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Introduction
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Hi there, reader!

It's great to see that you've chosen to pick up my second Tribble Month collection. This one, like its predecessor, is long overdue, what with this having been on my todo list for... a long time. These stories were written for Tribble Month 2021, which was organized in September 2021 as an offshoot of the Flash Fiction Month, which features flash fiction daily prompts and weekly challenges. There used to be talks about organizing it multiple times a year back in 2020 (hence the September identifier in statistics and my original posts of these stories), although to this day it has only ever been organized in September. Unlike FFM, in Tribble Month the wordcount limit was 50-300 words, hence the name Tribble Month.

During TM 2021, I challenged myself to use all themes and prompts – which I fortunately did, as the prompts have since then disappeared from the prompt list due to some update on DeviantArt breaking things, so I was able to preserve them that way. This challenge led to a series of cycles of interconnected stories, with a different character's point of view in each cycle.

I hope you enjoy this collection. Stay tuned for my next Tribble Month collection, which I will work on once this collection is out.
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1: Dead on the Boat
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Challenge: Someone or something must return from death. The story must also involve water.

––––––––
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Air filled my lungs when it should not have. My hands went to my stomach despite the paralyzed left arm. The dagger Ingolf had stuck in me was still there. The blood around it was dry and caked on my skin and the few clothes I still had on me.

The few clothes... The fucker stole my vest!

I could smell the sea, feel the waves rock the boat I was on. I was certain that I had died... but even if I had not, I would die soon enough either out of starvation or dehydration, if not dagger-caused injuries.

Moving hurt too much anyway, so I lay still and let the waves take my boat wherever they would. If someone comes to my rescue, then good. If not... I was dead already anyway. I think.
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2: How could it get worse?
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Theme: At the Bottom of the Ocean.

Optional prompt: "It had more eyes than I had bones in my body." by SarcasticCupcake5

––––––––
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I thought that being stranded on a boat with a dagger stuck in my stomach was the worst it could get. The boat tipping over and tossing me into the freezing water was simply expediting the inevitable.

Boy, oh boy, I was wrong. I'm now standing at the bottom of the ocean, somehow not actively drowning, and looking at a massive creature which was definitely looking at me from all directions. It had more eyes than I had bones in my body. At least I was fairly convinced it had, considering how massive it was and how many eyes it had.
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