himself.”

Etienne snorted. “Neither is the Grandfather. He issues orders. He lets me know what he has in store for me. He doesn’t explain the whys behind any of it.”

They were following Marielle as she set off across the city, nose in the air, face concentrated as she scented for something very specific – their friend Jhinn. Tamerlan didn’t want to think about what would happen if they found Jhinn anywhere except on the water – or if they didn’t find him at all. What had happened to him in the chaos? It seemed like such a bitter thing that his religion demand that he stay afloat at all times. If he found himself on land – and how could he not in this city? – it would be worse than death for him. Tamerlan swallowed, trying to turn his mind to anything else. 

“And that brings up another problem,” Tamerlan said. “If the Grandfather is back in the clock, why isn’t H’yi on the ground? I thought that he was the avatar keeping this dragon here.”

“Apparently not.”

“Then who is it? We need to know that.”

Etienne nodded. 

“Choan was Maid Chaos until she was killed and this new Legend created,” Marielle said in a distracted voice. Tamerlan started. She’d been listening? He thought she was too absorbed in the hunt. What else had she noticed? Did she know ... did she know he was losing his mind? “Xin was bound by Deathless Pirate. An oddly sacrificial choice for a pirate, don’t you think? But he’s an odd pirate.”

Tamerlan exchanged a brief look with Etienne. The other man shook his head quickly. He didn’t know all of this, either. Marielle kept talking as she led them carefully over a narrow, shaking bridge. Masonry fell in chunks from it as they scurried across. Tamerlan swallowed as they smacked against the dry canal below. There was no water there. There was no water, anywhere. His throat was parched at the mere thought.

“Jingen was bound by Byron Bronzebow – sort of. That bond weakened over time though I don’t know why. Jingen should not have been able to rise when I was spared death, only to wake up. And yet, the dragon rose. Byron showed no hesitation when asked. He was always interested in defending the weak. Maybe he was made a Legend in a different way. And Yan was sealed by King Abelmeyer.”

“And H’yi?” Etienne asked, tension in his voice. 

“H’yi was bound by the Grandfather.”

“Then why isn’t it working?” Etienne asked angrily. “We put him back in the clock. That should keep him sealed. There’s no reason for him to rise!”

“Do you think – ” Tamerlan began but he hesitated. It was only a guess. And a silly one at that. It didn’t make logical sense. But did any of this.

“Spit it out,” Etienne said. 

Tamerlan cleared his throat. They were climbing up the Dragon’s spine now to the base of his neck and the wobbling of his movements seemed even greater here. Tamerlan’s stomach lurched with every tilt of the land beneath his feet. Could there really be more people in the city? What did they think of all of this?

“Do you think that when the Legends leapt out of the clock and took over Liandari and Anglarok that perhaps they broke that pact? That somehow that nullified the hold the clock had on the dragon?”

Etienne shook his head. “It doesn’t make sense.”

“What does make sense?” Tamerlan asked.

“Water!” Marielle’s voice was thick with excitement. “I can smell it just up ahead! 
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3: So Little Water
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Marielle

Water always smelled so ... alive. It was easy to see why Queen Mer’s people revered it. It smelled like life – fecund, thriving life. Even here in the middle of a city that was mostly charcoal, the water was alive. 

If Marielle was being honest, the charcoal of the city had been a welcome relief. There was nothing like charcoal to clean the air of scent and her sensitive nose – freshly freed from the clock – was grateful to be able to settle back into constant scenting with a bit of a reprieve.

But at this moment it didn’t feel like any relief at all. She could smell the water up ahead, but there was a lot more she was smelling, too. 

Fear and desperation pulsed through the air in waves of ginger and acid. The lightning blue of the fear tinging the orange desperation in veins of blue. Her teeth were set on edge immediately, but she couldn’t keep her feet from hurrying after it. 

She could smell Anglarok in the middle of the street as if he was still there. The smell of insanity weaving through his scent was familiar – Legend. And there were more people scents. At least a dozen. They crisscrossed over and through each other. And they were layered up and over as if some of these people had come here multiple times. Interesting. And a little terrifying.

“Ready yourselves,” she breathed, grateful when she heard the sounds of drawn swords behind her. Good. They might need them.

There was the sound of a tiny trickle of water and other sounds – something dull like mud being slapped into place by the handful and the lapping of waves against something wooden. 

And everywhere the scent of fear and a scant overtone of smoky red violence. She held her breath as they turned the corner and then sighed with relief when she was hit full-on with the strawberry scent of genius. 

“Jhinn!” she called aloud before she’d even seen him, but her eyes found him before anything else. 

He was standing with his head tilted slightly as if he was listening to something, but he straightened, wide-eyed at her call. He was in his small boat and his boat was in a fountain pool in the middle of a square. It was large for a fountain pool and the only water Marielle had yet seen – but it was hardly anything to float a gondola on. It was maybe ten times in circumference as the length of the small boat and the edges of the fountain were chipped and broken. It was clear to see that Jhinn was trying to dam it up with debris and mud – but he could only reach what was accessible from leaning outside his small boat. 

“You live,” he said with a grin as they rounded the corner. Even now, even with despair rolling off him in dark puffs of cloud, even now he smiled. “I knew you would live. I knew this couldn’t be the end.”
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