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picknicking





dark_light: c ~ collected




There's something unutterably pleasant about landing in a bit of woods in the middle of Nowhere, Manitoba, removing a sandwich and an apple from her backpack and having a picnic before she's ready to move on.  She could eat in midair, but it makes it too likely that she'll drop something and find it unrecoverable.

Path's on her knee, and her cloudpine is propped up against the tree next to her.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




There is someone who isn't aware that he's about to crash a one-person picnic.  In fact, if he'd known the consequences of arriving in this dimension without certain protections, he might have reconsidered. Of course, he didn't know any better, and this was the easiest plane to travel to for what he seeks. His scryings say this place has the plant, so here he is.

So when he appears in an open area a reasonable distance away from the picnicking witch, he is utterly surprised by the large bird that soon follows on his shoulder.

"Um," says the man eloquently, staring at the bird. His clothes are strange, and his hair's an unnatural color that matches his daemon. Obviously, he's not from around here.Edited   2014-03-25 20:42 (UTC)
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?




Isabella wasn't looking in that direction, so she doesn't see the bird materialize; she just sees an oddly-dressed fellow with bleached hair and a kagu daemon who wasn't there a minute ago.

"Where'd you come from?" she asks.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"New Kystle," he says, turning to face the picnicking witch. He'd expected people, here, but not- random birds.

Serenely, the daemon on his shoulder says in a feminine voice, "We have no idea why I'm here."

The man goes and stares at the daemon some more. "... Yes.  That- is indeed true.  Why do you sound like my sister?"

"I have no idea," replies his shiny new daemon.Edited   2014-03-25 20:49 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Well, you're not a witch, so where else would she be?  Did her voice change recently?" asks Pathalan.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"I did not exist recently.  Both of us are reeling from the change," explains the kagu.
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dark_light: (Default)




"...Beg pardon?" asks Amariah.  "From where I'm sitting no part of you existed recently."
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prodigal_miser: Suspicion




"No, I existed before, I was just somewhere else. It, well, she wasn't with me," the man says, confused.

"We think it's this plane," says the daemon. "And he's now afraid I'm a security risk to him, since I know him."

Obviously something about this is completely unnerving to the man. He looks at the kagu, as if trying to mentally dissect her for secrets. It's quite a strange way to look at one's daemon.

2014-03-25 20:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You mean to say you traveled here from another... 'plane'... and until you got here you were some kind of zombie?"
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Apparently so," deadpans Adarin. "Why am I a zombie if I don't have a magic talking bird on my shoulder?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I cannot even begin to explain all the things wrong with that question," says Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Is she not a magic talking bird?  She's talking, I'm taking the guess that she's magic," replies the man, confused.

The daemon on his shoulder nuzzles him. She has to lean down to do it. "I won't tell your secrets, they were questions you didn't know how to ask. Things you didn't know how to say, but you wanted to."

Tentatively, Adarin pets her. "This is the most bewildering plane I've ever been to."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Not all daemons are birds," says Pathalan.  "For humans, anyway, and you can't be a witch."

"And she's not very magic, even mortals have them and mortals can't do anything else remotely magic," says Isabella.  "And everyone has one, except bears, and you aren't a bear either."
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prodigal_miser: see what you did there




"I would hope I'm not a bear.  I would be quite embarrassed to not have noticed by now," he replies. "Why bears specifically?  Are there, say, field mice that have uh... 'Daemons'?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Only people have daemons, not mice," says Isabella patiently.  "And only witches and mortals, of people; not armored bears."Edited   2014-03-25 21:12 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin takes a minute to soak in the completely serious statement about 'armored bears.' His daemon says something, softly, into his ear. He nods, a little, still looking confused.

"Good day, I'm Adarin. Pleasure to meet you, you've been incredibly helpful so far.  I think I'll need more explanation, though, I'm quite confused," replies the man. 
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I've never had to explain daemons before," snorts Isabella.  "Everybody's got one.  If you'd showed up without one I'd have thought you were a zombie.  Has she got a name?"Edited   2014-03-25 21:17 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"It's not like that in my home," explains Adarin. "There are no daemons."

"I don't have a name," says the kagu. "Do you have any ideas? We've never had to name something before."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It really depends.  Daemon names are usually a little longer and fancier than their people's names; your parents' daemons are usually supposed to pick something.  I'm Isabella - Isabella Amariah - and this is my Pathalan.  How in the world do you get along without daemons?"
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Reasonably well? What does one do with a magic talking- er.  Daemon?" asks Adarin, correcting himself in the middle of 'magic talking bird,' though a bit too late to matter.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"What practical things they can do depends a little on what shape they take, I guess, but they're - there to hold talk to when everyone else is gone.  Path knows me like I know myself.  And they talk to each other, too, they do a lot of the - emotional subtext of conversations.  Some daemons won't even talk to people."

"And we're separated, so I can go on errands, though that's only because we're a witch," says Path.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I can see how that would be useful.  Strange, but useful. Usually emotional subtext goes unsaid, or we have to be perceptive," Adarin says. He looks at his daemon. "Are you going to refuse to speak to people?"

Enigmatically, the kagu replies, "If it's convenient."

She looks at Pathalan. "Separated?"Edited   2014-03-25 21:31 (UTC)


2014-03-25 21:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, by default no one can get very far away from their daemon," shrugs Amariah.  "If you do it anyway, then you can go on doing it and it doesn't hurt anymore.  Witches do, when our daemons' shapes settle - when we're about thirteen.  Humans overwhelmingly don't."
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prodigal_miser: I'm truly sorry




"I think," says the kagu. "That we are a special case and that inevitably we will need to be away from each other." Adarin nods, grimly. If it was better than mana deprivation, he could handle it reasonably enough. He'd have to test it to see.

"What level of pain are we speaking of?" asks Adarin.Edited   2014-03-25 21:37 (UTC)
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"...Most thirteen-year-old witches manage it within five tries and many on the first?" suggests Amariah.  "It's more of an emotional - thing, than a physical pain."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I see.  Thank you," replies the silver-haired man.

Time for a subject change.  While he was planning to separate from his daemon eventually, he wasn't going to try it in front of her.  That seemed rude.

"You've mentioned witches before. Are they your magic-users, here?" inquires the kagu, for him.
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dark_light: (Default)




"We are, yes."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I have access to magic - it's how I got here. But I don't count as a witch?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Witches are all women," says Isabella archly.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"And there are no male magic users?  At all?" asks Adarin. "That seems a strange distinction."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I didn't make the rules," she shrugs.  "We're basically a species.  If my parents had had a boy instead I'd just be a mortal, no magic."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




The silver-haired man doesn't look pleased with this distinction.  Strange as it is, he's glad he was born in his world.  Life without magic would be terrible.

"For ours, if someone with magic has a child, the child is overwhelmingly likely to have it, too. But it weakens by generation if the line continues to propagate with... Er, mortals, as you call them.  Us?" he shrugs. He counts as mortal, he's just not as mortal as other people.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"That sounds inconvnient in its own way, although I suppose less so for you in particular."Edited   2014-03-25 21:50 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He grins, just a little. "I am happy to take advantage of having magic, yes. It would be a pity if my sister were the only one to get it."

The kagu muses, "Perhaps it would be easier then, though."

This gives Adarin pause. "Perhaps," he manages, after some thought.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Does the place you're from have a name?  I mean, this one doesn't so far as I know, so not having one would be reasonable, but it'd be convenient if it had."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"The world my people came from is called Kystle.  The world we now live in we haven't thought of anything more creative for than 'New Kystle.' If it gains a new name, I'll update you," informs Adarin.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"So world-hopping is fairly casual for you, then?  What are you doing here?"
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prodigal_miser: I do in fact see what you did there




"Not as casual as it sounds. I'm something of a special case, which is why I'm here.  Our new home's missing a plant used for a remedy that we neglected to bring with us through to our new home.  Since going back to Kystle would be suicidal, I did a few scryings and - your world has the plant," he summarizes. "On that note, do you happen to know where a flower called Chamomile is? It looks like a daisy."Edited   2014-03-25 22:03 (UTC)
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I don't know off the top of my head where to pick it wild.  Will dried do?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Quite well, yes.  Do you have some with you, or is there a place that sells it dried?" asks Adarin, smiling at his luck.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Not with me, but I could get it.  Are you just going to take some chamomile and go home and never come back, is that the plan?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, if it's easy to come by then I'll probably be back in the future. Best to choose the plane you know rather than bumble into one you don't," he explains. "And I wasn't planning on leaving immediately, I would hurt myself so soon after travelling here."

"Not to mention," says the kagu, leaping from his shoulder onto the ground, flapping her wings a bit to land gracefully. She manages, flightless though she is. "We would both like to know as much as possible about daemons, now that I exist."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...Oh, perhaps you don't know - you mustn't let anybody else touch her.  Or while you're here touch anybody else's daemon.  Ever."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin goes rather still. "What will happen?" he asks, gravely.  It's obvious he's taking this seriously.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"It... well, it's never happened to me, so I can't describe it exactly, but it feels - bad.  Sometimes married couples do it and if they're close enough then it doesn't hurt, but you'd have to be really sure."
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prodigal_miser: Suspicion




"Ah.  I'll refrain from touching any daemon without being absolutely certain it's alright," says Adarin, with absolute seriousness. He peers at his kagu. "I will need to practice my shields, while I'm here. Lenora will no doubt try to pet you."

The kagu bobs her head in a nod. "They don't expect us back for a while. We're not risking harm," she explains. "We were heading off a problem at the source, not desperately searching for a cure."Edited   2014-03-25 22:20 (UTC)
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dark_light: (Default)




"If you do wind up separating she could just fly out of the way of anybody who tried to - pet her," says Isabella.  "If this person wouldn't listen to just being told to back off, that is.  How did your magic decide where in the world to put you?  Why here, why not the middle of an interstate highway or in the ocean or Antarctica or midair or, for that matter, in a field of chamomile?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"She is likely to not listen," says the kagu, gravely.

Adarin leans down to pet her, just a little.  Pet, pet.

"That's the wording of my spell - If I spent so much power specifying that I wanted to be in a field of chamomile or next to a supply of it, I wouldn't be able to have enough to throw around on safety.  Since I have something of a budget, I focused on arriving in a flat, stable place, where no large objects are moving towards me or nothing's likely to kill me on sight," he explains. "If I spent all that I can comfortably use to be next to my goal, I would be defenseless if I missed something."

He thinks. "Aside from that, I think it chose the closest spot that fit the criteria. In comparison to where I was coming from, that is."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...In what sense is this spot closer?  Are you from another planet and it happened to be in that direction," she points straight up, "or is there something else going on?"
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prodigal_miser: Suspicion




"It's... Somewhat hard to explain. Planes aren't directly next to each other, like, say, I am to my daemon. I'm technically from another planet, but it's more accurate to say that I'm from another plane. There are some places that are closer to others because of how each plane works - in basic terms, one plane can have any number of quirks to it that bring it closer to other planes in some senses, but further away from others in another sense. In the physical sense, this specific part of the world isn't any closer to any part of mine."

He motions around them! "This was, apparently, closest in terms of how easily it could be to get to in comparison to something in my plane. It was more similar, in terms neither of us could fully understand, or at least nothing I could understand, and I've studied it most of my life. There are planes that seem similar to us on the surface, but at the core are utterly, completely different."

The kagu decides to join in with, "It's a complicated subject. No one is quite sure how they work. Some are clustered together, some aren't - some are far, far away from each other but seem near the same."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Huh.  Well, this is kind of the middle of nowhere.  I flew here; does your magic let you fly?"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Extremely short distances, but I'd fall out of the sky in about ten minutes if I tried flying now," he says.Edited   2014-03-25 22:44 (UTC)
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I can prrrrobably take a passenger.  But here's the point where I start wondering whether there's anything in it for me if I usher you to civilization and show you where to buy chamomile."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin seems amused by this! "Well, I'd be happy to either pay you for your services, or help you in some way through my magic.  I'm not sure what kinds of things you'd need, though."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"And witches avoid using money per se and I don't know what your magic can do that mine can't, apart from moving you from plane to plane."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ah.  Well. I can do some simple spells for vanity right now, if you want it," says Adarin.  Something in the way he's saying it seems he probably wouldn't respect her very much if she took him up on that offer. "On the more practical sense, I can make illusions, or portals from one place to another that will stick around once I've left. If those don't appeal, if there's a problem you're consistently having I might be able to help with it if you explain it."Edited   2014-03-25 22:54 (UTC)
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"The portals are tempting.  But what I most want is a solution to mortality.  Failing that directly, I want an alethiometer, which I expect to be able to get myself eventually, and the ability to read it, which is notoriously difficult even when studied for a lifework."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"There are no solutions to mortality that I know of," he says carefully, regarding Isabella in a new light. "But I can do a scry or two with little trouble, if you'd like me to help find an... 'Alethiometer.' Reading it I might be able to help with, but I'm not sure.  How do they work?"
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dark_light: (Default)




"An alethiometer is a truth-telling device," says Isabella.  "There are a number of symbols around the edge, each of which has a staggering number of meanings.  You can ask it a question by turning a dial to the symbols relevant to the inquiry, and meditating on which of the meanings you want and what the grammar of the whole mess is, and get replies in a similar manner."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That sounds like an utter nightmare," he says sympathetically. "I could make a spell that would bring up all possible translations for each symbol every time it's brought up, but I doubt that would help with the problem. I'll help how I can, however."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"It would be an incremental help, certainly - there are dictionaries, but they go only a few hundred meanings deep per symbol, and increasingly speculatively."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods, thinking about the problem. "I'd have to spell an object to help, since I doubt you want to wait around for me to show up to cast it for you? Paper or stone always works reasonably well in these sorts of situations, but you might want something else. The object would change and show all known meanings for a symbol in writing as you wanted."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Either paper or stone would work well for me - can it do them in order?  The alethiometer stops a specific number of times on the relevant symbols.  If you can get them to work in order..."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I can do the order, yes. Something to... Hmm. Record every symbol that comes up in the order it shows, then let you search through each symbol's meaning either in order or in whatever order you choose if you're going back to look over it? Does that sound doable?" he asks, curiously.  He's smiling a little; he likes this problem.  Not only is it interesting, but he likes the reason it's even being solved.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"So if it gave me, say, the alpha and omega and the beehive and the cherub, I'd have a stone that would note that it had given me those symbols, and I'd just have to keep count for each and I could look it up - and your spell would do it correctly and not like Professor So-and-so's guesswork about meaning four hundred and eighty or whatever?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"If you need it to keep count I can do that, too.  But yes, it would do it correctly, if the sources it's drawing from are correct. It sounds like it will only be able to show possibly correct meanings, it doesn't have the intellect to actually translate them perfectly. That would be up to you, I'm afraid."Edited   2014-03-25 23:18 (UTC)
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It'd be most convenient if it kept count.  And gave me a way to look up meanings to compose questions with.  I can muddle through the grammar - ask the same question a few different ways, maybe."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin laughs a little. "This is going to be very complicated, isn't it?  I'll try to spell a separate object for composing questions. May I ask if I can try to ask the truth teller questions of my own, as well?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"As long as it's about relatively innocuous things like chamomile and you aren't, I don't know, looking for nuclear weapons."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He has no idea what nuclear weapons are, but he can guess from context. 'Weapon' is in the name. Oh, he likes this witch. She's crafty in a responsible kind of way. His daemon snickers a little, from her spot on the ground. 


"Relatively innocuous things, yes.  The Alethiometer would be yours, and I'd abide by your rules."Edited   2014-03-25 23:26 (UTC)
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Then yes.  I can't use it literally twenty-four hours a day, even once I get ahold of one.  I'm on my way home to my teacher's house and she'll probably let me stash you in the attic long enough for me to invent a spell to find me a missing alethiometer.  How long will the spell take once you've got one?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Less than an hour for one spell, though I'll need breaks between spelling each of the objects. These are shaping up to be large and complicated," he explains.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"How large? Maybe I want paper instead of rocks after all."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"The spells, not the objects.  Paper would be fine, I'd just have to know what I'm spelling before I begin. I'd recommend keeping the paper safe or putting it under protections since it's flimsier than rocks or something, but other than that it's fine," he explains.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"If the rocks can be small I'll take rocks.  As long as I can get them and the alethiometer itself, plus the things I usually carry, into my bag."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"They can be small.  I can do some basic reshaping on rocks if you'd like, to get them to be a smoother surface or a certain shape or something."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"No extra charge?" inquires Isabella archly.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Tempting, but if I upset you, you could just fly away and leave me here in the middle of nowhere. You're also offering me a place to stay."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Unless my teacher objects to you, but she probably won't unless you have terribly objectionable social habits."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I hope I don't have any of those.  Is there anything you or your teacher will strongly object to?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Making a lot of noise?  Messing with her herbs?  Interrupting her while she works?" shrugs Isabella.  "Commonsense things."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Well, it's also common sense here to never touch a daemon that isn't my own.  Ever.  I didn't know that before you told me," he points out, shrugging. "I wouldn't want to learn that I accidentally did something that was horrifying after the fact."Edited   2014-03-25 23:49 (UTC)
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dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Well, don't touch her daemon, but I've already told you that.  And if you did it anyway she probably wouldn't bother to kick you out of the house before gutting you," says Isabella, shuddering.Edited   2014-03-25 23:50 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




With utmost sincerity, he replies, "I would never, now that I know. It's important enough to me to avoid doing something on that level of horrible that I think it's correct to be absolutely sure there's no chance of it at all."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I mean - there are some allowances for accidents, emergencies.  It's not literally a fate worse than death if it's only for a moment.  Some little kids, before they're like three, have glitchy instincts about it and will try to grab people's daemons, and nobody arrests them because they're toddlers.  But yeah, do take it seriously."
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prodigal_miser: I'm truly sorry




He smiles at her, just a bit. "I was ignoring extenuating circumstances.  If it was- say, a toss up between a daemon dying and me touching it, I would go with the obvious choice.  I would feel terrible about it, however. I do take it seriously. It seems like a serious matter."
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dark_light: (Default)




She nods.  "Well, yes.  If your daemon dies, so do you, by the way - it seems obvious to me but I don't think I actually mentioned it."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Ah," he says, looking at his kagu daemon. "I will definitely have to practice lots and lots of shielding spells before I go home."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Is your world really dangerous or something?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It can be, but I have something of a huge target on my head. An obvious weakness would be something that many would try to exploit," he explains.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ah.  Yeah, practice your defenses.  I wonder if it'd be redundant with witch-type defenses."  She eats the last bite of her neglected sandwich.  Path takes off from her knee and up through the trees.  "Are you ready to go?" she inquires, picking up her cloud-pine.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin nods. "I am indeed."

His kagu pipes up, "I cannot fly, bird though I am. What should we do?"Edited   2014-03-26 00:04 (UTC)
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"You'd probably have trouble keeping up with a fast cloud-pine anyway even if you were a flying kind of bird.  Just - Adarin, sit behind me, your bird can cling to the back of your shirt nice and safe."  She sets her cloud-pine hovering in the air and takes up a seat towards the front of it.Edited   2014-03-26 00:06 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: I do in fact see what you did there




"That sounds workable, thank you," says Adarin. He sits down behind her, helping his daemon up behind him. Once they're both situated, he nods to Isabella. "Ready."Edited   2014-03-26 00:09 (UTC)
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




The cloud-pine rises into the air at Isabella's silent direction, and then accelerates eastward.

"How fast are you comfortable going?" she calls over the sound of the wind.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Uh... Reasonably fast, I've flown by my own power before, but please don't send me flying off?" he calls back.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: a ~ la la




"Just hold on," laughs Isabella, "and tap me on the shoulder or yell if it's too fast."

They speed up gradually.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin doesn't ask her to slow down, and has no complaints.  There's a faint smile on his face once they get to the fun speed of flying, though. His daemon, on the other hand, laughs with joy.  It's fun for a flightless bird to fly! Wheee!
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




When they attain top speed without any complaints, Isabella hollers over the wind, "Couple hours to get there."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Alright!" he yells back.  He holds on and plans out how he's going to go about the spells she's asked him to cast. It's quite a good way to occupy several hours.  They're very complicated spells.Edited   2014-03-26 00:19 (UTC)


2014-03-26 00:17 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




After the promised couple hours - during which it gets dark enough that they can see the lights of civilization below them - they reach Isabella's teacher's house.  Isabella slows and lands on the front walk.

2014-03-26 00:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin notices the lights, but doesn't comment. When they arrive, he gets off of the cloudpine with his daemon carefully, and then grins at her. "That must be a marvelous way to travel."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I love it," grins Isabella.  She opens the front door, which isn't locked, and calls, "Metis!  Company!"

"Starclad!" shouts another woman's voice from inside the house.

"Are you uptight about nudity?" Isabella inquires of Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Uh.  I can look away? If she wants to be without clothes in her own home, I suppose it's unfair of me to ask any different," he says, looking somewhat embarrassed but trying not to make a big deal of it.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"She won't care if you look at her, but she'll be annoyed if you make a big deal about it.  Witches don't have any hangups about being naked," shrugs Isabella.  "We go around in our silks because mortals care, but as often as not skip it when it's clan lands or our own homes or whatever."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I will not make a big deal of it.  Isn't that er- cold, though?"
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Witches don't get cold," laughs Isabella.  And she leads him into the house.  "Can I stash him in the attic?" she yells.  "For a few days?"

"As long as he doesn't interfere with anything or bother me," Metis shouts back.  "And you do your errands."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That seems extremely lucky. You could just walk into a snowdrift and feel nothing at all?" asks Adarin, curiously. When Metis yells back he adds, "And, no interference or bothering if I can help it. Interfering with spells could get people killed. So no."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Good," says Metis.

"I mean, I can tell that it's snow.  Snow feels like snow," says Isabella.  "Just not cold.  I'll show you the attic."

Predictably, the attic is up two flights of stairs.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin is not surprised by the attic's location. If they'd gone down he might have been confused, but up is a very sane direction to go for an attic.  He looks around it and nods. "This will be fine, thank you."

His daemon predictably follows them up the stairs.  She finds a nice place to sit and does so!

"Shall I get started on the spelled rocks, then?"
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Can you do it without an alethiometer handy?" asks Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I could get the rocks, and a basic plan of how to do the spell down, but I would need an alethiometer in front of me to actually complete it," he explains.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Aha.  Well, there are rocks around outside, if they'll suit.  I'm supposed to make dinner for me and Metis and can probably get away with sharing with you, but after that, if the rocks outside won't do, we can go looking elsewhere, and if they will I can start on the spell to fetch one of the missing alethiometers."
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prodigal_miser: I do in fact see what you did there




"They will, unless the rocks are particularly flimsy or something.  Or if you want them to be in some kind of fancier stone?" says Adarin. "I brought my own food, if sharing dinner's a problem. I'd expected this to be a long trip and to not find any witches that would let me borrow their attic."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'd like them to hold up reasonably well, but I don't want them for their cosmetic value.  We'll see if Metis makes any pointed remarks about dinner while I'm making it, shall we?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure.  If she does, I'll take the hint and skulk off to the attic to eat cold bread in silence," he says, teasing a little.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"I can get you fed," snorts Isabella.  "I'll do it, too, for an alethiometer index that works like you promise I'll find a way to get you dinner at a five-star restaurant, but Metis might take exception to divvying up the squab."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin laughs. "Fair enough!  Thank you. I honestly don't mind sticking with the food I brought. Most of it's meant to be cooked and isn't cold bread at all."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do you cook with magic?" asks Isabella, departing the attic to get started on the aforementioned squab.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Only technically.  I light a fire with magic, then it's regular cooking from there," he explains brightly. He follows her out of the attic, to look for some suitable rocks.
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dark_light: (Default)




"Please don't set the attic on fire.  You can use the firepit in the backyard when we aren't if you like."  Isabella ducks into the fridge for two already-plucked-and-beheaded pigeons and takes them out to the back yard, where she skewers them on the spit.  She lights the firepit with a dash of salt from the covered crock next to it; soon the pigeons are cooking.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I was not planning on setting your attic on fire.  I believe I said I wouldn't bother your teacher or interfere?  I'm certain pyromania counts as one of those," he says, amused. He goes on the hunt for rocks! This is done by hand, rather than anything showy or magic, because practicality.Edited   2014-03-26 01:03 (UTC)
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Hey, you're from a zombie world, who knows what counts as something that can go without saying?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin snorts with laughter. "I suppose I walked into that one, didn't I? Thank you for letting me know that casually burning down homes is bad."

He finds suitable rocks!  He brings them back and sits down near the firepit. While dinner's cooking, he can plan on how to shape them and actually accomplish it, too. Something this small's pretty easy to do.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"I live to teach," says Isabella.  Turn, pigeons, turn.

Path catches up, having fallen behind during the flight, and lands on her head.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you for gracing my poor zombie-world self with knowledge," he replies, in a completely serious tone.  He is obviously joking.

When Path arrives, Adarin waves at him.  Then, back to staring at the rocks.  Fascinating.

His daemon's not so closed off while he works! "Are there any recommendations you have for separating?  Anything we should know before we try it?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"There's a wasteland way, way up north - you'd probably freeze if you didn't go in a ridiculous coat and have something to keep her warm, too - where daemons can't go.  That's where witches separate - it's usually the daemon who's more reluctant about it than the witch, so it prevents them from changing their mind while the witch is still able to take steps away.  You can do it without, though.  I think standard practice for people whose daemons are, say, aquatic, or whose people are special operations soldiers, involves the daemon being held down by somebody else's while the human is driven away in a car."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Ah," says the daemon, looking sad and scrunching in towards herself. "I know it will hurt.  Neither of us want to, but we know we'll need to and we don't want to be distracted when that time comes."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"It might be easier for you than most people.  Since you aren't used to each other you might not miss each other as readily.  In which case you might benefit from doing it sooner rather than later.  How far away from each other can you get comfortably now?"
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prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




"I'm not sure yet.  I should test it," says the daemon, softly. She nuzzles Adarin, who pats her gently.  He looks just as sad, but apparently they're in agreement.

The daemon manages to make it a fair distance - further than normal mortals - before Adarin starts grimacing and the daemon lets out a little sad sound and immediately comes back. She immediately throws herself at Adarin, who pets her obligingly.

"That far, apparently.  I do see what you mean by emotional pain, that was... Strange," he says. "Perhaps if I teleported away it would make it less of a slow growing agony."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Maybe.  It might also send you into shock and kill you," says Isabella.  "Witches can't teleport, so it's never been tried."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Slow walk it is, then," he manages after a pause. "I'd rather not be the test subject for that one."

In his arms, his daemon shivers.
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dark_light: (Default)




"Path is too little to hold her," Isabella points out.  "If you want to try the teleportation we could wait for the alethiometer and ask it.  Otherwise you'd have to shut her up in a room, I bet you she yells, and it'll bother Metis."
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Alethiometer it is, then," he agrees. "I wouldn't want to have your teacher after my head."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Decapitation isn't very witchy," says Amariah.  "We're more about stab wounds."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin laughs softly. "That makes me feel much better about the entire situation."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs.  Round and round on the spit go the pigeons.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Pets to shivering daemon continue, until she calms down.  She looks up at Adarin with sad, sad eyes. "... We still have to."

"Yes," he agrees.

The daemon makes a sad sound again. Adarin goes back to working on the rock situation, with the kagu still staying close by. Soon enough, he's figured out the specifics of what he wants to do, and casts the spell.

Compared to a witch's magic, it's really not very showy. He says words in a language Isabella wouldn't understand, and then the rocks reform themselves to a nice smooth, round shape, completely flat on two sides - any excess sort of crumbles off. They are the exact same size and shape, with a hole in both for the sake of easily carrying them.

Adarin presents them to Isabella. "Would these do?"Edited   2014-03-26 01:39 (UTC)
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh, gorgeous," she says approvingly, "I can string them on some silk and have them on my person."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh, good. It would have been awkward if you'd said that you'd hated them," he says with a bit of a smile.

2014-03-26 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"A bit, yes."
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prodigal_miser: I do in fact see what you did there




"I actually can change the color of them, if you want me to, now that I think about it.  It's pretty easy to do," he muses, looking at the rocks.  He's only a little tempted to make them a fluorescent green, but he's supposed to be conserving power for the larger spells he'll do later.Edited   2014-03-26 01:46 (UTC)
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Black goes with everything," says Isabella. 
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Obligingly, Adarin turns them black.  It's easier than shaping them, and barely takes any planning at all. He says something else she wouldn't understand, and they are then black. 

"Better?" he asks, holding up the now appropriately colored rocks.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Perfect."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh?  So you don't want them to help you with the alethiometer?" he teases. "They're perfect as they are?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Right, right.  That will get me booted out of the attic or stabbed.  Or possibly both."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I won't stab you for not helping me," snorts Isabella.  "Witches can no longer get away with murder."

2014-03-26 01:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"You could, before?" asks Adarin, somewhat surprised.Edited   2014-03-26 01:54 (UTC)
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Of mortals?  Yes.  What could mortals do about it?" says Isabella.  "That doesn't mean everyone took advantage, but if a witch killed a mortal who wasn't under another witch's protection even as recently as a hundred years ago, she could get away with it.  These days mortals have enough technology and witches are integrated enough into the general population that it's not like that."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"That makes sense. Sad to say it's something of the same in my world, though few do," he replies. "And... What sort of technology do they have to defend themselves?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Security cameras, for instance, so they know who to retaliate against with a wide variety of overwhelming ordnance.  Witch magic isn't very good at interacting with manufactured things - we can, it's just harder.  And anyone who expects to be a target makes friends with some clan and gets wards put on them too."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I have absolutely no idea what... 'security cameras' are," he informs her. "But I can't say I'm sorry that casual murder is more difficult to do."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Do you want me to explain security cameras?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That would be fantastic, thank you."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"A camera is a device that can record a flat still image of whatever you point it at.  A video camera can record a whole sequence of events.  And a security camera is a video camera that's set up in a store or on a street or something, to have recorded evidence if anything goes on where it's pointed."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Oh, alright. That all makes sense," he says, agreeably. "But you said mortals don't have magic?  So I'm a little confused."

He does not have matching technology in his world; Isabella might be realizing that.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's not magic, it's - okay, what non-magical thing was most recently invented where you're from?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm," he says, stopping to think. "The one I know best is two pieces of glass that go in a frame to change what a person sees and can be used to correct vision."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"So you have spectacles.  Okay.  That's pretty cool, right?  And it doesn't take any magic to make.  It turns out there are a lot of non-magical things to invent and we have a few hundred years' head start on you guys."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"... And they can get the equivalent of a type of scrying through technology? That's... Both nice to hear and somewhat unsettling."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"They've got all kinds of cool things.  I have a phone -"  She pulls out her cellphone.  "I can use this to talk to my dad from across the country, or order food delivered, or summon emergency services, and access the internet, which is basically all the world's non-secret knowledge in a technological library that can be accessed by anybody with a compatible device."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Nevermind.  I take it back.  That's amazing and I want a pocket library," he says, almost immediately. He coughs, right after. "I mean uh.  That's interesting."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella grins and puts her phone away.  "I'm pretty sure you couldn't get 'pocket library' service where you're from.  Requires a lot of elaborate technological infrastructure."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Damnation," he says, maybe pouting just a little.  He wanted a pocket library.  It would have been useful.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Also all the internet's information is about here, not there."
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"A pocket library is a pocket library, I am not a picky man when it comes to all knowledge everywhere stored in a handhold device," he replies, archly.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella laughs.  "It's faster to get at from larger non-pocket devices, and it also costs money to keep your device - subscribed, and sometimes people put false information in the library.  It's not perfect.  But it is pretty great."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I'm kind of jealous, even with the caveats it comes with," he says. "It sounds wonderful. Despite the false information."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Your world presumably has neat stuff too."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We do have portals.  They are indeed nice," declares Adarin, with a smile. It's no pocket library, but it is convenient.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Maybe witchcraft can do those too.  I'll ask the alethiometer."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Isabella.  You have to give me some reason to not leave my world forever and go running off here for fantastic pocket libraries. Let me have something," he says.  He's obviously joking.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You have to bring them chamomile," she suggests.  She pulls a dagger out of the folds of her silks and cuts open the nearer of the cooking pigeons; finding it cooked through, she turns off the fire and sets about plating them for herself and Metis.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Hm.  True.  But then I could just go back, throw it at someone, then immediately turn around and come back here," he replies. "Chamomile delivered, my job is complete."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, I'm not going to stop you if you want to immigrate, unless it turns out you're carrying horrible diseases or are secretly evil or something."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"As far as I know, I am neither," he defends. "Though- honestly I don't think I'm in a position to immigrate."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"No?"  Isabella goes into the kitchen, where she sprinkles rosemary and salt and pepper on both squabs.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Well.  It would be screwing over various people that don't deserve it?  But I suppose I'm physically capable of it," he explains. "Arrogant though it sounds to say that just me leaving would cause that, I realize."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"How would it do that?  Metis!  Dinner!"

(Metis collects her squab; Isabella cuts a chunk off of hers and offers it to Adarin, then starts slicing the rest of it up for herself.)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin takes his share of squab, "Thank you. Do you remember how I explained how magic works in my world?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The diluting hereditary thing, yeah."
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prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




"Yes, well.  There were only three sources.  One of them was my mother. She is now deceased, and my sister has made it abundantly clear how little she wants to use her power for fixing purposes," he explains. "So I would be taking a very large portion of potential magic with me, considering I've never married or had children."

He shrugs, a little, looking sad. "So I have a lot of weight to throw around for fixing things, and no one else seems able to do it. They're all too intent on killing or outmaneuvering one another for power."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Eegh," says Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yes," he replies.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...I wonder if your kids will have daemons, now, even if you have them back in New Kystle."
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prodigal_miser: I do in fact see what you did there




"I... Have no idea.  I do expect that I have quite some time before I'll find out, though," he says with a bit of amusement.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Not keen on being the ancestor of a population of Kystle-type-magic-people anytime soon?"  (Om nom squab.)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Not keen on having any of the mothers of said population of Kystle-type-magic-people be the type of people that have tried to uh... Help me along with that," he explains, nibbling on squab.  Nom nom. "Apparently I am picky. It's almost like I find women trying to drug me unattractive."

He says this is a matter-of-fact manner. It's pretty normal, to him.  He's careful, about his drinks and food. He's mastered it the the point of silent spelling.  The squab, for example, is free from mind-altering drugs.
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Trying to drug you?  Seriously?"
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I wish I were joking."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"That's pretty terrible.  I can't claim a better record for witches in general - although not so much within my lifetime.  Though drugs have never been a preferred solution."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I'm very glad that they haven't been. Though, now that I think of it, the alternatives might have been worse...?" he winces. Eeeugh.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It was pretty much 'corner cute mortal at daggerpoint, mortal gets to either die or marry the witch'," sighs Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Ah. So not any better in the slightest," says Adarin. "Just a different flavor of terrible."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yeah.  But, we no longer get away with murder, so, that has been on the decline."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin attempts a little smile, and teases, "Careful, I'm supposed to be not running off to your fantastic world of pocket libraries and declining horrific acts towards attractive members of the opposite sex."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh, well, in that case, the place is a disaster, you'll be well shut of it.  After you give me my alethiometer accessories."

2014-03-26 03:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Thank you. I'll keep that in mind."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




Presently the squab has been reduced to a skeleton, which Isabella discards.  "All right, I suppose I'll get started on that spell I'm going to invent to get me an alethiometer."
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




He nods, finishing his own squab section. "I'll start writing down the basic structure for the index spell, then. It will probably take a while to organize - I'm not sure how long it'll take you for your spell. Do you have a general idea?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Depends.  I might have to go through a few drafts.  Probably not more than a couple days if I can do it at all."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Alright.  If that fails, I can try my magic to locate one, though we'd have to go and physically retrieve it," he offers.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Which could be a problem if it's at the bottom of the ocean or something, although there's probably a way to hire somebody with a separated dolphin daemon or something for exorbitant exchanges."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I never said it was a perfect method."
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella smiles and goes up to her room to start sketching runes for the spell-circle she'll need.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin retrieves the shaped and colored rocks, and then heads to the attic.  He retrieves some paper and a pen and writes complicated words then draws arrows between them, muttering and scratching some of them out occasionally. It's all very exciting.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Eventually Isabella calls it a day and goes to sleep in her hammock.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin does the same a bit later, once his daemon helpfully nudges him and reminds him he's forgotten to do that important thing called 'sleep.' He goes and does that, in a sleeping bag in the attic. Strange though it seemed at first, he's starting to like having a personified version of his soul walking around.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




In the morning Isabella makes oatmeal, enough for three if Adarin is downstairs in time to collect some.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He does!  Eventually.  He looks half dead and says absolutely nothing unless addressed, not even retrieving the oatmeal. Water.  Tea. He has tea with him, but needs to retrieve water - he figures out the faucet in record time. Helpfully, he boils it himself with magic, half-dead enough to not be talkative but apparently fine for a quick spelling of getting the water to a boil. If Metis sees, he won't care in the slightest.

Then, he has tea. Adarin takes a deep breath after drinking some, and smiles at Isabella if she's present. "You made a portion of oatmeal for me, thank you."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"You're welcome.  We have loads of oats, it's no trouble."
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"It was still nice," he points out, retrieving the food in question.  Noms ensue. In between the tea.  Tea's the really important part.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes, I know.  Not being self-congratulatory about it is also nice," smirks Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers, "Aw, but it was such a good opportunity for being self-congratulatory."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"But then you handed me a better one.  Good things come to those who wait."

(Path flies into the room and lands on her shoulder.)

"I'll have a first draft of my spell ready in a couple hours, but even odds that I'll need to revise it."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Laughing some more, Adarin replies, "And I'm glad you took advantage of that one."

"I got reasonably far in my own spell. I've still got more to do, but I'll probably be able to do it faster with an alethiometer in front of me," he explains.

(Adarin's still nameless daemon lurks outside of the room. She enters, once her person isn't half-dead and tea deprived. She's still not mastered how to properly shadow Adarin without getting in the way.)
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path hoots at her in a friendly sort of way.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




She makes a friendly trill right back!
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How does constructing a new spell work for you?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well.  For a Kystle-native spell, you have to understand every underlying factor of what you're going to do and be able to bring it up in conscious thought when you begin the spell. Saying things isn't technically necessary but missing one portion of what you're doing is incredibly dangerous," he explains. "So it's easier to mentally attach an entire set of actions to a single word. Like reminders of everything you need to remember to keep in mind as you go."

"I could say 'light' but I know that more than just light, I need it to act in a certain way and work with something else I'm dealing with. I have to acknowledge it and it's easier if I write it down, or work out a good reminder method so I give every necessary part of the spell the attention it needs to not go horrifically wrong."Edited   2014-03-26 03:59 (UTC)
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Huh.  There's four potential components to the practice of a witch spell and any combination of them can yield an effect if a witch does them.  Verse, herbs, runes, and sacrifice.  Verse in particular can go off by accident - when I was still going to mortal school I couldn't read verse aloud in any class on literature because something might have happened.  The others we have to mean to do something."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"That sounds annoying, not being able to read verse aloud," says Adarin. "But that's very complicated.  Though less memory intensive than my magic."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Some of the spells are very simple.  Nursery rhymes, three ingredients I can mix up to fix a headache," shrugs Isabella.  "They can get very involved, though."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh, well.  That sounds rather nice, then. I do think I'd want to see what it's like when a witch begins a larger spell.  For curiosity, since you're going to see me spell something large-scare. Well.  Magically large scale."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Sure, I'll let you watch when I put down the runes for my first draft and try my poem."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles, then says, "Thank you. If you'd want to be there for when I do my spell, you're invited, as well."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes please!"
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Then feel free to watch."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Will do."  Isabella eats the last of her oatmeal, then plunks her drafting notebook onto the kitchen table and starts working on it, Path whispering helpfully in her ear.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin amuses himself with finishing oatmeal, then decides to clean up both oatmeal bowls (and Metis', if she expects Isabella to) simply because he's not sure if it's worth throwing several hours away to get something maybe right when he could wait a little while and get it right for sure. Besides, she made the oatmeal, it feels fair to him to clean it up.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella notes him cleaning up, and says "thanks", but then her attention is back on her spell.

2014-03-26 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You're welcome," he replies, "Let me know when you're ready to begin your spell? I'll work on mine some more."
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dark_light: (Default)




"Sure."

Write write cross out page turn write flip back a few pages "hmmm" write write draw a circle and lots of arrows "hmm" flip forward a few pages write write.
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




Adarin goes to the attic and does much the same! His daemon follows and offers assistance, something he's realized is quite helpful in spell creation. Time would pass until Isabella lets him know she's ready.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path flutters up to the attic.  "My Isabella is ready to put down runes now if you want to watch," he announces.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin looks up from his work and nods! "That would be lovely, thank you."

He finishes the part he was writing, then gets up and heads down to watch, daemon trailing behind.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Path flies ahead, maneuvering skillfully in the indoor environment.  He lands on his witch, who is in her room with a bag of sugar.

"Here goes," she says, and she slits a little hole in the sugar and starts drawing the runes, occasionally pinching the hole shut to consult her notes.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Good luck, I hope it works," he wishes.

Finding an out of the way part of the room, her guest sits and watches. This is all quite interesting, and he watches with fascinated attention. He might ask to look at her notes, later, but that'll be for when she's done with the spell. It's hard-coded into his head to never, ever distract a spell-caster that he doesn't want to screw over.
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dark_light: (Default)




Eventually she is through with her circle and puts the sugar bag down on its side so it will stop leaking.

She steps over her runes carefully and kneels in the middle of the circle.  (Path remains outside, facing her.)

She inhales, and closes her eyes, and recites an apparently memorized poem:

"Sugar circle, seek and bring
The compass that can, silent, sing.
Find it, bring it, take it here,
From its place to somewhere near,
And in my hands place honesty
And give Alethia to me."

There is a sudden wind and the sugar goes everywhere.  The lights flicker.  And Isabella is holding a slightly dented alethiometer, which she instantly hugs.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Not minding if he's a little covered in sugar, her guest watches this attentively.  When the lights flicker he smiles, just a little - he does quite like how magic has the habit of announcing itself. When the spell works, he laughs a bit, happy for Isabella.

Adarin grins and appreciatively claps, cheering a little. "First try, congratulations!"
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella takes a little bow from her kneeling position.  Then she inspects her alethiometer, which appears to be in working order, dents or not.  "Okay.  What do you need to do with this thing?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I need to study it a bit, magically. Have to understand how it all... Fits to make the spell work. May I?" he motions to the alethiometer.  It's easier to do this if it's being held, but not strictly required if she refuses.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Sure.  Just please be careful with it."  She hands it over and grabs her cloud-pine, which she apparently has no qualms about using as a broom to get the worst of the sugar swept up.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Of course," he replies, taking the alethiometer gently.  This scrying spell is one he'd prepped long beforehand, and it's used so often that he knows it well enough to use it here.

Staring at it, he says his own incantation - a memory aid, according to his explanation. Nothing particularly impressive would happen, but Adarin does get a sort of far-off look in his eyes as he stares at it.  He's not seeing the Alethiometer.  After about a minute of very intense staring with little to no blinking, he's found what he needs to know and is released from the spell.  He rubs his dry eyes, a bit.

"Alright, it's really complicated so I'll probably need to look over it again, but I have the basic idea of it now.  Would you like it back?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Unless it'll help you to hold onto it.  I can't make a lot of headway at doing anything with it until you finish your spell."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Fair enough.  Would you like the one that offers translations for what it says, or the one that does the opposite for you first?"
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"The former.  They 'talk to themselves'."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He nods, "Then I'll start with that one." He offers the alethiometer back to Isabella. "I'll ask when I need to see it again - I don't want to give you the impression that I'd run off with it, or something."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




She tucks it into a pocketlike location in her silks.  "Thanks.  I wouldn't appreciate it if you did that."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin grins. "I figured. That would get me booted out of your attic or stabbed, I'm sure," he teases.  He has no intention of taking her alethiometer.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"At least one of those."  She finishes sweeping the sugar into a corner, and wrangles it all into a dustpan and tips that into the trash.
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I'll avoid both by not doing that, then," says Adarin, then he gives a little wave and heads off to get to work!  Spell creation, hurray.  Write write mutter mutter cross out write write grin write mutter say curseword cross out a lot write write.

He will be at this for a while, and a few hours later will come by again to ask to look at the alethiometer again.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She hands it over.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Intense staring ensues, then he nods at it, thanks her, and returns it with no trouble.

Another few hours later, he returns, and says, "I think I've got the first spell ready. You wanted to watch, right? I'm afraid it won't be as showy as yours, and I'll need to take a break for a few days after I finish it."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I would like to see, yes.  A break from magic or from everything?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Magic.  Hopefully not from everything, that would mean I miscalculated and sent myself into mana deprivation, or killed myself.  Which would be bad," he replies.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What is mana deprivation?"
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prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




He winces. "I run out almost entirely of magic in my system, it sends me into a mixture of shock, pain, and illness.  It would mean my next few days would be spent in the attic in agony," explains Adarin. "Or wherever I did the spell, but I thought the attic would be best."Edited   2014-03-26 05:14 (UTC)
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Well, that sounds unpleasant.  You're how sure that this won't happen?"
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prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Almost certain.  I'm in the habit of not getting spells wrong, for obvious reasons," he informs her.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay.  Let's see it, then."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He nods, and leads her to the attic.  Once they're there he sits, retrieving one of the rocks the spell will be done on. Adarin takes a deep breath, mentally going over everything he needs to remember. 

Then, he starts speaking. He was absolutely right when he said it wasn't as showy as a witch's spell, but as he chants, the attic quiets itself.  Birds outside seem quiet and far away, or decided now was not the time to sing. Even the air around then goes more still, leaving only what he's saying. There is a look of absolute focus on his face as the spell continues, interrupting would be bad.  There is a slow, subtle crescendo of the sound of her own heartbeat, and the blood in her ears as he reaches the end of the spell - it's not painful, just noticeable if she pays attention.

Finally, he says the final word and it all just ends. All sounds return to as they were. Adarin and the spelled rock are almost exactly as they were - except there's silvery etchings on the rock. Not to mention Adarin is very obviously not dead or going into shock.

He grins, just a bit triumphantly. "Your index, Isabella," he says, and holds out the rock to her.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She takes it and inspects it.  "Beautiful.  How do I operate it?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It'll record everything a nearby alethiometer 'says' - it operates by touch, and organizes everything into numbers at the top for which separate thing it's saying.  When it starts getting lots of recordings, to where it's filled up, rub the numbers at the top and they'll fade out to the next set. If you touch one of the numbers it has recorded, it'll look at that one in more detail, and list the symbols said below it, in order and with the number of times it was chosen. From there, you touch the symbol you want the translations for and it'll offer them.  Touch another symbol and it'll switch it out," he explains.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"That's fantastic.  I'm so glad you landed where I was," says Isabella happily, putting her rock in proximity to her alethiometer.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "I do try."

If the alethiometer is talking to itself, the newly spelled rock begins its work.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




And of course it is.  Isabella immediately starts fiddling with the rock appropriately to interpret the first complete utterance it makes.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Her companion grins a bit more at this entire process working!

"Should I leave you alone with it? I won't be put out if you'd rather listen to the perfect-truth teller while my magic recuperates," he says, amused.  He understands her excitement, of course - but since he can't ask it anything yet, he'll hold off on asking to borrow it.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Alone-ness is not required," she says merrily.  "But I might not be very talkative."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Teasingly, he replies, "Oh? Should I hang around and be smugly self-congratulatory? Because I can do that very well."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You are welcome to do so if that amuses you."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He clears his throat, then says in a very unconvincing, wooden tone, "I did a good job!"

Pause. "Hm.  Maybe I'm not very good at it, after all."
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path snickers from where he's sitting on Isabella's head.

Isabella is busy trying to work out the grammar of the most recent alethiometer utterance.  At least the rock separates the utterances for her.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin grins, just a little at Path's laughter. Then he goes and plops down on his sleeping mat.  His kagu follows, and hops up next to him.  He pets her, a faint smile on his face.  Today was a good day.

Absently, he says to his daemon, "I still need to name you. Any ideas?"

She shakes her head.

"Ah, well.  I'll think of something, I'm sure," he shrugs.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Do you want a baby name book?  We could stop at a bookshop on the way to getting you your chamomile," asks Path.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"I think," says the kagu, "That we would be far too embarrassed to buy one of those."

Her person snickers. "Not to mention if I brought it home it would start an entire fuss and people would start taking bets on who I impregnated. Also- hey, magic talking bird," he says, with obvious affection. "I thought you were supposed to be on my side?"

She giggles, a little. "I just said I wouldn't give away your secrets."

"Oh, heavens," says Adarin. "Yes, you're definitely my daemon. Only something part of me would get to that level of scrutiny for your words."

Absolutely none of this conversation is said with any heat.  Look, they're bonding!
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dark_light: o ~ path




"You don't have to buy a baby name book to just flip through it in the store," Pathalan points out.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True," replies Adarin, lightly. "But I would still be quite embarrassed. Besides, it's more fun to try and think of something myself."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Fair enough."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




They fall into a comfortable silence, for a little while.  Pet, pet, pet. This is broken up a little by the daemon scooting up to whisper in his ear, but it lapses into absent pets and more silence.  They're thinking of proper names for her.

A little while later, Adarin asks, "Is Vernaia a 'daemony' name?"Edited   2014-04-10 02:01 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"I can't think of any daemons named exactly that off the top of my head, but it sounds about right to me," says Path.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Then in that case - how does the name sound to you?" he asks of his kagu.

She snickers, a little. They're in a good mood, for now. It helps that she knows the reasoning behind the name. "It's agreeable."

"Oh good, I was fond of it," says Adarin, and then the newly named Vernaia goes and pokes him for cuddles.  He accepts, amused. "In that case, Path, Isabella - I would like to properly introduce my daemon.  Vernaia."

"Or, more likely, just Vern," says the daemon.

"That too."

2014-04-10 02:9 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Monosyllable nicknames are pretty common," agrees Path.

Isabella looks over her shoulder to smile at them.  (Path's head stays pointing in exactly the same direction as the rest of his body follows her head-turn.)  "It's cute."

2014-04-10 02:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We were trying to fit the naming scheme," informs Vern. "I'm glad we could follow it!"

Adarin smiles back at Isabella. "Thanks.  Is your shin- er, slightly dented new alethiometer saying anything interesting?"

2014-04-10 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think it has told me that cobalt is blue; if there's any more interesting meaning embedded in this utterance I haven't uncovered it.  I guess when they talk to themselves they don't always uncover particularly interesting secrets."

2014-04-10 02:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin cracks up. 

"I'll get to drafting the spell for the other half of the rock set," he manages, after he recovers. "I just need a few days in order to cast it. It shouldn't be a problem, most of what will work for the first spell will work for the second."

2014-04-10 02:20 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Awesome."

2014-04-10 02:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Any other requests while I'm not doing anything and willing to take them? You mentioned you had protections of your own a while ago, I'd like to do something for you to earn them," he says, brightly. "Some of them might be pointless with my magic's protections, but I'm paranoid."

He hopes she can gather why, from the explanation earlier.

2014-04-10 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I can look up how one goes about laying protections on a mortal - as which you probably count - and you can owe me until I think of something."

2014-04-10 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I am certainly mortal, but er - I have a longer expected lifespan than most," he says. "I don't mind owing you. Magic favors only, please? I make a terrible maid."

While he doesn't expect Isabella to be the type to try and weasel him into a corner with 'owing her a favor,' he continues to be paranoid.  He likes her, certainly, but it will take more than just that to break his habits.

2014-04-10 02:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I have no interest in turning you into a maid, especially considering how usefully magic you are.  How long are you expected to live?"

2014-04-10 04:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you very much," he says, with a smile. "I'd have to wear the appropriate outfit and I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to pull it off.  Age wise - it varies, a little.  Four-hundred to six-hundred years, or so? Maybe longer, if I was particularly lucky."

2014-04-10 04:9 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Not bad.  Witches usually get to be about that old before keeling over of boredom.  Which I am not planning to do."

2014-04-10 04:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Thank you. But - beg pardon? Witches die out of boredom?"

2014-04-10 04:12 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Or loneliness.  We can live indefinitely - we don't age past young adulthood, we just sort of accumulate patina.  But the timing is always suspicious if we die not-of-violence.  Somebody's favorite husband dies and his wife follows.  Somebody completes their project of visiting every single country once, and then lasts about a week after.  Somebody's clan gets wiped out in a war and she's the lone survivor and she sets up the pyre and then dies after she lights it up.  Somebody finishes her epic poem, gets her niece to write it down, and doesn't wake up again after she goes to bed that night."

2014-04-10 04:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That is truly unfortunate, but convenient, in a way?  From your description, if you pick a project that will take a millennium then you're set for at least a very long time," he says. "Loneliness I can understand, but boredom?  No. There's too much work to be done."

2014-04-10 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Heaps and heaps!  I do not expect to die of boredom, and hope to have immortality figured out for at least the people I most want to keep with the help of this alethiometer and its shiny accessories."

2014-04-10 04:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yes, you mentioned that," replies Adarin, with a grin. "I approve of and support this goal. Admittedly I wasn't looking forward to the obvious results of living a long life where everyone else doesn't." 

2014-04-10 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Few centuries very abnormal lifespan in New Kystle?"

2014-04-10 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Somewhat," he says, nodding a little. "My mother would have lived over a thousand years if she hadn't died. I inherited longevity from her. Most of the others - if they have any magic in them at all they'd get anywhere from three hundred years to a hundred, depending on how far down they are in the generation levels. Anyone without - normal lifespan, sixty to eighty if they're healthy."Edited   2014-04-10 04:30 (UTC)


2014-04-10 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Even humans often live longer than that here.  Dying at sixty is dying young."

2014-04-10 04:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Ah. Well. I'm trying to improve living conditions.  It's sort of working, but it's slow progress."

2014-04-10 04:33 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What've you been working on?"

2014-04-10 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He ticks off his fingers as he goes down the list. "Having proper buildings made, with adequate light, structural integrity, and living space. Access to multiple kinds of food to help with dietary integrity. Fixing health issues from living in an unfamiliar plane - the chamomile is one of those. Organizing standards of healing so some idiot doesn't think putting pieces of a dead animal in someone is okay. Trying to keep the nobility from levying huge amounts of taxes and taxing their people into oblivion while still trying to keep enough money floating around them so they don't throw a fit that involves lightning-bolts, and of course trying to pay for all of this..."

He pauses. "I live a busy life.  This is a vacation."

2014-04-10 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Some dead animal parts actually work, incidentally.  Pig heart valves, off the top of my head, I don't know if there are any others."

2014-04-10 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Do they?  That's good to know, but I meant, uh... The more ritualistic kind of use.  Chop up a rat, put some herbs on it and stuff it in a gaping wound.  If that's proper medical practice, and no one told me, then I'll have some apologies to make," he says, dryly.

2014-04-10 04:42 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh.  No, that's completely insane.  Do you have germ theory where you're from or are you just operating on the 'this has never been observed to help, you idiots' principle?"

2014-04-10 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Second one. What's the germ theory, and can I use it in a way that helps?"

2014-04-10 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Germ theory has all kinds of useful consequences!  If biology and so on works the same for you guys as it does for people here, then: a majority of diseases, including most anything that is contagious - though 'contagious' doesn't include things that just run in families, even if the conditions only show up in adults - are caused by tiny living or not-technically-living things.  Tiny tiny, you can't see them without special equipment or possibly magic.  You can kill them by making them very hot - which is why fevers exist - and some of them also die if it's very cold - which is why freezing food helps keep it preserved - and you can wash them off of you with pretty much ordinary soap, which is why people who live in unsanitary places get sick more often - and some of them you can also kill or prevent from breeding with medicines or food additives.  The tiny things are germs."

2014-04-10 04:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin pays rapt attention. Half-way through her explanation, Vern retrieves a book of his and he starts taking notes.

"I'll have to make soap a bigger priority, then," he says, once she's finished and he's done writing. "I thought general hygiene was nice to have but I was more worried about rotting garbage in streets getting into wells and such."

Vern decides to pipe up. "Most of the things you mentioned are true in our plane. Fevers, freezing food, so on."

"Thank you," says Adarin, smiling.

2014-04-10 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I mean, garbage in the street getting into wells is bad too.  Mold can hurt people too pretty straightforwardly, germs can breed in garbage, germs can get carried by bugs and rodents and they can live in water.  But somewhat more important than garbage is actually human waste - there's germs in the digestive system that are really important to have where they are which you don't want anywhere else, even in healthy people, and in unhealthy people it's a transmission mechanism for other stuff."

2014-04-10 04:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He takes more notes. While he's paying complete attention and staying focused - Vern is a bundle of nerves and excitement, and is hopping around throughout the attic.

"Alright.  I'll keep that in mind, too - thank you. When I'm done spelling your rocks, I don't suppose you'd like to visit my plane? You'd know issues better than I would, though I've been using common sense.  Your plane has better technology," he offers.

2014-04-10 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I am very much tempted, provided you can bring me back without further ado and I'm not overwhelmingly likely to be shot full of lightning bolts.  It sounds like you have a lot of low-hanging fruit on the improving things angle.  I'm not personally in a position to effectively bring you all the useful ramifications of, for example, germ theory - I know the general idea behind inoculation, for instance, but not well enough to set up an immunization clinic.  But I would happily cruise around looking for obvious bad ideas."

2014-04-10 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You would be with me and I would make sure that anyone who'd think of shooting you full of lightning bolts would realize how much of a colossally bad idea it is," he says. "I do hate sounding arrogant, but quite frankly I would flatten anyone who tries it. They are all very, very clear on this matter."

"That being said, anything you can do to help would be wonderful.  I'll bring you back in one piece without any issue.  You might have to stay for a few days, before I can manage it safely, though."

2014-04-10 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"A few days' vacation is doable, I can get Metis to give me time off.  Your plane-hopping spell won't do anything irksome like leave Path behind, will it?"

2014-04-10 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Not if I tell it not to. I'd have to make some modifications, and maybe stare awkwardly at Path and Vern for a little while, but I have no doubt it's possible."

2014-04-10 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay.  I'm trying to think if there's anything else on the level of 'germ theory' that you might benefit from... not sure if the invention of electrical generators gets you much of anywhere by itself, similar problem with internal combustion and airplanes, you have to be able to do manufacturing... radios might be useful though... what are the useful ramifications of knowing what atoms are, I can't immediately think of any..."

2014-04-10 05:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Not to worry.  You have a while yet to think of things - and if it becomes tiresome, I won't hold it against you if you stop. You've already been extremely helpful."

Vern trills, a little far away, looking happy and energetic. Adarin cackles a little, practically dances over to her, and scoops her up for a hug. Fluffy kagu daemon hugs.  She is maybe twirled around a little before he neatly puts her back down and returns to Isabella, huge grin still on his face.

"I am," he states, "Very excited."

2014-04-10 05:25 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm excited too!  I mean, there are parts of this world where things like this would theoretically be useful, but the reasons they aren't being put to use in those places are way more complicated than 'nobody invented germ theory yet'.  I can probably accomplish more in a few days in New Kystle than I can anywhere here in the same time."

2014-04-10 05:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yes," he replies. "Plus this is also the first lucky break I've gotten in four years and I'm extremely pleased I picked this plane to travel to. You're extremely helpful and without you I might have just grabbed the chamomile and left and not known that there was a resource to use for fixing purposes.  Thank you."

He looks kind of like he wants to hug her, but he's too polite to while Path's on her head and without her permission.

2014-04-10 05:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think if you walked around in a city - in this country, at least - you'd have noticed there's serious tech around.  I don't imagine you'd have gone home without trying to get your hands on some."

2014-04-10 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Fair point.  But I doubt any of it would have politely explained itself to me and proposed ideas for helping with my exact goal."

2014-04-10 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You might have had to hang out in a public library and read an encyclopedia, but I think you could probably have accomplished a fair bit."

2014-04-10 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Okay, fine.  But would an encyclopedia have summoned a truth-teller and gotten me to help with a project that involves making everyone immortal? Because I approve of that portion of this, too."

2014-04-10 05:40 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh, no, for that you need me personally.  I'm glad you're on board."

2014-04-10 05:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I like having the option of having several hundred years of healthy living ahead of me. Other people should get it, too. Both for the altruistic reason of not liking people dying, and also because I imagine it would get extremely lonely after a while, if no one else could stick around."

2014-04-10 05:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"People should definitely stop dying.  I'll start with my dad if I get a spell draft the alethiometer approves of."

2014-04-10 05:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject







"... Yeah.  Yes, you should definitely start with your father," he says, very quietly.

Vern glances up, then wanders over and nudges him. She is picked up and hugged.

2014-04-10 05:46 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"You okay?"

2014-04-10 05:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Yeah, I'm fine.  Things just hit me at weird times, is all," explains Adarin, still hugging Vern. "So I am all on board with making death go away. Start with your father, please."

Vern trills sadly.  This gets her more cuddles.

2014-04-10 05:51 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  I will."

Pause, and: "Maybe if I do my parents will finally get divorced."

2014-04-10 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Good, uh- do they not work well together?" he asks, not looking judgmental, just confused.

2014-04-10 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"They're... they get along.  It's not like they fight, they get along perfectly well, they should be great friends, maybe they should even date.  But being married isn't that good for them.  Charlie - my dad - is absolutely glued to this little town near my clan lands.  He's the chief of police there and he hates traveling and never wants to move and doesn't do anything interesting in the way that Ranata - my mom - thinks things are interesting.  She likes dropping everything on a whim to spend a week on another continent picking her way through a phrasebook and sampling unidentifiable food and trying to get wild animals to eat from her hand without using magic to coax them.  She likes spontaneously deciding to take classes on bookbinding or knitting or obscure human religions or martial arts.  They work together, but their lives do not work together.  They got married young on impulse because they didn't get how deep the differences ran, I think, and they're still together because she's terrified he'll die and she'll regret not taking all the time she had, and he can't let go of her on his own initiative."Edited   2014-04-10 05:58 (UTC)


2014-04-10 05:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Ah - I'm sorry.  I hope it all works out for them. That sounds like a terrible situation to be in, and I wish I had an idea on how to fix it."

2014-04-10 06:2 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Some problems are fundamentally architected to resist the appropriate deployment of magic, even theoretical, unavailable-in-practice magic."

2014-04-10 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Yes," he agrees. "If there is a 'fix everything with magic' spell I haven't found it, yet."

Awkward smile! "Maybe one day?"Edited   2014-04-10 06:05 (UTC)
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dark_light: (Default)




"When I say even theoretical unavailable magic wouldn't fix it I mean - the problem here is that these two people have incompatible personalities.  Changing their personalities would be a worse thing to do than anything that is currently going on there.  So it's not fixable per se, you could at best replace the problem with a worse problem."

2014-04-10 06:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




"I know. I wasn't - that wasn't what I'd meant.  I apologize."

2014-04-10 06:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It's okay.  Anyway, maybe I'm wrong, maybe even if I make him immortal they'll stay together, who knows?"

2014-04-10 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin shrugs. "Maybe.  Sometimes, I suppose, people are just going to put themselves in bad situations. It's sad and depressing, but... Well.  Very obviously better than taking away choice entirely."

2014-04-10 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Very obviously.  Thank you for not being a badly written villain from a dystopian science fiction novel, I'd be so disappointed."

2014-04-10 06:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He grins. "Thanks. What would my motivations even be in that situation?  Bwuah-ha-ha, I want to kill all adorable animals?"

This is not a convincing villain impression. At all.

2014-04-10 06:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The badly-written ones usually don't go into much detail on motive!"

2014-04-10 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right, of course. So I'd just want to blow up the sun, instead.  Or maybe invade it," says Adarin, deadpan. "Because there is no way that can fail."

His people have known about the sun being a sphere and really, really hot for a while.  They can scry.

2014-04-10 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I cannot recommend either course of action, Adarin, sorry."

2014-04-10 06:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Darn.  I guess I'll need to think of a better way to be a villain," he says, in a monotone. "Should Iiiiii.... Take over the world, and then run it really badly? Bwuah-ha-ha?"

2014-04-10 06:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, the use of germ theory also can lead to the invention of biological weapons, I'm just going to go ahead and warn you on that one."

2014-04-10 06:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Oh! That's good to know.  Thank you, some idiot will try to use that, calling it now."

2014-04-10 06:48 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"So if that starts happening you make the affected population boil everything they are going to ingest, is usually the first low-tech line of defense."

2014-04-10 06:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You continue to be wonderfully helpful. Thank you!" he says, with a little smile.  Book of germ theory notes is retrieved, and he writes this down.

2014-04-10 06:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome.  Did I explain vaccination or just mention it...?  I think I just mentioned it in passing.  People throw off diseases that are caused by germs because there's a thing called an immune system in our bodies that figure out what things are germs - as opposed to just random stuff that isn't trying to hurt us - and kicks them out before they do damage.  You might know of some diseases that you can only get once in your life?  Chicken pox, maybe?  Those are staying pretty much the same, so once you 'learn' what it looks like it never bothers you again.  Other diseases change their details so you can get slightly different ones and be just as sick dozens of times.  Colds are like that.  And it turns out that if you take some germs that you've killed, or weakened - or even germs from a similar but less dangerous disease, in one case I can think of - and then you put them where your immune system can get a good look at it and easily beat it up, it'll know what to look for next time.  Also, fun fact, allergies are what happens when your immune system gets the wrong idea about what things are germs and freaks out over nothing."

2014-04-10 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Notes are taken. Copious amounts. He's grinning, again, and Vern's excited.

"We do have some once-in-our-life illnesses. Vaccination will help greatly, I think. We've had a few outbreaks already and it's been bad. Do you think there's a way that magic could help the - " he checks his notes for the name. "Immune system?"

2014-04-10 07:6 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Witches mostly don't get sick - I mean, we can, but it's highly unusual - so, yes, but not one I actually know about, because mostly it hasn't been researched, because the magic people are all pretty safe and their beloved humans only figured out what immune systems were fairly recently in spell development timescales."

2014-04-10 07:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm going to have to invent like five new types of scrying just to figure out if mine can do it or not," he says, amused. "It's a good thing I like challenges, isn't it? If your magic can help, or fix it, then that would be fantastic, but I'll try mine. Since it's rather hard for me to test yours."

2014-04-10 07:21 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's not hard for witches who focus on magic - like me - to invent variants on spells that have been done, like when I brought the alethiometer I based the design on another summoning-an-object spell.  But completely new things are harder.  We have spells to cure diseases - witches get attached to mortals more than often enough to encourage that - but there's nothing for me to start from for boosting immune function unless it's brand-new and hasn't made it into my clan library yet."

2014-04-10 07:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oooh, that's handy. We haven't managed any spells to cure diseases, but broken bones and stab wounds and such some of us can do. Not me, personally, but I know a few who can. I have a bit of training, but apparently my teachers decided healing was not the kind of thing I should be able to do," he explains. "It's another thing I'm working on."

2014-04-10 20:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, while I'm visiting I'll heal anybody with something I can cure who comes by if I have the materials for it - I won't be able to bring literally everything."

2014-04-10 20:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Pause.  Then; "You are absolutely wonderful, Isabella, and I'm only barely holding myself back from hugging you and then showering you with money."

Vern snickers.Edited   2014-04-10 20:54 (UTC)


2014-04-10 20:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella bursts out laughing.  "Well.  If you want to hug me I won't stop you, and you have already showered me with an alethiometer accessory that puts objective truth at my fingertips.  So you and your excellent taste in people need not consider yourself too indebted when I tell you that witches avoid using money per se."

2014-04-10 20:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers, then says, "True, but I'm likely to bother you for permission to borrow your objective truth-telling device every now and then.  Just throwing money at you would be less in my personal self-interest."

Then, without further ado, she is hugged!Edited   2014-04-10 21:06 (UTC)


2014-04-10 20:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Hugs!  (Path is reasonably practiced at keeping out of the way.)

"There's more than one missing alethiometer, incidentally.  I could see if I can nab a second for you - if it turns out it still works in your world, which it might not.  We can ask it what it thinks when the second thingamajig is done."

2014-04-11 05:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




(Good, Adarin was worried about accidentally touching him. He's careful of Path's bubble of space, anyway.)

"I'm just going to need to stop being surprised by you being you, aren't I?" He decides to tease, once the hug has ended. "Is a thingamajig the proper technical term for a tremendously complicated magical item? I would have thought it would be 'doohickey' or a 'whatchamacallit.'"Edited   2014-04-11 14:29 (UTC)


2014-04-11 14:23 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, the stuffy scholars who inefficiently study non-missing alethiometers refer to them as 'artifacts', but that has the connotation that they're old and irreproducible, so your alethiometer accessories will not achieve the status for some time."Edited   2014-04-11 15:49 (UTC)


2014-04-11 15:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, well. There go my dreams of stuffy scholars calling something I made a thingamajig with a straight face. I'm crushed," says Adarin, not looking even remotely sad.

2014-04-11 15:53 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, I'm not planning to let them at the thingamajigs.  They keep one of the alethiometers in a heavily secured glass case in an art museum, where it talks to itself and does nothing else of use, twenty-four hours a day."

2014-04-11 15:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




He makes a face. "They don't even make a look-alike replica that's useless for truth-telling to replace it with? That way the alethiometer could still do something of use, but they can show off what it looks like? That's stupid. As the creator of the thingamajig, I'm going to veto anyone trying to put it in a museum if there aren't more thingamajig pairs than there are alethiometers."Edited   2014-04-11 23:37 (UTC)


2014-04-11 22:41 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella giggles when he deploys the word "thingamajig" twice in a row.  "Nah, the Louvre is big on authenticity and it's classifying the alethiometer as art.  They have one in good condition and they are, I suppose, pretty."

2014-04-12 02:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"So what I'm hearing is that if I make a powerful magical item, I need to make it ugly so idiots don't put it in a museum rather than using it.  Isabella, may I borrow the thingamajig?  I need to make it bright pink."

He is teasing.

2014-04-12 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You have not seen some of what qualifies as art in some genres, I take it."

2014-04-12 02:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Er.  Probably not, no.  Is this another thing I should be educated on?"

2014-04-12 02:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I doubt it has any practical value, but it might amuse you.  There are museums of modern art where the idea of 'modern' is so opaque and divorced from attempting elegance or appeal of form that it's literally possible to mistake janitorial equipment for an exhibit."

2014-04-12 02:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Ah. That sounds confusing. I'll maybe go get educated on it, later, but for right now... Eeeeh. Janitorial equipment doesn't appeal, at the moment," he shrugs. "Is there another idea for how I should spend my between-spell downtime?"

2014-04-12 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It's possible you should read an encyclopedia.  Not cover to cover - maybe not even a paper one.  I could take you to the library and you could go cruising through Wikipedia.  Start with things that are in common use where you're from and proceed to whatever it says supplanted them."

2014-04-12 02:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I have no idea what that is, but I agree that it'll be helpful!" he grins, then adds, "I'm going to get absurdly wealthy off of borrowing ideas that other people had and then using them to my own benefit, aren't I?  That's completely diabolical, you're fantastic."

2014-04-12 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh, I have every intention of getting the alethiometer to find me some land in the middle of nowhere that I can claim without anybody contesting it and turning it into a portal hub with your kind assistance, off of which I shall profit enormously."

2014-04-12 02:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin raises an eyebrow, pauses, and then - he cackles. "I approve," he manages, once he's recovered.

2014-04-12 02:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I would certainly hope so.  There's still a little issue getting places to put the portals on the other ends, so I'll have to quiz the alethiometer and/or mine clan connections to various state or municipal governments, but it's definitely a doable project and every witch in the world will think I did it myself.  I'll be able to get them to listen to anything I want to say between them guessing and me contradicting them."

2014-04-12 02:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles, just a little. "It's a good thing I don't mind you taking credit for things I do if it helps a mutual goal, isn't it? Doooo I get a cut of the inevitable huge profits, or should I find other ways to make absurd amounts of money?"

2014-04-12 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'll cut you in if that makes it easier to get you to make portals and I can help myself to a share of any readily collectable use you see of what I've been helping you with."

2014-04-12 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Sure," he agrees. "I think I would have joined in on making portals with you anyway, because I am impressed and I support being diabolical for the sake of doing good things."

2014-04-12 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Is capitalism considered diabolical where you're from?"

2014-04-12 02:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No, but cheating the system like we're planning to is."

He's still grinning.  Oh man, is he excited.

2014-04-12 02:46 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"There've been people benefiting from trade and new ideas they were the first of their cultures to find in another culture throughout history here on Earth.  We're just the first to grab farther afield."

2014-04-12 02:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Technically," he clarifies, "My people have actually done it before. But this is more viable than that other attempt, and hopefully will not end as badly."

2014-04-12 02:51 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Why, what happened last time?"

2014-04-12 02:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Er.  Well," he coughs. "Invasion? Fleeing to another plane to avoid nigh-certain death, madness, or slavery?  That kind of thing."

2014-04-12 02:52 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sounds... bad.  And you went looking for chamomile anyway."

2014-04-12 02:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"To be fair, the people that tried the first attempt summoned someone from another plane without speaking to them prior, based off of the vague notion that that particular race had magic and they wanted it. I came here after a large amount of scrying to at least check to see if this plane had anything close to an invasion force," he explains. "And if it went horrifically, terribly wrong, then I'd be the only one doomed.  Everyone else would be fine."

2014-04-12 02:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Unless we'd had the ability to travel between planes ourselves and could trace your incursion.  What'd you see when you scried here?"

2014-04-12 02:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




He winces. "Yeeeaaah.  I uh - also wanted an excuse to not be at home anymore? Not seeing the sun gets old after a while."

Awkward head scratch. "Large buildings - I was amazed at your cities, I checked up to see if you had magic and the answer was yes. Then I checked for armies or a possible invasion force, and found out that there isn't anything particularly organized set up world-wide, though I'd have to avoid getting on any nation's bad side. Then I found out the people present weren't an utterly different species, but human, so if necessary I was going to do a bit of infiltration."Edited   2014-04-12 03:05 (UTC)


2014-04-12 03:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Is there some reason you can't see the sun in New Kystle?  Also, the speciation of witches is arguable what with the all-women marry-humans thing, but there's also the bears."

2014-04-12 03:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"The scry wasn't that specific, unfortunately. I did not know about the bears.  The bears were a surprise," he says. "New Kystle is tide-locked to the sun.  You can get either eternal day, or eternal night, or if you're lucky you can live in the area that's eternal twilight. Most of the government is living in the eternal night portion, because we're using the twilight and habitable day-parts for farming. So, no sun."

2014-04-12 03:10 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"That sounds really inconvenient.  I am pretty sure I can't unlock your planet, and even if I could I imagine it would destroy whatever ecosystem the place has and cause unpredictable changes to weather and so on.  But I can do some things that affect temperature.  Unfueled fires?  Permanent ice?  Scaling up enough for you to build a city around the one or on top of the other would take a while unless the day side has a lake for me to start with, but it could help."

2014-04-12 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's really inconvenient, yes.  Any help you can offer would be appreciated! I think closer to the dividing line there are some lakes on the day portion, but further out and it's basically entirely desert."

2014-04-12 03:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, I can freeze you a dayside lake.  That'll still take hours - long enough to fly around the circumference with a lot of evergreen needles spilling out of a bag, and I'll have to get ridiculous numbers of those from somewhere.  But I can do it."

2014-04-12 03:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles at her. "Thank you. I'd kind of like to hug you again, honestly. You continue to be amazingly helpful, and I'm seriously starting to think that doing a stupid thing and plane-hopping to here was the luckiest break in my life."

2014-04-12 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Given that you landed where you did, anyway.  You could've appeared in - hey, how are you handling language barrier, anyway?"

2014-04-12 03:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"A spell.  It's extremely, absurdly complicated but it's basically doing the same thing the thingamajigs do, on a larger scale. In my head. It's built to help with learning languages, by translating what you say and then giving me translations for what I want to say and - um, I'm actually butchering the explanation, it's complicated, have I mentioned? It took me weeks," he explains. "I'm the one speaking the language, but it's like I have a dictionary of spoken languages in my head, except it's not all in my head at once, it shows me translations to what's being said at the time and gives me translations for what I want to say when I want them."

Pause. "Did that all make sense?"

2014-04-12 03:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No, but it came close enough to drop down my priority inquiries list.  But at any rate you could have landed someplace less hospitable, or thousands of miles from anywhere you could get chamomile and not near any friendly people with shareable vehicles either."

2014-04-12 03:40 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I will try to explain it when I can think of a better way to explain it without taking hours to explain the explanations," he says. "Shareable vehicles I wasn't too worried about, I can both walk and teleport, but I had some very specific contingencies in place to be sure that I landed somewhere that wouldn't kill me, and would be out of the way. Honestly it's a miracle I landed near anyone at all. If I'd been somewhere thousands of miles from where I could get chamomile, I'd do some scrying to find out where it is and then make another spell to get there.  Scrying inside a plane is far, far easier than scrying a plane from somewhere else entirely."

2014-04-12 03:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How did you handle the safety parameters?  There's plenty of places that aren't environmentally hostile but would still give you a lot of trouble if you appeared spontaneously there for cultural or whatever reasons."

2014-04-12 03:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I looked up everything that had given anyone else any trouble in teleporting in the past, wrote those down, brainstormed for a while for other possible problems teleporting could cause and based my parameters on a combination of both.  Part of that was telling it to go to a place that no one owned, or had any claim to."

2014-04-12 03:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I approve of your procedure!"

2014-04-12 03:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He grins. "Thank you. It was a pain to come up with. I don't even remember all of the contingencies I used, now, I had to write them all down and have that as a reminder as I did the spell."

2014-04-12 03:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Quite reasonable.  Witch spells don't tend to involve that many unknowns - you can screw one up, you can try a variant that's not safe, but there's nothing like 'I'm going to teleport somewhere, but can only be yea more specific'."

2014-04-12 04:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yeah, that part's annoying.  Honestly my magic works much better when I know all of the unknowns, but it can cope with having a ton if the user's got some power to work with and is willing to sit down and think about all of the options. It's a wonderful intellectual exercise."

2014-04-12 04:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It sounds interesting.  Pity I probably can't do it."

2014-04-12 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I highly doubt it, sorry.  I mean, I could give you the basic idea of what to do when you want to cast a spell in Kystle-magic, but - it seems pointless to teach you all of the principles behind a system for magic you don't have and can't get, especially when you've got your own wonderfully functional magic right there," he says. Then, he shrugs. "If you wanted me to, I could give it a try, though."

2014-04-12 04:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Low priority.  If you discover that, I don't know, blood transfusions can confer the knack for it, I'll sign up for that."

2014-04-12 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"... Blood transfusions?  Beg pardon? That sounds painful."

2014-04-12 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"...No?  They do it with hollow needles.  Pinpricks, basically.  They can take about a pint from a healthy volunteer donor, then they can give it to anybody who's lost a lot of blood, usually in accidents.  If they have compatible blood types; there are types."

2014-04-12 04:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Huh.  That's very useful.  I will have to put that on the list of things that need to be done. How do I find out blood types, what are the compatabilities?"

2014-04-12 04:17 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I have absolutely no idea how the tests are done.  You can put it on your list of things to consult Wikipedia about.  For some reason the types are A, B, AB, and O, with each coming in 'positive' and 'negative' for some other parameter, and if I recall right, which I might not so you'll want to check Wikipedia, you can get blood from anybody who has the exact same or strictly fewer of things than you - with 'things' being A, and B, and positivity for the parameter.  So AB+ can get blood from anybody, O- can give it to anybody.  There are probably exceptions with rare blood types that crop up in only a handful of people.  I have no idea if your people will have the same kinds of blood types."

2014-04-12 04:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Hmm.  It'll go somewhat lower on the list of things that need to be done, then. I'll consult Wikipedia about it, and see where it goes from there. If all else fails, it's an idea," he shrugs.

2014-04-12 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Organ transplants, also a thing, but kind of hard to do unless you have blood transfusions thoroughly down," says Isabella.

2014-04-12 04:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I didn't know that was possible, that's a little disconcerting. Cool, but frightening. As opposed to the pocket library which is just amazing without any of the mild unease at how out of my depth I am."

2014-04-12 04:26 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Wikipedia is probably the most perfectly practical portion of the pocket library.  I mean, search engines, also good, but nine times of ten, you just want the Wikipedia article."

2014-04-12 04:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Then I'm going to like looking things up in it quite a lot, aren't I?"

2014-04-12 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I expect you to facetiously declare an intention to marry Wikipedia, minimum."

2014-04-12 04:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers. "Would it be in the facetious wedding dress, or would I be?"

2014-04-12 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It would be rude of me to dictate your arrangements, even if I wound up being maid of honor."

2014-04-12 04:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




The snickering turns into laughter. "It gets to wear the dress. With my hair, I could be mistaken for female and that would be even more embarrassing than being in a wedding dress."

2014-04-12 04:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"All right.  Wikipedia in a facetious wedding dress.  Although, incidentally, you may wish to be aware - large parts of the reasonably-well-developed world are currently agitating for making same-sex marriage legal.  Could be a cultural stumbling block."

2014-04-12 04:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He pauses, and tilts his head. Then he smiles, just a little faintly. "Zeviana would like it, here."

2014-04-12 04:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah?"

2014-04-12 04:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah.  My sister's had an ongoing problem with people having a problem with her preferring women," he says, still smiling.

2014-04-12 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"There's still a lot of that.  But progress is underway."

2014-04-12 04:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"That's better than the situation on New Kystle right now.  What with her being expected to have children, and all. With or without her permission."Edited   2014-04-12 04:41 (UTC)


2014-04-12 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"There's such a thing as sperm donation, here.  Without any necessity of paternal involvement.  All very medical.  If it's men and not children that she objects to."

2014-04-12 04:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"As far as I know, it's men, but I doubt she wants children right now either.  I'll let her know, next chance I get, if she does in the future."

2014-04-12 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella nods.  "Your language spell - will it work on me when I visit?"

2014-04-12 04:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I'll have to cast it on you, but yes, it will. Sorry, I'd forgotten to tell you, I've gotten used to it and it's not the kind of thing that draws a lot of attention to itself," he says. "It just felt like talking normally, after practice. I hope my accent hasn't been too bad?"

2014-04-12 04:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're quite comprehensible.  And I absolutely can't place your accent, you don't sound like you're from some specific place, you just sound extremely and vaguely foreign."

2014-04-12 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Good, glad I'm comprehensible. Extremely and vaguely foreign, huh?  I'll take it. I am extremely foreign."

2014-04-12 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The very foreignest."

2014-04-12 04:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Most certainly."

2014-04-12 04:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Does the spell let you show me a sample of your language or will it override you?"

2014-04-12 04:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It will not override me.  Would you like a sample of my language?"Edited   2014-04-12 04:54 (UTC)


2014-04-12 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes please."

2014-04-12 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He looks amused, and then says something in his language. It sounds rather pretty, and neatly displays how his accent works with his language. It's not anything immediately familiar, for obvious reasons, but it certainly sounds like it works well enough in itself. That being said, it is completely incomprehensible to her.

2014-04-12 04:59 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Pretty!  What'd you say?"

2014-04-12 05:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I said, 'This is a sentence in my native language. I'm quite sure my accent's normal, here. Unless I'm victim to a very elaborate joke.'"

2014-04-12 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It is a currently popular fashion among linguists to declare no natively acquired accent any more normal than any other."

2014-04-12 05:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aha.  In that case..."

He switches languages, and says some more things, apparently having a bit of fun.

"There. I said it was the usual accent for where I lived." He adds in a deadpan, "Ha."

2014-04-12 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Do you not have class differences in speaking habits there?"

2014-04-12 05:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Some, but not particularly huge ones.  I did teach myself a second language though, so I could remind myself parts of a spell and not worry as much about anyone listening and being able to figure out a counter-spell fast enough to matter," he says. "Apparently my accent in that one is absolutely atrocious."Edited   2014-04-12 05:10 (UTC)


2014-04-12 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How big is the population of New Kystle, anyway?"

2014-04-12 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Hmmm.  We haven't managed a formal census, but... Over twenty thousand, or so," he winces.

2014-04-12 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"Okay, for reference, Earth has more than six billion people on it."

2014-04-12 05:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Yeah. We had around two billion," he says, softly. "Before."

2014-04-12 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"That's... shit."

2014-04-12 05:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Yes."

2014-04-12 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"On that scale twenty thousand is a narrow escape.  How did you get out?"

2014-04-12 05:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I made a really big shield, and held it for as long as I was physically capable of doing. My sister went out to collect as many as she could, and bring them back to the shield. I hit mana deprivation at some point three days in and I don't remember much after that. After the fact, I heard that other mages worked together to do the same thing I'd been doing, and some others managed to make a portal, and we ran."

2014-04-12 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed






"Do you want a hug?"

2014-04-12 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




"... Yeah,  I think so."

2014-04-12 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Hugs.

2014-04-12 05:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Hugs indeed.

2014-04-12 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path glides off of her head and makes a soft trilling noise at Vernaia.

2014-04-12 05:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia trills back, sitting up a little.

2014-04-12 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"C'mere.  Hugs are nicer if the entire person is hugging," Path opines.

2014-04-12 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Are they?" she asks, surprised.  She does come there, though!  Hugs?

2014-04-12 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Wingful snuggles!  Tentative preening.

2014-04-12 05:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Wingful snuggles are returned.  Preening?  Oh goodness, Vernaia's a bird. She knows preening, too! That's also returned, just as tentatively.

Adarin relaxes, just a little, in the hug. He looks at Vern and Path curiously, then laughs a bit when he sees them cuddling.Edited   2014-04-12 05:35 (UTC)


2014-04-12 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Daemons do that.  Parallel socializing."

2014-04-12 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"It's bewilderingly adorable," he says. "And also nice."

2014-04-12 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It wouldn't work as well if we didn't have reasonably compatible daemons.  Ranata has a hummingbird and Charlie a wolverine; they have a bit of a hard time."

2014-04-12 05:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Ah, I see. That's rather unfortunate for the both of them, because this is still nice."

2014-04-12 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It can get worse!  Some people wind up with really inconvenient daemons.  They don't get too big - you can have, say, an elephant, but it'll come out pygmy - but they can be aquatic.  Or poisonous."

(Ongoing hugs.  She has plopped her head on his shoulder.) 

2014-04-12 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh good heavens.  I love my lovely magic talking bird very much.  She's not poisonous, or aquatic, or any of a number of inconvenient things."

(He smiles a little, when she plops her head onto his shoulder.  Hugs continue to be returned. Adarin seems comfortable just hugging, apparently.)Edited   2014-04-12 05:49 (UTC)


2014-04-12 05:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Birds are great.  Witches all have them - Path wanted to be a little dragon, maybe, but we didn't feel properly a witch till he found a bird he wanted to stay."

"Or a firefly.  A dragon or a firefly," says Path.

"Or a firefly, but I would have been so annoyed if you'd been a bug.  They're decorative but they can't do anything."

"I liked to glow.  But I like being an owl, too."

2014-04-12 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Aww.  Now I'm put out because I couldn't see a little dragon daemon," he says, amused. "Vern, I think we missed out on things because we got here late."

"I like being a kagu. I think I might have liked to fly, but this feels right," replies Vern. She makes a happy noise and cuddles Path.

Adarin tilts his head to look at the pair. "Fair enough. I do think owl suits you, Path.  The small adorable fluffiness is a plus."

2014-04-12 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I can get you pictures of me with Path as any of a dozen of his favorite old shapes, if you really want!" laughs Isabella.

"I am travel-sized," asserts Path.

"And soft," says Isabella, though since he's currently snuggling Vernaia she doesn't pet him to punctuate this assertion.

2014-04-12 05:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I think I'd love to see pictures," replies Adarin. "Perhaps not now, but eventually, certainly."

In order to see pictures now he would have to stop hugging her.  He doesn't want to. Hugs are nice, especially when the rest of him is cuddling adorably as a bird.

Vernaia giggles a little, and nuzzles Path. "Very," she proclaims.

2014-04-12 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Hugs are very nice!

"I have some of them on my phone.  For the whole set we'd need to apply to my dad for the physical photo album."

2014-04-12 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Ahh, the pocket library also has adorable pictures. I support this."

2014-04-12 06:5 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The phone is not primarily a pocket library.  It's named after the talking-to-faraway-people-who-also-have-phones function.  The class of devices has been picking up added features like internet access much more recently."

2014-04-12 06:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'm going to think of it as a pocket library no matter what you tell me. That also sounds remarkably similar to spelled mirrors! Except... Those have no added functionality. And they are not libraries that are pocket sized."

2014-04-12 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Well, neither did phones, recently enough.  It's even pretty recent that you can use them without them being connected by physical wires the whole way.  If you see wooden pillars by the sides of roads with wires strung between them and branching off towards houses, those are called 'telephone poles', although I think some of the wires are for electricity and other utilities that are carried via wire."

2014-04-12 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ah, I see.  That's very cool - your world is interesting, did you know?"

2014-04-12 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I did know!  I expect yours is interesting too."

2014-04-12 06:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I think so. It's beautiful, anyway, if sometimes - oh, yes, you're immune to cold.  Then it'll just be pretty for you, I suppose."

2014-04-12 06:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We usually describe ourselves as unharmed by cold.  I can still tell that cold things are cold."

2014-04-12 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Well, is it a bad feeling?"

2014-04-12 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"No.  Especially not if it's starry out.  Moonlight and starlight feel beautiful and they're easier to feel in the cold."

2014-04-12 06:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs, a little. "New Kystle has two moons. I do hope you like it."

2014-04-12 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooh.  I am very much looking forward to that.  And new stars."

2014-04-12 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I don't think we have many astronomers.  It's possibly the ones we have will let you name a star, if you find the right person to ask."

2014-04-12 06:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I don't think that will affect the quality of the light, but it'd be fun!  I will contemplate what to name a star."

2014-04-12 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He grins. "I'm glad you'll have fun."

They are still hugging. At this point, it might have graduated to cuddles, but Adarin certainly isn't complaining.

2014-04-12 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella seems pretty cozy too!

"Also if I freeze a dayside lake for you I should name the lake too."

2014-04-12 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin laughs. "Sure. I'll have to find you a lake that doesn't have a name yet, but I don't think all of them do."

2014-04-12 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How long have you all been in New Kystle at this point?"

2014-04-12 06:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Four years. Certainly not long enough to name everything on a planet."

2014-04-12 06:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Not even in a narrow band around the twilight area.  Okay."

2014-04-12 06:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"To be fair, people are also clustering around certain places, and then not moving from them, so the places they're not at get ignored."

2014-04-12 06:39 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Makes sense, it's useful to be around people and specialize your labor."

2014-04-12 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Also, safer. Plus, I've been trying to get a portal system set up, so people cluster around those."Edited   2014-04-12 06:43 (UTC)


2014-04-12 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Reasonable of them!"

2014-04-12 06:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Very! It's nice when they're reasonable."

2014-04-12 06:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Are they often otherwise?  I think you mentioned trash in the streets..."

2014-04-12 06:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I mean, sometimes they're unreasonable, but usually it's pretty straight forward. I was just thinking of the people I have to deal with most often, and... Eeeugh. If they didn't have magic I have no doubt they would be completely useless.  Some of them manage to be completely useless to the world even with magic, and I'm not even sure how they pull that off."

2014-04-12 06:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What's wrong with this population, that they manage to be so thoroughly unhelpful?"

2014-04-12 15:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Being use to general decadence and expecting nothing less even now, even after barely getting out alive.  A large number of them are used to getting their way, and don't have moral issues with trying to get what they want now. Thus, why I have to check my food and drink for drugs regularly," he says, a little bitterly.

2014-04-12 15:37 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella shudders.  "Right, I'm going to look up general protecting-mortals protocols and see if I can get you something about that.  Protective tattoo, probably."

2014-04-12 15:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you," he replies sincerely. Since they're still snuggled.... Tentative hair pet? If she wants him to stop, he will, but this seems like a nice idea.

Vern giggles a little helplessly.

2014-04-12 15:46 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella makes no objection!  Path trills contentedly.

2014-04-12 15:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin smiles a bit. "I am so hilariously lucky to have picked this plane."

He does not expand on the why.

2014-04-12 15:53 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Is the average one really that unpleasant?  How many samples do you have?  Maybe you just barely missed a highly functional utopia with friendly omnipotent people who strew every floor with chamomile once a morning."

2014-04-12 15:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"The average one is usually pretty boring, some have some original inhabitants but not all. If I barely missed a statistically unlikely friendly omnipotent people then I'll just have to console myself with one that has pocket libraries, objective truth-tellers, and helpful witches."

2014-04-12 15:58 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Fair enough.  I'm sure not complaining.  Although if you ever do find that utopia I want an entrez."

2014-04-12 16:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Of course."

2014-04-12 16:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The impression I have of your world is a bunch of loosely organized people trying to retain status they can no longer realistically maintain and otherwise running around haphazardly, but is there some formal political structure?  Like, I'm formally subject to the queen of my clan, and also the democractic republic and its appointees of the United States and whichever of those states have a particular claim on me - this one is Maine and my legal residence is in Washington - plus wherever I am at any given time, like when you found me I was in Canada, a neighboring country."

2014-04-12 16:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Your impression is reasonably accurate. There was a more formal system set up, but most of us don't recognize it anymore considering many of the people who ran it died with my mother. We don't have any countries set up, but my sister's - you recall how she quit the political field? She'd won over a large number of people by saving their lives so when she left they went with her. I can try to explain the political structure that used to be, if that would help?"

2014-04-12 16:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It could.  I'm curious, anyway."

2014-04-12 16:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Well.  They'd set up a sort of... Puppet monarchy when I was a child, but I later learned it was actually run by an oligarchy made up of older and more powerful mages. They did not all get along, but they'd agreed to not kill each other, and try to make some decisions for mutual benefit of mages present."

2014-04-12 16:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Very mage-centric, this setup."

2014-04-12 16:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Annoyingly so. There's a bit of history with mages going on long crusades to conquer non-magic setups. Since they had no defense..." he winces. "It was rather one-sided."

2014-04-12 16:23 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I suppose witches could have done that, but my various relatives have never been interested in governing humans, just in collecting appealing ones when they felt like it, which I suppose is a mild improvement for the majority of the nonmagical population."

2014-04-12 16:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"A mild one, yes. I suspect that since our power is renewable but finite, many mages wanted an army to hide behind while another mage attacked them, so they could recuperate. So, conquest and conscription."

2014-04-12 16:28 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yeesh.  You're probably going to want to lay down the groundwork to enfranchise non-mages sufficiently to make that at least inconvenient to retry."

2014-04-12 16:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I'm trying, but the trouble is, usually power favors anyone with magic because they have more to threaten with. A general could raise an army, but a mage could just incinerate the army and then say they're in charge of whatever the army was protecting."

He sounds rather sad. "And... Well. I'm one man. They outnumber me. Maybe if I were the murderous type I could just try and conquer the mages and say, 'I'm in charge, do what I say' but that hardly solves the problem. Not to mention, I'm not murderous."

2014-04-12 16:34 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So - radios, let's learn how radios work and get everybody radios.  Somebody starts throwing power around over here, and all six other locations he was planning to hit hear about it and have time to melt away.  Maybe not the first place he tries, since he can teleport presumably - but the other five.  And he can do property damage and scoop up stragglers, but it'll be harder and slower and everyone will do whatever they can with warning.  Radio you, maybe, or any other sympathetic mages."

2014-04-12 16:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oooo. Oh, I like you - that's a good idea. We have mirrors, if I spend months making a ton of spelled ones I could get a sort of network set up.  No radio required."

Adarin thinks, a little. "I think the problem might be in giving the mages the idea that I was trying to take over the world.  They're notoriously bad at working together, but someone having a good chance at ruling everyone else usually gets them to try."

2014-04-12 16:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The radios have the advantage that non-mages can make them, though I don't know how easily or what kinds of materials are required.  I think really basic ones might require vacuum tubes."

2014-04-12 16:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Ahh.  I'll have to ask my facetious fiance, then. I would like to use radios, I have no moral issues with stealing ideas to let people not be oppressed anymore."

2014-04-12 16:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The concept of the radio is long out of patent, I'm sure."

2014-04-12 16:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Oh good, so no one will make faces at me for borrowing it."

2014-04-12 16:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Not a bit.  And even if you take things that are patented, your world is well out of jurisdiction of anyone interested in enforcing Earthly patent law."

2014-04-12 16:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True, but I'd like to avoid antagonizing anyone in charge in your plane.  If I need to in order to prevent large-scale death or something, I will, but if it's something simple - I can just throw money at the problem until it goes away. That's what I make it for."

2014-04-12 16:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The ostensible point of intellectual property law is to allow people the profit motive for making their ideas available without fear of those ideas getting stolen.  So if you feel bad about it and you have the money to throw - after whatever conversion process into local currency - you could also buy radios and whatnot.  The problem is that modern ones will require more sophisticated infrastructure to maintain and repair.  You'll run into this problem with most things - we're using improved versions of everything that requires materials science and software engineering and robotic assembly lines just to get the parts spat out of a factory."

2014-04-12 16:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Aha.  So I'd have the basic, no longer in use versions and need to upgrade if I want New Kystle to match your plane. That sounds like I should just do what I can with simple versions until things are stable enough to start getting an infrastructure set up. That works for me."

2014-04-12 16:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella nods.  They are still snuggled up, so it comes out as vaguely nuzzly, but presumably meaning is preserved.

2014-04-12 16:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Meaning is preserved! Also, snuggling continues to be nice. He keeps getting distracted by her being helpful for solving problems, and absently forgetting that they're cuddling at all. A part of him's saying they should probably stop, but it's getting shoved into a corner and told to shut up.

"Hmmm.  At some time in the future, would you like a spelled mirror? They work across planes."

2014-04-12 17:1 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Hell yes."

2014-04-12 17:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Alright.  I'll have to actually get mirrors, but I can get a pair when I get chamomile."

2014-04-12 17:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, no shortage, mirrors are cheap."

2014-04-12 17:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'd be incredibly surprised if this plane had fantastic things like radios and Wikipedia, but mirrors were beyond the infrastructure capabilities," says Adarin, amused.

2014-04-12 17:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella giggles.  "What's your currency plan, anyway?  Even if you brought bricks of gold you'll have to find somebody who's interested in buying them.  Most transactions don't work directly in objects of material value; we have fiat currency."

2014-04-12 17:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Two-fold.  First, find something people will pay for here - partially mooching off of your portal system income for a bit, then using that to pay for something else I could do that would make money and saying you did it, or something. Once that's set up, I find something to convert my currency to this one.  Bricks of gold is a method, but they're heavy. I might buy expensive jewelry and try selling those, if it seems like those would have a good return value."Edited   2014-04-12 17:12 (UTC)


2014-04-12 17:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It's actually pretty hard to resell objects like that.  You might be able to find someone to take them, but off the top of my head the only ideas I'm having are businesses designed to take advantage of people who need liquid cash yesterday and are willing to part with their grandmother's necklace or whatever to get it."

2014-04-12 17:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ahhh. Then in that case, I'll pass on that idea.  Maybe it would be better to just reveal that I'm super extra-foreign and try to set up a proper currency exchange."

2014-04-12 17:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm sure you could get ahold of an enterprising person willing to buy New Kystle currency if they could expect to make regular trips there.  Can you set up permanent interplanar portals or do you have to personally ferry visitors?"

2014-04-12 17:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I can set up permanent interplanar portals, on the caveat that I'm a little nervous to. I can break a portal entirely if I want, but I don't know of a way to monitor what goes through them without spending hours a day scrying. So, something nefarious from either side could get by, and I wouldn't know.  Perhaps I could set up security to check, but uh... A large number of mages could rebel if I tried that, considering how the last time we had extraplanar relations went."

2014-04-12 17:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm sort of worried that you'll bring me over to visit, one or more of these people who antagonize you so will decide it is about time you were dead, and I will be stuck there."

2014-04-12 17:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Ah.  That's a pretty understandable concern.  If it helps, they don't actually want me dead. If I die, then they have to deal with Zeviana if they want my bloodline to be salvaged at all, and if they didn't they would have had my mother killed when she was a child," he explains. "They seem to think I'm the easiest to deal with of my family."

2014-04-12 17:27 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, that helps, but not overwhelmingly much.  Is there a way to hide the portal?  Put it up in midair, nowhere anybody is liable to look; you can build a building under it later if everything goes well, but failing that, I'll be able to fly home?"

2014-04-12 17:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm. Alright, I can do a hidden one, I don't want to trap you if something terrible happens. Now, the caveat with portals is that I need to physically go to where each side will be, and leave a sort of magical marker so I can tell the portal where to go."

He thinks about the logistics necessary. "I can place a marker here, teleport to my plane alone, wait for a little while for my magic to be ready for a portal, then let you know on a mirror and you can just come through then?"

2014-04-12 17:33 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure.  You can mark a spot when I have both halves of my thingamajig and can find my portal hub site."

2014-04-12 17:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That works," he says, smiling a little. "On another note - please don't invade my world? It's not worth it, I swear."

2014-04-12 17:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'm not gonna invade your world.  I'll let you ask the alethiometer about it if you like."

2014-04-12 17:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"That works. Please don't tell a soul that I made a portal when we get to New Kystle, though, even with alethiometer approval.  That would end badly."

2014-04-12 17:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'll leave that to your discretion.  Unless you die and for some reason I wish to bring someone home with me."

2014-04-12 17:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin looks faintly amused. "You seem very set with the idea that I will die horrifically when I get home. I suppose if I'm dead, it won't matter to me much what happens after. I'll leave that up to you."

2014-04-12 17:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I do not expect you to die!  I just don't want to make promises that I don't plan to keep under all feasible contingencies."

2014-04-12 17:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I can respect that. Thank you for being honest with me upfront." 

2014-04-12 17:47 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Hey, you might check up on me with my brand new absolute truth telling device."

2014-04-12 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Probably.  It's a nice change to have someone that thinks of long-term consequences!"

2014-04-12 17:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm pretty honestly inclined in general, but yes, also long-term thinking."

2014-04-12 17:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Thank you. I understand you're probably not doing it for my benefit, but I should thank you, regardless."

2014-04-12 17:53 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I am reasonably interested in your benefit, here!  For long-term-thinking reasons and also because I like you."

2014-04-12 17:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aw, thank you." 

He teases,"It's because I made the thingamajigs, isn't it? Bet that's it."

2014-04-12 17:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You made the thingamajigs, and you are concerned about correct things in correct ways."

2014-04-12 17:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I do try," says Adarin, brightly. "I'm glad you noticed!"

2014-04-12 18:1 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"And you are snuggly, there's also that."

(Path fluffs fluffily against Vernaia.)

2014-04-12 18:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Okay, now there's embarrassed giggling. "I ah- have never been told that before!  So that's a pleasant surprise."

(Vern nuzzles back, making a cute trilling noise.)

2014-04-12 18:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What, never?  What a pity."

2014-04-12 18:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, I'd been missing out," he explains. "Though it probably helps that my magic talking bird is now here and can cuddle, too."

He will not stop calling her that.  It amuses him.

2014-04-12 18:9 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, it helps us.  I don't imagine it'd factor in if you'd been snuggling lots of people at home and getting their evaluations."

2014-04-12 18:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs, softly. "Well.  Okay, yeah, it wouldn't have factored in for the theoretical snuggle evaluations that would have taken place. Who else would have factored in to these theoretical snuggles? A few people have little to no personal space inhibitions, but I've never wanted to snuggle any of them."Edited   2014-04-13 03:06 (UTC)


2014-04-13 03:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It sounds rather as though the only person you even sort of like - on a personal level as opposed to an 'I'd rather you didn't die of dysentery' level, anyway - back in New Kystle is your sister, so she's my only guess."

2014-04-13 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That is sadly accurate. There are a few people I respect, even work together with, but I can't say I personally like any of them. My sister is also not very snuggly."

2014-04-13 16:44 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, that all adds up to kind of depressing."

2014-04-13 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Yes, but I was trying hard to not make this particularly angsty. I'm currently in a good mood and letting myself fall into self-pity would neatly ruin that."

2014-04-13 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Snuggle.  "I will help you with your hug debt.  And everything else."

2014-04-13 23:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He smiles affectionately, returning snuggles. "Thank you.  That's very nice to hear."

2014-04-13 23:12 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You seem like a good target of helping.  High leverage.  And snuggly."

2014-04-13 23:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snickers. "Mutually beneficial goals are lovely, certainly."

2014-04-13 23:17 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Mm-hm.  Remind me when you're going to be able to do the second thingamajig?"

2014-04-13 23:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"In a few days. Why, hoping to be rid of me?" he teases.

2014-04-13 23:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"No, I'm going to visit after that, remember?  I'm interested to see the place."

2014-04-13 23:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Aha, I see. Surely there are interesting things to do around here to pass the time? I'd like to see more of this plane, it's fascinating."

2014-04-13 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, of course, I wasn't thinking, of course it's just as interesting to be here for you - let's see, there's the library but it's closed today.  Uuuum, we could see a movie?"

2014-04-13 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"My translation spell is comparing movies to a one-sided spelled mirror, and cameras?  I might need you to explain that one. It sounds interesting, whatever it is."

2014-04-13 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, I explained video cameras, right?  Imagine aiming one at a theatrical production.  Now, take away the audience, record every scene as many times as you want, and remember you can go back and edit the recording later to put in things that you can't easily do in real life.  Movies!"

2014-04-13 23:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Ah!  So it's a play that's pre-recorded. That all makes sense and I think I'd like to see one!"

2014-04-13 23:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay, lemme see what's on today."  She unsnuggles just enough to pull out her phone and hold it so he can watch her make the search.  "Harry Potter's still out in a couple places, but that's a sequel.  Star Trek is... connected to a preexisting series, but this one is a reboot, so it shouldn't be that much less comprehensible than any other science fiction.  I think the Wolverine movie requires more background knowledge.  I'm not seeing anything that's an obvious good look at what it is actually like to live here, these are all what if we had weird technology or weird magic."

2014-04-13 23:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He is fascinated by the use of the pocket library, and watches curiously. If he makes more trips to this plane (and he's planning to) he's going to want one of those, even if it'll just work when he's here.  It looks interesting and he is charmed by it.

"At the risk of sounding exactly as extremely foreign as my accent, is the 'Wolverine' movie about a literal animal?  I'm not sure I could take it seriously, if so. But I do like the idea of seeing something with weird technology or magic! It should be interesting, and considering the both of us have just been introduced into a literal 'Weird magic has been dropped onto your lap' situation... Fitting?"

2014-04-13 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh!  No, it is not about a literal animal.  It's about a guy with superpowers whose code name is Wolverine.  I don't even know why; his actor's daemon is a dog they made up to look more like a wolf and in the comics it's not a wolverine either, I'm not sure what it was there.  Harry Potter is actually about weird magic being dropped into one's lap but the movie that's out now is the sixth.  Tomorrow we could get the first one out of the library, though.  In Star Trek it is advanced technology, not magic, and the characters are pretty used to it."

2014-04-13 23:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm.  I don't believe I have enough knowledge to be particularly picky!  I'll leave it up to your discretion? I'm sure I'll be fascinated by everything there."

2014-04-13 23:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Let's see Star Trek today and get Harry Potter from the library tomorrow?"

2014-04-13 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Sure! That sounds fun. Is there anything specific involved with seeing a movie besides actually... Literally looking at it?"

2014-04-14 00:4 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You go sit in a dark room and it plays.  Theaters traditionally sell popcorn and candy and sometimes other food.  People there on dates sit in the back and make out.  If you have a pocket library you have to turn it off, because everyone will be mad at you if it makes a noise during the show."

2014-04-14 00:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin raises his eyebrows at her explanation of what people on dates do.

"Hm.  If the point of being in a dark room to watch a movie is to do exactly what the description for watching a movie is, then why spend the time making out?  That seems..." says Adarin, looking a bit embarrassed, "Like it would be better done somewhere else."

2014-04-14 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I dunno, I've never done a movie date.  I think it's ten percent actual thing, ninety percent silly cultural stereotype."

2014-04-14 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ah, I see. Then I don't have to awkwardly ignore everything going on behind me in case a couple decides to go on a date.  Good, that makes me feel better."

2014-04-14 00:19 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"There's usually no reason to look behind you, and it'd be hard to hear them in most movies - movies get very loud."

2014-04-14 00:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That also helps.  Thank you, Isabella. I'm probably going to think about the silly cultural stereotype sometime during the movie, but at least I know I won't hear it," he says. "If you were wondering, I've been in that situation before and it was extremely awkward."

2014-04-14 00:23 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"So you are not a fan of public displays of affection, huh?  How big a problem is it, are you going to have trouble if we go outside and there are couples making out in the park or whatever?"

2014-04-14 00:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I'm not likely to make a scene, it's just not something I'd like to be sitting next to for a long period of time. If there's a couple making out in the park I'll probably just ignore them entirely."

2014-04-14 00:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, you'll be fine then.  Want to go now?"

2014-04-14 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure!"

2014-04-14 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella collects her daemon, her cloud-pine, and a little packet of assorted herbs.  "Now, since I don't have any actual money, what I'm going to do is offer to do a spell for the theater or for anybody with the authority to give me a voucher.  This usually works on the first try, but it might be that we have to try a second theater."

2014-04-14 00:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin collects his own daemon, and nods at Isabella's explanation.

"That sounds fine, I don't mind.  Is my hair likely to attract unwanted attention, or something? I understand I'm supposed to keep my extremely foreign status somewhat secret."

2014-04-14 00:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It looks like you bleached it and keep it long-ish, nothing particularly extraterrestrial."

When they have departed the indoors she mounts her branch and waves him aboard too.

2014-04-14 00:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He is ushered aboard, along with Vern!

"Hm, alright.  Hurray, I don't have to change my hair. I get to keep feeling pretty," he deadpans.Edited   2014-04-14 00:41 (UTC)


2014-04-14 00:40 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It works on you!  I don't know that I'd recommend it for the general population's new most commonplace haircut, but it works on you."  She guides the cloudpine up and heads for the movie theater.

She does a spell to climate-control the lobby for them, which takes fifteen minutes and will undoubtedly save them hundreds of dollars in both air conditioning and heating for as long as the spell lasts, and receives a voucher for any non-ludicrous quantity of movie theater products she may desire over the next yearlong period.  She waves this at the correct people to get herself and Adarin tickets to Star Trek, a large popcorn to split, sodas, and boxes of Milk Duds.

"May as well make it the works," she explains as they head for their screen.

2014-04-14 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thank you," he says with a smile. "I've grown fond of the style."

Adarin is fascinated by just about everything in the movie theater. While Isabella's busy getting them permission to see a movie via spell payment, he wanders around the lobby looking at posters, looking utterly charmed. Tickets are gotten, and he grins at her as they go.

"Makes sense.  Magic has wonderful, wonderful benefits; I feel spoiled already."

2014-04-14 00:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm so glad you approve.  Now, before the movie starts, they play some boring crap advertisements that you will probably find intensely fascinating, and then they play enticing snippets of movies that haven't come out yet to get us interested in seeing them when they do, and then we get our movie.  You can talk a little during the commercials and the previews if you need to ask questions but it's rude during the main event.  You could, however, write down anything you want to ask me about later."

2014-04-14 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure, I have no doubt I'll be fascinated by everything.  I'd like to avoid being rude, but I don't think I'll write down my questions.  If I did that, it could be hours of just me asking curious questions. Then asking questions about the answers to the previous questions - a thing best settled when we go to the library."

2014-04-14 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Up to you."

They find seats.  There is a commercial for Coke playing.

"This company made the cups we are drinking out of, as you can see," Isabella remarks, "but this isn't Coke I got us, it's Mountain Dew."

2014-04-14 00:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oooo," he says. "Is that just the name, oooor...?"

2014-04-14 00:58 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She laughs.  "It's the name!  Our mountains do not accumulate dew in this flavor, sugar concentration, or bubbliness."

2014-04-14 01:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Pity.  I would have wanted to visit."

2014-04-14 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sorry.  You like the soda, though?"

2014-04-14 01:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I do!  I haven't had anything like it before, and it's... sugary and bubbly and kind of amazing. I'm tempted to just call it 'magic' but I doubt it's that, considering how things are, here."

2014-04-14 01:3 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It is not remotely magic!  It is heavily artificial, though.  There's kinds and kinds of soda, we can get you samples of more sorts on the way out."  She opens her box of Milk Duds.  "And candy if you like."

2014-04-14 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




A sample of Milk Duds is taken and one is eaten. The other samples soon follow at a very fast pace. Then, Adarin snickers, and says, "I'll just take that second box now, please, this is amazing. Better than the soda."

2014-04-14 01:7 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Hey, I got two because I wanted one.  Here," she snorts, "I'll go wave my voucher at concessions and get one of everything, why not, you can deal with the consequences of the sugar crash."

2014-04-14 01:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Teasingly, he replies, "I was going to leave you the first. Most of it. Thank you! This is going to make me sick from eating a lot, isn't it? I might just save some and try them as time goes on. For the sake of increasing my knowledge of the world."

2014-04-14 01:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: a ~ la la




"Increasing your knowledge of the world.  Sure.  Best excuse to eat a pile of candy I've ever heard."

She puts their popcorn in his lap and goes to get one of all the candies.

2014-04-14 01:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He tries some of the popcorn, too, because he can. Nom, nom.  Popcorn.  He is approving of everything here, this is the best plane ever.  Of all time. Maybe there's a statistically unlikely incredibly helpful utopia, but he doubts that utopia has Milk Duds. Way, way better choice.

(He doesn't mean that, but he is having so much fun.)

2014-04-14 01:17 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




She is back soon with licorice, peanut butter cups, M&Ms, a peppermint patty, sour gummy worms, and a Snickers bar.  "Here you are."

2014-04-14 01:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you!"

Popcorn is returned (before he eats it all, he does want her to have some, too) and various forms of candy is acquired. 

"The movie hasn't started yet and I approve so much," he says brightly.

2014-04-14 01:20 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella snickers.

The commercial playing is now for an SUV.

2014-04-14 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He looks at this with absolute fascination, but he mentally pronounces it to not be as cool as Isabella's cloud pine.  The vehicle very obviously doesn't fly. So, not superior.

2014-04-14 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




And then it's a local dentist, and then it's trailer time!  Here is a forthcoming movie with lots of gun violence!

Isabella consumes popcorn.

2014-04-14 01:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Things are watched with interest!  Then when the movie with gun violence trailer is over, he leans over and asks, "Was that imaginary 'what if' technology, or...?"

Adarin's going to end up so fascinated by movies that he'll probably forget to eat popcorn.  But during the lull of trailers and commercials, he'll have some! He will get to the candy, but cool things on the screen takes priority.

2014-04-14 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"The stunts were exceptional, but guns are real."

The next trailer is for a computer animated kids' cartoon.

2014-04-14 01:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Aha.  Thank you."

When the next trailer comes on, he begins fascinated staring at animated cartoons. This is literally like nothing he's seen before! Stare stare stare what is this candy you speak of there's cool things he's never seen before up there. Stare.

"I will have so many questions by the end of this," he says softly, amazed.

2014-04-14 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I forgot to mention that not all movies have live actors.  Animation started out as drawings going by so fast that they looked like they were moving, but now they do it on computers."

2014-04-14 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Oooooooooo. Thank you, again," says Adarin, grinning. "This was the best idea."

2014-04-14 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I have good ideas sometimes!"

Preview for a romantic comedy!

2014-04-14 01:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"More often than sometimes."

He tilts his head a little at the romantic comedy preview.  After some consideration, he deems it 'cute' and smiles at it. He's a little embarrassed by public displays of affection, but it's obvious this isn't that.  Adarin doesn't think it's his kind of thing, but he can deem it cute. Maybe if he saw it he'd like it, but just the preview doesn't appeal.

2014-04-14 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Chick flick," Isabella identifies.  "At least by cultural stereotype."

Here's some Oscar-bait with a lot of dramatic shouting in the rain!

2014-04-14 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin giggles at Isabella's identification. He looks at the Oscar-bait movie with amusement, identifying that it's really dramatic and shouty. That one very definitively doesn't appeal; he's been through a lot, himself, and he's never felt the need to shout in the rain. 

Trying not to laugh, he asks, "Did everyone just wait until it was raining to shout?  Is that a thing? That seems like a strange thing."

2014-04-14 01:46 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Ugh, it's a mood-setting narrative thing, people do not really wait until it is raining to shout at each other."

Here's another action movie, this one more military.

2014-04-14 01:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




He snickers.

The military action movie actually makes him a bit uncomfortable.  He suspects he's not the type of person this is aimed towards, considering that part of his home's history where a very, very large percentage of a world was killed or worse in an invasion. Adarin makes a bit of a displeased face, but otherwise doesn't react.

Distractions with candy!  He tries the Snickers bar, because its name amuses him.  He approves!  It makes a nice distraction.

2014-04-14 01:54 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




And here is the opening sequence of Star Trek.  All of the alien characters have their daemons made up or CGI-adjusted to look like alien creatures; the humans have Earth animals.  These aliens are upset!  This Federation ship is in trouble!  There is a heroic sacrifice!  A baby is born and his daemon appears in a swirl of golden light and he is named James Tiberius Kirk!Edited   2014-04-14 01:57 (UTC)


2014-04-14 01:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Oooo.  Fascinated staring occurs. As per request, he doesn't speak at all to ask any questions (though he's got several) while it's playing. The candy is going to just have to get over the fact that it's going to be ignored until a later date, though. He's not sure when that later date will be, but right now, movie.

So far, he approves!  Not of death, but of storytelling. He's been to plays before, so he's not going to judge this by real life standards.Edited   2014-04-14 02:01 (UTC)


2014-04-14 02:0 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Vulcans!  The pure Vulcan children's daemons are various shapes, and one is seen to change, but by and large little Spock's is the most erratically formed of the group (and the only one to ever take the shapes of Earth creatures), which serves as part of the ostensible justification for the bullying.

Now James Tiberius Kirk, daemon changing with frantic excitement on his shoulder, is recklessly driving!

2014-04-14 02:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Now Adarin kind of wants to give little Spock a hug, or at least shoo away bullies.  Poor little guy - he makes a few guesses on why the bullying occurs, but the best answer is because people like uniting against an enemy. He shall approve of Spock and hope nothing bad occurs due to bullying!

Oh goodness.  Recklessly driving. Adarin doesn't think he approves of the apparent protagonist! Your dad made a heroic sacrifice, at least try to not act like a twat.Edited   2014-04-14 02:12 (UTC)


2014-04-14 02:10 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Spock (daemon settled as a slinky creature with large ears that she mostly keeps pressed against her back; she's a ferret, under the dye and prosthetics and special effects) rejects his admission to the science academy.

Kirk (now possessed of a lynx) gets into ill-advised bar fights, daemons scuffling in parallel with their people.  He is convinced to attend Starfleet Academy.

2014-04-14 02:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




It's not even a question of who Adarin approves of more, at this point. The answer is too incredibly obvious.  He's kind of hoping that this gets to be a story of how the protagonist is an idiot and needs to listen to Spock and learn to not get into pointless bar fights. Or drive recklessly. It's not charming, it's stupid.

Quietly, he finds the look into daemons fascinating, along with the various advanced technology scattered everywhere. It's a nice outlook into how this plane views daemons, one he hasn't been exposed to before.

2014-04-14 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Kobayashi Maru, blatant cheating, hostile looks!

Distress signal from Vulcan!  Everybody scrambling onto ships!

And: the reason why there was a distress signal from Vulcan.

2014-04-14 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




... Well. Um.  That's kind of awkward.

Shift in seat, distract self with popcorn. Not a problem, nope, he's fine.Edited   2014-04-14 02:22 (UTC)


2014-04-14 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Path murmurs to Vernaia:

"We hadn't seen this before."

Action sequences.  Sabotage attempt.

Black hole.  Evacuation attempt.  Dead mom.

2014-04-14 02:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




Shit.

Vernaia winces. "We will be alright," she whispers. "May I?" She motions to cuddle.

Adarin is looking at his lap. Popcorn will not work as a distraction.  Next part of the movie, please?

2014-04-14 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path snuggles up.  "We can leave if you want," he whispers.

Torture.  Marooning on an ice planet.  Old Spock (different daemon - his actor has a cat, also made up to look like an alien desert creature).  Exposition.

2014-04-14 02:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Snuggles. "We'll give it a try, it's not the movie's fault, just..." she trails off.  She shivers, a little, in the snuggle. "Bad memories."

Adarin's still not completely fine, but the daemon cuddles helps.  He smiles, a little.

2014-04-14 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella hugs his arm helpfully, to supplement the demon cuddles.

Scotty and his squirrel, pseudoexperimental transportation thing, "emotional compromise" and change of command!

2014-04-14 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




There's a slightly bigger smile at arm hugging. He'd say something to thank her, but... Rudeness.  He's decided very firmly that he will not make this into a big deal.

During this part of the movie he improves and can actually enjoy it a little! He's still kind of rooting for Spock. Lots of things he can relate to, with that guy. He dislikes Kirk, but whatever, he'll put up with him.Edited   2014-04-14 02:39 (UTC)


2014-04-14 02:38 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




The good guys save the day!  Commendations are issued, promotions are distributed.  Spocks meet (their daemons touch noses).  Monologue.

2014-04-14 02:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Hurray, the day is saved! Adarin goes back to being interested in the movie, enjoying its story and avoiding the obvious subject of the world that got blown up.

"We're okay, now," whispers Vern.

2014-04-14 02:43 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path preens a feather on her neck and disengages.  Amariah lets his arm go.

"I did not know the plot of this movie or I would've probably picked a different one.  I'm sorry."

2014-04-14 02:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's okay," Adarin says gently.

And it is.  Well, mostly, but the things that aren't have nothing to do with her, and she didn't cause any of it. He doesn't even consider it the movie's fault - he's pretty sure a world getting destroyed wouldn't be something anyone here has experienced before, and is sufficiently out there that it can just be dramatic and not invoke bad memories.  For everyone but one particular visitor.

Isabella gets a somewhat comforting hand pat, then it's back to movie.

2014-04-14 02:49 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




End credits!

2014-04-14 03:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He has no idea if he's allowed to talk at this point! Adarin glances at Isabella, questioningly.  Also, what are these? He's pretty sure it just ended, but he could be wrong?

2014-04-14 03:1 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"You can talk now.  This is the end where they show you a big list of everybody who helped make the movie," Isabella says.  "Sometimes people leave; sometimes movies have a bonus scene after the credits to encourage people not to do that."

2014-04-14 03:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Oh.  Alright. Either is fine by me."

Tentative smile. "I'm doing better, thank you for the mid-movie support."

2014-04-14 03:5 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It was no trouble.  Let's you and all your candy get out of here."

2014-04-14 03:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Ah yes, the candy.  That will get attention later, don't worry. Enjoy your remaining time in this world, candy, because it certainly won't be forever.

He snickers a little, and nods. Candy and Vern are collected, along with his drink.  It takes a bit of juggling, but Vern helps by transferring to his shoulder.



2014-04-14 03:9 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"So what billion questions about Star Trek and the history of cinema do you want me to answer now, huh?"

2014-04-14 03:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hm. You know, I lost track.  Perhaps I should have written them down, after all. I'll think of more, I'm sure," he muses. "Mostly I was wondering why Kirk was the lead character.  He was not very good at long-term planning and only made it out through luck, or in the end, didn't.  Also, black holes don't do that.  They'd all just be dead."

2014-04-14 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, like I said, it's a reboot - the old Spock guy?  He played Spock in a television show a long time ago.  There was also a Kirk but he didn't reappear in this movie.  So Kirk is the main character because Kirk is the main character - I haven't seen the TV show so I don't know that much about whether he was any better then, though.  And sci-fi takes a lot of liberties with how things like black holes really work."

2014-04-14 03:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Ah, I see. Why do they feel the need to take liberties with how black holes work?  This is a theoretical fantasy 'what if' - they could have it be something else that isn't going to very definitively kill you. They eat stars, a ship is nothing in comparison."

He's mostly just nitpicking.  Overall, he liked it, aside from the obvious part where he didn't.

2014-04-14 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Soft sci-fi is basically fantasy that's themed around things people think are 'sciencey'.  Black holes are sciencey, so that's what they named this thing."

2014-04-14 03:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Uh... Huh. 'Sciency.' That doesn't even seem particularly sciency, we knew about astronomy ages ago, I'm pretty sure that even someone who hasn't had a proper education knows that black holes are non-survivable if you get caught in them."

2014-04-14 03:24 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Astronomy is a science, and you can avoid learning about it if you don't go reading astronomy books or paying close attention to the sky - this adds up to 'astronomy things are sciencey'.  The people who write this stuff are writers, not scientists, and they vary pretty widely in how much they care about verisimilitude."

2014-04-14 03:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Witches don't do any scrying on stars and such, do they?  Because we don't think of astronomy as a science, it's... a hobby?  Cataloging? A fascinating and beautiful thing to occasionally look at and go, 'Oooo, a star getting eaten by a black hole, terrifying and gorgeous.' You can get a job in it, I guess, but it's like map making except less applicable to things."Edited   2014-04-14 03:30 (UTC)


2014-04-14 03:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No - we don't have any divinations with that kind of range.  Astronomers use telescopes."

2014-04-14 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That sounds incredibly inefficient. No wonder they think black holes are safe," he says. "Maybe some time in the future I should track down the writers and show them how black holes eat stars. Then I'll ask if they think they're survivable.  Which they're not."

2014-04-14 03:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I really don't think that's a priority.  They probably already get appalled messages from astronomers and the vaguely scientifically literate who know this fact."

2014-04-14 04:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles, a bit.  He wasn't actually planning to do that, but saying so made him feel better. "Me doing it would be more fun, though."

2014-04-14 04:32 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, far be it from me to stop you if it ever floats to the top of your priorities list."

2014-04-14 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aw, thanks. Above that on the list is showing you some scryings of things in space, though. You wouldn't actually be able to see anything happen quickly, but some of it's very pretty."

2014-04-14 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Remind me when we are showing you things in the library to get you some pictures from the Hubble Space Telescope.  Astronomers can handle pretty despite their handicaps.  In fact, even on my slow phone connection..."

Isabella looks up a picture of the earth from space, waits for it to load, and shows it to him.

2014-04-14 04:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He is shown!  He looks amused. "Pretty. Alright, fine, pocket library wins this round. This round."

2014-04-14 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The sky is actually full of lots of artificial satellites doing all kinds of things."

2014-04-14 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Shhhh, Isabella, let me think I can win. Otherwise I'll pout."

2014-04-14 04:44 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Aw, but maybe that would be adorable."

2014-04-14 04:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Possibly, but it could also just be sad, or pathetic.  Or both.  Do you want to try those odds?"

2014-04-14 04:46 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"If you start pouting is it permanent?"

2014-04-14 04:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It very well might be!"

(No, it won't be.)

2014-04-14 04:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Gosh, that would be a disaster even if it was adorable, then, you'd be in a permanent state of pout, I won't risk it."

2014-04-14 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Good, I'm glad to see you have an appropriate reaction to potential disasters brought about by pouting."

2014-04-14 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I'm very well calibrated."

2014-04-14 04:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"So I have seen! Keep up the good work, the planes need some more sanity and general good sense."

2014-04-14 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Goddesses all know it.  I'm so pleased to have met you."

2014-04-14 04:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He grins back. "Likewise. Goddesses?  I didn't know you were religious."

It doesn't bother him in the slightest, he's just curious.

2014-04-14 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm not very, but there's a pantheon of witch goddesses, useful to pay attention to for invoking their names for magical purposes."

2014-04-14 04:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Ooo.  They help?  That's something I've never heard of before."

2014-04-14 04:59 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yeah, of course they help, if they weren't good for anything I assure you I would ignore them.  Not all spells use them, but plenty do.  If you change a goddess's name in a verse spell you get a different result."

2014-04-14 05:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Now Adarin is fascinated.  Literal goddesses?  Helpful literal goddesses? Interesting. He's not going to jump on board the goddesses train just yet, but this is still useful information. Besides, why would he disrespect her beliefs?

"That," he says, "Is both interesting and useful. What kinds of spells invoke their names?  What sorts of effects does changing them have?"

2014-04-14 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"A whole bunch, and it depends - I mean, sometimes it won't work, if you cast a death spell you need Yambe Akka and nobody else will fit in the surrounding verse.  But if I were illuminating an area I'd get different kinds of light if I replaced Segaard Oskei with Amariah Lytess."

2014-04-14 05:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I think sometime in the future I'd love a demonstration, if you don't mind. I'm curious, now."

He connects the names. "Your second name was chosen after a goddess?"

2014-04-14 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, that's not uncommon.  The goddesses manifestly do not care.  My name goddess and my blessing goddess aren't even the same one.  I'll light something up for you when it gets dark, how about?"

2014-04-14 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Happy grin. "That would be fantastic, thank you. I might have to also sit down and just ask about all of the goddesses, out of sheer curiosity."

2014-04-14 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure, there's only seven."

2014-04-14 05:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thanks!  Again.  Perhaps I should just make a sign that says 'Thank you' and hold it up when appropriate, I seem to be doing it a lot..."

2014-04-14 05:16 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs.  "Do you want to stop by somewhere with markers and cardboard when we get you your chamomile?"

2014-04-14 05:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm, no, this is more fun. Less impersonal."

2014-04-14 05:18 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay then.  So what other kinda things do you want to kill time with while we wait on thingamajig the second being doable?"

2014-04-14 05:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You know better than I of what to do here. Any interesting things to see, or do?"

2014-04-14 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Hmm, a lot of common recreation is ruled out for me because I'm too clumsy to go bowling or ice skating or whatever... library is still closed, tomorrow it will be open though... I guess we could just loiter around Metis's house until it gets dark and then I can glow rocks with various goddesses' light and then we can go to sleep but maybe I'm just failing to think of something."

2014-04-14 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Loitering around your teacher's house works for me.  I'd be happy to answer any questions you have about my world or anything you're curious about.  Would you like me to cook?"

2014-04-14 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh, you can cook?"

2014-04-14 05:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I can! I wouldn't say I'm the best cook ever, and trying to get, say, fancy frosting on a cake right is a nightmare that I don't want to tackle - but I can make edible things that taste reasonably nice."

2014-04-14 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'll show you how the kitchen appliances work, you can determine if you're confident in operating them.  Or you could use the firepit, I guess."  Cloudpine is rendered afloat.

2014-04-14 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I'll see. Maybe the appliances are easily translatable to my normal methods, but if not I can use the firepit.  Want me to get you free of cooking for Metis by making dinner?"

2014-04-14 05:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Won't turn you down."  She waves him onto the branch and flies them back to the house, where she demonstrates the use and describes the purpose of the stove, oven, microwave, and fridge.

2014-04-14 05:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Onto the cloud pine, and to the house. The microwave fascinates but perplexes him - he has no idea how to use it to do anything. In contrast, the stove, oven, and fridge all make perfect sense and he deems them usable, with the caveat that he doesn't know Fahrenheit and the temperatures are incomprehensible. He'll avoid using the oven until he knows it better.

"Anything specific you'd like, or should I just figure it out myself?"

2014-04-14 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Surprise me.  All the ingredient are fair game as long as we don't get below half a cup of any herbs, or a whole bag for the ones we have in those little burlap bags."

2014-04-14 05:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He grins.  "Alright. No allergies or anything of the sort, yes?  I can just do anything that comes to mind?"

2014-04-14 05:43 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yup!  I mean, if it's food and not dish soap."

2014-04-14 05:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Darn," he deadpans. "There goes my plan to make my specialty; dish soap delight."

2014-04-14 05:46 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I doubt it lives up to its name."

2014-04-14 05:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Well now you'll never know, will you?"

2014-04-14 05:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I will languish in ignorance for ever and always."

2014-04-14 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"What an utterly unfortunate fate.  You brought it on yourself, you know."

2014-04-14 05:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"It is my own fault.  I will eternally regret it."

2014-04-14 05:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Indeed you will.  You shouldn't have doubted the edibility of dish soap."

2014-04-14 05:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I don't know where I went wrong.  It's lemon-scented, you'd think I'd clue in."

2014-04-14 05:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I thought you were smarter than that, certainly.  Not to worry.  The next time a magic user from another plane arrives in order to find a flower and meets you by sheer luck and circumstance, then agrees to cook - you know to trust if he or she feeds you dish soap. Especially if it's lemon-scented."

2014-04-14 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I should write this down," says Isabella gravely; she actually produces and opens her notebook, though her pen only mimes writing and doesn't touch the page.  "So I don't forget."

2014-04-14 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good, good. It's important, you know."

He's smiling by this point.  He can't help it, this is funny.Edited   2014-04-14 05:57 (UTC)


2014-04-14 05:56 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It is.  I've been missing out on the most delightful of foods.  It's right there in the name and everything."

2014-04-14 05:57 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yes, and I certainly wouldn't name something incorrectly. All of my food names are named so because that's what they are."

2014-04-14 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"So what are you going to make me instead of dish soap delight?"

2014-04-14 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm not sure yet!  I'll have to investigate your pantry. Something that doesn't involve the oven, in case I misinterpret the temperature levels and burn something to a horrific, blackened husk. Besides, I thought you wanted a surprise?"

2014-04-14 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I can look up the freezing and boiling points of water in Fahrenheit if that helps.  And I didn't specify when during the process I wanted to be surprised, but I can clear off while you cook if you like."

2014-04-14 06:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Nah, do whatever you prefer.  It's just fun to tease you, sometimes. It might help, but I'll experiment later, when I'm not cooking for the people that are kind enough to house me.  I heard from somewhere that pyromania was bad."

2014-04-14 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




At that, Isabella bursts into helpless, doubled-over laughter.Edited   2014-04-14 06:04 (UTC)


2014-04-14 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He join her in laughing, while he goes rummaging for appropriately dinner-like items.

"The entire dish soap conversation, not even a giggle, but I make a joke about pyromania," says Adarin affectionately. "And that's what finally makes you laugh."

2014-04-14 06:9 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It's partially accumulated humor from the dish soap conversation," defends Path, from where he is perched atop the fridge.  (Isabella is too busy laughing to say it.)

2014-04-14 06:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"That helps! Note to self - for Isabella, laughter's contained until it reaches a critical mass, where it explodes into uncontrollable, helpless laughter.  I'll remember, don't worry."

Rummage rummage - oh look!  Food items.  He shall use these mystical things to make dinner.

2014-04-14 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"To what," giggles Isabella, "possible use could you mean to put this information?"

2014-04-14 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Nefarious purposes, of course.  Like making you laugh more," he says, trying to sound vaguely villainous.  It's really not convincing in the slightest. "Bwuahaha."

Neither was the laugh.

Food preparations begin! Hurray!

2014-04-14 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You'll never get away with this!" says Isabella, shaking her fist.

2014-04-14 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"My dear Isabella, I already have."

Food preparations continue.  It's all very exciting.

2014-04-14 06:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Hee hee hee.

Isabella sprawls in a chair.  "It is warm today and the stove isn't gonna help, and if you don't have stove or oven related plans for that potato I have to reevaluate how similar our species can possibly be, potatoes are no good raw.  You gonna be bothered about it if I get naked?"

2014-04-14 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin sporfles.

He takes a minute to recover, and coughs. Someone is now blushing, and it's certainly not Isabella. "Um. I-If you really want to, I won't argue against it, but I will become very, very interested in these potatoes."Edited   2014-04-14 06:24 (UTC)


2014-04-14 06:23 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you want to look at me that is fine, I have roughly the same opinion on that as I do about, say, admiring my hair, if my hair were interesting enough to admire.  Nudity is not a thing of consequence for a witch.  If you expect me to be horrifying to behold and that's why the potatoes will be preferable in comparison, I think I'll just put an ice cube on my neck or something, though."

2014-04-14 06:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No!  No, no, I'm sure you're lovely to look at, it's fine, I'm just - it's um - complicated and... Look!  Potatoes!" he displays then to her. They are, indeed, potatoes.

2014-04-14 06:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I haven't even taken anything off yet," she points out.  "But those sure are potatoes."  She opens the freezer and grabs an ice cube and puts it on her neck.  Path swoops down to fan her with his wings.

2014-04-14 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




There's a couple of awkward half-sentences that start and go nowhere, until finally he manages, "If you um - are uncomfortable otherwise, I will not flee from the house in embarrassment or - or something. I will be fine."

2014-04-14 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"You reaaaally don't sound fine about it, so, I can skip it.  I'm not going to collapse of heatstroke or anything."

2014-04-14 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I am worried about the safety of the potatoes.  Their continued health means a lot to me," he says. "That's all.  Really."

He is a hilariously terrible liar.

2014-04-14 06:39 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm enthralled by this ice cube.  Forget I said anything," sighs Isabella.

2014-04-14 16:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin winces. "Er.  Sorry.  I hope I didn't insult you, or - something?"

2014-04-14 20:33 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It is... rumored impossible, in practice just ludicrously difficult, to insult a witch," shrugs Isabella.  "I am not insulted."

2014-04-15 01:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good. Had to make sure," he says, smiling a bit.

Cooking, cooking, slice, slice, slice, turn on stove, more food preparations, curiously investigate array of availably spices and pick out ones that seem appropriate.

2014-04-15 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path goes on fanning his witch.  She sprawls and supervises and ices her neck.

2014-04-15 01:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin's jacket comes off, and his hair goes up into a ponytail due to heat. Then, back to cooking. He can indeed cook! He seems to be making a stir-fry of some kind. It smells delicious.

2014-04-15 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"That smells delicious," reports Isabella.

2014-04-15 01:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He grins. "Thank you! I try. I'm proud that I haven't burned anything down when working with foreign technology."

Soon enough, it's done. The stir-fry finds its new home is now on three plates, and one of those is offered to Isabella.

2014-04-15 01:43 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




She sends Path to tell Metis that there's food, and starts in on her own plate.  "Tastes good, too."

Halfway through (when Path has returned from this errand), she says:

"When are you planning to separate?  If you're still planning to."

2014-04-15 01:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Compliments earn her another smile from Adarin. "It's not dish-soap delight, but I did my best," he teases, getting started on his own food.

Happy eating, nom nom.  Vern gets some, too, because she is his daemon and that seems like the appropriate thing to do in this situation.

Vern makes a sad sound when Isabella brings up separating. It earns her a soothing pet. Adarin replies, "I'm not sure.  We... Still need to, but honestly I'm not much looking forward to it, now. It's nice to have her just around."

2014-04-15 01:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"She'll still be around after," Path points out.  "Separation isn't like intercision."

2014-04-15 01:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's still not nice to think about," Vern says softly. "Before it was obvious, but now it's all confused and sad."

Adarin tilts his head. "Hmm... Explain intercision? It sounds very definitively bad, but didn't translate."

2014-04-15 01:51 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'll sit with you if you want," Path tells her.

Isabella is the one who answers Adarin: "It's... Possibly entirely mythical; the sort of thing you hear about obscure poorly-understood tribes doing to manufacture slaves or religious sacrifices or whatever.  But in theory it'd be not just stretching but actually cutting the person-daemon bond.  The daemon would still exist but wouldn't be part of the person anymore."

(Path stops fanning her; she picks him up and holds him close to her chest.)

2014-04-15 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I'd like that, thank you," agrees Vern.

When he gets the explanation, he winces, and picks up his daemon to deposit onto his lap and pet, soothingly.

Softly, Adarin says, "That sounds - barbaric is the best word. Inhumane, too. Just from - being here for a few days, I'm going to have to give an emphatic no."

2014-04-15 01:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  It's not something you actually have to worry about," Isabella reassures him.

2014-04-15 01:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Good," he says, smiling a little. "I've grown fond of my magic talking bird and I'd rather we didn't... Have that.  Ever."

Pet, pet. Then, food.  Nom nom.

2014-04-15 02:1 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella nods.

Food.  Owlsnuggling.

2014-04-15 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Kagupetting, then Adarin's finished with his food.

"It's not dark enough to see the light effect from goddess's magic, is it.  I'll have to wait," he says, after a peek to a window.

"Aren't you trying to be more patient?" asks Vern.

"Trying, not necessarily succeeding."

2014-04-15 02:6 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




Metis swings into the kitchen.  "Oh, he cooks, too.  How long are you going to be around?  Indefinitely?  Did she claim you at daggerpoint?"

Isabella chokes slightly on a bit of potato.

2014-04-15 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




For a few seconds, Adarin's very confused.  He just kind of peers at Metis, questioningly, trying to figure out what she's talking about.

Then he realizes and coughs, a bit. Second time he's caught off guard by witches, today. His odds aren't in his favor. 

"Uh. I'm likely to be around for around a week or so, with occasional visits in the future," he begins delicately. "But no, no - 'claiming at daggerpoint' or anything. I'm not really - I wouldn't like getting forced to, anyway?  I'd just leave and that would be that."

2014-04-15 02:12 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Well, she's no champion daggerwielder," says Metis, collecting her plate, "so perhaps, perhaps."  Off she goes.

"I am," says Isabella, "sorry about that."

2014-04-15 02:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"It's hardly your fault," points out Adarin. "I was just confused until I realized what she'd meant. I thought that sort of thing was on the decline...?"

2014-04-15 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Metis is a lot older than I am.  There's... adjustment to do."

2014-04-15 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Ahhh, I see."

He snickers. "It was rather funny, though.  Did she want the answer to be yes so I would cook?"

2014-04-15 02:30 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Wanted to know if she needed to cover for me with the cops if your family reported you missing, more like.  Please rest assured that I'm not going to attempt to claim you or anybody at daggerpoint.  I actually don't - date at all."

2014-04-15 02:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Oh.

Well.  

"I continue to be on board for 'let's not be horrible to the opposite sex' - it'll catch on eventually."

He doesn't ask about the dating. If she doesn't want to, she doesn't want to.  That would be that, except - Vern nudges him and gives him a meaningful look. She's right, of course. He'd regret not knowing.

"Any particular reason, or just no interest...?" he asks, gently.Edited   2014-04-15 02:41 (UTC)


2014-04-15 02:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Essentially - I do not know why this is a thing witches do or what it might feel like from the inside to want to, so it seems safer to give the potential impulse a nice wide berth."

2014-04-15 02:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Fair enough.  That's very noble of you, I think."

2014-04-15 02:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Eh, we'll see if my resolve holds up when I'm a fifty-year-old virgin or whatever.  Though I'm crossing my fingers that the alethiometer can help, I'm not sure if it'll be clear enough to act on."

2014-04-15 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin nods. "Good luck.  I hope that it's not something about witches, just a cultural thing."

2014-04-15 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"It's not so easy to tell.  I haven't detected sharp object related impulses in my psyche, but that could just be because I haven't been testing myself with live ammunition, so to speak."

2014-04-15 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Makes sense. If you decide to eventually test with 'live ammunition' - would you like me to try and protect whoever it is from daggerpoint claiming?"

From his lap, Vern is giving him a look. Adarin just keeps petting her.

2014-04-15 03:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Path is kind of giving him a look too.

"I'll keep the offer in mind - it's very kind.  But maybe the alethiometer will tell me I'm being silly and it's not in my head to be found at all, wouldn't that be nice?"

2014-04-15 03:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Little tiny smile. "Yeah, that would be nice."

Ignore the look from his daemon.  Ignore it. No, he's smiling for alternative reasons, what are you talking about you crazy bird.

2014-04-15 03:11 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path laughs softly and gives Vernaia a significant glance.

2014-04-15 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia returns it. She makes a little, soft, hopeful trill.

2014-04-15 03:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Time and thingamajig will tell."

2014-04-15 03:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hopefully so, and the alethiometer's helpful."

He is not, in fact, this dense. He's just shy, and used to being paranoid towards anything that involves romantics. Habits are hard to break, even when he's not home.

2014-04-15 03:21 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Well, Isabella's not going to push it, not today.

She looks out the window.  "I can start magicking rocks if you like."

2014-04-15 03:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ooo!" he says, brightly. "I would like!"

Adarin's glad she's not being pushy - he's very slow and deliberate, with his choices.

2014-04-15 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Out she goes.  It's started to cool off with the sunset.  She finds seven rocks of roughly the same size, with a little looking between herself and Path, and lays them out on a windowsill.  "I'm going to do the same spell seven times and change nothing but the goddess name and the tweaks on that line necessary to make it continue to scan," she says.  "One of them won't light up at all - Kas Petaal is the goddess of the new moon, which gives no light.  The others will be all different kinds of light."

2014-04-15 03:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He follows! He sits at an appropriate spot to look at all the rocks, looking interested. "Very systematic of you, I approve."

2014-04-15 03:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella grins, and picks up the first rock, and starts speaking over it.

The spell isn't English, but his spell will pick up the meaning - it scans and rhymes prettily, in the original:

"Segaard Oskei's light I call,
Brightness for me to see by,
Shine from that which I hold."

The rock starts to glow with an intense, warm yellow light.

"Sunshine," says Isabella.  "That's the brightest version, and the most commonly used."

2014-04-15 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Pretty," he pronounces, smiling at it. "I doubt this spell's anything secretive, but I do feel I should warn you; the translation spell I understood - most of that, I missed part of the first bit."Edited   2014-04-15 03:39 (UTC)


2014-04-15 03:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That's fine, the language isn't anything like a well-kept secret.  I haven't bothered to learn it because writing spells in English works just as well, but I could if I wanted and so could you."

She picks up the second rock.  The first line is slightly modified to accommodate the syllable change:

"Kas Petaal, it's your light I call,
Brightness for me to see by,
Shine from that which I hold."

This rock does, to all appearances, absolutely nothing.

She puts it down and repeats the procedure:

"Evisa Iannakara's light, come..."  (The rock shines, like a firefly, faintly bluish and organic in character, not nearly as bright as the first.)

"Yambe Akka's light I call..."  (The rock is speckled with faint yet attractive dots of starry light.)

"Farakhel Nimah's light, come here..." (The rock behaves like the waxing moon, a sliver of glow expanding until it covers the rest of the rock - and then it goes out.)

"Amariah Lytess's light is summoned..." (The rock lights up with gentle silvery moonglow and holds steady.)

"Memma Belir's light I call..."  (This one is the reverse of Farakhel Nimah's; it starts like Amariah Lytess's and then slides into darkness.)

2014-04-15 03:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Watching and listening with fascination, Adarin notes all of these effects. The translation spell is incredibly helpful, here - he likes understanding everything that's going on. Once Isabella's finished with the demonstration, he grins, looking pleased and impressed.

"The first one's probably the most practical, but the others are extremely pretty. Does the effect last indefinitely, or do they eventually go out on their own?"

2014-04-15 03:48 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"This will wear off unless I dunk the rocks in a potion.  Do you want a glowy rock?"

2014-04-15 03:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers. "I think so, yes. Not for any practical purpose, I can just make lights myself, but none of those are quite this pretty."Edited   2014-04-15 03:52 (UTC)


2014-04-15 03:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Do you want all the ones that still have light on them or just one or what?"

2014-04-15 04:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm.  Just one, I think."

He motions to the silvery moonglow one.  Amariah Lytess' light - Vern is looking like she's trying very hard not to laugh.

2014-04-15 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Path catches Vernaia's eye again and blinks slowly.

Isabella scoops up the moonlight rock.  "All right.  You can watch me mix up the potion if you want."

2014-04-15 04:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




She gives Path an amused, somewhat expectant glance right back.  What, do you want him to write a letter? This is more fun.

"I'd love to, though I'm not sure if much is involved in the creation of the potion," says Adarin.

2014-04-15 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It's not complicated."  She takes the rock inside and gets a little bowl.  She mixes one part each vinegar and orange juice with a drop of rosewater and sprinkles oregano on it, drops the rock into the result, and then dumps the whole thing out in the sink, catching the still-glowing rock before it rolls down the drain and rinsing it before handing it over.

2014-04-15 04:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He watches with interest, happy that him being silly and wanting a glowing rock isn't going to cost her much in particular. Adarin takes the rock and pockets it, smiling faintly. 

"It's still interesting.  Thank you, by the way."

2014-04-15 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You're welcome!  If I'd expected you to keep one I might have sought a prettier rock..."

2014-04-15 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I think it's pretty all by itself," he declares loftily, loyal to his rock.

2014-04-15 04:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"A chunk of quartz would've turned out nicer.  Oh well.  It's three lines of verse, I can do another rock for you if you encounter another rock you think would look nice doing an impression of the full moon."

2014-04-15 04:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aw, thank you.  At this rate... We're going to become magic rock collectors, you realize."

2014-04-15 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I don't suppose you can make a bag hold an arbitrary amount of stuff without weighing more."

2014-04-15 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'm afraid not. I could put a portal in a bag and have it connect to a storage space, though.  Not quite the same thing, but it could work. Why?"

2014-04-15 04:32 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"...I want a portal bag.  I want a portal bag very much."

2014-04-15 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs. "I will add it to the ever-growing list of magical things to do when I can safely. Do you want it sooner but only able to work within this plane, or a little later and able to work wherever?"

2014-04-15 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Later.  I'm not accumulating objects that fast."

2014-04-15 04:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Alright. Do you have a spot in mind for the portal bag to connect to, or is this just a general desire?"

2014-04-15 04:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'll scope out what the alethiometer can give me when I ask it for claimable random landspace.  Maybe I'll have a house in it."

2014-04-15 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Works for me.  Do you have a specific kind of location in mind, or do you just want something no one else has claim to?"

2014-04-15 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If I got to design the place instead of scavenging I'd want nice weather, no close geographical proximity to any witch clan's lands, and - how big do portals get?  Could you drive a truck through one? That'll affect if I want to be near a city."

2014-04-15 04:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, you can - I can make a portal however big the surface I'm making it on is, so if a wall is big enough to fit a truck, the portal can be big enough if I make it with a truck's size in mind."

2014-04-15 04:44 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Oh, I didn't realize it had to be on a surface - you can't just make it standing up in the air?"

2014-04-15 04:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Technically, I could, but - destroy whatever the portal's on or move it extremely significantly and it breaks. Air is extremely mobile and a portal would be unstable and not last very long.  I was going to be sneaky and put your portal up in the air against, say, a sheer cliff, or something similar. It doesn't have to look like a portal, we just usually make it do that because it's more convenient."

2014-04-15 04:47 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Oh, I see.  Huh.  That makes it more complicated, especially if I want people to be able to drive in and out... I'll think on it."

2014-04-15 04:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin nods. "It's still a smart idea, though. Bwuahaha, capitalism."

2014-04-15 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I have no special architectural magic, so if they don't just freestand it's more complicated."

2014-04-15 04:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I can reshape stone, but I don't have a particular talent for it. I could maybe make something, but... Eeeeh," he says. "Probably not structurally sound."

2014-04-15 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"So I guess I find contractors and do something they want done.  Adds steps, doesn't make anything impossible."

2014-04-15 04:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sorry.  I can help with detailing work, if that saves you time.  Changing colors of things is easy and there's nothing stopping me from making patterns with it."

2014-04-15 04:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"That's just cosmetic, though, right?"

2014-04-15 04:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah. If there's easy stuff you need me to do, I can give it a shot, but I have absolutely no practice with large-scale architecture."

2014-04-15 05:0 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Probably safer to get someone who builds walls for a living do it, then."

2014-04-15 05:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"I'd say so, yeah. Sorry I can't be of more help."

2014-04-15 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You are of ludicrous amounts of help.  It would be preposterous to expect you to also be a stonemason."

2014-04-15 05:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers, a little. "I try to be helpful, it's true. Alas, I am not all-powerful."

2014-04-15 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Wouldn't that be nice?  Omnipotence.  I'd like it for my birthday."

2014-04-15 05:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That's a difficult gift to get!  You have good taste, but I'm not sure I can acquire it for you."

2014-04-15 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Bah.  I'll have to do with getting herbs and books and another year of my phone contract like always."

2014-04-15 05:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers. "I'll have to try and get you something different from those for your birthday, then.  Whenever it is.  I don't even know how your years work, I now realize."

2014-04-15 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"My birthday is September thirteenth.  There are twelve months in a year, September being the ninth, and most months have thirty or thirty-one days in them but February gets shortchanged - twenty-eight, except every four years it gets an extra to correct for inexactitude in the approximation of the solar cycle."

2014-04-15 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... That is really confusing. Why do different months have a different number of days? That seems strange.  I wasn't expecting them to have the same number of days we do, but - no consistency?"

2014-04-15 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I do not know the history of the calendar.  The months aren't precisely mapped onto moon phases in the solar calendar, anyway, they're just called that."

2014-04-15 05:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Huh.  Well, now I'm proud of Kystle's system because it's consistent."

2014-04-15 05:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Good for Kystle.  How does it cooperate with New Kystle?"

2014-04-15 05:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well. We seem to have made the collective decision to just ignore New Kystle's year and day time frame, and just keep using what we've used before. Since uh - no seasons, no days, and therefore years don't matter much in terms of anything but measurement.  It's easier just to use a system that we know works rather than making a new one and trying to convince everyone to use it. Maybe we'll come up with something better, eventually."

2014-04-15 05:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Makes sense."

2014-04-15 05:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Also no one wanted to nix the two weeks of nonstop partying, despite how I tried to convince them," he deadpans.

2014-04-15 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella giggles.  "I hope essential services are somehow kept running during this time at least?"

2014-04-15 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah, but a little more drunkenly than usual."

2014-04-15 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"That sounds like a potential problem for the medics.  Or whatever passes for medics what with the stuffing dead rats in people, so perhaps it doesn't make so much difference after all."

2014-04-15 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Pretty much. I mean, it's kind of like a festival with lots of parties all the time going on, but - you get the idea. I'm still trying to fix healing and anything medical. I will make that happen."

2014-04-15 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Good.  You know, I'm starting to wonder if what you need might be immigration.  Competent healthy people with expertise in various tech and infrastructure."

2014-04-15 05:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmmm. I think that would help, but it seems wise to get a stable system up before I start adding in more people from somewhere else into the mix. Why," he teases, "Did you decide to forsake the pocket library and join the place with two moons?"

2014-04-15 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think I am looking at a multiresidential existence, in all likelihood.  Although now I'm wondering if you can run cable through a portal and get Internet in New Kystle."

2014-04-15 05:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"... Ooo.  Have I mentioned that I like you?  Because I do.  You keep having good ideas."

2014-04-15 05:36 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You have, but I can stand to hear it as often as you care to remind me."

2014-04-15 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He grins. "I'll need to space it out, so it's always a pleasant surprise."

2014-04-15 05:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Whatever floats your boat," she laughs.  "I wanna go fly around under the stars for a while before I go to bed.  Do you want to come along?"

2014-04-15 05:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't get to fly nearly often enough to turn down the chance to.  Sure."

2014-04-15 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




And so there is flying, and Isabella attempts vainly to describe the feel of starlight, and then there is sleep.

Time passes.

2014-04-15 05:42 (UTC)





Chamomile

thingamajig





dark_light: (Default)




Adarin's magic has some advantages over witchcraft, but it is imperfect.  Still, over time, mana recovers, and in this time Metis's hospitality does not run out.

They watch Harry Potter, Adarin is introduced to Wikipedia, he makes the second thingamajig.  Isabella interrogates her alethiometer.

It's kind of cryptic about whether she has to fear being a "crazy witch".  But she's tentatively optimistic and still brainstorming new ways to format the question.  (She complains about the alethiometer being bad at numbers and at "yes" and "no".)

It can, however, identify landmarks by referring to whatever they're named after.  It's not so hard to interpret on the subject of where she may find a place to claim.  She moves into it, Adarin in tow, Metis retained as a friendly advisor but apprenticeship terminated.  The place has plumbing and a generator already; she gets satellite Internet for an entire half-day of spellcasting and collects a hand-me-down laptop from a mortal friend of her mother's.  She sets up arrangements for building a nice big wall along the edge of a clearing on her appropriated property.  It's a very busy couple of weeks.

Eventually she tries asking the alethiometer a fifteenth way whether she's prone to crazy witchitude.  Whether she'd ever hurt someone she loved if they rejected her, or even threaten it.

The alethiometer says: love violence counter-to querent nature.

She's starting to get the hang of interpreting it, even if most of the practice has involved getting the addresses (via intersection and cardinal direction because it can't give her anything so useful as house number or latitude) and this is - this is pretty damn good.

This is good enough.

Of course, that's not all the answer she needs, is it?

Path goes looking for Vernaia.

2014-04-15 00:42









prodigal_miser: (Default)




There's an absurd amount of things for Adarin to do. Wikipedia earns its facetious fiance status, and he spends a large portion of his time planning for how he's going to use this influx of resources to his advantage. Not all of it's easy, not all of it's perfect - but it's a thousand times better than what his world had before. He absorbs it voraciously, excited and fascinated in equal measure.

He gets a library card, and relies on more than just the internet to learn things that need to be learned. Reading a new language slows down his reading speed, but the spell for this purpose adapts and he speeds up to the point where he chews through several books a day. He focuses on the sciences, mostly, since that's what his home dearly needs. Notes are taken, and even if he can't remember the exact way to make something, he'll know it's something to consider in use for his home.

The alethiometer is questioned, multiple times, by Adarin. Most of the answers come out absurdly cryptic and incomprehensible, but his best guess is that making a portal for Isabella's guaranteed safe return home will not end in invasion for either plane involved. Adarin doesn't think it's quite enough guarantee for the possible safety of everyone knows, but - it's for Isabella. 

He has something of a biased opinion, when she's involved.

When Path comes looking for Vernaia, Adarin's in a nice shady spot underneath a tree, reading a book that's on steam engines. His daemon is just far enough away that she can probably hold a conversation while he's distracted.

2014-04-15 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path murmurs, "Can he hear us?"

2014-04-15 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"No," whispers Vern. "He's going to be reading that for another hour or so, I think if it started raining he wouldn't notice."

2014-04-15 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Okay."  Path shuffles closer to her.  "It's probably really obvious but we like you and we're convinced she won't get daggery, now."

2014-04-15 06:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




She giggles, a little. "It is extremely obvious, and we are charmed."

2014-04-15 06:30 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"So now she is pretty sure it is safe for her to do anything ever about that, but doesn't know what he wants her to do."

2014-04-15 06:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"He doesn't know either. He hasn't - been in this sort of situation, before. My Adarin likes her, he likes her so much and wants to keep having days like this where she's just there, but he's so used to anything of this kind being some kind of manipulation that he doesn't know how to not be on the defensive."

2014-04-15 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"That's sad.  My Isabella is used to being careful and nervous but it went away when the reason went away."

2014-04-15 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"He's trying - she helps, she honestly helps so much.  He respects her for having such a good reason to be careful and then sticking to it.  It makes him want to not be on the defensive but I don't think he knows how."

2014-04-15 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"My Isabella talks to me until we know all the parts of ourselves, and how they work, and what to move to make the rest of it move, how we want.  If this was her I'd know what to ask.  I don't know what to ask about him."

2014-04-15 06:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We talk, we understand a lot of ourselves but I don't think we know ourselves as well as you know yourselves. We try, though, we know it's important and we really, really don't want to hurt you. That was one of the easiest things to figure out."

Affectionate nuzzle.

"I think my Adarin needs to take it slow, whatever we decide to do.  He wants to, though."

2014-04-15 06:45 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Nuzzle.

"Slow's going to annoy her," Path predicts ruefully.  "She's all excited about not having to stay a mile away from anything that could crazy-witch her.  But I can tell her anyway."

2014-04-15 06:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Sorry," apologizes Vern. "He will probably feel guilty about not being able to go as fast as she likes. He wants to make her happy, but... Slow's all he can do, right now."

2014-04-15 06:49 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It's okay."  Nuzzle.  "Don't be sorry."

2014-04-15 06:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle, nuzzle. "Okay.  We'll try."

2014-04-15 06:51 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"I'll tell her she should wait for him to do something.  Will that work?"

2014-04-15 06:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"I think so. He needed to know that she wasn't going to - go crazy witch, too, that if he tried anything he risked losing her as a friend. I'll tell him that she won't and that it's okay if he wants to do something. I do think she'll have to wait, but I don't think she'll have to wait long."

2014-04-15 06:55 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Okay.  She likes him enough to wait.  We like you so much."

2014-04-15 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle. "We like you so much, too.  So much that it's worth trying, even if we're scared."

2014-04-15 06:57 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Wingsnugglings!

2014-04-15 07:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Wingsnugglings are returned! "We're so glad it's you," murmurs Vern, in cuddles.

2014-04-15 07:1 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We're so glad you landed near us.  We could have missed you or you could have gone somewhere else and it would be so much worse and we wouldn't even know to miss you."

2014-04-15 07:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We're here.  It's okay, we landed near you and since he spelled a mirror you don't have to worry about accidentally misplacing us. Besides, he knows how to bring us back, and we will come back."

2014-04-15 07:8 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Yes.  We think we should be near each other most of the time even if it involves lots of world-moving."

2014-04-15 07:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We agree. My Adarin has considered buying your Isabella a house in New Kystle, just so she can feel welcome."

2014-04-15 07:19 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path lets out a high happy trill.

(It might be enough to attract the attention of Vernaia's human.)

2014-04-15 07:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia giggles. Nuzzle. "He heard. He'll pretend not to, though."

Adarin appears to still be reading his book, but there's a faint smile on his face that wasn't there before.

"He's not very good at it."

2014-04-15 07:22 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Not at all," agrees Path, amused.  It's okay.  Serious daemon talk can be over.  He gives Vernaia another nuzzle, and trills again, and then takes off to report to his witch.

2014-04-15 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia trills a goodbye, then goes to report to her mortal. The science book is far less interesting, in comparison.

2014-04-15 07:24 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




The day before Adarin is expected to have enough mana to make the interdimensional portal (the Earth end will be hiding in a high corner of one of the walls intended to hold more conventional portals once Isabella has other ends secured; it has already been marked), Path finds Vernaia again, and reminds her:

"You were going to separate before you went home.  You'll go home soon."Edited   2014-04-15 07:30 (UTC)


2014-04-15 07:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin's testing himself as well as he can for shielding reaction times.  There's no magic involved yet, but he's scrounged up a stop watch and is timing how long it takes him to put together a unique twist on a shield. Nothing obvious happens except him starting the timer, thinking for a bit, and then stopping it and checking the time. He'll run this by a list of necessities he likes his shields to have, and if remembered them all in a certain amount of time, he gets a gummy worm. Might as well put the remaining candy from their trip to the theater to good use.

"Yeah," sighs Vernaia, looking sad. "You'll stay with me, won't you?"

2014-04-15 23:20 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Of course I will," soothes Path.

2014-04-15 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle. "Thank you. You're the best. Have you and Isabella decided on a room for me?"

She shivers a little, at the thought.

2014-04-15 23:28 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It depends.  Do you want to watch him go?  If you don't, there's the basement.  If you do, the north bedroom."

2014-04-15 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Basement.  Watching would make it worse, I think."

2014-04-15 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path hoots acquiescence.  "Whichever you like.  The basement is fine.  Is he going to walk it or does he want Isabella to fly him away?"

2014-04-15 23:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"He doesn't want anyone there while he goes. If Isabella flew him, he worries that she'll feel bad for putting us through that. He also - he doesn't like people being there when he's hurting. Because he wants to be strong enough to go on despite it."

2014-04-15 23:42 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path hoots again.  "Witches go on foot.  And we watch them go.  I sat with Castarilan, Ranata's daemon, and tried not to fling myself against the border of the wasteland where daemons can't go.  So he can do it the same way, with the basement door instead."

2014-04-15 23:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




She nods. "Then - I don't think there's ever going to be a time when we're truly ready.  But we've meandered around it enough."

2014-04-15 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path puts a wing around her.

"Okay.  You can try a few times, if you need to - but it doesn't get easier the second time, so it's better not to."

2014-04-15 23:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Another nod, and snuggling with Path.. "We'll try our best. We really will.  I think it will help, you being with me."

Then, she trills to Adarin.  He glances up from his gummy worm training - he gives one look at Vern's sadface, and frowns. Gummy worms and the stop watch are put away.  He knows exactly what this particular daemon conversation's about. This is going to suck.

2014-04-15 23:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Path fetches Isabella.

She opens the door to the basement and then holds her arms out to hug Adarin before he goes.

2014-04-16 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Vern is picked up and snuggled on her way to the basement. She's gently put down, and given a few soothing pets before Adarin backs off to let her cuddle Path.

When offered, the hug is accepted, and he maybe lingers in it a bit longer than necessary. He is, by no means, looking forward to this. Hugs from Isabella helps, a little, but the only thing that will really fix the obvious problem ahead of him is to just... Walk. So he releases her from the hug and gives her a little sad smile, and carefully closes the basement door.

Then he takes a deep breath, and starts walking.

2014-04-16 00:12 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path snuggles Vernaia as snugly as possible.

2014-04-16 00:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Step, step, step.  Briefly, Adarin wonders if his and Vernaia's range has changed at all in the past few weeks - they haven't tested it since they did when he'd first gotten here.

Then, he reaches the distance and he knows by the agony.  He inhales, sharply, grimacing and closing his eyes.  Oh yes, this is going to suck. While he wavers a little in the agonizing steps - the pain's got nothing to do with his legs. Step, step, step.

In Path's snuggly embrace, Vern starts to shiver. "Adarin," she whimpers.

2014-04-16 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Snuggles.  Oh, snuggles.

(Isabella closes the door.  As hard as this is for the human, the daemons are usually the ones who try to change their minds.)
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Step, agony.  Step, agony. It's getting worse the further he goes. Like his heart's being ripped from his chest, like he's leaving behind some vital part of him, slowly, by pulling it out an inch at a time.  It doesn't just snap, though, it just keeps being pulled.

Step, agony, step, agony - he's stopped paying attention to the direction he's walking and is just focusing on the walking.  It's the only thing distracting him from his head.

He briefly wonders if he takes after his mother after all, to be doing this. If he's just gone utterly insane and this is some bizarre new way to torment himself. He's ripping away some vital part of him, walking away from Vernaia - for people he doesn't even like. Not even for a reason like, "We need you and Vern to be in different places to save [x] number of people," but because he and his daemon need to be able to get away from anything trying to kill them at any point in time. Because if he wants to help his home, he has to understand that he's going to be a huge, huge target.

It's not the pain that causes him to waver, it's the self-doubt.  His next step isn't well placed, and he goes tumbling to the ground.

Adarin hisses a curseword that he's only heard his sister use.

Vernaia's whimpering continues, getting less and less intelligible, until at last, she starts shrieking that she's changed her mind.

"Nononono, I can't take this, we can't take this - let me go I need my Adarin! Adarin! Come back, please come back, come back come back come back-"

She struggles out from snuggles, and flings herself at the basement door. It doesn't give way, of course.

"Adarin!" she shrieks.  But of course, he can't hear her.Edited   2014-04-16 01:04 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"It'll be okay," says Path, chasing her to wrap her up in his wings again.  "It'll be okay it'll be over and then it'll be okay again and he'll pick you up and hold you and it'll be okay -"

Isabella, for her part, leaves the house in case Adarin has also changed his mind and comes staggering back in the direction of the house and wants an assist.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Now that he's not walking, the heart-ripping feeling plateaus, and he can get accustomed to it long enough to think just how utterly he hates giving up. This is - it's important.  Even if it doesn't manage to do any good at all, even if he's being a glutton for punishment, he becomes quite aware that if he turns back now, he'd never respect himself. It's pain, it's torment, like nothing he's ever had before.

But he's had all kinds of new and interesting torment in the past.  What's just one more?

Adarin takes a few seconds, on the ground, then he growls a little and clumsily pushes himself to his feet. He doesn't know why, but he laughs, when he makes it back upright. Perhaps he's starting to go mad (or he was already there), but it helps. Just a little, anyway.

He goes back to his walk of suffering.  Step, step, step - ha, he's going faster now. 

"He's leaving, he's leaving he's leaving he's leaving, Path - Path, Path make it stop, make him come back, I want my Adarin back, I want him back!" whimpers Vernaia, her voice raising from a soft mumble to another set of high-pitched yells.

She manages to not throw herself at the door, again, but she starts sobbing.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"He'll come back he'll come back it's not forever it's okay," says Path, rapid and low, snuggling her warm and feathery.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He considers the possibility of running, but after the third trip over something stupid, Adarin deems that idea unworkable. He’d fall, again, and maybe his resolve would crack like delicate porcelain and he’d collapse into a heap and just give in to the pain. So he walks.

Step, step, step. 

The pain’s still growing, in his head, with every step he makes – Adarin feels like his head’s being hijacked to think of nothing but Vernaia, nothing but how he could have gotten out of doing this or making it easier or – or a thousand other things. There’s always a better way to do things, always a smarter path to take, always a clever trick. He should have tried to think of one – he should have asked the alethiometer if teleporting would have worked or if it would have just killed him. He could just go back and grab the alethiometer and ask, or get Isabella to fly him, she offered, or a thousand better ideas than ‘Walk really far until it doesn’t hurt anymore.’

It would be easy to just turn around and stop, and buckle under this. It would be so absurdly, ridiculously simple to just stop trying.

He doesn’t. He keeps walking. It’s quite possibly the longest walk he’s ever had, though he’s got no doubt he’s walked much farther. All the while, he thinks, debates, chastised himself and above all hurts – but he doesn’t stop walking.

When it stops, when the bond finally just snaps, he’s so surprised that he nearly falls over, catching himself on a nearby tree. Then he laughs again, with relief.

Fumbling a little, he retrieves the spelled mirror, from its place in a jacket. “Did it,” he tells it, and by proxy, Isabella. When he gets back, he’s going to cuddle Vern for the next century, while eating the rest of the gummy worms.

Vern whimpers, shivering and crying.

She devolves into whimpery gibberings, snuggling Path while sobbing. She's given up on the door, she just wants Adarin to come back. 

"He promised he'd come back, I want him back, this was a bad idea and I'm sorry," is one of her better sentences. The others follow a similar vein, punctuated by sobs and whimpering.  She is not going to improve until Adarin returns, it seems.

2014-04-16 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Do you want a ride?" Isabella asks him in the mirror.  "It sounds like she's not mad at you - sometimes they're mad but she just wants you back."

2014-04-16 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"A ride would be fantastic," he says. "I have no idea where I am."

2014-04-16 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I'll find you, sit tight."  She gets aloft, gets enough altitude to spot him, and dives.

"Are you okay?"

2014-04-16 05:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No. Not at all," explains Adarin. "But I can manage."

He looks like he had a few run ins with the ground and some branches.  Motor functions were one of the first things to go, apparently.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'll patch you up, but first let's get you back to Vern."  When he's on the branch, up and back they go.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Thank you."  Onto the branch, then a very fast walk to the basement and to Vernaia. "She's alright?  You're sure?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Unharmed, not happy, but not inclined to avoid you for a week either, which has been known to happen."

2014-04-16 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He winces. "Alright, thank you. I don't know what I'd do if she wanted to avoid me."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"They always come back eventually."  Here is the house.  She lands.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yes, but I'd still feel... Guilty for doing that."

He is off of the cloudpine fairly quickly, gives Isabella a little smile, and then immediately heads to the basement.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Not uncommon," Isabella comments, following at a more relaxed pace, both because running makes her fall over and because she doesn't have a traumatized kagu to comfort.

Path gets out of Adarin's way.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Vern is immediately cuddled.  She curls up with him and sobs, while he sedately pets her and murmurs soothing words in what sounds like his native language.

"Thank you for sitting with her," he says, during a lull in the sobs and soothing words.Edited   2014-04-16 05:21 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"I couldn't not," Path points out reasonably.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles, a little. Isabella's going to just have to accept the fact that she's going to get a hug for Path, since he can't actually touch the little owl. 

"It was still good of you. I like thanking people for doing nice things."

Pet, pet, pet.  The sobs quiet a little more as time goes on.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"You're welcome," says Path, fluttering to sit on Isabella's arm.

2014-04-16 05:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern nuzzles her mortal, then switches languages.

<"You're not going to leave me?"> she asks, shivering.

Adarin gives her a 'What on earth made you think I would do that' look. <"No?">

<"I'm - a liability, I could get hurt so easily, it would kill us both and I can't do magic, I was scared you'd just leave me here and -">

<"No,"> replies Adarin.

<"Promise?">

<"It's not the kind of thing I'd need to promise.  The answer is no. You're stuck with me, I hope you like traumatized crazy mortals.">

Delighted kagu cuddles ensue.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed






"You probably would've spoken English if you wanted me to know what you were saying, huh."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin smiles. "It was mostly very sappy, anyway."

Yeah, Vern's not mad at him. Cuddle, pet pet pet.

2014-04-16 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay."

Isabella goes for her herb collection and finds something to fling at Adarin in a cloud of spicy smells; it vanishes when she completes a healing verse, as do all his injuries less a little sting and mark to indicate where they were.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He startles a little at having herbs flung at him, but once the effect takes hold he smiles. "I owe you a hug, at some time in the future."

2014-04-16 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'll wait to collect until some more appropriate moment."

2014-04-16 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thanks - remind me so I don't forget when we've recovered."

Pet, pet, pet. Vern has calmed down quite a bit. The snuggles are less desperate, and more comforting. Their conversation seems to have helped, along with continued cuddles.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




That's good.  Isabella goes and puts her unused portion of this spice back in her kit.

2014-04-16 18:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Comfortable silence passes for a little while, until Adarin asks, "So, I'm willing to have a house built for you in New Kystle - is this the kind of thing you'd want, or...?"Edited   2014-04-16 22:57 (UTC)
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




She looks up.  "I hadn't actually given much thought to where I'd be staying during my visit.  If you want to give me a house - and this isn't a woeful misallocation of resources, given that I will be perfectly comfortable hammocking under my cloud-pine in midair on the nightside of the planet every night - then sure."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I mostly just want to, if I'm perfectly honest," he says a little sheepishly. "And you wouldn't be able to stay there during your first visit, they take time to be built. But I thought it might be nice."

2014-04-16 23:1 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's reasonable to anticipate that I'll be in and out often enough that it'd see use, anyway.  Where did you have in mind for the first visit?  Crashing on your couch?  The hammock thing?"

2014-04-16 23:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Whichever you prefer.  I do have a few spare rooms, but if the hammock's more comfy I won't make faces at you for ignoring the perfectly functional extra beds."

2014-04-16 23:3 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, I do have a fondness for not being hailed on, even if the cold per se is untroubling."

2014-04-16 23:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Not being hailed on, you say? Well, that just ruins all of my plans."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh, I'm terribly sorry to disappoint.  I really should have said earlier."

2014-04-16 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It's alright, you'll just have to sleep in the shed, or something. Do I have a shed?  I don't have a shed.  Touch luck, I suppose."

2014-04-16 23:8 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you actually want to stash me in a shed, I won't complain much, you know.  But building one just to put me there would probably be silly."

2014-04-16 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers. "Nonsense!  It wouldn't be silly at all. I would label it, 'Isabella's shed, beware of good sense.' Everyone would leave you alone."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Good sense is that terrifying in New Kystle?  You must part crowds of screaming pedestrians wherever you go."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




The snickering turns to giggles. "I also get mothers who hide their children for fear that it'll spread like a plague.  Don't forget that, that's my favorite part."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh gosh, are you contagious, that would be great, come wander around densely populated cities with me for a year."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I wish I were, but unfortunately, no.  To my everlasting shame."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Alas."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Indeed. Sensible people everywhere will mark this day as a day of shame. The day when it was learned good sense isn't contagious."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Somehow, as a collective, we will find a way to move on from this tragic discovery."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Somehow! If we harden our hearts and give out sensible brochures giving detailed information on how great being sensible is."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"...I am now imagining sense missionaries."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin tries to formulate some kind of response, but then he's overcome by laughter and can't manage it. Vern is looking at him with amusement.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs too.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Would - would they have hymns?" he manages, between giggles. "Long preaches about - about the heroes of good sense, doing the smart thing and not being stupid?"
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Hymns and -" (giggle) "churches and dry scriptures that read like instruction manuals or logic textbooks, and extremely sober holidays."

2014-04-16 23:28 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin's lost to the laughter, again.  There might be no saving him. He's just doomed to laugh forever, now.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




He will have company!
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




It takes Adarin a while to recover, but eventually he starts to. He doesn't try to talk, he just focuses on breathing, occasionally giggling in between breaths.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella catches up with him eventually.

"And," she whispers wickedly, "you would tithe a sensible portion of your income."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Well, it was nice to breathe for a little while, at least.  He goes back to laughter.

"You're a -" (giggle, giggle) "terrible, sensible person," he manages. "You should be the - the sense inquisitor."

He changes the pitch in his voice to badly represent a woman's, and adds, "Are you sensible? Are you?!"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"It matters only a moderate amount what you say!" cackles Isabella.  "I will search for concrete material evidence beyond your motivated testimony before making my final judgment!  And then it will be reviewed by people with more emotional distance from your case!  Bwahahahahah!"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"If you fail, they'll - they'll write a sensible and clear outline on what you need to work on and how to improve! With well-labeled and colored highlighting!"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"And incentives and a twenty-four hour support service available in an appropriate number of languages."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Giggles.  Oh, giggles.

When he can breathe again, he says, "You're absolutely amazing."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I try, I try.  You are the best company I've had in a long time."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Likewise," replies Adarin with a grin.

That looks to be all he's going to say, but then Vern decides enough is enough.  She pecks him.

"Ow?" he says, confused.

Okay, maybe he's a little dense sometimes.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




Path hoots, almost but not quite laughing.

Isabella raises an eyebrow, glancing around at all the entities in the room.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Vernaia gives Path an 'I'm sorry about him' look. She gets out of cuddles, and then nudges him towards Isabella.

"Subtle, aren't you?" says Adarin, amused.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




Isabella's eyebrow creeps up a little higher.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




A stare-down ensues between man and daemon. Vern wins.

Defeated, Adarin fidgets a little, then says with supreme awkwardness, "Er - Isabella?  Would you like to - redeem the hug voucher?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sure."

Path gets out of the way.  Isabella redeems her hug voucher.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Vern scoots out of the way, and exchanges a look with Path that says, 'Look, I'm trying.'

Adarin is pleased!  Hugs.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




Path wingshrugs back at her.

Isabella snuggles up, but is still technically within the parameters of hug.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Yeah, Adarin's not going to complain. Snuggle, snuggle.

For the sake of cuddles, Vern trills to Path. Wingsnuggles?
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path swoops down on her.  Wingsnuggles!
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Yay!  Wingsnuggles!
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dark_light: o ~ path




Yay!
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Time passes.  While he would like to stay for - well, possibly forever, no one from New Kystle is going to have the power of Wikipedia on their own. Adarin's not the type of person to just leave that be. Unfortunately, it's time to go. They'll have the mirrors, and be able to talk, but it's still the kind of thing you say goodbye before doing.

He goes off to find Isabella, kagu in tow.
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dark_light: (Default)




Isabella's on the roof with alethiometer, thingamajigs, and notebook.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Okay, he could get up there, but that seems kind of rude to just drop in; she could be asking the alethiometer a private question.

"Isabella?" he calls, instead.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




She peers over the edge of the roof, grabs her cloudpine, and swoops down.  "You heading home?" she asks.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah. I thought I should say goodbye, first."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Of course."  She holds out her arms for a hug.  "You'll mirror at me, won't you?"
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He accepts the hug.

"Of course I will," he says.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




Snugglehug.  "Good.  And it's, remind me roughly how long till you can make the portal?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Three, four days. You won't be missing much, just me telling the twits that call themselves nobles to calm down and maybe untangle some plots before you get there."

2014-04-17 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I will want to hear all about the plots!"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He grins. "I'll tell you what they are."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Awesome.  And then you will make the portal and I shall come hang out."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Possibly literally, since you do have a hammock on your cloudpine."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes.  It's terribly comfy.  I'm surprised you haven't asked to try it."

Is she flirting?  Does she mean it innocently?  It is so hard to tell!
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles, a little, snuggling her. 

"I'd like to say I was raised to never ask to borrow a lady's bed, but - nope, I'm just weird that way."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"So very weird.  The Sense Inquisitor might come knocking if you don't watch out."

Snuggle.  Was he going to leave at some point?  Huh?
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I've been told that I drive away people in the streets from my sense. I think I'll be safe from her wrath," he says wryly.

He gives her a little gentle squeeze, then regretfully releases her from the snugglehug. Well.  Now he doesn't know what to say.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'll see you in a few days," she says.  That is a thing to say.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Yeah.  I'll be looking forward to it."

Pause.  He makes a little shy smile, then he carefully takes her hand, and plants a gentle kiss to her knuckles.

"Bye," says Adarin, softly.

Before he can stutter or say something stupid and screw this up, he returns her hand, picks up his kagu, and casts his spell.

Predictably, he disappears. Isabella's now alone.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward






Eeeeee hand kisses.

Isabella's gonna go be happy about that for a while now.

And she will wait.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




The days until portal creation pass without much incident. Adarin talks to Isabella by magic mirror, and informs her of several plots that go on while he's there and she's not.  They're all pretty boring - some mages argue, they manage to stop without causing massive destruction, Adarin foils a disturbingly large number of attempts to drug him, and plans are made to get various technological wonders to the common people.

During all of this, Adarin's smiling far, far more than normal. He's genuinely happy, which is a huge change from polite tolerance and a lot of patience. There's some counting down of days, until at last, he thinks he's up to making the portal.

He does that, and then retrieves the mirror to Isabella and half sing-songs into it, "Guess what I just made?"

2014-04-17 01:12 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Bananas foster.  A friendship bracelet.  Your bed."

2014-04-17 01:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Nope, on three accounts!  Care to try again?"

2014-04-17 01:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"What do I get if I win?  Do I get to come visit you?"

2014-04-17 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You do!" he says, brightly.

2014-04-17 01:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooh.  I guess... a portal!"

2014-04-17 01:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"No, no, of course not, it was a - okay I can't do that to you with a clear conscience. Yes, you're right."

2014-04-17 01:16 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




She grins.  "Okay.  I just fly on through?  Nobody's scoping out the location or anything?"

2014-04-17 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I put it in a place no one's scoping out, so you're free to just fly through.  Mind the drop, I put the portal on a cliff."

2014-04-17 01:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That's what cloudpine is for.  Here I come."

She has a bag packed up already; she tucks the mirror into it, and Path alights on her shoulder, and through they go.  (At a sedate pace; if something has gone awry she doesn't want to slam into a wall at two hundred miles an hour.)

2014-04-17 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Nothing goes awry, and they pass through without incident.

It's cold, and the only light is from the night sky above. Two moons, just like Adarin said, and thousands of twinkling stars. There's no light pollution here, and no haze from smog. They're unobstructed, entirely.

She and Path are alone, except for Adarin, sitting above, legs dangling over the side. He's bundled up in a fluffy, fluffy coat, and Vern's in a set of blankets. He waves, grinning.

2014-04-17 01:26 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward






"Oh this is the most beautiful light," breathes Isabella, floating up to Adarin's level.  "Oh it's nice.  ...You look cold."

2014-04-17 01:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers. "I'm fine. The fluffy coat is more than just for looks."

2014-04-17 01:29 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's so fluffy."

Path attempts to wriggle under Vern's blanket with her.  He doesn't need them any more than his witch does, but he's still warm himself and might help.  Also, snuggles.

2014-04-17 01:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Vern snuggles back, giggling a little. Yeah, it's for warmth, suuuure.

"It makes me look dashing," he deadpans.

(He doesn't look bad in it, exactly, but he is quite fluffy and it's hard to take someone seriously when they are that fluffy.)

2014-04-17 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It makes you look ridiculous."  She alights on the cliff, dismounts, and flops on his fluff.  "It's soft, though."

2014-04-17 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles, cuddling back.

"Thanks.  I figured no one would look here since it requires fluffy coats."

2014-04-17 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And it's perfectly witch-friendly.  How far are we from where you live?"

2014-04-17 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Reasonably far.  Several hours by cloudpine."

2014-04-17 01:36 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"All right.  Should we go now or do you need to brief me on a bunch of things first?  Or cast the translation spell on me, for that matter."

2014-04-17 01:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Hmm... Translation spell, then I brief you in my language so you can get used to it?"

2014-04-17 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Sure."

2014-04-17 01:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Notes are retrieved, and he reads over them twice, then there's the casting of a spell. He finishes it without issue.  Nothing obvious happens.

Except he switches languages, and says, <"There, that should have worked.">

The spell doesn't make it sound like he's speaking English.  He sounds like he's speaking another language, and there's a set of thought-only notes now in her head about what it means. If she wants, it'll even parse the grammar of it. Like Adarin explained, it's built to translate, but help with actually learning the language itself.

2014-04-17 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella thinks, and then composes a sentence in her head and observes the suggestions of the spell unfold at her merest curiosities.

<"If we hit any snags with portal-based capitalism, I bet you could sell castings of this for ludicrous amounts of money.  Well, maybe not ludicrous.  I don't think linguists tend to get rich.>

2014-04-17 01:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He grins. <"I'm very proud of my spell. Translation spell based capitalism I'm all for, as well.">

2014-04-17 01:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




<"This is a beautifully designed bit of assistive magic.  Okay.  Briefing?">

2014-04-17 01:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




<"Thank you! Let's see. Some people will want to know where you're from, you can be as honest about it as you like or completely unhelpful, it doesn't matter to me. Don't accept any invitations without letting me know, first, some people would try to corner you about something or do something terrible. I would have to break things and that would annoy me. If anyone gives you trouble, give them my name and say you're a friend, and they should back off.">

2014-04-17 01:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




<"Okay.  If they don't?">

2014-04-17 01:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




<"Then you have my permission to do whatever you deem necessary to get them to back off. Try not to kill anyone, but I trust your judgement."

2014-04-17 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




<"Right.  I will try to avoid killing them, yes.">

2014-04-17 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles. <"I think that's about it, the details I can tell you as we go. Would it help if I gave you a list of the people that have been particularly unhelpful or have tried to drug me?">

2014-04-17 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




<"Couldn't hurt.">  She pulls out a notebook, notes that the spell does literacy just as nicely, and adds, <"I might start taking notes in this language just to confound anybody from back home who finds my books.">

2014-04-17 02:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




<"Sure. It works with other languages, too, so if there's one you know that's really obscure, that might be a better idea. This spell was designed with potential infiltration in mind, I had no idea what your language actually was,"> he explains. <"Anyone under the spell would be able to read it, but obviously I'm not going to. Invasion of privacy, also jerk move.">

2014-04-17 02:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay, maybe I'll write in some dead language that only four people know existed," she says.  "And yeah, if I expected you to read my notebooks we would not get along so famously."

2014-04-17 02:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yes.  While I like getting along famously with you, I just don't read people's journals, diaries, and so on without permission anyway. Because I try not to be a jerk."

2014-04-17 02:7 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Best not-jerk."  She nuzzles some fluff, since most of Adarin himself is not accessible right now.

2014-04-17 02:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He grins, and cuddles back.  Yeah, he's not accessible, but he can still enjoy it.

"I disagree.  I know another not-jerk who's rather nice..."

2014-04-17 02:9 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella squirms.  "But I aspire to be so much better than merely not a jerk."

"He is really taking his time," Path mutters under his breath to Vernaia.

2014-04-17 02:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oh?  Was I just simply not a jerk, then?" he teases.

"I know," mutters Vern. "I've been trying to get him to hurry up, you've seen."

2014-04-17 02:12 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh, you're probably other things, too.  An entire list of them."

2014-04-17 02:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




He snickers. "Thanks.  I do try to be multi-dimension- Oh hell, that was a pun.  I am so sorry."

2014-04-17 02:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs and hugs his fluffy, fluffy coat.

2014-04-17 02:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He giggles a little, himself. His coat is indeed fluffy.

"So!  Want to see my house?" he asks, affectionately.

Vern makes a face. "Should have just kissed her," she mutters.

2014-04-17 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"At this point if he kisses her it might be very hard to peel her off of him for the next week," Path mutters back.

"I would love to see your house," says Isabella, bidding the fluffy coat enough of a goodbye to set up her cloud-pine to take passengers.  Path nuzzles Vernaia and creeps out from under the blanket to take to the air; he circles overhead until he has a flying witch to follow.

2014-04-17 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Vern trills a little goodbye, nuzzling back.

"You know," says Adarin, amused. "When I got this coat I didn't realize you'd take such a liking to it. I got it because it's warm."

He and his kagu hop up onto the cloudpine.

2014-04-17 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's soft!  This is a virtue in a coat.  Which way am I going?"

2014-04-17 02:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers, nods, and then gives directions!  They're wonderfully straight-forward.

2014-04-17 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Whoosh!

Path follows; when she accelerates past where he'll be able to keep up for a long trip, he dives to cling to her silks.

2014-04-17 02:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Whoosh!

Adarin will not get tired of flying.  It's impossible.  Vern giggles with delight most of the way, and Adarin's grinning. They arrive there in a few hours - it warms up, and the sky brightens a little. Lights are visible in the distance, and Adarin directs Isabella to them.

There are a set of fancy houses in one particular area, and some smaller, pleasant little cottages a ways away. Quietly, he says that until the fancy houses were built, he couldn't get the workforce to get the cottages up, but now they're up and he's focusing on some other towns, further away, to make sure there's definitely no one living in tents or something.

Then they're at his house!  It's smaller than the other fancy houses, and kind of cute.

2014-04-17 02:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella lands in front of his house.  "This," she says, "is a cute house."

2014-04-17 02:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Thanks.  I was aiming for cute."

He doesn't have a key, but he doesn't need one. He leans over and pokes the door, saying, "Boop."

It opens on its own.  Ah, the wonders of magic.

2014-04-17 02:37 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...Is the boop functional or for decoration, and will I be able to enter this house without you accompanying me?"

2014-04-17 02:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Functional!  It amuses me.  And no, not unless I messed with it and gave you access, but you'd be able to leave just fine."

2014-04-17 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay, noted.  How long till somebody notices I'm here?  Was I announced?"

2014-04-17 02:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You will be announced, I gave them some forewarning that I'd have a visitor, but I didn't want them immediately descending the moment you got here."

He steps inside, and holds the door open for her.

2014-04-17 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She gives a little mockery of a curtsey and steps in, looking around.

2014-04-17 02:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snorts with laughter.

Inside is comfy and nicely decorated! He seems to keep everything lit by magic, with no obvious lighting use available that isn't fire, and the lights happily flicker on when they enter. Things are reasonably neat inside, with a few paintings on the walls and some plants scattered around.

It's cute, and not particularly showy, but lots of things in here are magic.

2014-04-17 02:55 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I like the lighting spell," Isabella says.  "I could probably tweak the waxing and waning variants on the light spell I showed you to make something this responsive, but it'd take doing."

2014-04-17 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you!" he says, brightly. "I like tinkering with my magic and doing interesting things with it. If I had more free time, I'd probably be a hermit and just make things because I like them.  With occasional visits from helpful witches."

Awkward, awkward smile.

2014-04-17 04:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awwwwww.  But how do you meet these helpful witches if you don't need to run chamomile-related errands?"

2014-04-17 04:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"No idea.  But I've met one, and I like her, so at least I'll get some visits."

2014-04-17 04:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I would totally visit you sometimes even if you were all hermity."

2014-04-17 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Thank you.  That makes me feel better about being a hermit, if it ever occurs."

2014-04-17 04:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, I can't say I want to actually encourage it under the circumstances that are, but I would do my best to mitigate its loneliness."

2014-04-17 04:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That's very kind of you," he says, with a smile.  He removes the fluffy coat, and plops onto a couch with several fluffy pillows to replace it.

"Anything you'd like to do before I announce you and introduce you to people?"

2014-04-17 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'd like to stash the cloud-pine and my bag wherever you're putting me, but after that I'm all set to mingle."

2014-04-17 04:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"... Right, I am being rude.  Whoops, uh -" he gets back up, then clears his throat and says in an overly-formal tone, "Would you like a tour, m'lady?"

He's teasing, but he does actually mean to give her a tour.

2014-04-17 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I would indeed like a tour," she says, extending her hand so that she may be led about.

2014-04-17 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He takes it, with a grin.

They go on a tour of the house! It has all necessary rooms that a house requires, such as a kitchen, a dining room, a living room, a study that has a woefully small amount of books (Adarin explains that their priority wasn't books), two bathrooms (that run by magic), and three bedrooms. Overall, it's a nice house.  It's got a soothing aesthetic, and is pretty practical-minded. Rooms aren't just there to be rooms, the rooms do stuff. Isabella's free to choose between the two spare bedrooms as she prefers.  One has a nicer view, but the other is slightly bigger.

Hand-holding is also a thing that occurs all throughout the tour, if Isabella's up for it.

2014-04-17 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella is so up for handholding.

She picks the room with the nicer view, and stashes her objects in it.

She sets her cloud-pine to floating in the middle of the room.  If she puts it down, anyone can pick it up.  If it's floating, she's the only person who can budge it.

Just in case.

2014-04-17 04:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




Adarin's pretty happy with the hand-holding situation, as well.  There's a faint smile on his face throughout all of the tour. Adarin is not one to be insulted at paranoia. Actually, he kind of supports it. 

"Do you want me to fix your door so it's like my bedroom's?  No one who isn't you would be able to open it without blowing it up or disentangling the spell, which not everybody can do," he offers, when she sets her cloudpine to float for safety reasons. "I have only a bit of mana to work with, but it's really not an expensive spell to do."

2014-04-17 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That would be great.  I'm officially 'not a clan embarrassment' with a dagger, but I do have to be awake to attain even that status..."

2014-04-17 04:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"And your continued safety and well-being is important to me," he says easily.

He takes a second to think about it, then pokes the door and mutters something, and the spell goes.

"Done. Technically if you want you can lock someone in there, now, I didn't have the power to make it only one way."

2014-04-17 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"They could get out the window, I imagine, and I don't plan on doing this unless someone sneaks in invisibly, in which case it's their own fault."

2014-04-17 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers. "Yeah. Let me know if there's anything else that I can do to put you at ease. I will not be insulted at paranoia."

2014-04-17 04:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I will do, but I am out of paranoid ideas for the moment."

2014-04-17 04:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin nods. "Then... I suppose necessary mingling is exactly what it sounds like and we'll have to do that eventually."

He doesn't look pleased about this.

2014-04-17 05:0 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Am I going to hate everyone I meet here who isn't you, Adarin?  Are they that bad?"

2014-04-17 05:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I mean, some of them are entirely inoffensive, but I don't particularly like any of them. The trouble is that in inviting any of them, even the inoffensive ones, it means that if I want to not make a bigger target of myself I need to invite even the people I actually dislike."

2014-04-17 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Ah.  No carefully curated just-friends dinner parties.  Do you want me to stand next to you the entire time and engage the terrible people who I haven't yet had the chance to become thoroughly sick of, for you?"

2014-04-17 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




Adarin smiles, affectionately. "No thanks, but thank you. I've put up with it this long.  I just put up a..." he uses a loanword from English, "Poker face and suffer through it."

2014-04-17 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  How do you go about convening this party-of-sorts?"

2014-04-17 05:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Mostly by paying other people to go tell them. I know some people that are happy to, so, not a problem."

2014-04-17 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Does the whole thing take very long - are we talking 'sit up here for a while brushing up on the list of troublemakers' or 'loiter for three minutes in the front room'?"

2014-04-17 05:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"First one. Might have been better to get people to start the process sooner, but - I don't like backing you into a corner and saying, 'This is when the thing will be because I have scheduled it without your input, ha.' Also, I procrastinated a little."

He also maybe wanted her all to himself, for a little while. He missed her.

2014-04-17 05:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I wouldn't have minded walking into a schedule, for what it's worth - and you could've cleared it with me by mirror - but this works too, I'm not in a hurry."

2014-04-17 05:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin smiles at her, and nods. "Alright.  I'll go get things in motion, then.  Be back in a bit."

Hand-kiss, before he goes.

Smitten?  Him?  Pfff. Nonsense.

2014-04-17 05:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella takes a moment to be happy about the second hand-kiss.

Then she studies her notes.

2014-04-17 05:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Vern no longer needs to follow Adarin around!  She finds a nice, out of the way spot and curls up.  If Path would like to join her, that's fine by her for obvious reasons.

Adarin goes and pays people to tell other people to show up for introductions, then he returns and helps Isabella with studying, if she'd like.

2014-04-17 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Path does join her, and puts a wing over her.

Isabella wants more visual descriptions of these people so she doesn't have to wait to be introduced.

2014-04-17 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




Nuzzle, nuzzle. "We missed you."

Adarin offers visual descriptions! He adds in what kinds of groups they tend to appear in so she can identify people that look similar but act differently. She can also get some background information on some politics behind the scenes - several people hate each other, it seems, without Adarin even being involved.

2014-04-17 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"We missed you too.  She likes it when he kisses her hand," Path murmurs.

Isabella draws little diagrams and annotates everything.  "This place is a mess," she mutters.

2014-04-17 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Vern giggles. "He'll do it more, he likes doing it, too. He likes being a gentleman to her."

"Welcome to New Kystle. It's pretty, at least?" he offers.

2014-04-17 05:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It is not for gentlemanliness-related reasons she likes it," Path whispers.

"It is that!" she acknowledges.  "You have a nice view."

2014-04-17 05:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




More giggling, and some more snuggles. "He wants to kiss her, too."

"Thanks.  Maybe if it ever gets fixed it can just be pretty without the underlying... 'But people here are also kind of terrible.'"

He sounds a little wistful.

2014-04-17 05:32 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Why won't he?" sighs Path.

"Maybe.  What do you have in the way of - schools?  For setting up a next generation?"

2014-04-17 05:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Because he's... Him?" manages Vern. "Because it's - flinch bad whenever he deals with relationships because of this place, because there are about a dozen people trying to seduce him for all of the wrong reasons. So he's nervous to take that step because it's been something he didn't touch at all before now and he's working on it.  He trusts her, he's not - perfect.  He can't undo that all immediately. I'm sorry." Nuzzle, nuzzle. "He's pushing himself to do more."

"Some, but it's been hard to organize because a lot of the people that know enough to teach don't want to. Literacy's not terrible, but it could be better, for common people. For the nobles - there's basically nothing I can do about how they raise their kids short of kidnapping them. Which I won't do, for... Various reasons."

2014-04-17 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Path nuzzles her.  "He shouldn't push only because we're impatient."

"Okay, for literacy - if you're willing to cast the language spell a few times, I don't know exactly how many, I'm certain you could get decently educated Earthlings willing to work for room and board.  Possibly Earthlings willing to pay for the opportunity to be here teaching kids to read and that two and two make four, just for the line on their résumés and the perhaps-entirely-metaphorical stamp on their passports.  Sometime after people are over being shellshocked by Portal Capitalism, anyway."

2014-04-17 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"He also wants to, as well." Vern nuzzles him, back. "So it's not just impatience."

"I'm willing to cast the language spell a few times, and that's a good idea. But that one will have to wait a bit, for when things are... Calmed down after Portal Capitalism."

2014-04-17 05:51 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, not an instantaneous selection.  I wonder how much to worry about the fact that importing intellectual resources from Earth will deluge your population in English.  I mean, short term gains, yes, but also language extinction is kind of sad.  I'm divided on whether I care about what passes for culture, from what cynical musings I've heard on the subject."

2014-04-17 05:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




Adarin thinks for a little bit. "I'm... Not sure.  Between the options of literacy versus keeping a language - I mean, honestly between the two I sort people above a language, even an entire culture. So I suppose I'm more sure, now."

2014-04-17 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And the language will always be retrievable by spell, anyway, won't it.  So yeah, probably not a huge priority, bring on Teach For New Kystle programs in a couple years."

2014-04-17 06:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods. "Yeah. And clever uses for portals, if applicable. I'm pretty sure that once Earth knows about other planes, then there will be several who would be willing to set up internet access, or something."

2014-04-17 06:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh yeah.  Earth is very good at profit motive, and the profit motive can be set up.  Earth is not very good at restraining profit motive, which is what keeping a stranglehold on the bottleneck between worlds is for, if someone errs too far on the side of exploitation they can kiss their whole enterprise goodbye.  Maybe make a rule that any business operation conducted in New Kystle consents to panopticon scrying."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Grin. "Yeah, that can work. Especially considering I'm one of two people that can build a multi-planar portal on my own. So, I am in a good position for a stranglehold on a bottleneck. I think I should probably bring in - multiple nations, not just the one.  With a translation spell it doesn't really matter which country I recruit from, they'll all be able to just talk to each other.  So I can make sure that New Kystle is its own thing and not just United States of America, tide-locked and magic edition."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It's probably worth being selective about which countries.  Some of them have more open interest in colonialism than the United States - well, the modern-day United States - has, and while you want to have the threat to shut down a portal, actually using it would be a waste.  Off the top of my head, but I'd want to do more research to be sure, Japan and maybe Singapore float to the top of the non-English-speaking countries for economic-not-for-example-military interests."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right.  I wasn't going to just... Let any businesses ever through, I was going to be very careful.  There will be studying of Wikipedia, I think.  A lot."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  All hail Wikipedia.  Our Wiki who art in Heaven.  You may kiss the bride."

2014-04-17 06:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin laughs. "All hail Wikipedia, though for the website-based kisses - no thanks.  Facetious marriage only, I'd rather not be married to a website, amazing though it is."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Should I stop teasing you about marrying it, then?"

2014-04-17 06:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You are entirely free to tease me about whatever you like," says Adarin in the least helpful manner possible.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




(Path laughs, from the corner where he's snuggling Vern.)

"Are you sure you want to hand me blanket permission like that?" says Isabella speculatively.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Hmm," he says, speculatively. "Yes?  Tentative yes? Why, are you plotting something?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Maybe."

(No.)
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He raises an eyebrow. "Alright.  I'll trust that for whatever it is your priorities will be in order and it won't screw up any of my plots for New Kystle restoration project."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're very trusting.  Well, of me, anyway, I have no reason to fault your paranoia about everybody else."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"To be fair, so far you've earned my trust. I mean, you handed me Wikipedia, and - you had a mage who would do a favor for you and the very first thing you asked if I could do was fix death, not 'omnipotence' or 'make me tons of money' or something.  That says a bit of your character, I think. Not to mention you've yet to disprove that first meeting, so if this is a long-term plot to do something in the future, consider me played."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"To be fair, if I had imagined you could do omnipotence you can believe I'd have angled for it."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah, but so would I. It's the reasoning behind the 'why' that matters more to me."

To Path, Vernaia says, "He does admire her, you know."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"She admires anybody with the sense to admire her," says Path.  "We are somewhat arrogant that way."

"And you are totally going to make me tons of money, at the scales in question I don't think I can continue to operate in non-liquid format, unwitchy though cash may be."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Vern giggles. "We don't mind. You do things to make things better and we think that's the best reason for arrogance, ever."

Adarin looks incredibly amused. "So what you're saying is that I'm being played like a fiddle and I should shoo you, snatch the portals away and do my own thing?" he teases.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Noooo," laughs Isabella, flinging her arms around his neck as though he had made any move to actually leave the room, "do not do that.  We have things to do."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




She's joined in laughter, and he wraps his arms around her and looks like he's contemplating doing something, smiling a little deviously.

"Ah yes, things.  Wonderful things."

Adarin wants, very dearly, to kiss her. She's right here, in fact. There is literally nothing stopping him from, say - dipping and kissing her. Daemons have made it clear that she supports this, and he wants to, so...

He can just do that.

2014-04-17 06:58 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Productive, cooperative things," murmurs Isabella, absently, looking up at him (he's got more than half a foot on her; it's very much up).  Not quite all the way to expectant, maybe, but solidly in hopeful.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Well.  There there they go, good bye inhibitions. There's no way in hell he can not kiss her when she's looking at him like that.

He laughs, softly, and dips her, leaning in to kiss -

- It's right at this moment that the magical equivalent of the doorbell rings.

"Fuck," he hisses.
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Yambe Akka take all the stars and drown them," snaps Isabella, reverting to English in her frustration, "timing, timing..."

2014-04-17 07:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"All that, with a second added fuck," he swears. "They pick the least opportune time."

Sigh.  Well. Apologetically, he rights her - he's not going to drop her because the moment's ruined.

"We will," he sighs, "have to pick this back up later, Isabella, I'm sorry..."Edited   2014-04-17 07:07 (UTC)
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"How much later?" she wonders wryly.

(Path makes disgruntled noises.)
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prodigal_miser: I'm absolutely serious




He smiles, affectionately. "When there aren't idiots at the door and it seems appropriate?"

Magical equivalent of a doorbell noise, again.  Adarin glares in the door's general direction.

(Vern is doing the same. "They were so close!")
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Path nuzzles Vern, still grumbling, and flies to Isabella's shoulder.

"Well," sighs Isabella, "let's go attempt to not call whoever it is an idiot to their face, shall we?"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Yeah," sighs Adarin.  He leans down, avoiding Path carefully, and kisses her forehead.

"Worst timing imaginable," he mutters, collecting Vern and going to the door to answer it.

The introductions begin. Most of them are exactly what they appear to be, and Adarin's information proves to be pretty accurate. At first, it goes without any problem, but then someone decides to cause a bit of trouble.

"Hiiiiii, Ada," says a blonde, from behind Adarin.  His face tightens a little, subtly going from 'poker face' to something that looks long suffering and hopelessly resigned.

Immediately after, it's pretty obvious why. With absolutely no regard for his personal space, she  drapes herself over him, hands exploring his chest a little. It's very, very obvious that Adarin is not pleased with this.

"Hello, Lenora," he says, in a very practiced evenness. "Please get off of me."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting






Isabella supervises with what might be called controlled dismay, then says, carefully in English: "Nobody else has that spell on, do they?"
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prodigal_miser: It seems I've lost my temper




"No," he replies in the same language. "Not a one."

"But you're comfy!" says Lenora, looking amused. "And you're sharing secrets."

"All the same," sighs Adarin. "Do at least attempt to get off of me."
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dark_light: (Default)




"Do you need help with her?" asks Isabella, still in English.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Probably not," he replies to Isabella.

"Bu-"

"Off," growls Adarin.

She sighs dramatically, and then extracts herself from him. She gives Isabella a curious glance, then looks back at Adarin. "Soooo. What'cha talking about?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh," says Isabella, "I was given a partial guest list in advance, but I don't have it fully memorized; I was filling in a gap in my information."
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prodigal_miser: I need to think about this more




"Uh huh," says the blonde.

She tilts her head. "Nice bird. Looks fluffy."

"Do not pet him," Adarin says, immediately.
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella takes an alarmed step away.  "Don't touch him."

"Don't ever," hisses Path, feathers standing on end.
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prodigal_miser: It seems I've lost my temper




"Why's-"

"Because I said so," Adarin growls, stepping between the two in a very protective manner. He is not letting anyone touch Path without Path and Isabella's expressed permission.  No.

Lenora raises an eyebrow. Then she shrugs, raises he hands, and - backs off.  She goes off elsewhere in the party. That was certainly an interesting thing to learn - usually, Adarin's not quite so directly threatening. Now she's curious.

In an undertone in English, Adarin says softly, "I'm going to stay near you.  She could try something, and I hope you don't mind but I'm going to make sure she doesn't manage anything."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I could just send Path out, away somewhere...?  I didn't really grasp till just now how thoroughly people here might not get it; you picked it up quick."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He manages a little tiny smile. "You sounded very serious about it when you told me. I'm also not in the habit of brushing off possible results, even if they sound bizarre. You can send Path away, but be careful where - Lenora's good at teleportation. He might be safer here."Edited   2014-04-17 19:27 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




Isabella winces.

Path hides under some of her hair.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Adarin winces. He leans over and says very quietly, "Isabella, I'll keep him - and you safe.  You have nothing to worry about."

He looks like he means it.Edited   2014-04-17 19:31 (UTC)
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Thanks," says Isabella weakly.

Someone else - a respectful personal-space bubble away from all present - approaches.  "Excuse me, but I don't think I understand.  Why is it so bad to touch the birds?  They don't look fragile."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




There is a snark that Adarin wants to say, but he doesn't - it would be mean to a random bystander that had nothing to do with why he's angry.

"It's not a fragility problem, it's... Hard to explain, though.  Isabella?  You know more about it than I."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, it's never happened to me either, but if it's the wrong person, it - hurts.  There are minimal allowances where I'm from, for accidents, emergencies, preverbal children - but doing it on purpose is worse than rape, by most reckonings - because the only motive is pure malice.  Outside of - dearest intimacy."

"Oh," says the guest, nodding understanding.  "So for some people it's all right...?"

"For some people.  I don't personally know anyone who does it, or at least not so they'd tell me.  My parents are careful around each other's daemons, even."
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




Adarin's only partially paying attention to the conversation. He's probably being paranoid, but - Isabella kind of just said it was worse than rape, so he thinks it's allowed, in this case. He is reminded just why he is paranoid shortly after. 

Lenora's never been huge on 'morality.' Not to mention, she hasn't actually heard this conversation, so she doesn't get exactly what she's trying to do. She teleports, anyway, close to Isabella, and she reaches out to touch the daemon -

- Adarin snatches her arm mid-way, twisting it enough to cause her to yelp. Path is safe from touching.

"Do not touch him," he growls. "Try it again, and I will break your arm."
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




Path, frightened in spite of the last-second rescue, shrieks - it's an animal noise that belongs in a pitch-dark forest full of wolves.

Isabella steps back, stumbles, and falls.
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Lenora's so stunned by threats of physical violence that she looks utterly bewildered, amused, and curious all at the same time.

Adarin startles a little at Path's shriek - he glances away from Lenora, spots Isabella, and reacts accordingly. Isabella's safety is the entire reason for the threats, and he's not so attached to them to let her fall for the sake of proving a point. He releases the arm, then jumps to catch Isabella, and succeeds.

The result is rather like an hour or two earlier, when he was about to kiss her.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Except for the part where Isabella is trying to catch her breath from having been recently threatened, instead of gazing up at him with sparkling eyes?  Very like.

Path's talons are digging into her shoulder hard enough that she'd be bleeding if she didn't have a protective spell for exactly this on her.

She hauls herself to her feet with Adarin's help.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Are you alright?" he asks her, breaking from checking over her in worry to give Lenora death glares.

He doesn't think to switch to English.
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dark_light: (Default)




"I'm fine," she replies.  "Just spooked.  She didn't touch him."
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"Good," he says.

Back to being threatening, then.

"Lenora-"

"You threatened physical violence! You never do that!" she says, stunned.

Adarin rolls his eyes. "Yes, you're correct. So consider it a blessing that I'm going to politely ask you to leave, now."

"Sure," shrugs Lenora. "Worth it to see you lose it. Bye, fluffy-bird woman!"

She waves, and then - she walks out.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Wow," says the other guest, the one who is still politely standing back.

"I foresee a problem with immigration and tourism," mutters Isabella, dusting herself off from the fall.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Indeed," sighs Adarin.

Vern trills a little.  Adarin pets her, soothingly.

He switches to English, "Should we just end the party there and blame it on Lenora's rudeness?"
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Mm.  Maybe.  Is anybody else at all likely...?"
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I wouldn't say so, after that little drama, but if you'd rather not take the chance I don't blame you."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Are there going to be dreadful social repercussions if you do end it...?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Nope.  Pretty sure there's going to be rumors about us sleeping together no matter what we do, now."

He says this matter-of-factly.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh no.  How dreadful.  Stop them.  I cannot bear it," says Isabella.  "Those weren't the repercussions I meant."  She shakes her head.  "I'm pretty much recovered, but I can't claim I'll stay that way if anybody makes a second grab, let alone a successful one."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin manages a little smile at her words. "That one thing will have lots of repercussions, you know. But - all right. I'll leave it up to you. You're the one getting introduced, and the one who had a grab attempt."Edited   2014-04-17 20:37 (UTC)
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What kind of repercussions?" Isabella wonders. She transfers Path from her shoulder to her arms, where he is quite thoroughly shielded and can get more so in a heartbeat's reaction time. 
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"The usual.  People throwing themselves at me on the streets," he says, dryly. "Maybe some attempts to poison you - all of which will fail, by the way."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I've never been poisoned before.  Gosh."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"If it's a thing you want to try then I won't check your food and drink for it, if you prefer?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




She laughs.  "No, please do check it.  I don't want to have to fly home for Earth food twice a day."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure," he replies. "So, party, or no party?"

They are getting stared at.  Everyone in the room's pretty sure that Adarin and Isabella are a thing, now. Technically true, but some of them are going to react badly.Edited   2014-04-17 20:43 (UTC)
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella glances around the room.

"A short party, I think, and then I'm going for a nice long fly."

She says that in the local language.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Sure," says Adarin, in the same dialect.

During the party, nothing else quite as dramatic occurs.  People give the daemons present a respectful distance, and lots of boring small talk is shared. Adarin is definitely hovering around Isabella, all paranoia and protectiveness.  He's trying not to make it obvious, but it is, anyway.

Then at long last, the party ends. Guests depart, and they're left alone.

Adarin flops onto a couch and looks extremely tired. "Well that was a nightmare."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"A bit.  I fly faster than any of the New Kystle magic types, right?  If I open it up?  And I imagine people tend not to teleport in midair."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yes to both," he replies. "Have fun, Isabella. Mirror me if there's any trouble."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I will.  I'll be back in a few hours.  I'm just going to soak up some of that nice night-side light."

She gives him a hug, and then fetches her cloudpine, and then rockets off, Path clinging to the silks that cross over her chest.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Hug is returned!

Then Adarin curls up with Vern and talks, for a little while. It's been a long day.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




alicornucopia: (Default)




There's a knock on the door.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin glances up, and calls, "Who is it?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"It's Enathira.  I forgot my bag," calls the voice of Polite About Personal Space Visitor.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Sure," he replies, leaving Vern where she is on the couch to get up and open it. Door opening occurs. She may now enter!

"Do you know where it is, or should I help look?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




She glances around.  "Well, I thought I did, but it's not there.  That would be very kind of you..."  She starts making a systematic search of the room.  "So how did you meet - Isabella?  Am I pronouncing that right?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You're pronouncing it correctly! I met her by accidentally interrupting her picnic. Travelling to her plane guarantees a daemon and she was kind enough to explain what was going on."

Adarin helps in searching for bag. Vern doesn't, she's all snuggly, on the couch.  It's not like her location in comparison to the ground is great for finding bags that were probably left on a table, or something.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Enathira makes her way across the room and checks behind the couch.

And then, almost as though she has mistaken the kagu for her bag, she scoops Vernaia right up with her bare hands.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




The reaction is instantaneous.  Adarin's eyes go wide, and he leans on a table in an attempt to stay up, but he doesn't manage it.  He tumbles to the floor in a heap, breathing erratic and shallow.

"S-Stop, stop, stop, stopstopstopstop," he whimpers, slowly reducing in volume as he curls around himself and shudders.

In Enathira's arms, Vern's having a similar reaction.  She makes a yelp sound, then starts whimpering and begging to be let go.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Enathira pets the bird.  "Sh-sh-sh I'm not going to hurt you," she soothes.  "I wonder how long it takes to work...?"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Vernaia can't manage to squirm. She keens, and continues begging. "Let us go, stop, please stop it hurts it hurts you're too close you're too close stop!"

Adarin continues to be a heap on the floor. He's making a pathetic sound in his throat, like he's in pain, like he wants desperately to get away. "Vern, my Vern, stop, stop please stop-" he whimpers, barely audible.

He can't get to the mirror to Isabella.  He doesn't have the brain power for it, right now. She's too close, she won't let go, it hurts, it hurts. So he can think of nothing else.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Enathira sits down.  She's beginning to look kind of uncomfortable, like something hasn't gone quite according to plan, but not enough to let go.  She sets her jaw and holds the bird.

2014-04-17 21:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




The bird is held, to her dismay and agony.

She breaks down into sobbing, gibbering and begging to be let go in increasingly less coherence. At one point she attempts bargaining, but isn't lucid enough to manage anything than, "Please - please, we'll do anything, let us go-"

Adarin has nothing of value to contribute. He's incapable of saying anything but 'Vern' and 'stop.'
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"I - I didn't think it worked like this," says Enathira, squirming, "maybe it still works like I thought and just - takes a while, if I let you go now he'll kill me probably -"
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern can't think of an argument to counter that. Maybe if she didn't have someone touching her she'd say that Adarin hasn't killed anyone in his life. But she does have someone touching her, so she can't think of what to say other than new and interesting ways to beg for her to stop.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




It's probably not any consolation that after this has been going on for about half an hour, Enathira starts quietly crying.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




None at all. Vern has been crying for far longer, and Adarin doesn't seem capable of doing anything other than shivering and whimpering for release anymore.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




This might go on for a while.

Isabella was going to go out flying for rather a long time.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin would have thought that there would be some kind of - of way to get used to this.  Some way of coping, some way of doing anything other than being a wreck on the ground and pointlessly begging for this to stop.

But there isn't. It's fresh, every time, in his skull and in his soul. There is no escape from it, no quiet place to think. No way to regroup, or make a plan, or even just block it out and get over it.

He and his daemon can only keep begging, and suffering. That's all.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'm sorry," says Enathira at the one-hour mark.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Then stop," weeps Vern. "Stop, stop-"

It devolves into the usual stuff, from there.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"I can't, I can't."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern makes a pathetic wail. Then, back to begging.
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dark_light: (Default)




Probably nobody in the room is in a position to notice the sound of Isabella landing.

They might hear the magic doorbell, though.

Enathira does, and squeezes Vern tighter, startled.
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Adarin, for one, is not in a position to react to any sounds at all. Vern isn't, either, for that matter, but when she's squeezed she lets out another wail, followed by, "Letgoletgoletgo..."

It's possible that it could be heard, from outside.
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




Path peers in the window, and immediately shouts to his witch.

She tries the door, but it doesn't work.

So she goes around to the window, and in fifteen seconds has a verse composed:

"Shatter quick the window glass,
So that through it I can pass -"

And she lays her hand on the window and it comes apart under her palm, and she has her bow strung and an arrow nocked moments later.

"Drop the bird by the count of three or get an arrow in your brain.  One.  Two."

Enathira flings Vernaia away from her and curls up in a ball, hands cupped over the back of her head, on the couch.

2014-04-17 21:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Vernaia is flung - she hits the ground in a whimpering heap, sobbing and shivering. She lies there for a little while, before she manages to get up and start making her way to her mortal.

Adarin's reaction is a bit more immediate. He gasps in a breath that half-sounds like a whimper, and murmurs quietly, "Vern..."

There is no walking, in this condition.  Not right now, not while his daemon's over there and she's just been held for what feels like an eternity. So, he crawls, and the soonest he possibly can - Vernaia is in his arms. She's sobbing, but Adarin can't seem to manage it, though he certainly looks like he wants to.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




Path... stays out of the house, for good reason.  He can't exactly snuggle Vern while Adarin is doing it.

Isabella climbs awkwardly through the window and retrains her bow on Enathira.  Just in case.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He can think - at long last, Adarin can think of more than just how he's in agony.

The first emotion to come back to his pain-numbed mind is rage.

"What... What exactly did you think - what did you think you were doing?" he hisses, curled around his daemon and focusing on Enathira.
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dark_light: (Default)




Enathira just curls up tighter and whimpers.

"Do you want me to shoot her?" Isabella asks him.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"That - that won't be required, Isabella," he says, darkly. Carefully, still holding Vernaia with a vice-grip, he makes it to his feet.

"What," he growls to Enathira. "Are you feeling bad feelings about torturing me and my daemon? Or is is that Isabella's got an arrow trained on you and will make you resemble a pincushion if you so much as breathe incorrectly?"

He steps a bit closer. "Because I assure you, if it's the second, she is not who you have to worry about."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Enathira makes a frightened squeaking noise and stays curled up right where she is.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"I don't even know what you were expecting!" says Adarin with a tiny hint of deranged laughter. "What, did drugs seem like a bad idea so something that is worse than rape seemed like it should be the best possible option?"

Another step closer.

2014-04-17 22:10 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"She - she said," murmurs Enathira, almost too softly to be heard.

"Oh, fuck, is this - I said dearest intimacy, didn't I, and I wasn't clear and she got the causality backwards -" says Isabella.Edited   2014-04-17 22:12 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"- Isabella," he interrupts, very quietly. "My dear, you are not at fault, here."

He keeps walking towards Enathira - he's almost in front of her, now. "So, okay, your idiotic head decided to jump to a conclusion," says Adarin, in the most dangerously quiet tone. "And you decide that touching my daemon means I'd... What? Marry you? Become your sex slave? Love you?"

He laughs.  It is not a nice laugh.

"Fuck, and you think that just because you thought it wasn't actually the worst kind of torture that it was suddenly okay?!"
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Enathira is back to not having anything to say.

Isabella puts her arrow back in her quiver, though she doesn't unstring her bow.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"So tell me," says Adarin, plopping down on the couch next to her and looking at her like she's some kind of disgusting bit of scum on his boot. "What do you do when a person says stop?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




She edges away from him.  "I didn't want to anymore after - thought it might still - I thought you'd hurt me was I right -"
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"Answer.  The fucking.  Question."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Don't hurt me please don't hurt me -"
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin rolls his eyes. "Right then. Well, since the answer's eluding you, allow me to enlighten you."

He picks up Vern from his lap, and deposits her to the ground.  She backs away, watching with wide eyes.

"When someone says stop, let me tell you what the proper conduct is," he says, in a dangerous voice.

He moves, and then his hands are around her throat.
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dark_light: n ~ yikes





"Adarin..."

(Enathira chokes; her hands go up to her neck, maybe involuntarily, to try to free herself.)Edited   2014-04-17 22:34 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin is ignoring Isabella, right now.

"You see, Enathira, I could kill you right now.  It would be incredibly easy to.  I'm stronger, taller - if I really wanted to I could probably figure out a way to do it with magic."

He leans in close. "But I won't.  You want to know why?"

Coldly, he releases her. "Because you don't want to die.  Because you want me to stop."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Enathira coughs and clutches at her throat when she's let go.

Isabella's hand tightens around her bow.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"So, congratulations.  I hope the lesson was enlightening. When someone asks you to stop," he gives her another condescending look. "You stop. Strange, foreign concept, I know.  I'm sure you'll be able to handle it eventually."

He gets up, and retrieves his bird.

"Now get out."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




Enathira staggers in the direction of the door and bolts out of it.

A minute later Path swoops on silent wings in through the window and onto Isabella's shoulder.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin closes his eyes. Softly, he says, "I need to not be here, right now."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"I can fly you out to where the portal is if you want."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"That would be appreciated."

He has a vice grip on Vern, again.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Do you want me to try to fix your window first...?"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"It's just a window.  I don't care," he says, quietly.

Now that Enathira's gone... He's looking smaller, and far more broken.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay."

Her cloud-pine is outside; getting in through the window was hard enough without hauling it.  Isabella opens the door to go fetch it.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He doesn't say anything.  He just cuddles his Kagu and wonders why he isn't crying.

2014-04-17 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




She'll be able to fly them out the door easily enough.  She brings the cloud pine in.

"C'mon."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin hops on, Vern with him.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Out and up they go.  She heads for the nightside.

"I'm sorry I wasn't there sooner."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Softly, he says, "You didn't know.  You're not responsible, you're the last person I blame."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"If you say so."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Hugs.  They're hard to do, while on a cloudpine and holding a traumatized kagu, but he manages somehow.

"... I'm sorry you had to see that," he manages, after a little while.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I'm fine.  It's you I'm worried about."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Thank you."

He doesn't know what else to say.  That he's okay? Not a chance, he's got no idea how he's holding himself together.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path hoots a sympathetic noise at Vern.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern trills back, a little.
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dark_light: (Default)




And then there is silent flying.

When they get to the portal, Isabella slows down enough to make a safe approach even if she's wrong about where it is, but she isn't wrong.

Here they are on Earth, close to her house.

She flies sedately houseward.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Thank you, Isabella," says Adarin softly.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You're welcome."

She lands them in front of her house.  She opens the door.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin goes inside, and finds a spot to sit down, then does so.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella sits next to him - close enough to flop on if he wants, not so close as to set up an expectation if he doesn't.

Path sits at her feet.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Very quietly, he says, "I wanted to kill her, you know."
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dark_light: (Default)




"I would have shot her for you if you'd wanted me to.  Or if she hadn't let Vern go."

2014-04-17 23:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I know.  But that's a little different. I just... Hated her, everything she stood for, hated the way she wouldn't even answer for herself and what she'd done to us..."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




He looks down, at his lap.

"Do - do you really blame yourself, Isabella?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Is this really the time to be worrying about reassuring me?" she wonders.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I don't know what else to do. I would have expected that I'd be in tears by now, but... I can't manage it."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"People react all different ways to trauma, I'm given to understand."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I feel like a special snowflake," he says miserably.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I just mean - crying isn't obligatory, you don't have a checklist."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I - I know, I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to snap."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's okay."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin goes back to cuddling his kagu in silence.Edited   2014-04-17 23:21 (UTC)
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella sits with him.  Path sits on her foot, nestling against her shin.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Thank you," he says, after a while.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"What for?"
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Getting her to let go of Vern. Offering to shoot her.  Bringing me here. Sitting with me when I'm not very personable. They all apply pretty well, so... Thank you."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"You're welcome for all of it."
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He attempts to smile.  It doesn't quite fit.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella pats his shoulder.

2014-04-17 23:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I'm... Quite glad no one managed to touch Path," says Adarin, after another stretch of silence.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yeah.  Me too."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He nods. "It's also really tempting to just - never go back."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"We could probably do a fair amount with just the portal, without having to make personal trips, if that's what you want to do.  Someone will be up for the hazards."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I don't know," he says, a little miserably. "I don't know what to do."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You don't have to decide anything now."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods. "Yeah.  But I - I hate being like this."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Upset?"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"No," he says, softly. "That's not quite it."

The word he is looking for right now is 'broken.'
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Mmm."

Isabella's not telepathic, so she can't help much.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




That's for the best, he's not sure he could say it out loud, anyway. It would hurt her.

So they'd sit there in silence, for a little while, until he finally says, "I think I need to get some sleep. It's... Been a very long day."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay.  Your guest room's right where you left it."
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Thanks."

He gets up, and heads to it.  He curls up with Vern and eventually sleeps.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella fixes some food that will keep, leaves a dish of it outside his door, and goes to hammock.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin comes out of the guest room very late, when he's hungry enough that he can't keep staying inside, anymore.  He smiles, just a little, when he sees the food.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella's sort of tempted to go out for another fly, but she doesn't.  She lurks around the house.  She adds to and subtracts from her list of alethiometer questions.  She makes phone calls trying to find out how to buy parking garages in major cities to stash portal-ends in.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Eventually, Adarin goes looking for Isabella.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




She's in the room with the couch, on said couch.  Path is out flying as a concession to their restlessness.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Sitting down next to her, Adarin says in the same quiet tone he's kept so far, "You never did answer my question."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"What question?"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Do you feel responsible?"

He looks so very sad, asking that.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive






"Only in the loose sense that I feel responsible for everything that has ever happened since I was roughly six because if I were more effective and knowledgeable and faster I would have been able to get more of it fixed."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He pauses, then carefully moves Vern from her usual place on his lap to next to him.

Then he hugs her.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




Hugs.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"You aren't.  I mean - if anything, I suppose it's my fault, but..."

Vern finishes his sentence for him. "We've talked about it, and in order to have avoided it we would have had to never let our guard down. Ever. And we don't think we want to live like that."

2014-04-17 23:59 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It's not your fault.  That's ridiculous."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I know.  Sometimes I'm ridiculous."

He's started to shiver a little, in her arms, but he hasn't pulled away from hugs.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




She squeezes him.  One hand goes up to pet his hair.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




His hair is pet. It seems to help, at least a little.  Eventually, he buries his face in her shoulder and starts quietly sobbing.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Such cuddles.

She considers kissing his forehead but eventually decides she doesn't know enough about how he'd take it.  She does press her cheek to his head and go on petting him.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Sobs continue, for a while.  Vern curls up nearby while he cries.

After a while, he finally starts to stop.

"I'm a mess," he mumbles, when he's not likely to be interrupted by his own sobbing.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You were badly hurt," she murmurs.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Still a mess.  I don't like being a mess."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




She pets his hair.  "I'm sorry."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Not your fault," he mumbles, snuggling.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




Squeeze.  "I'm still sorry it happened."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Nod. "It's okay. I don't - I don't like that it happened, but - I don't know how to explain what I want to say," he sighs.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Still not telepathic, Isabella just goes on snuggling him.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He'll try to explain it, then.

"I think... That to have been in the situation where I wouldn't have been hurt, I would have had to either never come here, or have always kept my guard up and never dropped it once. Either of those is... Worse than this."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Just because it might have been unlikely for you to go forever without something like it happening doesn't mean that this in particular had to happen."

Pet, pet.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I wasn't supporting it happening, and I'm not glad it happened. But I don't regret any of my actions leading up to it so I guess it's... Better."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm not sure I get it."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I don't like the kind of person I would have had to be in order to avoid the situation entirely.  I would have had to - never come to this plane, never have met you, never have learned of a fantastic way to fix things, or I would have had to be so paranoid that I never let anyone in, ever, and..."

He trails off. "I like having you here."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm glad we met," she murmurs.

She's more running her fingers through his hair than petting him now.

"I like you."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, good," he says, wryly. "Because otherwise it would be awkward, I did just spend a while crying on you."

He sounded very much like himself, there.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"You can cry on me anytime you need to."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you.  That's very kind of you."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cuddles.  Cuddles help.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Good.  Cuddling, fingercombing of hair.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




A little amused, he says, "I think I like you playing with my hair.  That's bewildering."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Bewildering?  Why?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Never had it before, never thought it would be something I'd enjoy."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Well, I'm glad you like it."  Comb comb.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Affectionate nuzzle. "Thanks."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Time passes.  Adarin improves slowly, getting out of the dull, lifeless and quiet mode he'd been stuck in after New Kystle. It's not a fast process, and sometimes he does just take time to be by himself, but cuddles with Isabella help. They help a lot - he seems to find Isabella's presence soothing.

Eventually, he considers himself mentally stable enough to think about more than just fixing himself from being hurt.  When this happens, he decides that there is a thing he would like to do, and regrets not doing sooner.

He goes looking for Isabella.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella's in the herb garden, casting a spell on her coriander patch.
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Do you have a minute?" he asks, a little nervously.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




She looks up from confirming that the herbs she was using for the spell have disappeared correctly.  "Yeah?  Are - you okay?"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Well.  Yes, I'm fine. There was just something I'd like to do and - er.  I'm terrible at this," he sighs.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What is it?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Fidget, fidget. "Do you have any sort of - um, opinion on what happened before the really badly timed party?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I... was very annoyed that the moment was wrecked, and correctly guessed it wouldn't be recovered anytime soon.  You may recall me wishing unkind fates on celestial bodies."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Well, yes," he says, half amused and half incredibly awkward. "May I borrow you, for a little while?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Yes?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




That's good enough for him.

He closes the distance, grins, and on a whim decides to at least make an effort to recreate the Lost First Kiss of Bad Timing.  She is dipped, then... Kisses?
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Kisses.

If it is possible to melt fiercely, Isabella is doing it.

Suffice it to say that her long patient waiting for him to go first because that was what their daemons agreed ought to happen has no bearing on her vividly expressed enthusiasm once he's completed that prerequisite.  There are kisses and also vaguely indecent noises and hands that can't figure out where they most want to be and are checking all the possibilities available (above the waist - she doesn't want to spook him too badly).
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin laughs into the kiss.

Yeah, he's going to enjoy himself. As long as things are above the waist he's likely to approve - he hasn't decided if he'd like for them to do anything down that route, but this he definitely approves of. He nearly falls over from the kisses, and unfortunately has to break them to say, "I don't want to -" (kiss) "drop you, I might have to stop this whole -" (kiss)"holding you up business..."

2014-04-18 01:11 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh, please don't drop me, I'm terrible at catching myself," she chuckles against his cheek.  "There's entire articles of furniture inside.  They won't drop me."

2014-04-18 01:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He takes the hint.  Isabella's picked up, and then carried there. Plop, then - back to kisses.

Kisses.

2014-04-18 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




So many kisses.

It miiiiight be hard to peel her off of him for the next week.

2014-04-18 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He's not going to complain. Why was he not kissing her for so long?  He forgets.

Vern snickers, and then goes to find Path to cuddle.

2014-04-18 01:15 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Here's Path!  He is all for cuddling.

"Finally," he says in Vern's ear, not particularly quietly.

2014-04-18 01:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"I know, right?" she replies, cuddling back.

2014-04-18 01:16 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Fiiiinally," he sighs.  Feathersnuggles.

And on the couch, makeouts.

2014-04-18 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Yup, makeouts. Wonderful makeouts.

If they want to go any further, they'd have to talk about it, because Adarin's not sure he's up for that can of worms, yet.  Makeouts, though?  Oh, this is a thing to do that he can agree with.

2014-04-18 01:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




He might want to voice his misgivings soonish.  Isabella's hands are still above the waist, but she also has her legs free, now, and also the vaguely indecent noises are getting lighter on the "vague".

She was really impatient.

2014-04-18 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin is amused, when the noises change a bit. "I hadn't realized I'd left you so bereft," he deadpans.  Kiss, kiss, kiss.

2014-04-18 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"If Path hadn't" (kiss) "insisted that you had to" (kiss) "make the first move" (kiss) "we would've been doing this ages ago."

2014-04-18 01:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs.  Then, back to kisses. "Sorry I was" (kiss) "slow. Um -"

Pause, then a little kiss to cheek as an apology. "I'd have to think about it more if we do more than this?  But I support this.  I support this a lot."

2014-04-18 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What's to think about?" inquires Isabella, nuzzling the side of his neck.

2014-04-18 01:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




(He shivers, in a good way)

"Um," he says eloquently. "Well I'm still... Used to not having any sex or - anything because children? And I don't feel right about having a child unless various things happen to make sure that it's a good place to live, and..."

He trails off. "It makes me very nervous?" he manages.

2014-04-18 01:33 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...Is this a good time to mention that I have to cast a spell, on purpose, before it will be possible for me to get pregnant?"

2014-04-18 01:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh," he says.

Pause.  Consideration.

"... Maybe?  If we take it slow, then?"

2014-04-18 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"How slow is slow?" she asks.

For informational purposes.  The kisses helped a lot with the impatience thing.

2014-04-18 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"As in possibly today, but I'd... need a while to get more used to the idea."

He's blushing, again.

"Kisses will help."Edited   2014-04-18 01:37 (UTC)


2014-04-18 01:37 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooh."

Kisses!

2014-04-18 01:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Kisses!

2014-04-18 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




So much kissing.

Followed by: "Are you still going to be horribly embarrassed if I propose taking my clothes off?"

2014-04-18 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles, a little. "If I'm honest?  Yes."

2014-04-18 01:43 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Does that mean I shouldn't do it anyway?"

2014-04-18 01:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You might have to try it to find out."

2014-04-18 01:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh."

Well, it's several pieces of silk, all torn and tied, and it doesn't have to come off all at once.

2014-04-18 01:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Oh, good!  They can take this slowly, then.  That helps his shyness.  One step at a time.

2014-04-18 01:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Mm-hm.

It'd  be an exaggeration to say she isn't in a hurry, but she doesn't have to be in a rush too.

2014-04-18 01:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




That's for the best, rushing might send her poor maybe-boyfriend into nervous giggles.

Should he remove clothing, too?  He doesn't know what to do! Except kissing her, he can do that.

2014-04-18 01:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella is working around some of his more inconvenient articles, for the time being.  One might interpret this as a sort of suggestion that they be got out of the way.

2014-04-18 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Hmm.  Okay.  When it seems appropriate, he'll remove them.

2014-04-18 01:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Oh good.

It's so much easier to kiss unclothed locations.

2014-04-18 01:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory








He supports this. He so supports this.

Isabella gets kisses, too. He likes to share the fun.

2014-04-18 01:53 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Enthusiasm all around.  Lots of it.

2014-04-18 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Yup.  Lots of that.

He decides to start testing to see what Isabella likes best. For science, of course.

2014-04-18 01:55 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




She is very much on board with science.  And very helpful.  And not in the least disinclined to steal this idea from him.

2014-04-18 01:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He supports science.  It does helpful things.

2014-04-18 01:57 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Science is the best and the most fun.  Adarin is also the best and the most fun.  And yummy.

2014-04-18 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adorable giggles. Then there are kisses, in places science has revealed to be 'good.'

2014-04-18 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Most best.

2014-04-18 02:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Someone is very happy to make her happy! Best idea. Best.

2014-04-18 02:6 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Is he also happy when the tables turn?

2014-04-18 02:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Yes.

.... Very yes.

2014-04-18 02:9 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella is sort of curious how much yes she can extract, here.

2014-04-18 02:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Lots.

2014-04-18 02:10 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




This is a rewarding experimental finding.

2014-04-18 02:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Yup. Isabella's turn for science, again!

2014-04-18 02:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la







So anyway, while no science is truly complete without replication studies, they are only so superhuman.

Isabella flops on him and doesn't appear to intend to move for the next ever.

2014-04-18 02:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




That's okay.  Adarin's not moving for a while, either.

Cuddles.  Cuddles are a thing they can have while not moving for the next ever.

2014-04-18 02:19 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Yaaaaay exhausted happy cuddles.

"Mmmm."

2014-04-18 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Yay! Someone's grinning.

"Best idea."

2014-04-18 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Mmmmm-hmmmm.  When I have working muscles again we should reenact this best idea."

2014-04-18 02:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs. "Sure. But right now... You're cuddle-able, and I like cuddling you."

2014-04-18 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Also it would be damn hard to move at the moment."

2014-04-18 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That too."

2014-04-18 02:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Mmmmm."

Pause.

"Soooo how much of a target will be drawn on my back if I set foot in New Kystle again?"

2014-04-18 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Pretty large, I'd say. Not as big as the one perpetually on my back, but still rather large. I have to admit that I kind of just want to never go back, but..."

He sighs. "There are also people that don't deserve to be stuck with them, either."

2014-04-18 02:29 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"They've only been living in New Kystle for a few years.  I wonder if it makes sense to just import the lot of them - or the more tolerable ones, anyway - to some appropriate refugee site on Earth.  Picking a place would take a while, but... it's not that big a population."

2014-04-18 02:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"That's possible. But then mages would team up and react badly, I predict."

2014-04-18 02:32 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"What would they do if the nonmage population was just - escorted off the premises?  What do they want with them?"

2014-04-18 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ignore it until it becomes a problem for them, such as not having food on the table. The nonmage population does farming and general manual labor."

2014-04-18 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, if they'd ignore it to start that would give us a while to enact stage one.  And if there was a system for them to import food for magic trinkets or whatever?"

2014-04-18 02:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin smiles a little, affectionately. "Hmmm, maybe.  But you saw those people, do you think you could convince them to work and make things when right now they're being fed for basically free?"

2014-04-18 02:38 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"My question is what alternative would they have?  It's just you and your sister who can make portals proper, right?  If they came in one at a time, low on mana from the transport, intending grand larceny - they'd be outnumbered by witch clans and high tech mortals.  And the alethiometer works here, too, we could spot-check periodically for incursions."

2014-04-18 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"They can make portals if they team up," he informs her. "But... Hmmm, yeah.  Should I - I dunno, speak to various witch clans and high tech mortals and say, 'So I'm nice, but lots of my people aren't, please be aware of them and squash them if they try anything?'"

2014-04-18 02:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, quite possibly.  Post-portal-capitalism, ideally, so no one wants you assassinated or pissed off."

2014-04-18 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers, a little. "Yeah. I would also like large amounts of money to throw around in this plane, because I can do fun things with it."Edited   2014-04-18 02:52 (UTC)


2014-04-18 02:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Believe me, if you can crank out enough portals to replace even a single percent of airline traffic, you're golden, and I think you can top that."

2014-04-18 02:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"If they're all inside one plane?  Oh yes.  But if that avenue of magical capitalism dries up, I have other options. Portal-bags, the mirrors, illusions, translation spells, fancy lights, magic doors for security... I have lots of options."

2014-04-18 02:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I don't think any of those are as lucrative as portals.  They're great, but they're sort of - consumer gadgets, and keeping up with the volume you'd need for fuck-you money would be really hard even if you weren't mana-limited at all.  Portals are fantastic for volume and offer a huge leg up from plane traffic."

2014-04-18 02:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, I agree, but they're alternative options and I don't like putting all of my eggs in one basket."

2014-04-18 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Reasonable of you."

2014-04-18 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I try.  Keeps me on the Inquisitor of Sense's good side." Wink.

2014-04-18 03:2 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You are sooooo on my good side."

2014-04-18 03:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. "Good!"

2014-04-18 03:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Hey, is this a meeting-each-other's-families kind of relationship or just a sex and world domination thing?"

2014-04-18 03:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well.  I think you're the most amazing woman I've ever met and while I enjoy both the sex and the world domination, I like being with you for you, so my vote goes to the first."

Pause. "Though if it's the second, I'll understand."

But he sounds sad.

2014-04-18 03:6 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"...Goddesses all, you poor thing, I was angling for the first thing, I just didn't want to be all pressure-y.  I was just thinking I haven't seen my parents in a while."

2014-04-18 03:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Happy grin, little gentle kiss. "That's adorable, and I'm happy to meet any of your family members at any time you like. You can meet my sister, eventually, when a trip to New Kystle seems like a good idea."

2014-04-18 03:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're no longer expecting to remain on Earth forever?"

2014-04-18 03:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I am expecting to remain on Earth for most of the time because it's better here, with occasional visits to New Kystle to do important things," he informs her, brightly. "But honestly, screw politics. I'm officially sick of it after my four year term of suffering, they can get over themselves and throw their own parties."

2014-04-18 03:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Aww."  Snuggle.

2014-04-18 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Snuggle snuggle. "Also, you're here. So..."

He awkwardly trails off, then makes a little embarrassed grin.

2014-04-18 03:15 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awwwwwww.  I'm at least as portable as you are, but you are sweet."

2014-04-18 03:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thank you," he says, grinning. "I try."

2014-04-18 03:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You succeed.  You are awesome.  Ranata will love you.  Charlie will make vague threatening remarks but will probably also love you."

2014-04-18 03:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin giggles. "Vaguely threatening remarks?  I'm going to need to call him sir, aren't I."

2014-04-18 03:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It won't hurt if you decide to call him sir.  He won't actually harm you, I promise."

2014-04-18 03:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Alright.  I'll call him sir to be safe, then."

He pauses, then thinks. "Oh, Zeviana's going to be ecstatic that I'm leaving politics. If we tell her you convinced me, she might hug you."Edited   2014-04-18 03:24 (UTC)


2014-04-18 03:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I don't know how much credit I can take, here."

2014-04-18 03:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Shhhhh. Do you want my sister to hug you or not?" he teases.

2014-04-18 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I don't know!  Should I want it?"

2014-04-18 03:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"They're rare, if that helps. If she's really excited they might even be bear-like."

2014-04-18 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Gosh.  I dunno if you're selling me on this, Adarin."

2014-04-18 03:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He giggles. "You don't have to hug her."

2014-04-18 03:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'll see how I like her."

2014-04-18 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Fair enough," he says affectionately.  Happy nuzzles.

2014-04-18 03:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Ranata will definitely hug you if you don't object.  Charlie is not so much about the hugging unfamiliar people, though he might get to it eventually."

2014-04-18 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't see why I would object to hugs from either.  They sound like pleasant people."

2014-04-18 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Vague threats and all?"

2014-04-18 03:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Vague threats and all! Recall I got rather directly threatening over you.  Can't say I fault him."

2014-04-18 03:37 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You did.  It was very sweet.  But you are not liable to harm me, whereas your target was."

2014-04-18 03:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Fair enough.  Honestly, though, I don't think I'll hold it against him.  You are delightful and I would like to keep you safe from harm."

2014-04-18 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Nuzzles.

"You make me so happy."

2014-04-18 03:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles a very contented smile. "And you make me very happy, too."

2014-04-18 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh good.  It'd be so inconvenient if it were one-way.  There lie melodramatic opera plots."

2014-04-18 03:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin giggles. "Let's stay away from those.  For our church of good sense, one of our rules can be no melodramatic opera plots in real life, if at all possible to avoid."

2014-04-18 03:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Approved and ratified, my fellow Priest of Sense."

2014-04-18 03:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




More giggling. "Thank you, dearest Inquisitor."

2014-04-18 03:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Nuzzle.

"I am pretty inclined to fall asleep on you, fair warning."

2014-04-18 03:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Nuzzles are returned.

"I'm not likely to mind," he informs her affectionately. "In fact - I'd rather enjoy it."

2014-04-18 03:52 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Ohhhh good," yawns Isabella.

Zzzzz.

2014-04-18 03:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He's amused by this, and pleased. Cuddle, cuddle, he's starting to drift off, himself...

2014-04-18 03:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Daaaawn sprinkle perambulate," mumbles Isabella.

2014-04-18 04:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




... Wait, what?

He peers at Isabella, amused and bewildered.

2014-04-18 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Peanut keyboard... spangle kite.  Ice."

2014-04-18 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers, a little, trying not to laugh so much that he wakes her.

"That's adorable," he says softly, snuggling.

Then, he's going to join her in sleep.  Best day.

2014-04-18 04:6 (UTC)





Chamomile

familial





dark_light: a ~ la la




In the morning, Isabella does her best to extricate herself without prematurely waking Adarin.  They don't need to leave on anything like a tight schedule.

She's not nearly graceful enough to reliably manage this, of course.

2014-04-17 21:11









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin is sleepily woken. He blinks at her, bleary-eyed, but smiles when he sees her. "G'morning," he mumbles.

2014-04-18 04:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Okay, this works too.  Kiss!  "Morning."

2014-04-18 04:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss! "You talk in your sleep," he says, groggily. "'scute."

2014-04-18 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I do?  What do I say?"

2014-04-18 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Absolute nonsense. S'mthing about a peanut keyboard?"

He yawns; Adarin is not a morning person.  This should not surprise Isabella.

2014-04-18 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Huh.  Okay.  Thanks for saying."  She kisses him again and gets up for a stretch.

2014-04-18 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Mhmmm."

Kisses. Sleepy, sleepy kisses. Flop.  Back to sleep!

2014-04-18 04:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella (still completely naked, and seeing no reason to change this) fixes breakfast, and while it's cooking, gets her mother on the phone asking about when it would be convenient to visit and bring someone.

2014-04-18 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin shows up eventually!  He has put on pants. The shirt's missing, apparently he didn't want to retrieve it. He is mildly surprised by Isabella's nakedness, but he has now seen her naked before, so he only smiles a little and looks vaguely appreciative of her body.  Then, tea. Glorious tea.

"Good morning, again," he says when he is more lucid and she is not on the phone with her mother.Edited   2014-04-18 04:37 (UTC)


2014-04-18 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Morning!  Ranata expects to be in the vicinity of my hometown all day, we can show up whenever and meet both parents in one go."

2014-04-18 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure, that works for me.  Would you like to fly there, or shall I teleport us?"

2014-04-18 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It's a few hours from here flying... Ranata doesn't know exactly where I was when I called, so teleportation doesn't leak any particularly interesting magical secrets that she'd have hard time keeping, though."

2014-04-18 04:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"So that's a yes to teleportation?  All right. I'll need a bit to scry so I get the location right, but that's faster than flying."Edited   2014-04-18 04:46 (UTC)


2014-04-18 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Probably a good idea to land somewhere on my clan lands where nobody's  looking rather than, say, in Charlie's house."

2014-04-18 04:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin gives her an amused and playful, 'Do you really think I would do that' look.

"Darn.  There goes my plan to teleport to his doorstep and loudly announce to everyone present that we are super magic and that yesterday we had sex."

2014-04-18 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I actually mention it in large part because my clan lands are warded against, among other things, scrying, and while I don't know if it'll interfere with your offworld magic, it's possible.  If you can't see into the clan lands to pick a spot to teleport to, there's a nearby beach that will do."

2014-04-18 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"All right," he says. "I'll have to look, then. I've never tested to see if witch wards work against my magic or not."Edited   2014-04-18 04:59 (UTC)


2014-04-18 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ranata's warded Charlie's house, too, but it's just the one layer.  Everybody in the clan puts a new layer on the lands, so over time, they get to be very heavy-duty wards."

2014-04-18 05:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ooo.  That's clever. I approve."

2014-04-18 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I haven't done mine yet.  Usually it's saved till a little later in life where they're sure of your loyalties."

2014-04-18 05:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Oh? If you weren't loyal is there something bad you could do, instead?"

2014-04-18 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes.  I mean, technically there's nothing stopping me from cursing the place or weakening the wards now, but in principle."

2014-04-18 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He nods. "Makes sense. I understand why they would wait."

After some totally not subtle checking out of Isabella, he realizes something. "Wait... Witches don't care about nudity. On clan lands I would be extremely embarrassed and focusing on silly things, wouldn't I?"

2014-04-18 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"No need to stay long; we can just take off and fly to Charlie's house right away.  If you do loiter on clan lands, then yes, eventually you're going to see the queen or one of my distant cousins or some five-year-old girl getting her dagger lessons, running around starclad."

2014-04-18 05:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin snorts with laughter. "There might come a time when I just go in blindfolded and get a sign that says, 'Weird mortal, dating this witch, ignore the blindfold' - complete with an arrow pointing to you. Then I'd just let you lead me around and try not to trip over things."

This is obviously not an idea he is going to implement.

2014-04-18 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Behaving oddly around starclad witches is actually fairly common behavior among mortals who visit.  Though blindfolding is not."Edited   2014-04-18 05:24 (UTC)


2014-04-18 05:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I like to be thorough," he says dryly.

2014-04-18 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I've never really gotten why it's such a big deal.  I mean, sure, in mortal culture, being clothed is the default, because you get cold, and then if someone is being non-default, that has its connotations, but why is it so hard to shuck those connotations when you're dealing with people who have a different default?  It seems kind of like someone who's obviously not speaking English must mean whatever it would sound like they're saying if they were."

2014-04-18 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmm.  Well, personally my defaults are hard to change easily. When we'd first met, when I made dinner and you asked how I'd feel if you went starclad... For me it was a young, beautiful woman that wants to get naked and that is rather hard to ignore even if it's not a big deal for you. To be fair, I did honestly try, but uh - not so good at it."

2014-04-18 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Should I warn my mother?  Within the confines of Charlie's house, she is not always appropriate for mortal supervision.  She's good about it in public places, but would probably forget completely to account for you indoors."

2014-04-18 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It will not be as distracting for your mother to be naked as it would have been with you in the earlier example of when you offered.  Since you'd kind of caught my eye with the 'I want to make people immortal' bit and I was paying more attention, then. But it might be awkward because she's your mother, at the same time."

2014-04-18 05:48 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'll call her again.  Oh, and I just told her I was bringing 'someone', because you weren't awake enough to ask, what are your feelings on relationship terminology?"

2014-04-18 05:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm fairly laid-back about whatever we call it, so if there's a preference you have I'll go with that.  If not, the translation spell's bringing up girlfriend and boyfriend as the easiest."

Dryly, he adds, "I'd even let you say you 'claimed me at dagger point' if you really want."

2014-04-18 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Boyfriend it is.  I'm not willing to get caught lying to anybody who'd be impressed by a story about me backing you up against a wall and threatening your bodily integrity, but thanks for the option."  She chews her lip a little bit, then, adds, "This is unlikely - I don't have a target painted on me, for one thing, and nobody knows who you are here, but if somebody starts acting like she would like to claim you at daggerpoint, first of all, I will back your right to self-defense if you have to resort to magical violence but don't recommend trying to bring a fist to a knife fight against any witch who isn't as clumsy as I am; and second of all, if you'd rather not set her on fire or whatever, you can tell her you're very flattered but you're spoken for, and show her your protective tattoos."

2014-04-18 06:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "Thanks.  I don't usually resort to violence, if I had no other option I'd probably just temporarily trap her in a shield bubble and bolt. Politely telling her I'm flattered but spoken for seems the better option, though."

He looks curious, and amused. "I also wasn't aware that having protective tattoos would translate to 'spoken for' - makes sense, considering why they were made, I suppose."

2014-04-18 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"They don't specify that we're dating.  They just serve as evidence for it - they mean that there's a witch who wants you safe.  You'd have a set if you were a witch's son, too, maybe even if you were her brother-in-law or friend from school."

2014-04-18 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Aha. Darn.  I was going to go running off shirtless to various people and say, 'Hey!  I'm dating an amazing witch!  I am the luckiest person ever!'"

The first part he is joking about, but the sentence he would be saying itself is sincere.

2014-04-18 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Well, now she just has to kiss him.

2014-04-18 06:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin is totally supportive of this choice!  Kiss.

2014-04-18 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Gosh, it's kind of hard to stop kissing him once she's gone and started.

2014-04-18 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Likewise! Goodness, it's almost like they can just kiss as much as they want! There should be a thing that people do when they kiss each other as much as they want.  Is it dating?  He thinks it's dating. 

Which they are doing.  He's still pleased about that.Edited   2014-04-18 06:20 (UTC)


2014-04-18 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




He should be!  Isabella is prepared to make a very strong case that he should be ecstatic about it.  Possibly right here in this kitchen.

2014-04-18 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Well it's her kitchen, if she wants to make a case for something in particular, that one's up to her. If not, well, he can just carry her to somewhere more appropriate for this kind of situation. They could go before the jury of pillow peers, and everything.

2014-04-18 06:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




She's not actually picky about the location.

(Or inclined to imagine pillows judging her, whether or not they are present.)

2014-04-18 06:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin proposes a compromise between the expediency of her case and the comfort of all involved.  To the couch!

(He will carry her. Because he can.)

2014-04-18 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It's very charming when you carry me."

2014-04-18 06:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He grins. "It's fun, if physically tiring. I feel all - manly.  And tough.  Um.  Grrr?"

Least convincing growl.  Of all time.

2014-04-18 06:31 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs.

And kisses him.  Because that was cute.

2014-04-18 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Yay, kisses! Onto the couch they go. There, now they can kiss in comfort.

2014-04-18 06:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Mmmmm kissesssss.

(Meanwhile, their daemons haven't budged since last night.  There they are, snuggled up together in the corner.)

2014-04-18 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kisses.

Adarin's got a pretty good idea of where this is going to go, but this round he is supportive of things from the get-go. First order of business; kisses. Scientific kisses.

(Indeed, they are up to very important daemon business. The business of cuddling.)Edited   2014-04-18 06:40 (UTC)


2014-04-18 06:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




He has probably noticed by now that the back of Isabella's neck is the very best place to put kisses if he wants a puddle of whimpery Isabella squirming in his lap.  These results persist with a strong effect significance when the sample size is increased to two.

2014-04-18 06:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He's noticed.  This bears more testing. He has to be sure of the results, what if his sample size  was extremely unlucky and contained only outliers? Adarin has to be sure.  He takes this sort of thing very seriously.

2014-04-18 06:44 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella most thoroughly appreciates his commitment to the spirit of empirical testing.

2014-04-18 06:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Good, good.  That's the purpose of science - careful and organized study of new things, then use of those things to improve general quality of life.

Like, for example, Isabella's.

2014-04-18 06:49 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




She is really feeling the quality of life right now.  Maybe she'll send him a thank-you note.  Or she could just make her appreciation known verbally.

Or less verbally.

2014-04-18 06:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Well, whatever method Isabella deems best.  Adarin will support it wholeheartedly.

2014-04-18 06:54 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




He's so supportive.

Eventually (slightly less eventually than the previous evening; there's less pent-up frustration to go around now) Isabella says: "We could put on clothes and go see my parents, now.  Well, first see if you can scry the clan lands or if we have to use the beach."

2014-04-18 06:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure," replies Adarin happily, snuggling. "I'll just do it from here because this is comfy."

So he does!

"Hmm," he pronounces. "Either I can't scry them, or I wasn't specific enough. I'm leaning towards can't scry them, though."

2014-04-18 07:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How specific do you have to be?"

2014-04-18 07:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Reasonably specific, but not too much.  It's easier because you're a member and you're right here," he says. "I'll give it another shot, hold on."

Think think think okay that'll work - another spell cast, and...

"... Nope, blocked."

2014-04-18 07:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Huh.  Now I'm curious, try Charlie's house?  It's warded but less so."Edited   2014-04-18 07:13 (UTC)


2014-04-18 07:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He does!



"That's weird," he pronounces, after a pause. "And kind of giving me a headache. I can... Sort of see it.  Kind of. I can tell that there are people inside, but I couldn't tell you where they are specifically inside, or what they even look like."

End scry. "I think if necessary I could still teleport there, but it's harder. Your clan territory just didn't show up at all."

2014-04-18 07:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Huh.  Five points out of a possible ten from the New Kystle judge for Ranata Ekamma.  So I guess we're going to the beach.  Can you find it on that little information or should I be more detailed?"

2014-04-18 07:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Detail helps!" he informs her brightly. 

2014-04-18 07:18 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay... the border of clan land goes over this beach.  The part I want to go to is south of the border, it's got some big driftwood around most of the time, it may technically be part of the Quileute reservation but I'm not sure.  It's usually empty.  Except for seagulls."

2014-04-18 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That'll work," he says.

Scry, scry, scry.

"Found it.  Teleporting would be fine, I don't see anyone there.  We probably need clothes though, don't we."

2014-04-18 07:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"For the beach, not necessarily, we could always nip over the border into clothing-optional land.  For the flight to Charlie's house, yes."

2014-04-18 07:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "I don't want to run around outside without clothes, but putting them on requires getting up."

Snuggle.

2014-04-18 07:33 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Snuggle.  "How inconvenient.  Here I thought you were this amazing magician with talents beyond any mere Earth witch, and you can't even get dressed while snuggling me."

2014-04-18 07:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




There's more snickering. "Sorry to disappoint. Unfortunately I can't do everything with magic. Yet."

2014-04-18 17:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm truly crushed, why can't you meet my expectations for super offworld magic visitors, Adarin?"  But she sits up to let him get at his clothes, and starts hunting for all the pieces of her silks.

2014-04-18 17:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He goes to retrieve clothes, giggling a little. "Forgive me, my dear Isabella, I hope you can hope to get by with just portals, extra planar transportation, teleportation, thingamajigs, scrying, illusions, shielding, stone-shaping, and general gadgetry. Somehow."

2014-04-18 17:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I will just have to struggle on, won't I."  She has now located all the pieces of her silks except one.  She starts looking in the couch cushions.

2014-04-18 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yes, indeed you will. I will offer emotional support if you require it, in various forms."

2014-04-18 17:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooh, various forms, whatever could you be implying?"  There's her missing strip of silk.  She sets about tying everything back where it goes in her usual pattern.

2014-04-18 17:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin's just given up trying to reuse everything from his previous set of clothing; some of them are rather crumpled.  He'll just get a new set from his bag, and use that.

He grins. "Oh, like you don't know."

2014-04-18 17:52 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Maybe I do and maybe I don't."

2014-04-18 17:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I suppose I'll have to show you, eventually.  Later.  When we're not about to visit your parents."

2014-04-18 17:55 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah."  She's pretty quick and practiced about getting her silks on.  She starts fussing with a tangle in her hair, gives up, and combs it all out with a brief spell (it's not in English, but translates roughly to "flying ruins smoothness; fix my hair").  Then she gets her phone and dials her mother again.

2014-04-18 17:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin is amused by useful magic! He thinks it's adorable. He's still getting shoes on while she calls her mother, but is otherwise presentable.

2014-04-18 18:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Hi, Mom!" Isabella says into the phone.  "Yeah me again - we'll be there really soon.  I forgot to tell you that my boyfriend is, obviously, not a witch, so if you could be in silks the whole time I'm sure he'd prefer it.  Yes I did.  Yep.  Adarin.  Mm-hm.  She's a kagu.  You'll get to meet him really soon, Mom."

2014-04-18 18:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Now he's got snickering to stifle. He's going to like her mother, he can tell already. This'll be fun!

Shoes are finished being put on, then he retrieves a book and gets to working out the specifics of the teleportation spell.  It's not going to be particularly difficult, but he's not good enough at this kind of thing to do it on the fly.

2014-04-18 18:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Not as far as I know - Adarin, are you allergic to anything?"

2014-04-18 18:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"None that I know of."Edited   2014-04-18 18:08 (UTC)


2014-04-18 18:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Not as far as he knows either.  Mm-hm.  We're not in the air right now, Mom.  No, Mom.  I can fly, Mom."

2014-04-18 18:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




More stifled snickering. Teleportation spell is worked out, and he goes over it a few times in his head to make sure he'll get it right.

2014-04-18 18:11 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Mm-hm.  We'll be there in just a few minutes.  Dad's home today, right?  Great.  Of course we will help him get rid of fish from last Sunday.  Love you too.  See you soon."

2014-04-18 18:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




When Isabella's done with the call, Adarin tells her, "Your mother sounds adorable."

2014-04-18 18:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"She kind of is!"

2014-04-18 18:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Good, then I judged correctly." He looks through his spell again, then says absently, "I'm not sure what our explanation should be of where I'm from and why I sound vaguely foreign. Or why my hair is a strange color, though that's less problematic."

2014-04-18 18:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Ranata will assume you bleach it," Isabella says.  "She will, however, probably try and fail to place the accent and ask where you're from... I mean, we could just tell them.  It'll be slightly injurious to a project of secrecy but not a fatal blow."

2014-04-18 18:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That is up to you.  I'll admit, I don't like the idea of asking you to lie to your parents for me, so I will not be heartbroken if we're honest with them both."

2014-04-18 18:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think I'll be vague and see if she tries to pin me down.  Maybe I'll get her to guess and that'll keep her occupied."  She collects her bag of things, drops her phone into it with the alethimeter, her notebook, the thingamajigs, and herb kit, and says, "We ready to go?"

2014-04-18 18:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I am," he replies.  He's bringing his book of magical cheat sheets, but not much else. "Vern and Path will have to stop cuddling for us to pick them up. Unfortunately."

2014-04-18 18:25 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Awww," complains Path.  He nuzzles Vern, and then goes to Isabella, who also collects her cloud-pine.

2014-04-18 18:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Vern nuzzles back. "We can always cuddle later," she says contently, heading to Adarin to be picked up.

"Ready?" asks Adarin, when it seems that everything necessary has been collected.

2014-04-18 18:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Ready."

2014-04-18 18:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Notes are checked again, to be extra, special sure. Then he casts the spell, his mumbled notes to himself are understandable now that Isabella's got magical translation abilities. Though, some of the concepts behind things are utterly foreign. Roughly, it translates as a sort of set of coordinates and that they're bringing all of them with them - specifically to allow for daemons.

Spell is cast, and there they are, on the beach.

2014-04-18 18:33 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Awesome," says Isabella.  "Okay, hop on -"

And then she flies them all from the beach to the town of Forks, and lands in front of her dad's house.

2014-04-18 18:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Then they're there.  Adarin fidgets, a little, fixing his hair a bit from the flight and trying to look nice for Isabella's parents.  He's pretty sure that they won't eviscerate him for slightly tangled hair, but he wants to make a good impression anyway.

2014-04-18 18:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Aww," says Isabella.  She gives him a little peck of a kiss, then opens the unlocked door.  "Dad?  Mom?  I'm home!"

2014-04-18 18:37 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"Hi there, Bells," says her father, entering the front room.  He gives Adarin an assessing look.

2014-04-18 18:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin smiles back politely! "Hello, sir.  It's a pleasure to meet you. I'm Adarin."

Vern is deposited on the ground and looks around.  She isn't sure how to be polite in this setting! She's going to try, though.

2014-04-18 18:40 (UTC)









sundayfish: e ~ kid comes first




Charlie's wolverine winds around his ankles to sniff at her.  "I'm Kesathi," she tells Vern.

"Likewise," Charlie tells Adarin, "I'm sure.  You're Isabella's boyfriend, I hear."  Isabella gets a hug.

2014-04-18 18:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm Vernaia," replies the kagu. She lets herself be sniffed without trouble. "It's nice to meet you."

"I am! To my utter delight," he says sincerely.

2014-04-18 18:44 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




At that, Charlie actually smiles.  "Well, nobody ever said she didn't have good taste," he says.

2014-04-18 18:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Where did Mom run off to?"

2014-04-18 18:46 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"She wanted to serve rice with the fish, ran off to get some - something, some kind of spice she's out of."

Kesathi flumphs contently to the floor.  Path flutters down to sit on her back.

2014-04-18 18:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins, at Charlie's assessment. "Thanks," he says, obviously pleased that he is met with approval.

Vern isn't sure what to do! So she finds what seems like a polite distance to sit at, deciding that if there is a thing that daemons should do in this situation, Path will tell her, or Kesathi will interact with her.

2014-04-18 18:52 (UTC)









sundayfish: f ~ formality




"I'm glad she's found somebody who appreciates her," Charlie says.

Kesathi says, "I've never seen your kind of bird before."

2014-04-18 19:0 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"I'm so appreciated," Isabella assures her dad.

"She's a kagu," says Path.  "Flightless bird."

2014-04-18 19:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm really tempted to just go on a tangent about why Isabella's amazing, but that might be a bit much," replies Adarin, still grinning. "Also we would probably be here a while."

"I am! I can sort of fly or glide for a little while, but it's not quite the same," she explains.

2014-04-18 19:11 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm curious what this tangent would consist of, though, save it for later, maybe," suggests Isabella.  "Feed my ego until it exceeds the size of the sun and swallows up the world."

2014-04-18 19:13 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




Charlie laughs.

"Well, that's what cloud-pines are for, when you've got witches around," says Kesathi.  "You're little, that must help.  If Ranata insists on flying me and my Charlie somewhere I have to be in a sling under the branch.  I don't think we're supposed to be flying creatures, me and Charlie."

2014-04-18 19:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure," replies Adarin, happily. "I'll start keeping a detailed list. Do we need to find a way to go to Mars or something so the world isn't in danger, first?"

"That's unfortunate, but no one can fault you for your nature. I, for example, am not meant to swim.  Cloud-pines are amazing, though, Adarin and I are so charmed by them. It's for the best that I'm little, I think. I get to go to fun places."

2014-04-18 19:21 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh, probably not, but maybe we should put Mars on the to-do list."

2014-04-18 19:24 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"I don't know how seriously to take that," remarks Charlie.

"I'm not really aquatic.  Wading is fun, though," opines Kesathi.  "Scares the fish though."

2014-04-18 19:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




Adarin snickers. "Well, the real question is if going to Mars is worth being on the to-do list, with all that we have on it already. Maybe if colonization were an option, or if you have unspoken dreams of going that you haven't told me, yet."

"Oh?  Did you and Charlie catch the fish we're having?" Vern asks curiously.

2014-04-18 19:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"No specific dreams of it, no.  But colonizing Mars would be fun.  And it'd avoid a lot of fuss with Earth governments too, come to think of it."

"They go fishing every chance they get," Path tells Vern.

2014-04-18 19:39 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




Charlie looks nonplussed by all this talk of colonizing Mars.

"Well, I don't do much of it," says Kesathi.  "Can't so much hold a fishing pole.  Sometimes I catch one when it tries to escape."

2014-04-18 19:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Right then, it'll go on the list," says Adarin, amused. "But only if colonization is an option."

"Ooo. Adarin and I have never been fishing. Do you think we would have fun?"

2014-04-18 19:46 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Have to figure out something for the atmosphere and work out supply-line problems," says Isabella merrily.  "It'll be fun."

"We don't," snorts Path.  "It's dull."

2014-04-18 19:47 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




Charlie snorts and leans on the doorframe.  "Send me a postcard, Bells."

"It's relaxing," asserts Kesathi.

2014-04-18 19:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Certainly. Would we need to terraform Mars first, or would we go with the faster method of living in bubbles? I think that whichever we choose we should try to make sure the colony is self-reliant as soon as possible, to prevent terrible results from supply-line problems."

Vern giggles, a little. "We might try it one day, just to see."

2014-04-18 19:52 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




Charlie glances between his daughter and her boyfriend.

"Welp," he says, "this... is clearly gonna work, I think.  Not necessarily the Mars thing.  No comment on the Mars thing part."

"We'd be happy to have you," says Kesathi.

2014-04-18 19:53 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella giggles and hugs Adarin.  "So they'd need water, and crops, and if we went with bubbles that could complicate waste disposal, maybe they'd need fancy reclamation..."

2014-04-18 19:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin hugs her back, snickering a little. "Thank you, sir."

Then, to plans for colonizing Mars. "Fancy reclamation seems like the best bet, especially when starting out and they don't have a lot of supplies to work with. They will probably also need a way to get the materials for making new bubbles on their own, in case something comes up and they need a place to make a type of medicine for an outbreak, or something."

Vern trills a little, happily. "Thank you."

2014-04-18 19:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata chooses this moment to come home.

She looks a lot like Isabella - and thanks to the miracles of witch agelessness, not much older - and fortunately enough she's wearing silks, tied in the same style Isabella uses.

"Isabella, hi!  It's so good to see you!  Is this your young man?"

2014-04-18 20:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"This is Adarin.  Charlie already approves and everything."

"Where's Castarilan?" asks Path.

2014-04-18 20:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Reading the bulletin board in the grocery store in case there's anything fun to do.  He'll be along in a bit," says Ranata brightly, sidling carefully past the assembled daemons to put her purchase in the kitchen.

2014-04-18 20:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hello," says Adarin to Ranata pleasantly, smiling.  "Lovely to meet you."

Vern makes the mental note of possible parental small talk options with a hummingbird.  She's getting the hang of this parallel social thing, just a bit.

2014-04-18 20:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Likewise!  Ooh, an accent, where are you from?"

2014-04-18 20:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Guess," suggests Isabella.

2014-04-18 20:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Is this a trick question, is he really from Seattle and he's putting it on for fun?"

2014-04-18 20:12 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Is that your guess?"

2014-04-18 20:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Ha!  Okay, let me have a while to mull it over and hear more samples.  Tell me about yourself, Adarin."

2014-04-18 20:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "I'm not from Seattle, is the first thing that comes to mind," he says, clearly amused. "But more seriously, I like learning things, then using those things to do useful things - oh, and I think magic is the best thing ever. Before Isabella and I started dating I got her to show me all of the various goddess' effects on a light spell, that was fun."

2014-04-18 20:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Oh, I can definitely see why she'd like you, she's got this - this vaguely nerdy focus on magic... sorry, Isabella..."

2014-04-18 20:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Nerdy hasn't been much of an insult for a while, Mom."

2014-04-18 20:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"And I think a vaguely nerdy focus on magic is adorable," replies Adarin. "So it works out."Edited   2014-04-18 20:22 (UTC)


2014-04-18 20:22 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Hug.

2014-04-18 20:23 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Well, this is completely adorable.  I'll go fix the fish and rice."

2014-04-18 20:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Hug! He looks so delighted whenever she hugs him.

"We try."

2014-04-18 20:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"What's your full name?" Ranata inquires from the kitchen.  Kesathi, with Path still sitting on her, gets up and meanders to the couch, with Charlie following her.

2014-04-18 20:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Adarin Evaniel Sorelas," he rattles off, easily. He realizes he could make up a last name that sounds less obviously foreign, but he continues to be uncomfortable with lying to his girlfriend's parents.

Vern decides that she will follow couch-ward, though she doesn't actually sit on it.  She plops down beside it, looking content.

2014-04-18 20:35 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Well, I still can't place your accent and your name's no help either.  It's pretty, though.  I'll figure you out eventually."

2014-04-18 20:39 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Kesathi looks between Vern and Adarin, then back.  "...Are you...?"

2014-04-18 20:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Sure.  I'll play fair, even; No faking an accent or something, and I'll tell you if you guess incorrectly, as well."

Vern blinks, then looks back to Adarin and realizes the distance. "Oh.  Separated?  Yes."

2014-04-18 20:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Sporting of you.  Mmmm... do I have to guess country or language or can I narrow it down from continent?"

2014-04-18 20:42 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Why?" asks Kesathi.

2014-04-18 20:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Continent seems unsporting, you'd just guess them all and narrow it down from there."

"We needed to. It hurt, but it's okay now."

2014-04-18 20:44 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Don't want to talk about it?" surmises Kesathi.

2014-04-18 20:45 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Drat, you caught me - oh, how spicy do you like things?  I know what Charlie and Isabella eat already."

2014-04-18 20:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't mind spicy things. Please don't turn food into a metaphorical volcano, but some's fine."

"The situation was complicated but it's simpler now," says Vern. "We don't need to be separated anymore, but we already are."

2014-04-18 20:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"All right then.  So Charlie's the limiting factor on the pepper, sounds like."

2014-04-18 20:51 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path says, "You realize that makes it sound like you spent the last while in the CIA or something."  To Kesathi he adds, "I think actual CIA agents probably pretend better not to be separated."

2014-04-18 20:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin smiles a bit. "If he wasn't here would it only be limited by, 'Don't make it a metaphorical volcano?' That sounds concerning."

Vern blinks, surprised. "That wasn't my intention, sorry! I just don't know how to explain it quickly.  We weren't CIA or special forces or anything. But we needed to."

2014-04-18 20:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Nah, I don't like things that spicy either, I'm just more tolerant of it than Dad," Isabella says.  "And Mom will eat anything."

2014-04-18 20:57 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Heh," says Kesathi, breath whuffing amusedly out of her nose.  "My Charlie wouldn't've been a cop if it were routine for the job.  Dunno how they get anybody to take that kind of work."

Charlie scratches his daemon's ears.

2014-04-18 21:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I just had the visual of your mother eating a table," deadpans Adarin. "After putting pepper on it."

"It's definitely not something I'd recommend to everyone, certainly," replies Vern.

2014-04-18 21:2 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Dunno how the witches do it," Charlie says.

"We were worried sick for Isabella when she went.  She was only fourteen," Kesathi sighs.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"She wouldn't eat a table.  I mean she'll eat any food.  Fetal duck eggs and haggis and that maggot cheese from Italy, she'll ask a dozen questions about how it's made and then take a bite."

"We were fine," says Path, drawing paths in Kesathi's fur with his claws gently.

2014-04-18 21:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "I see! The table idea is funnier, though."

Vernaia nods. "It's still sad, though. Fine though you are, we would have worried for you, too."

2014-04-18 21:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"You should have tried the cheese, Isabella!  It wasn't going to do you any harm."

The doorbell rings; when Isabella gets the door, it is a tiny hummingbird, who zips around the room inspecting everything, lands in his witch's hair, and then zooms over to sit on Kesathi's forepaw.  "Hello," he says to Vernaia.  "I'm Castarilan."

2014-04-18 21:13 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It contained living things.  I was not going to try that cheese for love or money, arguable special occasion or no."

"This is Vernaia," Path tells Castarilan.

2014-04-18 21:14 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Birds, everywhere," snorts Kesathi good-naturedly.

2014-04-18 21:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Can't say I disagree with Isabella.  Maggot cheese.  That's a thing that is eaten?"

"Pleasure to meet you, Castarilan. I am only a coincidence, Charlie was the one who married a witch.  You should expect birds everywhere," she teases.

2014-04-18 21:18 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Fair enough," snorts Kesathi.  She noses Castarilan affectionately.

2014-04-18 21:20 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Regional delicacy of Sardinia.  Don't ask me to explain the ostensible appeal."

2014-04-18 21:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"It's called casu marzu!  Or formaggio marcio!" says Ranata.  "It was strong, I don't know if I'd want to eat it every Tuesday, but it was worth trying."

2014-04-18 21:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I'll take your word for it and never try it myself. Other things, certainly, but I draw the line at maggots."

2014-04-18 21:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"Some people remove them before they eat the cheese.  Isabella wouldn't even try that version."

2014-04-18 21:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin looks between Ranata and Isabella. "As her boyfriend, I feel it is my sworn and sacred duty to back her up in situations that seem appropriate. Isabella, I support your decision to not eat maggot cheese," Adarin says gravely.
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kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Isabella, you picked a good one!" hoots Ranata.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Don't I know it."

2014-04-18 21:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs, looking flustered and pleased. Hugs?

2014-04-18 21:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Hugs!

2014-04-18 21:32 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




"Aww," murmurs Kesathi.

2014-04-18 21:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern affectionately noses Path. "We are glad you approve."

2014-04-18 21:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




Ranata emerges from the kitchen.  "Fish in the oven.  Now, I'm pretty sure this isn't any native English speaker accent - you're not from America or Canada and you're not non-rhotic - so unless that's a red herring for some reason... Did you just travel a lot as a child?"

2014-04-18 21:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I did not. I did do some travelling when I was older, though," he says. "Seventeen, to be exact."

He's probably going to have to explain that.  That'll be fun.

2014-04-18 21:42 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




Castarilan takes off from Kesathi's paw and hovers about a foot in front of Adarin's face, scrutinizing him, then returns to his witch and clings to her hair near her ear and whispers.

"Sore subject?" wonders Ranata gently.

2014-04-18 21:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin winces. "It was when my father died. Well, not my - biological father, but I considered him such all the same."

His mother, too, but he cares less about her.
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kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"I'm sorry."

2014-04-18 21:46 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path flutters off of Kesathi to snuggle up to Vernaia.

Isabella tucks herself under Adarin's arm and hugs him again.

2014-04-18 21:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hugs. Isabella gets a kiss to her forehead for the trouble. "Thank you. Sorry, I didn't mean to make this depressing. I have been to Canada, if that helps," he says, in an attempt to cheer things up again.

Vernaia snuggles back. "It's alright.  We just miss him, sometimes."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Maybe after we figure out immortality we'll figure out resurrection," sighs Path.

2014-04-18 21:51 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Hmm.  Maybe somewhere in Europe where you would have been able to pick up a lot of languages that would all influence your accent in English?  Switzerland?"

2014-04-18 21:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'm afraid not. Clever idea, though."

"That would be nice," Vern says wistfully. "We'd help in any way we can, just like the other things."

2014-04-18 21:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"When did you learn English, anyway?"

2014-04-18 21:57 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We know.  You're wonderful that way."  Nuzzle.

2014-04-18 21:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That one's a bit of an explanation." He glances at Isabella in a manner of, 'What do you want me to say?'

"So are you," says Vernaia affectionately, nuzzling back.

2014-04-18 22:1 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"English isn't his native language, he picked it up as an adult," explains Isabella.  "Pretty recently.  While in Canada, actually."

2014-04-18 22:3 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Hmmmmmmmm.  I'll get you eventually."

2014-04-18 22:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers, a little. Message received, he'll try and avoid telling them about magic. "It was fun," he says, brightly.

2014-04-18 22:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Don't give me too many hints now.  I don't think you sound Chinese, but maybe there's a dialect I've never heard before that would leave this kind of accent?"

2014-04-18 22:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I have not learned Chinese," replies Adarin. "I might, though, eventually."

When he hears it.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Aren't you a regular polyglot."

2014-04-18 22:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's kind of ridiculous!" agrees Isabella.  "But telling you what else he knows would be a huge giveaway."

(Path laughs softly.)

2014-04-18 22:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It would be, and you said not so many hints, so I think I'll let you guess."

(Vern is looking pretty amused, too.)
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kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"I do appreciate it."

2014-04-18 22:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You're very welcome!"

2014-04-18 22:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"But apart from things that could give me too many clues I want to know all about my little girl's young man!  Go on, tell me everything."

2014-04-18 22:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmm.  I have a twin sister," he provides.

2014-04-18 22:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, I didn't realize you were twins, I don't think you ever specified."

2014-04-18 22:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"What's her name?"

2014-04-18 22:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Zeviana. And - yes, we're twins, but not the stereotypical - look the same just with different genders. Her hair color's different, for example."Edited   2014-04-18 22:23 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"You are the only person in this house with a sibling!" remarks Ranata.  "Well, technically I had a half-brother who died of old age before I was born, but I don't usually count him."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Am I really?  Huh. That's interesting."

2014-04-18 22:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I am the only child of only children.  Helps that I'm all introverted."

2014-04-18 22:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Well now I feel unique!"
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Before you ask, Mom, I have not met the sister in question yet, but I am told she might hug me."

2014-04-18 22:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"More people should hug you, if you ask me."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I hug her," informs Adarin.  Look, he'll even demonstrate!
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Yes you do.  Do go on, it's adorable."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Eeeee."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs, softly, looking pleased.  Hugs!
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kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




Something in the oven beeps; Ranata goes to attend to it.  Castarilan remains in the living room, zipping around without landing hither and thither.
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sundayfish: (Default)




"What is it you do with your time?" Charlie wants to know.  "When you're not meeting your girlfriend's parents."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hobby-wise, or profession wise? Hobby wise, I'm an utter nerd, studying and reading things - magic in particular, Isabella helps me with that. I might take up learning some more languages now that I think about it, as well, they're fun.  Profession wise, I actually just quit my last job, so I'm now between them."
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sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"What was it?"

2014-04-18 22:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Dealing with politics and trying to placate stupid people. I just got sick of it and a thing happened that tipped me over the edge."
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Hmm."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"In other news, I formally ended my apprenticeship the other day and I found a place in the middle of nowhere to hang out and do independent research."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Ooh?  Your immortality project?" inquires Castarilan on Ranata's behalf, since she's still fussing with food.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Among other things.  I'll test it on Dad when I'm ready if he doesn't object."

2014-04-18 22:39 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Long as you're sure it won't backfire horribly, Bells."

2014-04-18 22:40 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I hope it works," says Adarin with a smile. "I wouldn't mind being immortal."
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sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Seems to go over pretty well with the immortal types.  Though I suppose they aren't proper immortal depending on how you look at it."

2014-04-18 22:45 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'd like to make a dent in that, too, but people have put a lot of concerted work into protection spells in general already, so I might have less novelty to contribute."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"And if you get immortality down then you have the rest of forever to work out all of the other problems."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Exactly!  Here's hoping the Olympics don't get into a war or something before I manage it."

2014-04-18 22:48 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Oh, sweetie, I really doubt that'll happen," says Castarilan.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Good. I would be extremely concerned if Isabella was pulled into a clan war."

He would also help.  Probably not in an offensive sense, but he would make sure she was kept safe.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"We're not an aggressive clan and no one has a fight they're interested in picking with us," Castarilan says.

2014-04-18 22:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He smiles, a little. "That's also good.  She's an all-powerful witch, I know, but I do like seeing her safe."

2014-04-18 22:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Snuggle.  "The problem with clan wars is that by and large there are witches on both sides.  But Castarilan's not wrong, we're probably in good shape."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Snuggle! "Yeah. I'm extremely glad.  Who would I talk about colonizing Mars with if you were in a war?" he teases.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yes, that would certainly be the first concern on your mind, I'm sure."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin snickers. "Yup.  Huge, dramatic war between witches going on, magic flying around at all sides - and I'm like, 'Darn, I have no one to talk to about Mars anymore.'"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Wars actually contain a lot of archery and dagger combat," says Castarilan.  "It's too easy to sneak up on someone who's casting, and the most effective combat spells take a long time.  More efficient to bless all the arrows ahead of time from the safety of clan lands and then shoot at each other."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ah, I see.  In that case." He pokes Isabella's nose. "No wars, especially. You are only not a clan embarrassment with a dagger."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella laughs.  "I'm a reasonable shot.  But not a champion at that either, I'll grant."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Fine, fine. No dagger combat, then," he says primly.

2014-04-18 23:7 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I will do my best to avoid it."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles brightly. "Good!"
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Food!" announces Ranata from the kitchen.  "Everybody get your butts in here!"
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella laughs again, gives Adarin a swift little kiss, and heads into the kitchen.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




The smile widens at the kiss, and then it's off to the kitchen. If there's maggot cheese here, he'll figure out some other alternative. Like, for example, commandeering the kitchen and making something else.  Something edible.

(He does not think there will be maggot cheese.)Edited   2014-04-18 23:13 (UTC)
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dark_light: a ~ la la




No maggots, cheesy or otherwise, are in evidence!  It's seasoned fish and rice with spices in it, all served with lemon wedges.  Isabella, who has been known to decline maggot cheese, digs in enthusiastically.

2014-04-18 23:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




In that case, Adarin does the same. He deems it delicious, and decides that he will not blacklist all of Ranata's cooking. She wins this round.  This round. 

Then again, Adarin gets a good dinner, so maybe he wins, too. Nom nom.

2014-04-18 23:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"I don't make food that horrifies my child," Ranata tells him.  "I just try it when I'm traveling and it's available."

2014-04-18 23:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "I had to be sure!"

2014-04-18 23:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Ranata's a really good cook.  In a kitchen or with a fire, either way.  I'm sorry if the conversation about the cheese misled you."

2014-04-18 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"It's okay, I was just wondering if that kind of thing was common in this country, and if that were the case I would just cook all of my own meals and decline any offending foods."

Pause. "Besides, I was teasing."

2014-04-18 23:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The maggot cheese is not from this country, it's from Italy.  Ranata took me on a trip around the world when Path settled and we separated and that was one of the places we stopped."

2014-04-18 23:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Aha.  I see. I'll be careful if I end up travelling there, then."

2014-04-18 23:23 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"Most Italian food is perfectly palatable to the American palate.  So I guess you aren't from Italy, are you, Adarin."

2014-04-18 23:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I am not from Italy," he agrees, with a smile.

2014-04-18 23:24 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"He doesn't sound remotely Italian.  I mean, I know his accent's hard to place, but Italian is less plausible than - I don't know, Scottish, which he also isn't."

2014-04-18 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "That might be falling under too many hints, Isabella."

2014-04-18 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Whoops!"  Isabella covers her mouth with her fingertips and looks guilty.

2014-04-18 23:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"I wasn't going to guess Scottish, anyway," says Ranata.

2014-04-18 23:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"No? Oh, well.  I guess you're all right then." Hand pat, then back to food.Edited   2014-04-18 23:31 (UTC)


2014-04-18 23:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Awwww."

2014-04-18 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We're adorable," Isabella stage-whispers to Adarin.

2014-04-18 23:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Goodness, are we? I hadn't realized," he stage-whispers back. "Do you think we should stop before they start saying we should hug again?"Edited   2014-04-18 23:34 (UTC)


2014-04-18 23:34 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Only if you don't wanna hug me again."

2014-04-18 23:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmmmm." He pretends to deeply consider this, but there's a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "I don't know. We might have to hug again to see how I like it."

2014-04-18 23:36 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I would never dream of denying you."

Hug!

2014-04-18 23:37 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells






2014-04-18 23:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Hug! 

"Yup.  This is a thing that I support.  We may continue being adorable," he pronounces.

2014-04-18 23:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Oh, good, it would be a terrible pity if you stopped now."

2014-04-18 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "We wouldn't hug!  It would be horrible."

2014-04-18 23:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I would pine."

2014-04-18 23:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"We can't have that. Hugs whenever you wish."

2014-04-18 23:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yaaaaay!  You are an obliging hug dispenser."

2014-04-18 23:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I try."

He's finished his food! "That was delicious, thank you," he says to Ranata.  Then he looks at Charlie and adds, "And thank you for catching the fish!"

2014-04-18 23:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"You're perfectly welcome."

2014-04-18 23:43 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




"Thanks for helping clear the freezer space.  For more fish."

2014-04-18 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Happy to help."

2014-04-18 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If nobody in the house eats fish for too long he has to stop going fishing, and nobody wants that."

2014-04-18 23:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"He could always catch and release, if he liked."

2014-04-18 23:51 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Not very satisfying.  I throw back the little ones, sometimes I don't catch anything all day, but if I catch food I bring it home."

2014-04-18 23:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ah, I see. Makes sense."

2014-04-18 23:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It's a good thing most people like fish."

2014-04-18 23:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Yeah, but if not I suppose you could set up a business selling to people who do like fish, that way he could still fish."

2014-04-18 23:58 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Oh, I don't catch enough to do that.  And you probably need a license."

2014-04-18 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, well. Casual fishing for supplemental food works out well, then."

2014-04-18 23:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yup."  Isabella takes a second helping.

Did she recently work up an appetite?  Who, her?

2014-04-19 00:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin has absolutely no idea why that happened.  No idea.  None.

... He'll have some more food too, now that he thinks about it.

2014-04-19 00:1 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




If either of Isabella's parents harbor suspicions, they go unvoiced.

"How did you two meet, anyway?"

2014-04-19 00:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Believe it or not, I stopped for a picnic in Nowhere, Canada, and he stumbled across me by pure accident.  I gave him a lift since he needed to be someplace a little less nowhere for a shopping trip, we got to talking..."

2014-04-19 00:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"... Then she mentioned her project about immortality and I was kind of hooked," says Adarin, with a smile. "Also, systematic magical testing. That is the way to get to my heart."

2014-04-19 00:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"But we weren't officially dating for a while.  An uncharitable person might describe him as shy."

2014-04-19 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "I wanted to treat you like the lady you are and not tackle you and kiss you immediately," he replies primly. "Also, yeah.  Shy."

2014-04-19 00:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Where in the world did you get the idea that witches are ladylike?" inquires Ranata archly.

2014-04-19 00:8 (UTC)









sundayfish: f ~ formality




(Charlie snorts.)

2014-04-19 00:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Not from witches in particular, but I was raised to treat a woman I'm interested in like a lady."

2014-04-19 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What is even implicated in that rule besides the shyness?  What should I be expecting here?"

2014-04-19 00:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Presents," he says brightly. "I've thought of two already.  One I'm pretty sure you've guessed already, but the other I think you'll definitely like. Also, opening doors for you, not being a jerk, the obvious things."

2014-04-19 00:13 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Oooh, presents."

2014-04-19 00:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Some people would say it's not very feminist to be opening doors for her just because she's a 'lady', you know."

2014-04-19 00:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin blinks. Then he says to Ranata, "Well - I come from a noble family of women who are really, really scary when they're angry. My mother was powerful enough that most who knew her did literally everything in their power to keep her as happy as possible. Not to mention my sister, who would almost definitely win in a fight and I'd spend most of it running away as fast as humanly possible. Then, see my girlfriend." He motions to Isabella. "Going to beat death."

He looks very amused. "I have some very, very good reasons to treat all of the women in my life exceptionally nicely."

2014-04-19 00:28 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Your confidence in my project is inspiring."

2014-04-19 00:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"That's not quite the point I was making, Adarin."

2014-04-19 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Yeah, but do you see mine?"

2014-04-19 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"When you learned the word 'feminism' what did you learn it meant?" Isabella inquires of Adarin.

2014-04-19 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That... It was about women equaling men in power?" he says, confused. "Did I get an incorrect translation?  Or am I missing something?"

2014-04-19 00:33 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Missing a large political movement.  I don't know that much about it because it was primarily a mortals thing, but yeah.  There's some subtleties."

2014-04-19 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ah.  Then I might have missed the subtleties. If so, whoops."

2014-04-19 00:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I guess you know where to start your next Wikipedia trawl."

2014-04-19 00:36 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Okay, I'm stumped - what places don't have so much as an inkling of feminism as a political movement?"

2014-04-19 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I do indeed!  Wikipedia is so grand for that sort of thing."

He smiles at Ranata. "I thought you said no hints?"

2014-04-19 00:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"I did, but I'm so confused now!"

2014-04-19 00:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I could just have not been exposed to it, with my family," he says, amused. "As far as I know, none of them were members. Or my education was lacking, either one."Edited   2014-04-19 00:41 (UTC)


2014-04-19 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...You will want to read Wikipedia on this one.  It's not so much a thing with a formal membership.  At least not in recent years."

2014-04-19 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Oh?  All right. I'm missing a lot of subtext, aren't I?"

2014-04-19 00:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Lots and lots and lots.  Figure that out, Mom."

2014-04-19 00:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: k ~ take all afternoon




"No, I think I give up, just tell me.  Unless you're certain I'm about to get it any second now."

2014-04-19 00:46 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...Well, I don't think that, but..."  Isabella sighs, glances at Adarin.

2014-04-19 00:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I don't mind," says Adarin.

2014-04-19 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mom, Dad, my boyfriend is literally a magical extraplanar visitor."

2014-04-19 00:48 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




"...Beg pardon?"

2014-04-19 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"He is not from Earth, where he's from men can have magic and he does which is how he got here, he came looking for chamomile and things kind of snowballed from there."

2014-04-19 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Isabella is completely right. I am under a translation spell of my own creation - that's how I'm a polyglot. I get nerdy over magic because I have it, and it does things witchcraft can't do, and vice-versa. If proof will help, then..."

Adarin hums a faint tune, then does a teensy little spell to make a little tiny globe of light.  It floats over to Isabella and makes a little heart, then disappears.

2014-04-19 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella bursts out laughing.  "You're so cute."

2014-04-19 00:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: m ~ young lady




"...I was expecting it to turn out that you were from a bizarre Esperanto-speaking intentional community on a remote island, or something, goodness me."

2014-04-19 00:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "Thanks. I'm sorry for not telling you immediately, but uh - we kind of don't want everyone to find out there's now a new brand of magic running around and freak out accordingly. I'm a nice extraplanar visitor. I would like to keep all of my insides where they belong."

2014-04-19 00:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Oh, sweetie, you couldn't think we were going to hurt you -"

2014-04-19 00:59 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"No, no, Mom, it's just - keeping secrets can be hard.  I'm probably going to be taking credit for all the offworld magic for a while."

2014-04-19 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right, no, I didn't mean to make you think I was accusing you of freaking out and hurting me. You are both lovely people. But - yeah, Isabella's taking credit for off world magic. Because we have capitalistic plans to make lots of money off of it."

2014-04-19 01:2 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Don't tell Grandmother," says Isabella.

2014-04-19 01:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"W-well.  All right, dear," says Ranata, laughing a little shakily.

2014-04-19 01:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Sorry for startling you with this all, ma'am.  If there's any questions you or your husband have, I'll be happy to answer them, or if you don't believe me I can do something more showy?"

2014-04-19 01:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"Oh, sweetie, you can call me Ranata," says Ranata.  "And I'm pretty sure I believe you."

2014-04-19 01:6 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Doubt very much I can help with any of this magic business, and Isabella didn't get much of her curiosity from me," snorts Charlie.

2014-04-19 01:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"All right, Ranata.  Thanks.  And the offer's open for just about anything, now, I won't be cagey about things if you're curious."

2014-04-19 01:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I am - how does it work?  The only magic I know anything about is witchcraft."

Castarilan begins to curiously orbit Adarin's head from a safe distance.

2014-04-19 01:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It is... I suppose the best way to explain it is that rather than circles or saying things, we have to think and remember all of what needs to happen. Not just what the spell will do, but what we are doing in order to have what we want happen. Sounds simple at first, but it's really not when you do things that are larger-scale than a little light. We tend to specialize in a type of thing that we know really well, and do that because it's hard to remember all of the details to every spell ever on the fly."

2014-04-19 01:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"They also have 'mana', like in a fantasy book," says Isabella.  "Adarin has more of it than most magic people."

2014-04-19 01:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Did the whistling have much to do with it?"

2014-04-19 01:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods to Isabella's explanation! "Whistling has absolutely nothing to do with it, I was just trying to think of something that would work. I mean, I suppose it could if I used whistling as a memory aid, but I usually just talk to myself or take obsessive notes instead."

2014-04-19 01:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Obsessive notes.  You are really perfect for each other."

2014-04-19 01:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm glad you like him.  I also like him."  Armhugs.

2014-04-19 01:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs, looking at her with absolute affection. "I like you, too.  I'm happy here, it's nice. Other things about my magic... We are good at scrys, and also transportation." Adarin grins and adds, "We didn't fly all the way here."

2014-04-19 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But he can't scry onto clan lands, and he gets a headache if he tries the house, I was curious.  We landed on the beach just south of the border."

2014-04-19 01:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Oh, wow!"

2014-04-19 01:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"And one of the main ways that we will use my magic for capitalism is by the creation of portals - basically, make a door to another place that can be really far away."

Adarin is maybe a little happy to show off magical abilities.

2014-04-19 01:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Wow.  You'll put the airlines out of business, you do enough of those!"

2014-04-19 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That's the plan.  Slowly, so the market has time to adjust."

2014-04-19 01:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah, I don't want to... Completely break the economy.  That would be bad."

2014-04-19 01:30 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah.  But there's lots of hurdles to jump over, and you won't have a portal to every major city overnight even once those are handled, and a single portal can handle a lot of volume - maybe even as much as there currently is in plane form going between any two cities - but it can't necessarily handle all the volume that there would be if getting on a plane was as painless as walking through a portal, so there will need to be several before we can drop the price point and accommodate ideal demand, so for a while planes might be able to beat us on price just because we have to reduce customer volume even though our costs per passenger will be less."

2014-04-19 01:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"I think I understood maybe a third of that."

2014-04-19 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




As Isabella's talking, Adarin gets the most goofy 'In love' look on his face and just looks at her with a sort of adoration. He has a smart girlfriend.  Such a smart, smart girlfriend.

2014-04-19 01:37 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella notices this.

She winks at him.

2014-04-19 01:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He grins, still with the goofy look on his face. "You're amazing. Completely and utterly amazing."

Then he realizes he is in front of her parents and coughs.

"Right, anyway. Once that's done, and we've got a good buffer of money, it can be used in a variety of ways rather than being sat on. Useful ways.  Not to mention what my plans are for this plane's technology and how to use that to fix the insanity that is my home."

2014-04-19 01:50 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"What is your home like?"

2014-04-19 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Oligarchy with idiotic mages in power, recovering from a large scale disaster that wiped out most of our population, has a history of conquest and ignoring people's basic dignities..."

Pause. "I don't like it much. Here's way better."

2014-04-19 01:53 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Earth has its extremely large historical blemishes, I feel like I should mention this now before you read the Wikipedia article on, say, the Holocaust."

2014-04-19 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm sure, I wouldn't expect it to be perfect, otherwise I'd have nothing to do, but - you've seen them."

2014-04-19 01:55 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I have, it's true."

2014-04-19 01:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"This place is visitable?  Goodness."

2014-04-19 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Um.  Mom.  I cannot recommend tourism there at this time."

2014-04-19 01:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Agreed.  I'm sorry, I really am, but... They're..." He shifts a little, uncomfortably. "... I'll just come out and say it.  One of them thought it was a good idea to pick up Vern and hold her.  For hours. I do not want that to happen to you."

2014-04-19 01:58 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella squeezes Adarin's arm.

2014-04-19 01:59 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




Kesathi, from her place beside Charlie's chair, whines and burrows her head into her person's lap.

2014-04-19 02:1 (UTC)









kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




Castarilan abandons his orbit of Adarin's head and rockets into Ranata's hair, where he clings, shivering.

"Goddesses all you poor things - why - why would that even register as something to do -"

2014-04-19 02:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Vern snuggles Path, shivering a little.

Adarin leans towards Isabella, snuggling a bit. Quietly, Adarin says, "She... Basically jumped to conclusions and decided that if she touched Vern, then I would fall in love with her, or - something. Isabella got her off of Vern, thankfully. That was what made me just... Decide to stop living there, to stop trying to work with those people. I'm just going to circumvent them, now."

2014-04-19 02:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: m ~ young lady




"How would anyone think that?  That doesn't make sense."

2014-04-19 02:8 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"In his world they don't have daemons.  Vernaia only appeared when he came here.  They don't get it.  I kind of explained badly; I mentioned exceptions and she got it backwards."

2014-04-19 02:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I think to get it they would have to have daemons to get it.  But it was still - even in getting it backwards, even if she got it wrong, there was nothing in the action that was redeemable. Nothing."

2014-04-19 02:10 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.

2014-04-19 02:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"I'm so sorry that happened to you."

2014-04-19 02:12 (UTC)









sundayfish: j ~ singly




"No daemons?" asks Charlie.  "At all?"

2014-04-19 02:12 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"At all.  It's like they're zombies, only they still manage to - be people, if occasionally terrible excuses for people."

2014-04-19 02:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you," he says to Ranata. "I'm recovering, it's not okay but I'm doing better."

Adarin nods at Isabella's words. "When Vernaia appeared I was extremely confused and didn't understand what was going on. I'm still the same person, but there's... She's outside, walking around, now."

He smiles, a little. "It's nice.  I think having a daemon is a vast improvement to not."

Vern trills, a little, happily. He smiles fondly at her.

2014-04-19 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It would be really weird if coming to this world had not unzombified you.  I am not sure if we could date."

2014-04-19 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "I wasn't even thinking about that, that's also a nice bonus, being able to date you.  I was just thinking of how nice it was to have her around."

2014-04-19 02:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If we wind up having Kystlian immigrants do you think they'll take as well to unzombification?"

2014-04-19 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmm. I think in the long run, yes, but at first there would be problems because they don't know what they are and they're freaking out.  But if they're in a plane where everyone has one, then they would adapt reasonably well. Normal people, certainly, the mages I would put somewhere remote so they don't hurt anyone by being idiots."

2014-04-19 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I mean - you did demonstrate that it's a vulnerability nobody from your planet is accustomed to having."

2014-04-19 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... True.  But I think I might actually be biased now. I mean, yeah it's a huge vulnerability I didn't have before, but - I don't even know.  I'm happier this way, she helps with muscling through emotions, helping me be a better person, soothing doubts that I have with other people socially, keeping me company when I'm alone but with still the soothing feeling that I can get from being alone - or, conversely, actually being alone but having something feeling like someone is there.  So I'm just not seeing why they wouldn't think it's worth it unless they were in a society surrounded by people who don't get it. In this situation, they would all get it by immigrating."

2014-04-19 02:30 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I guess we can stress-test this guess by asking some people.  Certainly it should be on the 'Before You Immigrate To Earth, You Should Know...' informational pamphlet."

2014-04-19 02:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Yeah. Maybe some people will not want to immigrate or something because of it, but I suppose that's their choice."

He looks incredibly sad for them.Edited   2014-04-19 02:33 (UTC)


2014-04-19 02:32 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods.

2014-04-19 02:33 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"This who you're going to colonize Mars with?"

2014-04-19 02:34 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"...What'd I miss?"

2014-04-19 02:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I wasn't completely serious about colonizing Mars, but it's an option if we want to keep extra-planar immigrants from doing both losing their culture entirely and from doing terrible things to people because they don't understand. Honestly it might be better if we found a planet that was habitable in this plane already, rather than Mars, because it would save headaches of 'How do we survive with no atmosphere' that way."

2014-04-19 02:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"What kind of range limit do you have on your scrying and teleportation?  There might be a planet with a breathable atmosphere, but I couldn't tell you how many millions of astronomical units away it'd be."

2014-04-19 02:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hm... Probably not to the other side of the galaxy or something, but in the general area around the Sun I think I could manage it. Further away the harder it would be, so preferably something close-ish.  Basically, treat it on the level of planar-teleportation but with more ability to scry beforehand, but harder to do because it would involve a lot of math. So if colonizing another planet becomes an option, I would have making a portal be my first order of business so I don't have to do the math part again."

2014-04-19 02:42 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Is this the kind of math where the fact that I have a calculator app on my phone will help?"

2014-04-19 02:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory







"... I love this plane."

2014-04-19 02:43 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella beams and hugs him again.

2014-04-19 02:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He hugs her back! "I mean, seriously, I know you were joking about omnipotent utopia plane, but this one is amazing."

2014-04-19 02:45 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




(Awwww.)

2014-04-19 02:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm just going to officially immigrate. That's a thing that's just happening now, I guess I'll go back to my former home and grab things I want, but not living there.  Nope! We can fix the things I want to fix from here.  Best plane."

2014-04-19 02:48 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm so glad we've impressed you.  Thank goodness you didn't land in, I don't know, a low-rent area of Mumbai or something, you'd probably have been much less pleased."

2014-04-19 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Yeah, I would have missed out on the awesome parts of the plane with awesome people."Edited   2014-04-19 02:51 (UTC)


2014-04-19 02:50 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Nuzzle.

2014-04-19 02:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"...I don't suppose I could come along if I just left Castarilan behind?  We are a witch.  I'd like to see another world."

2014-04-19 02:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Nuzzle.

"Er.  If you really want? I mean, apparently the light is wonderful."

2014-04-19 02:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh wow, yes, I forgot about that aspect entirely - Mom, they have two moons, and no light pollution, it's a tidally locked planet so there's an entire hemisphere that's all night, it's lovely."

2014-04-19 02:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"It sounds beautiful.  And Castarilan has stayed here while I've gone off on adventures before."

2014-04-19 02:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Then I have no problem with it, and I will do my best to keep you safe during your visit. You'd need the translation spell, though, unless you'd like us to translate for you?"

2014-04-19 02:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"I would love a translation spell!"

2014-04-19 02:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"You're going to have to keep it under wraps, though, Mom - no one will notice if you go to Tibet by yourself and talk to people you don't know, but if you go with friends, they might detect your sudden polyglottalism."

2014-04-19 02:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "Though we can always say you did it, Isabella. I'm fine with you taking credit for my magic."

2014-04-19 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It's probably best if I don't come out with a lot of near-simultaneous revolutionary advances.  If it gets out, I'll take the credit, but I'd rather it didn't since the portals are already a given."

2014-04-19 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Fair enough. Whatever you'd like to do, my dear."

2014-04-19 03:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Awww.  Okay, I'll keep my travels with friends confined to the English-speaking parts of the world till you give me the go-ahead."

2014-04-19 03:6 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"When should we go?"

2014-04-19 03:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well. Anytime, I suppose?  If that's all right with all parties involved.  I just need to find my translation spell, I've got the mana for it, it's not a huge spell, just complicated."

He retrieves and flips through his book of spell cheat sheets.

Absently, he adds, "Won't have enough to teleport us home if you want me to cast it now, though."

2014-04-19 03:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How much does the mana requirement for teleportation go up if there's more people?" wonders Isabella.

2014-04-19 03:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Some, it's not nothing but it's not as much as doing another teleportation entirely. If I'm teleporting a lot of people it's better to do it in one go rather than making trips."

2014-04-19 03:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You could cast Mom's translation now, we could crash here overnight - unless Dad's going to make a fuss about you being in my room? - and we could teleport home and go through the portal in the morning?"

2014-04-19 03:13 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




Charlie snorts.  "Pretty sure your sleeping arrangements've been out of my hands for God only knows how long."

2014-04-19 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin is so not commenting on that. He does blush, a bit, and become much more interested in his book than he was before.

"Found it," he pronounces, reading over it. "Give me a bit."

2014-04-19 03:15 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Isabella pats Adarin on the shoulder.

2014-04-19 03:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"What will it be like?"

2014-04-19 03:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles a little at Isabella's shoulder pats.

"I built it so that it doesn't just automatically translate everything for you.  It gives you translations for what's being said, and when you want to say something in a language it will give you the words to say, a pronunciation guide, and grammar information if you want it.  It's all in your mind, but it stays nicely out of the way as you learn the language yourself, and if you don't ask it questions it won't bother you at all except translating things you don't understand. As you understand them, it'll phase out and stop translating them."

2014-04-19 03:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"I adore your magic, this sounds beautiful."

2014-04-19 03:21 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"It's as great as it sounds, maybe better."

2014-04-19 03:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "I'm really proud of it, actually.  Took me weeks. Any questions, or are you ready?"

2014-04-19 03:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Go for it!"

2014-04-19 03:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He nods, then - spell casting commences.  It doesn't look or feel like much of anything at all, actually. Ranata would feel no change when he's done.

"There you are," Adarin says.

If she'd like to test it, she has to think of a language she's heard before and what she wants to say.

2014-04-19 03:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




Ranata tilts her head, turns to Isabella, and says - <"Testing, testing.  Oh, I like this very much.">

2014-04-19 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Congratulations, in a few years when the magic is public knowledge you can teach Svaaric to little witchbabies."

2014-04-19 03:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins proudly.  He is pleased with that spell. 

He looks at Charlie politely and says, "Sir, if you'd like me to cast the same spell on you, I will, but it'll have to wait a little while until I've restored some mana."

2014-04-19 03:30 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"I'll be fine without," says Charlie, waving a hand.  "I don't go much of anywhere."

2014-04-19 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thought I should offer, regardless."

Adarin's kind of hoping Charlie isn't upset with him for sleeping with his daughter. That would be awkward.

2014-04-19 03:32 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"'Preciate it."

If he's upset, he isn't choosing to do much of anything but look Charlieish over there.

Kesathi may or may not be giving Vern the side-eye.

2014-04-19 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He is still not touching that subject. Moving right along now.

"So, we can either fly to the portal now, or wait and I could teleport us there.  Either is fine with me," says Adarin.

His other half is going to get to the bottom of it, though. Vern is looking generally embarrassed, and gives Path a little affectionate nuzzle before departing from cuddles to go... Try and talk about that.

The awkward in her is palpable. 

2014-04-19 03:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Oh, I like Isabella's idea, I'm not ready for bed right now but I am a little tired."

2014-04-19 03:39 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Kesathi observes Vern's approach but doesn't say anything.

2014-04-19 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"All right," he replies. 

Vern sits down next to her, and lowers her voice. "Neither of us are sure what to say, but I'm going to try. Adarin's... He cares about Isabella very much.  We care about them, very much.  The last thing we want to do is hurt them."Edited   2014-04-19 03:44 (UTC)


2014-04-19 03:43 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I can show you the rest of the house, if you want," Isabella offers.

2014-04-19 03:45 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Pretty clear that's so," says Kesathi.  "It's only it's hard, watching a little girl turn into a woman so fast.  Still kind of feels like she's fragile."

2014-04-19 03:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure," says Adarin. "That would be lovely."

Vern is heartened by this. "I understand. Adarin's doing everything in his power to keep her safe, and not just in the - physical sense. He wants her to be happy, and to be free to be herself as much as she likes."

2014-04-19 03:50 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"She seems happy," says Kesathi.  "Not denying that for a second.  Seems you're very suited to them.  Charlie's a cop and spends a lot of time watching people less happy, less suited.  We worry.  We want her to be lucky."

2014-04-19 03:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella gets up and takes his hand and leads him out of the yellow-painted kitchen.  The first floor is pretty much entirely kitchen and living room.  Up the stairs is the master bedroom, and a bathroom, and Isabella's room.

"It's a twinsize bed that I've had since I graduated from a baby hammock - I think the fact that I slept in one of those till I was two is why I went back when I moved out - but we've snuggled up on the sofa, it won't be any worse I imagine."

2014-04-19 03:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"We're trying. We think she and Path are rare and special and beautiful.  We want everyone to be lucky, but her especially so. Her and Path."

"It'll be fine," says Adarin. "There will be lots of cuddles, but I think that's a sacrifice I'm willing to make."Edited   2014-04-19 04:02 (UTC)


2014-04-19 03:59 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Your selflessness will be remembered throughout the ages, truly." 

2014-04-19 04:4 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Kesathi whuffs out a breath.  "You're a pair, all right.  You make sure if that ever changes it's a - graceful transition.  All kinds of ways to do it wrong."

2014-04-19 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yup! I try," says Adarin with a grin.

"Yeah," says Vern. "If she ever wants to go, we will let her go."

2014-04-19 04:9 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"If you ever want to go," says Kesathi, "you let her down quick, gentle, no games, no acrimony."Edited   2014-04-19 04:14 (UTC)


2014-04-19 04:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Truly you are heroic, a statue should be built on the site of your sacrificial cuddles to commemorate the occasion." 

2014-04-19 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh?  Who would build the statue?" he asks, amused. "And that would destroy your room."

"Agreed. She doesn't deserve that," says Vern, nodding. "But I don't see Adarin changing his mind, anytime soon.  We stick to things."

2014-04-19 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Maybe a very small statue, on the headboard.  I did a unit on coil pots in high school, I could manage a really abstract statue."

2014-04-19 04:16 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Well, that's another thing can go wrong, sticking too long if things aren't what you thought you were sticking to.  But our Bells is a good girl."

2014-04-19 04:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "No, no, it's okay. I shall let my sacrifice go unsung. It shall simply be a mystery, lost to the ages. Forever."

"Yes," agrees Vernaia. "She is. We'll try to avoid any pitfalls."

2014-04-19 04:19 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh, but what a loss for the historians!  Imagine all the theses and monographs that will go unwritten."

2014-04-19 04:21 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Kesathi nods.  She noses Vernaia in a friendly sort of way.

2014-04-19 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"It's another sacrifice I'm willing to make.  For the sake of your bedroom's decorations."

Vernaia trills happily back!

2014-04-19 04:22 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Flumph goes the wolverine.

2014-04-19 04:26 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It would be pretty tacky."

2014-04-19 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yup.  You're welcome," says Adarin smugly.

Vern is not going to overstay her welcome!  Path is probably feeling lonely, so she'll hold off on telling Adarin about this for a little while. She'll go offer wingsnuggles.

2014-04-19 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Wingsnuggles are always appreciated.

"I will appreciate your twice-over sacrifice for ever and always."

2014-04-19 04:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good, good.  That's way better than having people write theses on tacky decorations, anyway."

Vern quietly informs Path in the wingsnuggles, "I think Adarin and I have come to an understanding with Charlie and Kesathi.  We like them."

2014-04-19 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh, I dunno, it could lead to entertaining thesis titles.  A Discourse on the Decorations In This One Witch's Bedroom.  A Comparative Analysis of Tacky Amateur Statues..  That kinda thing."

"I'm glad you're getting along," says Path.  "We were a little nervous about that.  They're protective."

2014-04-19 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "Unsacrificial Sacrifices of Snuggles? That's hilarious, but... No, no. Tacky decorations are too tacky to be brought to the world willingly.  I can't do it.  There lies the path of madness."

Vern nuzzles Path! "We were nervous about it too, but we get where they're coming from. Kesathi had some legitimate worries and I told her that we have the best of intentions for you.  We care about you so much, Adarin's never been this sappy before, it's adorable."

2014-04-19 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella hugs him.  "And madness would be very much in tension with your priesthood, of course."

"We don't think you'll hurt us," says Path.  "Not a bit."Edited   2014-04-19 04:45 (UTC)


2014-04-19 04:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Hugs! "Very much so.  Also, tacky garden gnomes, along with madness."

Wikipedia is still amazing, but leads to strange places.  He has no idea how he got to garden gnomes from his starting point of the radio, but it was a marvelous journey for all.

More nuzzles are required. "We don't ever want to. We don't think you'll hurt us either and we trust you so much."Edited   2014-04-19 04:49 (UTC)


2014-04-19 04:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh no, spare me tacky garden gnomes.  I don't know why people like them, it's incomprehensible."

Feathery feathery snuggles!  "We don't have any speck of a plan to hurt you."

2014-04-19 04:50 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"They are so terrible!  I found them on Wikipedia and I have no idea why!" says Adarin, laughing.

"We were pretty sure you wouldn't, anyway. I'm glad to hear you say it, though."

2014-04-19 04:53 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Some people like them!  It's weird!" laughs Isabella.

"We don't want to hurt anybody, but especially you," says Path.

2014-04-19 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Very!  But it's okay, this plane has wonderful things, I can tolerate weird garden gnomes."

Vern giggles, attempting to snuggle even more than they already are - something that's quite difficult to do. "We're the luckiest person. The absolute luckiest."

2014-04-19 04:57 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"There's more weird things where that came from.  Maybe you'll get as far as ugly Christmas sweaters and fling up your hands in despair and hie back to New Kystle."

Path is on board with experimental attempts at being snugglier.  "On what time scale?" he wonders.

2014-04-19 04:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Not likely," he says. "I'm currently dating someone here who's pretty amazing, and it would be against my religion of Sense to leave her."

Vern looks embarrassed! "Well.  Everything?  Sometimes we were unlucky, but this is - it's right there with the best actually viable outcomes, and most of the ones that are impossible. We found a place where I would exist, and Adarin's said he's happy that he's had something given to him he didn't know he was missing.  Then there's the magic that's useful and different, and the technology."

She looks even more awkward. "And, of course, in the middle of that, is you. So it's worth it."

2014-04-19 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Well, that just makes it necessary that she kiss him, doesn't it?

"I think we like you being sappy," laughs Path, preening her.  "It's sweet."

2014-04-19 05:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Kisses! This is a good idea.  They probably shouldn't go any further than this while they're at her parent's house, but kisses he can support.

Vernaia giggles, a little. "Good, because I feel awkward and like I'm flailing around."

2014-04-19 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




That's okay.  Reward kisses for being flattering don't have to turn into sex-in-childhood-bedroom for being delectable.

"You haven't had very long to learn to be a daemon," says Path.  "You're doing really well."

2014-04-19 05:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Good, good. Now, cuddles are a different story entirely.

"Thanks. I think I've messed up sometimes, but I'm trying," replies his wingsnugglesmate. 

2014-04-19 05:11 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Cuddles!  Cuddles are good.  Cuddles are just the thing.

"I haven't seen you mess up too badly," Path assures her.  "Everyone does, anyway."

2014-04-19 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin realizes something, very abruptly. He blinks, then says, "Er, Isabella, I think I'm..."

He trails off.  How in the world do you tell someone you love them? Not in a familial way, but in a  love kind of way. He has no idea.  Absolutely no idea.  So he chokes.

"... I'm glad you're here," he manages, instead.

"Yeah. I like existing. Being a daemon is nice," she says.

2014-04-19 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You think you're glad I'm here.  Well, I suppose that's better than the alternative," chuckles Isabella.  Nuzzles.

"I like it," agrees Path.

2014-04-19 05:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"That - that wasn't what I'd meant, sorry," he murmurs, snuggling back.

He continues to be terrible at this. It should not be a surprise by now.  Adarin's only barely avoiding pounding his head on something in annoyance.  He should be better at this.

Daemon wingsnuggles. "It's so great here."

2014-04-19 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's okay," says Isabella, sighing contently.

"Well, some parts of here.  We've made kind of a habit on focusing attention on the ways it's not great.  For fixing when we can," Path says.

2014-04-19 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Right, okay.  Snuggles are a thing he can do. Adarin will try to find a better time to tell her.  Or take a while with Vern and talk about their feelings and figure out if it's true or not. 

(It is, he's pretty sure.)

"Yeah, we know. We did see Wikipedia, there are... Lots of things that are a mess. We'll help, you know we'll help - but we can't leave New Kystle un-helped. It would bother us, knowing that we didn't."

2014-04-19 05:32 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We understand," says Path.  "We will make sure we have all the time we need.  We're pretty sure the alethiometer says we can, we just have to pick apart the instructions on how."

2014-04-19 05:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Don't worry about us," says Vern. "We can afford to wait a few hundred years. You have time, you'll have us for a while."

2014-04-19 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path nuzzles her.  "I'm sleepy.  Let's go up to our room and sleep in there, with them."

2014-04-19 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle. "All right," she agrees happily.

2014-04-19 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




And eventually, sleeping.

In the morning, Isabella decides she doesn't want to get up right away.  She would rather lounge on Adarin for a bit longer.

2014-04-19 05:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He is there to be lounged on! Well, also to sleep, but he loves her so she can lounge on him as long as she likes.

Eventually, he does wake up, groggily. "Mm... 'lo, beautiful..." he murmurs, snuggling.

2014-04-19 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awwww.  G'morning."

2014-04-19 05:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Swear 'm awake," declares Adarin.  He is only mostly asleep. "Really..."

2014-04-19 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Surrrre you are.  Very convincing."

2014-04-19 05:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Shh," he tells her. "Shh. 'M very convincing..."

He is officially Slightly More Awake.

(But not completely awake.)
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella obligingly shushes.  Snuggles!

2014-04-19 05:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




It takes a while, but eventually he is Somewhat More Awake. 

"Think we should get up now?" he asks, slurring just a little but managing a bit better. "Dun want to..."

2014-04-19 05:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ranata is probably awake, but hasn't tiptoed down the hall to see if we are awake enough to receive breakfast, yet.  No rush."

2014-04-19 05:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"M'kay. Thanks," mumbles the sleepy boyfriend. "Love you."

Then he's out again.

Well.  Of all the ways to declare his love for her, that was probably not the one he would have wanted to go with.

2014-04-19 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella is not, in fact, entirely sure she heard it.  She glances up at Path, who shrugs the wing which isn't in contact with the snoozing Vernaia; he doesn't know either.

She snuggles him.  Maybe she'll bring it up later, she's not sure.

2014-04-19 05:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Sleep, sleep, sleep.

He has no idea. Snuggles are nice, though!

2014-04-19 05:55 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




After a while, she decides the thing to do is probably to have Path ask Vernaia.  This will probably involve the conversation happening while she and Adarin are a fair distance away from their daemons, since New Kystle is apparently not hospitable to same, but that might be a good cushion for the tentative awkwardness of the question.

Snuggles.

2014-04-19 05:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Eventually he is partially awake again. "Mmm. G'morning."

2014-04-19 05:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You really awake now?"

2014-04-19 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"No idea. Wa' I not awake, b'fore?" Adarin muses. "Guess not.  I was asleep."

2014-04-19 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You were talking, and not pure nonsense like I apparently do when I sleep."

2014-04-19 06:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Bet I called y'pretty," he declares.

2014-04-19 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Beautiful, actually.  It was very charming," she says, kissing his jawline.

2014-04-19 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles, a little. "I try."

Yawn.  Then, affectionate little sleepy kiss.

2014-04-19 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Kiss!

"Hungry?  I think Ranata's made something, though I don't know what."

2014-04-19 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Mm... Yes."

Pause. "... Realized probl'm. No ov'rnight packing," he says. "So no tea.  Crap."

2014-04-19 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Ranata has tea around.  I bet she will let you have some."

2014-04-19 06:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I am saaaved," sighs Adarin. "Yay."

2014-04-19 06:7 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Are you that dependent on tea?"

2014-04-19 06:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"G'nna go 'nto withdrawls," jokes Adarin. "Terrible."

2014-04-19 06:8 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm actually not sure if she has caffeinated tea.  It might be all various herbal fruity things."

2014-04-19 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "S'fine. Gonna suffer through it."

2014-04-19 06:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Awww, but you shouldn't have to suffer," she says, finally sitting up.  "Maybe she does have caffeinated tea.  I know Charlie has caffeinated coffee..."

2014-04-19 06:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"N'ver had coffee.  Any good?"

2014-04-19 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm not a fan, but it's very popular, and he'll be making some anyway."

2014-04-19 06:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"'Kay. 'l try it, then.  Curious."

2014-04-19 06:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay."  She gets all the way up, and stretches, and beckons Path to her shoulder; he nuzzles Vern and goes to his witch.

2014-04-19 06:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Vern's a little more coherent than Adarin in the morning - she nuzzles Path back.

Adarin yawns again, and eventually meanders his way up. General decency clothing goes on, then... It's time to stumble off to find tea. He retrieves Vern, deciding that since she is the coherent one she will direct him. Maybe.

"If you run into a wall," she tells him, "I will peck you."

"Got it," replies Adarin, and he puts her down.

2014-04-19 06:18 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




When he manages to find the kitchen, Isabella has poured him a cup of coffee from Charlie's pot, and brought out Ranata's tea selection to look at.

"Most people like cream or milk, and sugar, in their coffee," she tells him.  "But up to you how you want to try it."

Breakfast, it turns out, is pancakes, all already made with blueberries in them and keeping warm in the oven.

2014-04-19 06:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He does manage to find the kitchen.  Eventually.  Vern has to peck him a few times.

"Best girlfriend," he tells her, when she has this set up for him already. "Best."

Adarin is not up to specifics, right now. He plops down, and tries the coffee as it is.  He then makes a face.

"Wow is that strong."

2014-04-19 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Hence the cream and sugar," laughs Isabella, gesturing.

2014-04-19 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yup," he says, amused. Cream, sugar, both into the cup. He tries another sip.

"Hmm.  Nope, not the same. Not terrible, but eeeeh."

He sounds more awake already, though.

2014-04-19 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, there is also tea, your pick of a bunch of things."

2014-04-19 06:26 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Do they not have coffee in New Kystle?" wonders Ranata.  "Goodness."

2014-04-19 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Best girlfriend," he declares again.  "I'll feel bad about wasting it, though. Interesting kind of tea later."

Sip, sip. "No, there's no coffee. Dunno what it's even made out of.  If you say maggot cheese I will not be pleased."

2014-04-19 06:30 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"No, no, it's brewed out of ground-up beans.  Coffee beans, not like garbanzo beans.  I think they might be a little like cocoa beans?"

2014-04-19 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Never had those, either. Translation spell isn't helping with what they are."

Okay, he's definitely more awake now. Hurray, he's no longer a zombie!

2014-04-19 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You've had chocolate.  The coating on Milk Duds is made out of a cocoa bean derivative."

2014-04-19 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aha! Then I fully support cocoa beans and their existence," he says with a laugh.

2014-04-19 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Do they have chocolate in New Kystle?  Should we bring your sister some souvenirs?"

2014-04-19 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"We do not.  Souvenirs? Ooooh no. I will throw them at her and hope it placates her so she doesn't go on a murderous rampage when I explain why I'm giving up on New Kystle."

2014-04-19 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay, so chocolate's one thing, what else?"

2014-04-19 06:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"... I'd say a pocket library, but no, that's just what I'd want as a souvenir. Not sure what else."

2014-04-19 06:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Also the pocket library won't work there.  I don't know, is there anything she likes that she's had a hard time obtaining since the whole mass refugee thing?"

2014-04-19 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Soap, I suppose.  She's very practical."Edited   2014-04-19 06:42 (UTC)


2014-04-19 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"All right.  In the time it took you to stagger to the kitchen I had a couple pancakes already, I'll nip out to the convenience store.  Mom, is the local chain's deal with the clan still good?"

2014-04-19 06:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Yes, you're all set."

2014-04-19 06:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "Sorry. I'm not good at mornings and I don't think I ever will be."

2014-04-19 06:44 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You're fine," says Isabella.  She kisses him on the temple and departs the house.

2014-04-19 06:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles delightedly.

Then, breakfast. "Thank you," he says, to Ranata. "For the breakfast."

2014-04-19 06:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Oh, you're completely welcome.  I packed us some sandwiches, too, in case we stay long enough in your world to need them!"

2014-04-19 06:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thoughtful of you, thank you!"

2014-04-19 06:48 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"You're welcome.  I'm so excited."

2014-04-19 06:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs. "Do you want me to help you practice with the language?"

2014-04-19 06:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Ooh, yes please."

2014-04-19 06:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"All right," he says, and then he switches languages. "So, when's Isabella's birthday?  I have promised her presents."

2014-04-19 06:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"It's September thirteenth.  That's in a few months still.  Will you tell me what you're getting her?  I can keep a secret," replies Ranata in the same language, pausing every sentence as though to taste it.

2014-04-19 06:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I am torn between a portal bag and a book that only she can open.  I might just go with both, if I can't decide which.  Have the book inside the portal bag."

He is kind enough to speak reasonably slowly, though not going arduously slow.  She wants to learn more about it, not have it drag slowly in front of her.

2014-04-19 06:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"What's a portal bag?"

2014-04-19 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I attach a portal to the inside of a bag rather than a wall or something.  The other side of it would be in a storage area, so, essentially, she could just carry an absurd amount of things with her."

2014-04-19 06:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"That sounds fantastic!  She'd love the book, too, but she fills them up awfully fast."

2014-04-19 06:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmmm. Then I might have to just get her a stack of books that only open for her."

2014-04-19 06:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"You," accuses Ranata, pointing at him, "are a catch, did you know that?"

2014-04-19 06:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin snorts with laughter, taken by surprise. "Thank you? I wasn't aware."

2014-04-19 06:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Don't be so modest."

2014-04-19 07:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Well, Isabella seems happy with me, sooo..."

2014-04-19 07:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"And she doesn't even have her birthday presents yet.  Do years work about the same on your planet?  Birthdays once every three hundred and sixty-five days?"

2014-04-19 07:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Four hundred and thirteen. I'd be honestly surprised if they worked the same, though. I found a calendar on Wikipedia - so it's okay.  I'll adapt to your weird, weird system of months. Eventually."

2014-04-19 07:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"What's wrong with the months?" laughs Ranata.

2014-04-19 07:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"They are all different lengths," he says primly. "And they do not make sense.  Why is February randomly like two days shorter than any other month? Why do you measure weeks in sevens?  That is so very strange, they're hard to multiply.  Ours are in fives so it's easy for math."

2014-04-19 07:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I don't actually know where seven-day weeks came from.  I think you have to blame Catholics or something for the months."

2014-04-19 07:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Mhm. I mean, if the months were all the same length it would be reasonable, or even if they're the same length but with extra days on some of them because you have to fit them all somewhere, but why February?"

He is not actually too upset about this, but it's fun to talk about.

2014-04-19 07:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I have no idea."

2014-04-19 07:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




And now Isabella is back with a large quantity of lemon-scented soap and assorted chocolates.  She got two of each kind of chocolate in case Adarin sneaks some.

2014-04-19 07:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hello!" says Adarin to Isabella, brightly. He is still in his native language, he's honestly forgotten to switch. "I am grousing about how months are weird again."

2014-04-19 07:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You haven't checked what their names mean in Latin yet or you wouldn't be so chipper about it."

2014-04-19 07:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"What do they mean in -"

Pause. Translation spell fills in the details.

"Oh, stars and heavens above, why?! Why is the twelfth month named after the the number ten?  Why is that a thing?"

2014-04-19 07:17 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella bursts out laughing.

2014-04-19 07:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin giggles a little, too. "September through December are all - none of them are the right numbers, none of them!  This is ridiculous!"Edited   2014-04-19 07:19 (UTC)


2014-04-19 07:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella sets her cloud-pine with the bag dangling from it hovering in the air and hugs him.

2014-04-19 07:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He hugs her back. "If we colonize a new planet can we have months that are numbered correctly?  Please?"

2014-04-19 07:21 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We can see what we can do."

2014-04-19 07:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thank you," he says, snickering.

2014-04-19 07:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're welcome.  So, I have souvenirs for your sister, are we ready to go?"

2014-04-19 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Just about.  I need to make the spell for teleporting us to the portal, because that's cheaper than plane-shifting."

2014-04-19 07:23 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Oh, and - Castarilan's staying behind, I think Path will too, it's up to you about Vernaia, but I'm not sure how well separation works across entire planes.  Probably one of us should nip into New Kystle really quickly as a dry run before anybody else goes through."

2014-04-19 07:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I do not think I could bring Vern back to that place in good conscience. We'll have to see if them staying here'll work, if not, then we could probably go in with them and leave them by the portal as we go, to keep them safe."

2014-04-19 07:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Right.  I actually thought of this earlier, but I was hoping it'd become obvious who'd make the best test subject, and it is... not obvious."

2014-04-19 07:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I will.  Don't worry."

2014-04-19 07:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The portal opens into midair.  If I fall unconscious or something in midair on my cloudpine, as long as I was lying on it instead of sitting up, you could reach through and drag me back; what happens if you pass out midflight?"

2014-04-19 07:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Awkward pause. "... I fall out of the sky and go splat. Point taken."

2014-04-19 07:31 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  Don't go splat.  I mean, if the result is more exotic than 'passing out', I could easily be in more trouble somehow, but it seems like the most predictable category of results mean I should tie myself to my branch just to be safe and go through first.  Or Ranata could but I have qualms about experimenting on my mother."

2014-04-19 07:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin is making a vaguely displeased face about his girlfriend being the experiment. "Should I be on the other side with Vern in case something does go wrong?"

2014-04-19 07:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I suppose we could bring both her and Path as far as my house instead of leaving them here to sit on Kesathi all the time.  That'd add a layer of safety."

2014-04-19 07:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I would be most comfortable with more layers of safety," he says. "Should we ask the alethiometer?"

2014-04-19 07:37 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: (Default)




"The alethiometer has been consulted.  It doesn't work on subjects outside this plane, and this subject counts."

2014-04-19 07:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Of course not.  Okay."

He goes back to looking displeased about this but he doesn't have a valid argument, so he can't voice it.Edited   2014-04-19 07:38 (UTC)


2014-04-19 07:38 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella hugs him.

2014-04-19 07:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He hugs her back, a bit more tightly than necessary, though not crushingly so.

2014-04-19 07:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"In all probability it'll work fine.  I just think it warrants a limited-scope test first."

2014-04-19 07:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yes, but I still want you to be safe and it does bother me that you'd be the one at risk."

2014-04-19 07:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How's this: you go through with Vern.  Me and Path go through, in that order, with him gliding with enough momentum that he'll follow under most possible circumstances.  You'll be there to catch me, even if something happens it'll only take a moment, and probably we'll just be fine and Path and Vern go back without incident and Ranata follows us through."

2014-04-19 07:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Better," he manages. "That's better.  Thank you."

2014-04-19 07:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Nuzzle.

2014-04-19 07:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Nuzzle! "I'm probably being extremely silly, aren't I."

2014-04-19 07:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"No, it's sweet.  It'd be silly if you were insisting on being the test subject in spite of my cogent points."

2014-04-19 07:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I am trying to think of valid arguments for me to be test subject anyway.  I've been entertaining the idea of tying me with a rope and maybe dragging me back if I fall out of the sky, but... Sudden gravity could react badly with things."

2014-04-19 07:50 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"That and me and Ranata aren't going to win any weightlifting competitions.  You aren't enormous, but I'd bet very little on our ability to haul you through a portal via rope."

2014-04-19 07:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snorts a little. "I did not say that.  You're the one that said it, I didn't bring up your and your mother's abilities to haul things."

He's still worried, though.

2014-04-19 07:53 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella hugs him again.

"I'm probably just being unreasonably paranoid," she says.

2014-04-19 07:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"You are being very reasonably paranoid," he says, hugging back. "You are delightfully reasonable and I'm worried for your safety."

2014-04-19 07:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, are you going to think of a better way to conduct the test in the next few days, or should we go do it now?"

2014-04-19 07:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He makes a displeased sound. "I don't know."

2014-04-19 07:56 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella lays her hand on his cheek.  "I will probably be fine."

2014-04-19 07:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Alright. Then - then now, I guess.  Or I will stew and slowly get more and more worried."

2014-04-19 07:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




She stands on her tiptoes to kiss him, and then collects Ranata, who brings her own cloud-pine and packed lunches and leaves Castarilan perched on one of Kesathi's ears.

2014-04-19 07:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Kisses. Slightly distracted and worried kisses, but they're kisses. Adarin composes a teleportation spell, and then they're off to the portal, Path and Vern in tow.

Adarin is antsy the entire time.

2014-04-19 08:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella gestures illustratively at the house to Ranata, and then says to Adarin, "After you."

2014-04-19 08:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He nods, picks up Vern, and murmurs a reminder of the spell to fly. He floats up, and goes through the portal. It's cold and he's not dressed for it at all, but he officially does not care.

Isabella is possibly in danger, and he can't think of a valid reason to get her out of it.

2014-04-19 08:3 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella and Path line themselves up.

She comes through the portal -

And Path glides after her, and lands neatly on the tail of her branch.Edited   2014-04-19 08:05 (UTC)


2014-04-19 08:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin checks on her as soon as humanly possible.

"Isabella?  Isabella, are you alright?" he says, a hint of worry and panic in his tone.Edited   2014-04-19 08:06 (UTC)


2014-04-19 08:6 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"We're fine.  Nothing happened."

2014-04-19 08:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Hug.  So many hugs.

That was - that was scary.

"You're absolutely certain?  Nothing - no weirdness, no after-effects...?" asks Adarin, hovering.  Literally, but also emotionally.

2014-04-19 08:9 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It didn't feel like anything.  We're fine," she says, hugging him back.

2014-04-19 08:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"It's entirely possible that you might not have been," he informs her, clinging a little. "And I worry."

Because he loves her.

... And if something had gone wrong there, she never would have known. Hell, they're in New Kystle, the land of his nightmares, with the group of people collectively responsible for making most of his life suck. Something could go wrong here.

"I love you," he whispers.

2014-04-19 08:12 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward






Isabella squeezes him a little harder.

"I love you too," she murmurs back.

2014-04-19 08:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles. He doesn't have words for how overjoyed he is. When you speak  three languages and have a translation spell to help with any others, that's... Quite a lot.

"Good, because if you didn't I would have launched into an entire awkward 'It's okay you don't have to respond in kind right now, I just thought you should know with no demands attached' conversation."

Hugs.  Just - hugs.

2014-04-19 08:17 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, I had a while to think about it, you actually said it this morning while you were all groggy."

2014-04-19 08:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned








"... Wha?"

2014-04-19 08:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah, you woke up, you were like, 'morning, beautiful, mumble mumble, love you' and went back to sleep."

2014-04-19 08:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin bursts out laughing.

"That's - that's... I don't even remember, that's rather upsetting.  I'd been trying to wait for a proper moment or something and... I don't know.  Be romantic about it."

2014-04-19 08:21 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You have a bit of a leg up on me, I quietly decided it night before last and decided to make you say it first," she says a little sheepishly.

2014-04-19 08:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles, more. "I realized it abruptly and choked when I tried to tell you.  Did you notice?"

2014-04-19 08:25 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Guessed, didn't know for sure."

2014-04-19 08:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"If someone had told me I would be in love with someone three days after kissing her for the first time I would have thought they were insane," he laughs.

2014-04-19 08:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I would not have thought the same thing, but that would be because I still held a reasonably high probability that my brain would snap into Insane Witch Logic at any moment and I would decide to abduct someone for the rest of his life because he had pretty eyes."

2014-04-19 08:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggle. "You're amazing, I love you."

2014-04-19 08:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Snuggle!

"Ranata's probably worried.  Path, go back, tell her to come on in."

Path nods and flies from branch through portal.

2014-04-19 08:31 (UTC)









kindestgarden: m ~ young lady




And presently here comes Ranata.  "Goodness, that was nerve-wracking."

2014-04-19 08:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin is giggling uncontrollably, looking incredibly happy. "Very much so."

He's going to stop flying, now.  Onto Isabella's cloudpine.

2014-04-19 08:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




He is welcome there!  He is snuggled.

2014-04-19 08:34 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Does Vernaia glide well enough to get down from the height of the other side of the portal by herself?"

2014-04-19 08:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggles.  Snuggles are wonderful. Especially because he's come to the realization that he is cold. He probably should have grabbed the fluffy coat when he left New Kystle.

"I do! It's not too high up on that side. I'll be okay," she informs Ranata, nuzzling Path a little.Edited   2014-04-19 23:27 (UTC)


2014-04-19 16:17 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'd suggest you go back for another layer to wear but there's really nothing in my house," says Isabella.  "We'll fly fast, if you get too cold we can stop and figure out some magic."  She snuggles him as warmly as she can.

2014-04-19 23:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thanks. I'll be alright, I think," he says.  That being said, he's not turning down snuggles. Daemon safety first, however.

He gives Vern a bit of a boost, and she glides back through the portal. She lands safely, preening her feathers a little once she's on the ground. 

Then, Adarin gets proper snuggles.

2014-04-19 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Proper snuggles, and flying.

(Path goes back through the portal too, after a quick whispered goodbye with his witch, and he snuggles Vern.)

2014-04-19 23:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Flying, hurray! They'll be visiting his sister first, because Adarin doesn't want to go back to his home just yet. He does some mid-air scrying, then gives directions. They get to go to the twilight section of the world!  Ranata will get to see all kinds of things on the way.

Not to mention, feel the starlight and moonlight.

(Vern snuggles Path back.)

2014-04-19 23:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata approves wholeheartedly (and, out of consideration for Adarin's sensibilities, clothedly) the starlight and the moonlight.

2014-04-19 23:38 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella's enjoying it too!

Flying flying flying whee.

2014-04-19 23:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Then they are at the twilight portion! It's a bit more interesting visually than the night portion - the ground itself is more varied, with rivers and hills and strange, foreign plants of all types.  The sky is multicolored - pinks that fade in from blues from the night side and oranges that mix with it as they meet. It's peaceful here, and warmer - Adarin doesn't need the fluffy coat anymore.

He directs them to a spot that's nestled within several hills - when viewed from the air, it's brighter than the surrounding area.  Upon closer inspection, everything there has the feeling of careful cultivation, and of a lot of care. Magical care. Plants twine together to make archways and subtle fences, along with mundane things like chairs and tables.  Flowers bloom in lovely complementary colors, matching the sky above and occasionally contrasting it. If there ever was a place that screams 'There is a magical person that lives here' this is definitely it.Edited   2014-04-19 23:53 (UTC)


2014-04-19 23:51 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"I think I'll go enjoy the stars for a while now I know where you're going to be," says Ranata.  "Rather than intrude on you meeting your young man's sister for the first time, Isabella.  I won't go too far."

2014-04-19 23:55 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay, Mom," says Isabella, and she descends towards Magic Planty Place.

2014-04-19 23:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




When they land, Adarin hops off of the cloudpine and says sheepishly, "Um.  If she gets - yelly, don't worry about it. She's somewhat upset with me from when we last saw each other and can hold grudges for a really long time."

2014-04-19 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...She's not actually dangerous to you, is she?  Or for that matter me?"

2014-04-19 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Nope.  Especially not you, if you tell her your opinion of things in New Kystle. But she will be upset."

2014-04-19 23:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  Anything else I should know first?"

2014-04-19 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm... Nope. I think that's about it. Ready to go looking for her?"

2014-04-20 00:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Is it a complete maze in here?  Ought I have brought a ball of yarn?"

2014-04-20 00:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Possibly. She might actually already know we're here and is just being cagey."

2014-04-20 00:2 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"All right, here goes."

Into the planty maze.

2014-04-20 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Into the planty maze, indeed! The word 'maze' is appropriate, actually.  There's no semblance of layout, things just sort of - weave together.

2014-04-20 00:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Never thought you'd turn up," says a female voice from... Well, it's hard to tell. "Come to take me back with a bleeding heart and some more excuses? 'Cause I really want to hear 'em."

2014-04-20 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Nope, actually.  The opposite. Would you believe, dear sister, that I'm here to apologize?" replies Adarin, perturbed.

2014-04-20 00:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Pause. "What, really?"

She jumps down from a nearby tree. "Are you dying? Is this woman here going to kill you?"

2014-04-20 00:9 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Excuse me?"

2014-04-20 00:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Right then, that's a no," she says.

Now that she's out of her tree, she does look vaguely similar to Adarin. The hair's different, but other than that detail - they look very much alike. Except less friendly.

2014-04-20 00:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin sighs. "Hello to you too.  Isabella, this is Zeviana, my sister.  'Ana, this is Isabella, my -"

2014-04-20 00:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"- Fuck-buddy, wife, or girlfriend?"

2014-04-20 00:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin gives her a look.

2014-04-20 00:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Girlfriend, got it. Hi, poor girl unfortunate enough to date my dork of a brother.  Did you know he's an ass?  Because he is."

2014-04-20 00:19 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"My name's Isabella."

2014-04-20 00:21 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hi. Nice to meet you."

She looks at Adarin. "So! What happened, you were pretty stubborn about -"

2014-04-20 00:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"- I know."

They share a look.

2014-04-20 00:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




Zeviana's entire body language changes from defensive to upset.

"Son of a bitch.  Who?  Who the fuck touched you, I will fucking drown them in their fucking entrails, I damn well told you that you should have just packed up and -"

2014-04-20 00:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"- Left, yes, yes, I know.  Sorry.  You were right."

2014-04-20 00:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"You're a fucking sap, you know that, right? If you had any more of a bleeding heart you'd be anemic."

Pause.

"Now shut up and hug me."

Hugs.

2014-04-20 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hugs.

"I'm alright. Isabella stopped her. It's sort of complicated to explain."

2014-04-20 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I offered to shoot her, he declined and frightened her and kicked her out."

2014-04-20 00:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"... I like you. Adarin, I like her."

2014-04-20 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, that's better than the alternative."

2014-04-20 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Very. So, 'ana - I did a thing. It involved going to another plane and finding lots of wonderful things including a new type of magic, advanced technology, and um - well, Isabella."Edited   2014-04-20 00:40 (UTC)


2014-04-20 00:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"... Well, shit.  Does it rain unicorns there, too?"

2014-04-20 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"...You laugh, but it's actually not impossible to get a mythological daemon..."

2014-04-20 00:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"A whatsit?"

Before Adarin can explain, she adds - "Short version, please, I'm not a nerd."

2014-04-20 00:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"External animal-shaped soul."

2014-04-20 00:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Okay," she replies easily. "Thanks."

2014-04-20 00:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Also if you go there you get one too. So now I have one of those."

2014-04-20 00:46 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Is it a unicorn?"

2014-04-20 00:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"She, and no."

2014-04-20 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"He got a kagu.  Mine's a little owl.  But we left them home, because the last time we brought them along, someone tried to grab mine and someone did grab his."

2014-04-20 00:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I am sensing that's bad.  Adarin!  Scale of one to ten."

2014-04-20 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Twelve."

2014-04-20 00:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




His sister takes a minute to stare. "Fuck. Fuck, holy shit."

Hugs.

"No wonder you snapped, fucking hell."

2014-04-20 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You do that to someone on my planet, on purpose, and you get caught, nine times out of ten you will be put to death by the criminal justice system."

2014-04-20 00:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Good. It rated a twelve."

2014-04-20 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I'm doing better," says Adarin.

2014-04-20 01:0 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Who the fuck did it?  I will go over there and rip her heart out and feed it to her, you do not do that to my brother, never."

2014-04-20 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"He wouldn't let me shoot her," Isabella points out.

2014-04-20 01:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"... Ugh, fine. Utter sap. Can I maim her, then?"

Exchanged looks with sibling.

"Fine, just punching, then."

2014-04-20 01:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin rolls his eyes. "Only one."

2014-04-20 01:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I'll take it. I see her, she's going to be missing some teeth."

2014-04-20 01:6 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Most people wouldn't be able to leave their daemons home.  But it's possible to stretch the bond till it allows arbitrary comfortable distance, which all witches - like me - do, and which Adarin has also done."Edited   2014-04-20 02:19 (UTC)


2014-04-20 02:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Zeviana considers. She makes a 'Hmm' sound.  Then, she decides to consult her brother.

"Already guessed that you've decided to ditch this place and go to unicorn land. Opinions on daemons? It's sounding all bad so far, except the place itself."

2014-04-20 02:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I like having one. She helps with subtlety, and is sort of a... Buffer to get emotional weirdness out of the way. It helps with honesty, though not directly, and it helps with multi-tasking. In the world itself, it works, but here it doesn't."

2014-04-20 02:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"So I can either dance the tango with plane hopping and never get to just visit my brother again, or get a huge weakness that has to stay next to me at all times, but is good at socializing. Great."

2014-04-20 02:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I would visit," says Adarin quietly.

2014-04-20 02:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




She eyes him. "I guess you would."

Head tilt. "But fuck it, I hate this fucking place anyway, everybody here is crazy, let's see if I'll get a unicorn."

2014-04-20 02:29 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Somehow I'm not picturing you as a unicorn person."

2014-04-20 02:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana grins. "You're a smart one. Have I mentioned that I like you?"

2014-04-20 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You have, in fact."

2014-04-20 02:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Good. You have my permission to keep banging my brother.  He fucking needed it anyway."

2014-04-20 02:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin sputters and looks incredibly embarrassed.

2014-04-20 02:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Your irrelevant permission is noted."

2014-04-20 02:35 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana's pleased by this answer.  She honestly does like her brother's new girlfriend. Backbone is a thing she likes to see.

"Right then.  Will me ditching right now cause problems with one of my brother's many plans, or can I just fuck off to unicorn land and see if I can find a place to live?"

She is feeling charitable, so she adds to Isabella, "Not living with you or him, by the way, fuck no, I do not want to know what you two get up to, glad as I am he finally got laid - to someone that's not after him to have his magical spawn.  But he wouldn't be so over the moon over you if you were trying that, so I thought that was obvious."

2014-04-20 02:43 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I did not invite you to live in my house, I'll point out.  I'm actually not sure how easy it'd be for you to find someplace to go with no legal existence in the country, but if you like uninhabited wilderness there's probably somewhere to stash you and my artifact of objective truth can help you find it if you ask me nicely."

2014-04-20 02:44 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




headunbowed: a. Good answer




She laughs.

"Yup, I was just preventing that from ever being a thing. Adarin's dating you, I figure you must save at least three kittens from trees a day. Uninhabited wilderness is pretty great, though I might get lonely and go investigating things. So, guess I'm asking nicely."

2014-04-20 02:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin's recovered a little from embarrassment. He deadpans, "'Please' is usually a good word in this sort of situation, you realize..."

2014-04-20 02:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Pretty sure there's no way in hell I can say that with a straight face. Congrats, you said it for me, thanks."

2014-04-20 02:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You have an advantage over Adarin in that you might be able to pretend to be a witch - if you wind up with a flying bird daemon, or separate, or both - and witches more or less get to ignore national borders."

2014-04-20 02:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Aha. That might be fun. Can he not pretend to be a witch because he's a terrible liar, or something else?"

She eyes Isabella. Or, more specifically, her clothing.

"I'd have to wear that kind of thing, wouldn't I?"

2014-04-20 02:55 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Witches are all women.  We have to marry mortals to make more witches.  And yes, we wear this kind of thing."

2014-04-20 02:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Eh, we'll see what I get. Still holding out hope for the unicorn."

2014-04-20 02:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "Truly, a sight I want to see. My sister, riding a unicorn into battle. You would have to be in pink to really get the look down."

2014-04-20 02:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Large animals come out pygmy.  It would be very unlikely to have a riding-size unicorn."

2014-04-20 02:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Aw.  That's unfortunate."

2014-04-20 02:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I could see you with a bird though - not a little passerine songbird, though.  That or a cat of some kind.  Maaaybe a mustelid."

2014-04-20 03:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"If I had a little wussy songbird I would want a refund. Cat or mustelid would be fine, I guess. Never really thought about this kind of thing before. We'll see."Edited   2014-04-20 03:06 (UTC)


2014-04-20 03:5 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"My Pathalan wanted to be a dragon or a firefly, but we had to settle as a flying bird because we're a witch."

2014-04-20 03:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"A dragon would be kick-ass.  But it wouldn't be proper size, would it.  It would be tiny."

2014-04-20 03:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, he used to turn into cute little dragons, yea big," says Isabella, holding her hands a few feet apart.  "...Children's daemons can change shape, I don't think I mentioned, usual settling age is thirteen or fourteen, sometimes as young as ten or late as seventeen."

2014-04-20 03:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Damn.  Oh well," she shrugs. "I'm not gonna worry about it, I'll get what I get and go from there."

2014-04-20 03:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella nods.  "And then you will not be a weird zombie creature anymore."

2014-04-20 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




At a look from his sister, Adarin explains. "If you don't have a daemon in that plane, you're not considered a person. Thus, you are a weird zombie creature."

He enjoyed saying that way more than he should have.

2014-04-20 03:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Uh huh. Right, whatever. Guess it gives me a new avenue to insult the fuckwads that are in charge here, if they're not people. So, bonus."

2014-04-20 03:16 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I mean, you are clearly managing to be people despite not having, you know, souls.  Somehow.  But it's still kind of disturbing."Edited   2014-04-20 03:17 (UTC)


2014-04-20 03:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




Zeviana has a response to that -

2014-04-20 03:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




- but Adarin is not letting her say it. He calmly clamps a hand over her mouth and says pleasantly, "Not to my girlfriend.  You like her, remember?"

2014-04-20 03:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Mpfh," she responds in a grumpy tone.

She's released from gagging, and they go on as normal.

"Right then. So am I going now?  'Cause I can go now to funky animal friendship land."

2014-04-20 03:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You'll want to dress warmly.  And Adarin might want to collect some things.  And we have to find my mother, who is enjoying double moonlight and unfamiliar stars.  Otherwise I think we can go."

2014-04-20 03:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'll want to collect some things, yeah. Finding your mother's easy, though - scrying.  Though if she's starclad I am making my sister do it."

2014-04-20 03:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Love you too, dork."

2014-04-20 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I cannot promise that she isn't starclad.  I think she expects this introduction to take a while."

2014-04-20 03:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Pff. Nah, I'm easy. We're already introduced, and we'll figure out my funky lodging situation soon enough.  I'll grab some stuff, then I can go."

She gives them a little casual wave, then she walks off, disappearing into the maze.

2014-04-20 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So that was interesting," Isabella remarks to Adarin.

2014-04-20 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs,  a little. "Yeah.  I'm glad she didn't get yelly. That would have been awkward. But she likes you, so that's a plus."

2014-04-20 03:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Like I said, beats the alternative."

2014-04-20 03:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"So much so. Thank you for being patient. She means well, I swear."

2014-04-20 03:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I am currently convinced that she means neutrally, but that's good enough for most purposes."

2014-04-20 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snorts with laughter. "Okay, she means well to people she likes."

2014-04-20 03:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Fair enough.  I notice you did not actually identify or describe your assailant for her."

2014-04-20 03:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh goodness, didn't I? My, it must have slipped my mind."Edited   2014-04-20 03:37 (UTC)


2014-04-20 03:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs and kisses him.

2014-04-20 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He grins, and returns the kiss!

2014-04-20 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




That is a correct behavior!

"How long will it take to collect what you want from your house?"

2014-04-20 03:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"An hour, I would say. Most of it's just fluff I don't care about. I'll grab some more changes of clothes, some personal effects, and my notes on magic."

2014-04-20 03:42 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Anybody liable to drop in while you're doing it?  Are you going to formally announce your departure?"

2014-04-20 03:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Maybe to the first, and I'll just tell them to go away, to the second - no. Zeviana's probably going to do it for me.  I'll tell her not to kill anyone."

2014-04-20 03:46 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'd rather she didn't maim anyone, either.  Even said assailant has an - extremely flimsy, admittedly - excuse of arguable ignorance."

2014-04-20 03:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I have a list of things my sister is not allowed to do when she's doing something for me," says Adarin, amused. "She does usually follow it pretty well, she was kind of playing it up with you here so you wouldn't get the wrong impression of her.  Though she might end up punching my assailant if we see her. I can't really stop her from that one."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I would have shot her, but it would have been a kind of - heat of the immediate situation, thing, not a revenge thing."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"I know," he says, gently.  Her forehead gets a kiss. "For my sister - she wasn't there to help, so now she needs to... I suppose get it out of the way.  If there's anything she can't stand, it's being powerless."

2014-04-20 03:57 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella nods.

"Family resemblance?" she teases softly.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin chuckles. "Yeah, a bit."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"You aren't that much alike from what little I've seen of her otherwise, though.  And you are my favorite."  Snuggle.

2014-04-20 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggle! "We have some more similarities, but some of them are pretty subtle. I'm quite glad I'm your favorite, though.  Otherwise I would pout, and that would be terrible."Edited   2014-04-20 04:01 (UTC)
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Awwwww.  Don't pout, I love you and I'm about as far as 'comfortably tolerant' of her."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Hurray!  In that case, I won't pout."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




Nuzzle.  "Good."
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headunbowed: g. Sly




Someone's been eavesdropping. Not that she'll use it for anything, but her brother's not the only one who's paranoid. Isabella still meets with tentative approval, but of course that can change.

As if she hadn't been ready to go in three seconds flat, she emerges from the foliage.

"Alright, lovebirds, I'm ready to go."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella sits on her cloudpine again (why walk and risk falling?) and waves Adarin onto it.  "Next stop your house?  You're going to have to direct me, I still don't know my way around here well."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin joins her! "Possibly find your mother first. I'm going to take the wild guess that 'ana won't be able to get to the portal easily on her own. We might need to solicit a ride."
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headunbowed: (Default)




"It's really far away, isn't it.  Ugh, walking."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ranata will give you a lift," says Isabella.  "I'd offer to squeeze you on mine, but I'm afraid somebody would fall off."

2014-04-20 04:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Thanks," she says.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Will your mother react strangely to 'ana not having a daemon?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"She knew what to expect - she might be sort of uncomfortable, but not enough to be rude, I imagine."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hm, alright.  That's a problem that will solve itself well enough in time, considering the circumstances. Shall we go find her?  Do you need me to scry?"

He is hoping she is not starclad.  While he's sure Isabella got her good looks from somewhere, seeing his girlfriend's mother naked is not a thing he wants. Eternal youth or no... ick.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Let's see if we can spot her from the air; if not, yeah, scrying."

Ranata, mercifully, is wearing her silks and near enough to be just visible from above the planty maze.  Isabella collects her and awaits directions to Adarin's house.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Directions are given! Off they go, back to the night portion of the world, Adarin's sister in tow.  Whee!
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kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




(Ranata is pretty uncomfortable with a soulless zombie sharing her cloud-pine, but she is graceful about it.)
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




(Zeviana turns out to enjoy flying.  She bursts out into delighted laughter when they go up. That may or may not help with 'soulless zombie' status.)
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dark_light: (Default)




Eventually they arrive.

Before landing, Isabella circles the house, looking for the attempted or the successful daemon-snatchers if they should be lurking.  Just because there are no daemons here doesn't mean that people who commit atrocities are safe.

That might be Enathira.  Isabella glances at Adarin to gauge his reaction.Edited   2014-04-20 04:27 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin's eyes narrow, a little, but she can probably tell that he is trying very hard not to react. He doesn't call attention to her, or mention her in any way.  Someone who didn't know him might not notice much of a change at all.

2014-04-20 04:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




But there is someone who knows him extremely well. She's noticed.  A description isn't necessary when there's an equivalent of a neon sign hanging over her brother's head.

"Excuse me, Ranata, right? Could you put me down?  There's a thing I need to do."
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Oh?  Sure."

Ranata lands.
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




Zeviana gets off the cloudpine.  She heads towards Enathira. There is nothing friendly about her stance.  Nothing at all. She is in business mode, and her brother's the merciful one.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You want to land or stay up here?"

Enathira, for her part, was just passing by on some errand, and she speeds up when she spots Zeviana, for all the good that will do.Edited   2014-04-20 04:35 (UTC)
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headunbowed: (Default)




She laughs, soft, quiet. Speeding up will not help. A matched pace is easy enough to do.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"... Land, I don't want her to go too far," Adarin manages after a pause.
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dark_light: (Default)




Isabella alights across the street from Enathira.

Enathira breaks into a run.
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headunbowed: (Default)




Zeviana rolls her eyes. Running's also pretty easy to do. 

Except she's better at it. Catching up to her is simple, and then she just tackles her to the ground, rather than trying something fancy or delicate.  Zeviana is neither fancy, nor delicate.

"Hi," she says.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin is off of the cloudpine reasonably quickly, and winces at the tackle. He picks his way closer, a slightly pained expression on his face.  He does not want to go closer to Enathira.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella follows him, hand on his elbow.

Enathira makes a wretched and non-verbal noise.Edited   2014-04-20 04:47 (UTC)
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Oh fucking put a cork in it," growls Zeviana. "I'm not going to kill you, though you certainly deserve it you pathetic, worthless cunt.  Dearest brother would be mad at me."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"'Ana -"
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"- Nope.  Nope, Adarin, not listening to you.  Shoo.  Sister business."Edited   2014-04-20 04:52 (UTC)
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Enathira does not successfully put a cork in it.  She whimpers.

Isabella supervises, still keeping a steadying hand on Adarin's arm.
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headunbowed: (Default)




"Now. I have no idea what your name is, and frankly I don't give a damn. Allow me to tell you about my brother.  He's a huge, huge stickler for rules, likes to play fair. Likes to be honorable and all of that other shit. Thus, why you're alive, but that's not my point."

She leans in close. "You see, we know each other really, really well.  Sometimes, when we were little, we played a game together, rating things on a scale of one to ten... He'd always, always stay in between those two numbers.  Because he doesn't like exaggerating. Because he hates biased statements, because he doesn't like to make scales that would then be broken. He is not that kind of fucking person."

"So you fucking understand me when I say he rated what you did a twelve.  Fucking twelve. That is not torture levels. Trust me, I know my fucking torture, and he went past it.  That is fucking worse than death levels. Do you get that, you stupid bitch?"

2014-04-20 05:0 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Enathira continues in the vein of "unable to produce language when threatened".
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kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




Ranata is hanging back too far to hear this conversation but she is kind of alarmed anyway.
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"No? Okay.  Fine.  Whatever, I'm not really big on monologues anyway, but I feel like I should give it a fucking shot. Because hey, why not, right?" She laughs, softly.

"What I am good at are threats, because I back them up like nobody's fucking business. Touch my brother again, go near him again, hell - even fucking look at him, and I will do things so terrible to you that people don't even have names for them. I will take you far, far away, and no one will hear you as you scream and beg for fucking mercy that I won't ever give."

"Squeak once if you understand. Twice if you need me to go over anything."
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alicornucopia: (Default)






Squeak.

2014-04-20 05:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Damn right."

She gets off of Enathira, and calmly walks towards Isabella and Adarin.

"See, look.  Didn't even punch her," she says darkly.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin sighs.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Enathira scrambles to her feet and bolts.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Everything's okay, Mom," Isabella reports to Ranata.
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headunbowed: m. Never again




Zeviana walks back to Ranata, and explains, "That was the person who did the funky soul animal touching. Thank you for putting me down."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Adarin looks all sad and depressed.  Snuggle from Isabella?
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




All the snuggles he wants.
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kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Oh."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Good.  That's kind of what he needs right now.
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headunbowed: (Default)




"She will not be doing it again."
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kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"I guess that's why we left all our daemons behind."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"That's why.  Someone else tried to grab Path, but Adarin stopped her and she didn't try after that - they just don't get it here."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup. They're pretty much all terrible.  Let's grab Adarin's stuff and go," says Zeviana, business-like.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs Adarin until he indicates one way or another that he'd like to go pack.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He manages, after a little while. "Thanks," he says softly.

To his house. The broken window hasn't been repaired, and things are just as he left them.

Adarin's going to have trouble with this!  But he goes and retrieves stuff to take back.
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




His sister helps. She eyes the broken glass once, surmises what happened, and gets to work from there.
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dark_light: (Default)




Isabella helps put things identified for bringing along into containers.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Then everything desired is packed. It's time to go.Edited   2014-04-20 05:30 (UTC)
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella makes sure he is bundled up in his fluffy coat, then away they fly.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He is bundled in his fluffy coat without trouble. On the way, Adarin solicits snuggles.  He requires them.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




She snuggles him obligingly!

As far as she is concerned he need never lack for snuggles again.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He loves her so.

They reach the portal without further incident.

2014-04-20 05:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hidden, right?" surmises Zeviana. "Am I about to find out what my freaky soul animal is?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, it is.  His appeared before I even noticed he'd crashed my picnic," says Isabella.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zevi snorts. "Alright, let's find out, then. If it's something terrible I will demand a freaky soul animal refund."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You... realize this is permanent, right?  If you do not get along with your soul animal this is a sign of serious emotional problems, what you get is what you get, no take-backs?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"She understands," says Adarin. "She's just being flippant."
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Pretty much. Besides, it's better than the alternatives."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You could go back to living in your plant maze, I'm not gonna judge.  If you go through and get a snail, you will have a snail.  If you go through and you get a sardine you will have a medical emergency.  I cannot guarantee you will get something convenient, cool, or interesting."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup. Adarin, if I have a medical emergency do the obvious thing."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin sighs. "Right. Because you're going to do whatever you like."

He's seen this look on his sister before.  He knows how it goes.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yup.  So let's do the thing, and see what funky soul animal I get."
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"All right," says Isabella, shrugging, duty discharged, and she flies through the portal.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"You don't seem like a snail or a sardine to me," says Ranata reassuringly, and she follows her daughter.
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headunbowed: (Default)




They go through.  Once they're through the portal, a black bird appears next to her.

"Huh.  Well.  It's not a unicorn," she says.

"Please. Like I would prance around like that," replies her daemon, sounding distinctly female.

2014-04-20 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path is waiting for them, snuggled up to Vernaia.  He swoops up to Isabella for a perfunctory check-in, then goes to investigate the harrier.

"Hi," he says.  "I'm Pathalan.  I'm Isabella's."
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headunbowed: Daemon




"I don't have a name. Hi. I'm Zeviana's," replies the harrier.
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Huh," says Adarin, confused. "I thought it was normal for it to be the opposite gender? Or is it just random and I've only seen very convenient sets?"

Adarin motions for Isabella to land so he can check on Vern.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It's not really random," says Isabella, landing.  "Usually daemons are the opposite sex, but sometimes - much more often in people who are any kind of nonstandard in their gender or attractions or whatever - they're the same."
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Heh.  Yeah, sounds about right," says Zeviana.

Her daemon swoops down to inspect Vern, curiously. "And are you Adarin's?"
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Yes!  Hello, it's nice to see you! Adarin named me Vernaia."
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana overhears.  She bursts into helpless laughter, her hawk joining her in snickering.

"Oh - oh Adarin, Adarin you are the - absolute most sentimental dolt the world has ever seen.  Vernaia? Really?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...What am I missing?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"My uh - the man I consider to be a father was named Veron," explains Adarin sheepishly.

2014-04-20 06:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"At least you didn't name her Verona, that would be way worse, but even now it's still really obvious, you are a huge dork!"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Aww, I think it's sweet."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"What are you going to name yours?" asks Ranata of Zeviana.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I've got no idea. Never had to name something before - hey, not-a-unicorn, got any preferences for a name?"

"Not something sappy. I would never be able to take myself seriously."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin smiles, a bit. "Thanks.  It's kind of embarrassing now that Ana's brought attention to it, but I still liked the name."

Vern trills to her person, and he pets her, gently.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path says, "You could acquire a baby name book."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Eh, sure.  Where can I get one of those?"
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dark_light: o ~ path




"A bookstore.  Ranata, we are in rural Wyoming," Path adds, "if you want to fly home.  You can get to Salt Lake City if you go due southwest for a few hours."

2014-04-20 06:26 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Thanks.  I think I'll get out of here.  Thanks ever so for the chance to see another world!"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"No problem, Mom."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Thanks for taking me flying, it was fun," says Zeviana to Ranata. "And better than walking."

What?  She can be nice.  Sometimes.

"Bookstore, sure. Hey! Brother! How rich have you gotten, are you up to levels where you can swim in it, yet?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Strangely enough, I can't make an entire fortune appear in a month," replies Adarin dryly. "You're crushed, I know."
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Aww.  But I wanted to mooch!"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I have to figure out how to get ahold of all kinds of things before we can casually deploy offworld magic to revolutionize transportation," says Isabella.

"You don't have to buy a baby name book to look in it," says Path.
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Eh, fair enough. Where's the nearest bookstore, and should I dress up in the getup and pretend I'm a witch?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Nearest bookstore is in a little town fifteen miles that way," says Isabella, pointing north while her mother takes off, "I don't have any spare silk around, and I'm not sure how well you could pass for a witch unless you have a copy of Adarin's translation spell on to speak, oh, any Earthly language ever.  I'm starting to think you should hitch a ride with Ranata and see if you can convince our queen to adopt you."
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Translation spell I'll take in a heartbeat. But convincing a queen to adopt me?  What would I be adopted into? Honorary witchdom?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Backup for your story if you claim to be a witch.  Someplace both wildernessy and safe to crash.  A cultural example to imitate so you don't - I don't know, remark on expecting to die of old age or mention the possibility that your daemon could have been a sardine.  You'd need a little wrist tattoo -"  Isabella points at hers.  "And then you'd be covered by whole-clan deals with store chains and such.  MOM, COME BACK!" she hollers.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata loops back.  "What is it?"
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headunbowed: (Default)




"Hmm.  Well, what happens if they want me to prove it? 'Cause I've got magic, but I don't think it's the kind they think it is."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"We're talking about Zeviana doing witch drag, Mom," says Isabella.  "I think you could fake a simple demo spell, just speak a verse while you do it - you probably can't duplicate the effects of disappearing runes or herbs, though.  People don't usually insist on seeing complicated magic.  Can you fake the cloud-pine?"
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yeah, I can. This is sounding kind of fun. Would they ask me to do stuff, or would it just be, 'Show up at the parties' or something?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"The queen?  We have a fairly reasonable queen, you might have to do some offworld magic for the clan but nothing arduous.  There aren't really parties."
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Well I could probably just say, 'Hey, I've got new magic, I want to join you, take me in' and not bother with all of that crap at all. I mean like, how willing are you to lie to your queen?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"For your convenience?  Not."
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headunbowed: (Default)




"Thaanks. So honesty's gonna be the best policy?  Fessing up to not being witchy at all from the get go?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you want to interact with the clan, yes.  If you'd rather wander off into the wilds of Wyoming, find a bit of national park no one is using, and make a new plant maze, there's no reason the queen needs to learn you exist at this juncture."
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headunbowed: g. Sly




"Hmmmm," she says, thinking. "On one hand, hot powerful magic witches.  On the other hand, annoying."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm so glad your priorities are in order," says Adarin.
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup.  Eh, I'll talk to witch queen.  If it doesn't seem like my kind of thing I'll just ditch and run off to the wilderness.  Make another maze."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mom, can you handle - quiet introductions?  New exciting magic, adopt-a-witch, by the way not technically a witch, other world, hush-hush?"
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Yes, I think so."
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yay!  I get to be a not-witch.  This'll definitely be fun."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"That fills me with fear and concern, you realize."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"So just about normal for you! Have fun, I'm going running off with hot witches!"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Please try not to give me too many headaches."

Vern goes and nuzzles unnamed daemon.  Nuzzle, nuzzle.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Eh, maybe."

The hawk doesn't know how to feel about this!  But... Nuzzle, nuzzle?  She guesses?
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Maybe this wasn't a good idea," mutters Isabella under her breath.
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kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




Ranata shrugs and invites Zeviana onto her cloudpine.  "Mind you find a way to sit so I'm not liable to touch your daemon by accident.  I doubt she can keep up with the branch," she says.

2014-04-20 07:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Softly, Adarin says to Isabella, "Another witch surrounded by witches is far less obvious than a strange set of obviously magical plants out in the wilderness."

2014-04-20 07:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yup! Thanks," says Zeviana, hopping aboard the cloudpine.  Her daemon follows along after, finding a nice spot to cling to that's out of the way.

2014-04-20 07:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"If Pathalan had been female we were thinking Lecasryn," remarks Ranata, taking off again.  "A lot of daemon names are unisex, but we thought that one sounded more feminine."

2014-04-20 07:13 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm worried she'll irritate the queen," Isabella murmurs back.

2014-04-20 07:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Hmmm.  That's pretty.  Hey, not-a-unicorn.  Want to be named that?"

"I like it," replies the hawk.

"We've got a winner.  Thanks!"

2014-04-20 07:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ah.  Well. I know my sister, so - what's the queen like? Ana's pretty happy to leave well enough alone if she respects all parties involved.  I doubt she'd look on a queen of witches with contempt."

2014-04-20 07:17 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"You're welcome!  I'm glad you like it."

2014-04-20 07:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"The queen is sensible enough that I have never spent longer than ten minutes contemplating her overthrow.  But she's formal - in a very witchy way - and kind of... cold?"

"Impersonal," suggests Path.

"Yeah.  Her daemon won't talk to people, either, only other daemons, which I completely neglected to mention as being a thing before they left... Anyway, what I see her doing is getting an outline of Zeviana's abilities, producing a list of things she'd like for the clan - significant enough to be an edge, not so big that Québec or whoever else has a lousy queen this century falls on our heads trying to poach our new stuff, big enough to demonstrate commitment and good faith on Zeviana's part and pave the way for bigger asks later but not big enough to really eat into her time right away.  I'm not sure how much stock to put in my read of her, though."Edited   2014-04-20 07:23 (UTC)


2014-04-20 07:22 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Zeviana smiles. "So any witchy traditions that I should be aware of?  Or do I just get to run around in the witchy getup and have people not mess with me, no extra complication?"

2014-04-20 19:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Hmm.  I don't think she'll mind doing magic for them or favors and such - as long as it's not an entirely one sided situation.  The problem is if the queen tries to tell my sister how to go about the things she'd like done, or gets particularly controlling.  I didn't try and tell her not to go, for example."

He snickers, a little. "Even though she didn't have the translation spell."

2014-04-20 19:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, yikes, she doesn't, does she.  Well, maybe Ranata translating for her will help smooth things over as regards cultural missteps.  Can you explain the spell to her over the phone when she realizes?"

2014-04-20 19:53 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It's a little hard to describe a culture from the inside!  The things I'm most aware of as 'witch things' are biological, or obviously related to biology - the lack of nudity taboo is because we're unharmed by cold and we can feel starlight and moonlight, for instance.  Our daemons are always flying birds... we all learn to use bows and daggers, more or less well, and cast our kind of magic..."

2014-04-20 19:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hopefully. It might work, but it would take a while. Absurdly complicated spell, remember," he explains. "She might get annoyed with it and just tell me to teleport there and cast it on her. Or, she teleports here and demands it.  Either one."

2014-04-20 19:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




As she listens, Zeviana grins a little. "Oh, I'm going to like hanging out with witches.  You sound fun."

2014-04-20 19:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I guess that works.  Teleporting sure makes life easier, doesn't it?"

2014-04-20 20:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"I think so!  Oh, and we don't use money when we can avoid it.  The clan lands are self-sufficient, more or less, but if we prefer civilization-type standards of living and need things from mortal producers we trade favors."

2014-04-20 20:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yup!  It's a wonderful, wonderful thing."

2014-04-20 20:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Favors mean more than money and are less easy to steal," says the not-witch in-training, understanding. "I am seeing no downsides.  Witches are officially kick-ass."

2014-04-20 20:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Speaking of which, I'm going to ask the alethiometer whether teleporting will allow rapid separation.  I should've asked it for you; I need to get more used to checking things instead of going with my best guess.  If Zeviana's going to pass for a witch..."

2014-04-20 20:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"And it means you don't have to set a fixed price and transact with just anybody who wanders by with the right number of dollars," nods Ranata.  "It's only inconvenient if we want something from someone who doesn't want anything, but there's usually something to be done, and the clan has done some large favors for some chain stores so anyone can show an Olympic clan tattoo and get what they need from any instance of that store."

2014-04-20 20:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin offers cuddles! "It's alright, Vern and I managed well enough. Ana might eventually want to be separated for practical applications and for passing as a witch, though - so the alethiometer is a good idea."

2014-04-20 20:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Ooooh.  Sweet! Now I really like you guys. Just walking in, showing a tattoo and walking out with what I need is way less hassle. I'm good with helping with large favors for not having to put up with that."

2014-04-20 20:14 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Snuggles!  "Yeah.  I'll ask it."

Off she goes to set up alethiometer and thingamajigs and compose her question.

2014-04-20 20:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You'd need to get the tattoo, of course, but I bet you and the queen can work something out."

2014-04-20 20:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Heh, probably.  I can play ball if favors are the kinds of things you do. Nice and straight-forward."

2014-04-20 20:18 (UTC)





Chamomile

clannish





dark_light: (Default)




Isabella consults the alethiometer.

"Well," she sighs, "the ambiguously good news is, I think these variously phrased responses add up to: teleporting to separate works fine and won't kill her, but it condenses all the unpleasantness into the single moment.  But at least it'll be over with quickly."




"Witches all have two names," it occurs to Ranata to say.  "We mostly use the first, unless we're being formal or distinguishing between two with the same first name, and then it's both.  Ranata Ekamma; Isabella Amariah.  Like that.  What's your full name?"

2014-04-20 13:26





This is a branch point. Multiple story threads start here. This is the first thread.





prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin winces at this pronouncement. "Yeah, that... Would be painful. I think my sister would prefer it over as quickly as possible, though. Can't say I blame her.

2014-04-20 20:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I would have still done it the long way, I think, if presented with the options - but I was a special case, I promised Path that if he really couldn't stand it I would come back.  He held out okay."

2014-04-20 20:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Aww.  That's very sweet of you," he pronounces. "I probably should have talked it over with Vern more, but we'd been avoiding the subject because it bothered both of us."

2014-04-20 20:36 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods.  "We had lots of time to anticipate it.  We were a slightly late settle - not enormously late, just closer to my fifteenth birthday than my fourteenth."

2014-04-20 20:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Makes sense. Part of me wants to have seen what growing up with a daemon would be like, but I realize for that to be true I wouldn't have any magic at all.  And that would be terrible."

2014-04-20 20:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, I liked it, but I can't imagine any other way to grow up in enough detail to compare."

"It was fun when I could change," says Path wistfully.

2014-04-20 20:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Eh, I could explain what I had if you like, but my childhood was a little different from the standard, I believe."

"Awww," pronounces Vern.  Path gets snuggles for his trouble. "I like you as you are.  Soft and cuddly!"

2014-04-20 20:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm curious anyway," says Isabella.

Snuggles.  "I like being an owl, but it was nice to be able to have hands, or get things that fell under the couch, or try out different limbs.  I liked having fur.  I liked glowing."

2014-04-20 20:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Hmm.  Well, with daemons in particular - we just didn't have them and there was only us. I think childhood might have been less whimsical because of it, possibly. In a more general sense - my biological father died before I was born, and my mother wasn't... Healthy, mentally. So that probably colors the rest of it - Veron helped a lot with that part.  He was a good man," says Adarin, softly.

"It does sound like a lot of fun," says Vern. "I think I like as I am, but I would have liked to try flying properly. Or seeing what fur was like, or any number of things. What was it like to glow?"

2014-04-20 20:53 (UTC)









dark_light: j ~ throat




"How did you wind up so close to him if you weren't biologically related?" Isabella asks.

"It's hard to describe," says Path.  "It's a little like moonlight, backwards, but you can't feel moonlight either."

2014-04-20 20:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Oh, well.  That's sort of a complicated situation.  I think my caretakers would have kicked him out entirely if they could have, but he helped keep my mother calm, so there he stayed. They kept us by her for the same reason, though she wasn't actually any good at motherhood. He noticed us and decides that we needed more than just - lessons and rules and things to do and things people wanted us to be. So, honorary fatherhood."

Vern giggles a little. "No, but it's nice to hear you describe it.  Maybe there's a spell so that you can be a glowing owl and feel it again?"

2014-04-20 20:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"That does sound really complicated," says Isabella.

"If somebody cast a spell on me to make me glow I wouldn't be doing the glowing," sighs Path.

2014-04-20 21:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeah. I mean, it doesn't seem like it when you know the entire situation, but trying to explain it all is interesting.  I can try, if you like?"

"Adarin's good at spells. He might be able to find a way," suggests Vern. "But I'll understand if you don't want to try it."

2014-04-20 21:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I want to know all about it," says Isabella.  "Whatever pace of explanation is comfy for you works for me."

"It was only partly about actually glowing, anyway.  I liked being a-thing-that-could-glow," says Path.

2014-04-20 21:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles, and kisses her cheek. "Thanks.  Well, um... Obvious start is what happened with my mother, since it colored my and my sister's situation. Good place to start?"

"Ahh, I see." Nuzzle, nuzzle. "I'm sorry. You must have been beautiful."

2014-04-20 21:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure."

"Isabella didn't find it as interesting when I was a firefly.  Bug daemons aren't very useful, and daemons who settle that way can get hurt easily," says Path.  "But it was nice that I got to try."

2014-04-20 21:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Right, well. Usually when people like her are born, they get a normal childhood and they go conquering because no one can really stop them.  But, some of the mages in power were paranoid of getting conquered, so they were on the lookout for another one.  Thus, they found my mother. She got - I was never clear on how they actually got her, but got her they did. Raised her from birth, all is well. Except half-bloods - that's what we call them, we think they're half-fae - are pretty much walking time bombs, because they're essentially doomed to invariably lose their minds."

He sounds rather sad, explaining this.  But cuddles help, with the telling.

"Oh," replies Vern, wistfully. "Makes sense.  I wish I could have tried it."

2014-04-20 21:15 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Cuddles.  Attentive listening.

"You are lovely as you are," murmurs Path, snuggling her.

2014-04-20 21:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"So, political drama, some people didn't like that others had an incredibly powerful walking timebomb on their hands. She ended up getting - Veron worded it as 'creatively inspired rescue' but it was essentially kidnapping.  Nice and well-motivated kidnapping, but perhaps the story's biased," explains Adarin. "Since Veron was the kidnapper and or rescuer."

"Aww, thank you," she replies, snuggling back. "As are you. It would have been hard to cuddle you if you were a firefly."

2014-04-20 21:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"He was with some - other faction?" asks Isabella.

"Yes, that's another problem.  At least I was never tempted to be a flea for longer than it took to test the claim in that one book about how high they can jump," says Path.

2014-04-20 21:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yup! I think of them as the, 'Let's not all be jerks to each other' faction, but again, biased. I might be wrong. They're not exactly around to ask, anymore. So, she goes with them, falls in love, and uh -" he coughs. "Things progress from there and that was how I and my sister were made. I am a possible  Stockholm Syndrome baby, admittedly."

"That would be terrible! You're not even remotely flea-ish, though I guess I don't know daemons well enough to judge properly."

2014-04-20 21:27 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I am very impressed that your translation spell can do 'Stockholm syndrome'."  (Snuggles.)

"I am not flea-ish," agrees Path.  "You'll pick it up, and nobody's perfect at predicting anyway."

2014-04-20 21:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "That one was Wikipedia, actually. I spent an absurd amount of time looking at things there. Not all of it was completely useful."

"I have so much to learn about being a daemon!  But I like it, it's nice. It's the kind of thing to look forward to."

2014-04-20 21:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You still have to look up 'feminism'.  But finish your story first."

"Good," says Path, nuzzling Vernaia.Edited   2014-04-20 21:34 (UTC)


2014-04-20 21:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I never said it was a perfect method to learn all about a culture.  Regardless! So the people that had my mother took offense to losing her and wanted her back. They went to go make that happen, my mother's erstwhile lover was killed, and she sort of - snapped.  Lots of people died.  Veron was the one who managed to calm her down, because of course he treated her like a person during the kidnapping and or rescue and became friends."

"Also, the cuddles are pretty awesome."

2014-04-20 21:37 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I guess that's... not as bad as it could have been."

"They aaaaare," sighs Path, adjusting his wing around her.

2014-04-20 21:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah. So they had a bit of a standoff with the remaining members of the people who had raised her - Veron might have been able to get my mother to kill them, but that risked several things, like not being able to calm her down after she started and the death tolls reaching ridiculous amounts.  So, he agreed to go with them if he could keep her calm and they could not murder him."

Vern trills happily, snuggling Path. "So are you, too. But you knew that already."

2014-04-20 21:42 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Reasonable decision, all things considered."

"Yes.  Yes I did," says Path.

2014-04-20 21:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Pretty much. So - our mother had us, and they decided that they weren't going to touch her for fear of her freaking out again and causing mass murders. But us, they could use. Ironically enough, neither of us fit the role they wanted us for at all.  Zeviana didn't want to get married off and bear lots of children, and I didn't - er.  Sleep around."

"Good! If you didn't, I would have to remind you."

2014-04-20 21:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...I am now imagining you interacting with a bunch of people who want you to be promiscuous for the sake of the magical gene pool and I am generating kind of hilarious mental images.  Correct me if it was more depressing than 'adorable with lots of blushing'."

"I am sure you would," says Path.

2014-04-20 21:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers, a little, blushing. "I mean, I guess it was kind of adorable? Most of it was just annoying, though. I didn't like any of my options as potential partners, so I just... Didn't do that. Then more people would bother me to sleep with them and I'd just want them to go away because they were annoying and I had a cool spell to work on."

Nuzzle, nuzzle. "I'm also glad that I can cuddle. If I were a bug that would be terrible."

2014-04-20 21:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I am glad you don't think I'm annoying."

"Yes.  I mean, I suppose people who settle as bugs aren't necessarily very cuddly people to begin with."

2014-04-20 21:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You aren't!  You're delightful, brilliant, funny, creative... and lots of other things that would take a while to say.  Their method was mostly just - 'Behold, I am female and pretty, therefore we should make babies' and I just found that bewildering."

"True. Maybe there's a really cuddly dragonfly somewhere that we just don't know, though?"

2014-04-20 22:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Whereas I was all 'I'm female, pretty, and want to send Yambe Akka into retirement'..."

"Maybe," says Path.  "I don't think we've ever met someone with a dragonfly personally."

2014-04-20 22:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Yeah. That's pretty amazing, all in all."

"Ah, well.  Maybe I will! Then I can tell you if they're cuddly or not," says Vern brightly.

2014-04-20 22:5 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Snuggle.

"I will listen to your report with interest," giggles Path.

2014-04-20 22:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle! "They only started trying drugs when I proved to not want to screw everything female that moved."

"Good!  It will be an interesting report."

2014-04-20 22:8 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Isabella sobers.  "They never got far with that, did they?"

Path trills happily.

2014-04-20 22:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"No.  I mean, a few times I spent a day or two in my room with the door locked trying to get over whatever the thing they gave me was, but they never actually managed to - uh.  Take advantage. The first time it happened it was close, but Ana was there and stopped that one pretty handily."

Vern snuggles Path. This is helping quite a bit with keeping Adarin and Isabella's conversation less sad, at least on Adarin's end.

2014-04-20 22:13 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs her boyfriend.

Path is glad to help.

2014-04-20 22:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Hugs! "It's alright. That's what twins are for.  There was a lot of looking out for each other."

"Now that we're going to officially live here - is there any problem with us just staying with you? We don't mind moving out if it makes you uncomfortable."

2014-04-20 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Makes sense," says Isabella.

"Nooooo stay," laughs Path.  "We like you to be here with us."

2014-04-20 22:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah. She's still not very cuddly, though," Adarin says.

Vern giggles, and nuzzles Path. "That's what we wanted, but we didn't want to push."

2014-04-20 22:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I noticed she didn't hug me.  False advertising."

"Where would you even go?" wonders Path.

2014-04-20 22:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Well, maybe she will eventually. I think she was preoccupied with being angry with me, then being angry at other things."

"We don't know. We'd probably solicit alethiometer answers, or something. It doesn't matter now, though, we get to stay with you!"

2014-04-20 22:25 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"She does seem to have quite a reserve of anger.  Not that it was all unjustified."

"Yes.  Good," says Path.

2014-04-20 22:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah.  You haven't seen her when she's not angry, unfortunately.  She can be rather nice when she's not. Not cuddly, though. The hugs she gave me were rare, special things."

Vern shifts in the snuggles to scoot her head under Path's. "We like it here so much."

2014-04-20 22:31 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Charlie used to tell me that anyone who stops being nice when they have feelings isn't being nice at all.  I've never been sure how much I agree with him."

"Good."

2014-04-20 22:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm.  Well. It's kind of hard to explain, since she's just always been there and I'm just used to her. It's like her feelings are subtle or quiet, and anger's the strongest because she has so much reason to be angry. So while she can be nice when she's angry, it's not the first thing you see."

2014-04-20 22:36 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I'm not sure I follow."

2014-04-20 22:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"This is surprisingly difficult to do. She's nice, but for a large portion of her life being nice got her into more and more trouble.  So she hides it, disguises it and lashes out because she was hurt and doesn't want it to happen again. Does that make more sense?"

2014-04-20 22:45 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yeah.  Defense mechanism."

2014-04-20 22:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Pretty much. It's actually kind of depressing."

2014-04-20 22:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It sounds it.  Poor Zeviana.  I hope she likes the clan better."

2014-04-20 22:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Me too. If she doesn't, though, I think she'll do better in this plane in general because the people who hurt her aren't present."

2014-04-20 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Until we import a lot of refugees."

2014-04-20 22:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Actually, most if not all of the refugees wouldn't be people that hurt her.  But if that changes, then - well.  I will tell them to stay away from my sister."

2014-04-20 22:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Does that tend to work?"

2014-04-20 22:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"It usually does, because Ana kind of frightens a lot of them."

2014-04-20 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I guess that's reasonable."

2014-04-20 22:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"She has been known to cause large amounts of property damage when they try to make her do things. That probably helped."

2014-04-20 23:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"What did they want her to do, besides get married and pop out babies?"

2014-04-20 23:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"To be a good little girl and do exactly what she was told," says Adarin in a deadpan.

2014-04-20 23:2 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, yes - but what is the content of 'what she was told'?"

2014-04-20 23:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Where to be at a certain time, what to wear, how to act, what to say, how to eat, what sorts of hobbies she could have - that sort of thing.  They wanted her to be perfect."

2014-04-20 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"That seems like the sort of thing with an obvious backfiring risk."

2014-04-20 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"It worked on my mother.  So I suppose they thought it would work for her, too. Technically they did the kind of thing with me as well, but most of the things I like to do were fine with them. So."

2014-04-20 23:7 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"At what point did she run off to live in a planty maze?"

2014-04-20 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, we technically first escaped when the world got invaded. Some things happened, but immediately after that she ran off to live in a pretty maze."Edited   2014-04-20 23:12 (UTC)


2014-04-20 23:10 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"'Some things happened', huh?"

2014-04-20 23:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Shortish story? I knocked myself out holding up the shield, Ana wanted to kill all invaders ever, but she couldn't because the mages were leaving and taking me with them, so she went, too. Right after that was when she got upset with me, because I didn't want to just - leave the people in their influence. She just wanted to get away."

2014-04-20 23:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I can kind of sympathize with her, but most of my impulses lie more along the lines of pathological amounts of helpfulness, so..."

2014-04-20 23:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He snickers. "I love you. Yeah, I'm about the same.  I get where she's coming from and didn't try to stop her any more than presenting my argument, but I couldn't make the same decision."

2014-04-20 23:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I love you too."

Kisses?

2014-04-20 23:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




As if there could be any doubt.

Kisses!

2014-04-20 23:19 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Kissesssssssss.

2014-04-20 23:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin supports this plan.  Kisses. All of the kisses.

2014-04-20 23:21 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Really?  All of them?  That's pretty impressive.  There are so many.  And they come in so many kinds, too.

2014-04-20 23:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Yup.  He supports them all, and their various pros and cons. Diversity is important.

2014-04-20 23:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




What a lucky witch is his girlfriend.

2014-04-20 23:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He does love making her happy! 

2014-04-20 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




It's entirely reciprocal.

2014-04-20 23:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Hurray! Look at them, caring about each other's happiness. 

2014-04-20 23:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




It's such fun, after all.  They are such caring peop-

Isabella's phone rings.  She gives it a dirty look, picks it up, inspects the identity of the caller, and flips it open.  "Mom?"

2014-04-20 23:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Sigh.  Well.  It's not as bad as their first kiss's interruption.  Barely.

Adarin is annoyed, but - whatever. Her mother didn't know.

2014-04-20 23:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella pets his hair and says, "Sure."  She hands the phone to Adarin.  "It's your sister."Edited   2014-04-20 23:41 (UTC)


2014-04-20 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Of course it is," he sighs, taking the phone.

"Yes?" he asks, a little bit testily. He sighs again, and continues, "Yes. Oh, shut up, Ana. No, no that is not going to be what we're talking about, what do you want? Uh huh. I forgot? That was you, you're the one who flew off.  No. Extra, special no. Because Isabella needs me to not throw my mana at teleporting for a favor. Fine, but not right at this very moment."

He rolls his eyes. "Yes.  Fine.  Goodbye, Ana."

Click.

"Well that was badly timed."

2014-04-20 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's okay.  Remind me to turn my phone off next time though."

2014-04-20 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He snickers. "Yeah. That - would probably help." 

"She uh - knows, by the way," adds Adarin sheepishly.

2014-04-20 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That we were...?  Well, that's kind of weird, but I'll live."

2014-04-20 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I mean I didn't tell her, she just kind of... Figured it out," he continues, blushing.

2014-04-21 00:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Is it because no other timing for an interruption could have irked you that precise amount, or something?"

2014-04-21 00:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Pretty much, yeah."

Blush, blush, blush.

2014-04-21 00:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Awww."  Snuggles.

2014-04-21 00:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Snuggles! "Also I think she's a bit of a pervert sometimes.  It just happened to be right this time."

2014-04-21 00:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Has she guessed this before?"

2014-04-21 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yup. Never been right about it, before, though."

2014-04-21 00:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I have been operating under the assumption that I took your virginity."

2014-04-21 00:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin blushes furiously. "You'd be correct."

2014-04-21 00:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Vice-versa, if there was doubt - I wasn't being shy, I just never met anybody sufficiently appealing to bother."

2014-04-21 00:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Aww.  I'm flattered, Isabella."

Nuzzle.

2014-04-21 00:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Nuzzle, nuzzle.  "You definitely qualify as sufficiently appealing."

2014-04-21 00:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Well now he just has to kiss her!

2014-04-21 00:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Oooooh!  Score!

2014-04-21 00:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Kisses are lovely - hopefully this time they won't be interrupted!

2014-04-21 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Isabella interrupts them.  Briefly.  To turn off her phone.

2014-04-21 00:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He loves her. She's smart.

2014-04-21 00:16 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




She's very smart.

And she loooooves her boyfriend.

2014-04-21 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Hurray!  Mutually beneficial relationship!

2014-04-21 00:18 (UTC)





The previous branch has ended. This is thread #2.





headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Zeviana Taviri Sorelas. Don't much like my middle name, though, if it's a better idea to just have two names."

2014-04-20 20:32 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, maybe you'll need that baby name book after all.  Or you could pick a goddess's name.  Isabella's second name is from a goddess."

2014-04-20 20:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Sure.  I don't really like my last name, either, honestly.  What goddesses are there to choose from?"

2014-04-20 20:37 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"Kas Petaal, Evisa Iannakara, Yambe Akka - she's not very popular for naming children after, though - Segaard Oskei, Farakhel Nimah, Amariah Lytess, and Memma Belir.  Naming girls after them usually has nothing to do with their portfolios, unlike birth blessings, but I can tell you about their domains anyway."

2014-04-20 20:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"That would be great, what kinds of things do they do?"

2014-04-20 20:40 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Yambe Akka isn't very popular because her strongest association is death, but she also does - mercy, winter, calm, starlight.  Ice, circles.  Kas Petaal has a male aspect and minds our beloved mortals - the verses usually say 'husbands and sons' but she can stretch to cover friends and the like.  Sacrificial magic, autumn, violence, that sort of thing.  Evisa Iannakara is Isabella's blessing goddess; Isabella's blessing is for the goddess's focus on the cerebral, it's a mental protection, though my mother was trying to get a blessed runecaster.  She does art, time, water, curiosity... Segaard Oskei is spring, healing, the sun, motherhood, rain, herbs, music.  Farakhel Nimah is summer and fire and animals and war - not violence, war, they're distinguished - curses.  Amariah Lytess, whose name Isabella bears, covers verse magic and daemons and weather in general and protection spells... and Memma Belir does flight and sleep and friendship and wind.  I'm forgetting some details, I'm not a theologian."

2014-04-20 20:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




Zeviana makes a 'hmm' sound. "None of them are really jumping out at me as, 'That one, pick that one' but Zeviana Nimah rolls off the tongue reasonably well. Think it fits?"

2014-04-20 20:48 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Zeviana Nimah.  Sounds good to me."

2014-04-20 20:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Cool.  I think I'll just drop the names I don't like, I never used 'em anyway. Zeviana Nimah it is!"

2014-04-20 20:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, let's not get ahead of ourselves, I think the queen will like you but you should probably be making a suggestion to her, not presenting her with your false identity and assuming she'll back it."

2014-04-20 20:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Aww.  Makes sense, though.  Zeviana Nimah it will be sometime in the foreseeable future. Eventually."

2014-04-20 20:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata nods.  "I know there are more things to know about witches, but I'm drawing a blank - do you have any questions?" she asks.

2014-04-20 21:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hmmm. What's starlight like?"

2014-04-20 21:3 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"I've never heard a description that really did it justice.  It's sort of... I'd say it's like being snowed on, but we'd experience snow differently, since you don't find cold irrelevant..."

2014-04-20 21:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Aw.  Oh well. I'm glad it's nice, though."

2014-04-20 21:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"It's lovely.  Your world has beautiful stars, and moons."

2014-04-20 21:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Yeah.  Pity about the people, though," says Zeviana. "I kinda feel bad for that world, honestly.  It didn't do anything wrong, and now suddenly it's just tainted by the assholes that decided to crash there."

2014-04-20 21:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I don't think the planet itself is likely to mind, do you?"

2014-04-20 21:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Eh, I dunno. Maybe.  Pretty sure the last one's pissed with us."

2014-04-20 21:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"What's that mean?"

2014-04-20 21:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"'Cause we invited some magical guys over from another plane for tea and crumpets and they proceeded to wreck the place. We ditched rather than punching them out. I was against it, but Adarin was out of commission and I didn't want those bastards to get at him while he was out. So I went, too."

2014-04-20 21:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"I don't think I heard anything about this."

2014-04-20 21:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Adarin kind of doesn't like to talk about it. I don't care, it was a thing that happened and another reason for me to hate them. I've got lots."

2014-04-20 21:34 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"Why were these people invited in the first place?"

2014-04-20 21:35 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Because those people are stupid and greedy bastards. They wanted magic.  Oh boy did they get it."

2014-04-20 21:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: k ~ take all afternoon




"Therein lies a tale, I suspect."

2014-04-20 21:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Which part? Wanting magic's pretty obvious, but getting it - eh.  Pretty straightforward.  They were used to being the top dogs, with only other mages to deal with.  Not so much, in this case, and they got conquered rather than doing the conquering."

2014-04-20 21:44 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"You realize I'm missing a lot of context here?  I don't understand half what you're getting at."

2014-04-20 21:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Oh, right, sorry.  Uh, basically - mages are a bunch of conquerors, and have been like that for a while. I guess it didn't go that way with witches, but with us - like you hand them power and they're like, 'Let's go oppress some peasants, that sounds like a great idea!' So they did that, except our magic dwindles over generations. So they're constantly afraid of losing it.  Thus - trying to find more options for it. Personally I don't give a damn about any of that crap, and neither does my brother, but they do."

2014-04-20 21:50 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It didn't go that way with witches," confirms Ranata.  "We don't have the - dwindling problem, and while there are places in our history where mortals have come off the worse for knowing us, this is mostly an individual matter, not larger populations."

2014-04-20 21:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Ours did large populations.  I dunno why. I mean there are specific individuals that suffered too because they caught someone's eye, but large-scale was a thing they did a lot."

2014-04-20 21:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"I wonder why."

2014-04-20 22:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"I mean my brother's got some theories but honestly I don't care as much.  It's a thing they do, and they should stop."

2014-04-20 22:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Well - I won't argue there."

2014-04-20 22:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zevi smiles a little. "I like you.  You're pretty cool.  I might just blanket that towards all witches and maybe be like, 'I should have been this, I would be way happier' or something."

2014-04-20 22:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Well, if you were, your brother wouldn't have any magic, which he seems pretty attached to, but perhaps you'll get the best of both worlds.  So to speak."

2014-04-20 22:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yeah, him not having magic would suck. He likes it a lot. So I guess this works out alright, I'm glad he's happy. Best of both worlds would be great, though!"

2014-04-20 22:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I recommend making a good impression on the queen."

2014-04-20 22:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I'm not quite sure how to do that, but I guess I can try.  How do I make a good impression? Adarin's not here to give me cheat sheets on people, so you get to stand in for him."

2014-04-20 22:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"Well - she's a queen.  So, be respectful, and polite.  She won't like it if there are secrets kept from her, either.  And if her daemon is present at the time your Lecasryn should talk to him."

2014-04-20 22:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Hm.  Okay, I can do that. I already promised full honesty mode, so I'll just do that.  Hey, Lecasryn, don't screw this up for me!"

"I'll try," sighs the hawk.

2014-04-20 22:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"Her daemon might be somewhere else.  If you're going to pass for a witch and hold up to any scrutiny you'll need to separate."

2014-04-20 22:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




"Adarin managed it, right? Then I'll probably be fine. It sounds bad, but I've been through bad things before. What does it involve?"

2014-04-20 22:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Walking away.  A few hundred yards tends to do it.  There's a sort of wasteland, very far north, where daemons can't go, and that makes it easier, but it's not necessary."

2014-04-20 22:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Eh, okay. I might poke my brother for tips first because he knows me and will know what would help me out."

2014-04-20 22:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"That makes sense."

2014-04-20 22:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yeah. He's pretty good at translating things for me. Like for half of our childhood he was slipping me magic notes because he could teach me better than the people who were trying to."

2014-04-20 22:47 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Magic notes?  Are these notes about magic, or notes that are themselves magic?"Edited   2014-04-20 22:47 (UTC)


2014-04-20 22:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Notes about magic. Like rather than using big fancy words he'd switch to explaining concepts and it would all just make sense."

2014-04-20 22:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Your kind of magic seems very different from witchcraft.  I wonder if any of it even applies across systems or if it would be like trying to use - color theory to predict the weather."

2014-04-20 22:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I dunno! I don't know about your magic and Adarin's the magic nerd anyway.  I just kind of do stuff sometimes. I'm good with plants."

2014-04-20 22:53 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I suspect the queen will want you to help with the herb gardens.  Maybe the food plants too."

2014-04-20 22:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Sure. What kinds of ways of helping?  Just making them grow faster, or making them immune to pests and diseases and stuff, oooor...?"

2014-04-20 22:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Those sound good.  All the plots on the clan lands have climate control and watering handled; we have more trouble with weeds, and with getting yields up."

2014-04-20 22:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Oh, that's easy. Weeds are pretty simple, I just make them not want to grow in certain areas. Then for yields, I just help out the ones that I want to grow."

2014-04-20 22:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I think you and the queen will get along famously."

2014-04-20 22:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Good!  Because I still think I like you guys."

2014-04-20 23:1 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Hopefully the opinion will persist when you've met more than two of us."

2014-04-20 23:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Yeah.  I mean, I dunno, other witches might be terrible and then I'd just leave.  I'd have to see."

2014-04-20 23:3 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Well, I don't think they're terrible, but I might be biased."

2014-04-20 23:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Heh.  That's okay, I'll see what they're like."

2014-04-20 23:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Most of the clan isn't on clan lands at any given time.  My husband lives within easy flying distance, so I split my time, but plenty of witches settle elsewhere and rarely visit.  Others grow up on the territory, though."

2014-04-20 23:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Oh? That sounds pretty nice. I'd be annoyed if I had to stick around one area all the time."

2014-04-20 23:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Not at all.  Isabella apprenticed for a while with an Olympic witch who lives on the other side of the country entirely, although she quit recently to do things I don't fully understand with Adarin and his magic.  And now she has that house in Wyoming."

2014-04-20 23:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




Zeviana snorts. "Magic nerds.  I swear."

2014-04-20 23:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"I sometimes teach little witches introductory magic when there's a batch of them around, though I'm not as intense about the subject as Isabella."

2014-04-20 23:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"No wonder he's over the moon about her. Adarin's a huge, huge magic nerd. Just goes and talks magic theory to himself for a while and comes out with a thing that does stuff."

2014-04-20 23:17 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I love his translation spell in particular!"

2014-04-20 23:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Oh?  What's it - oh.  Oh fuck.  I forgot to get him to cast it on me!"

2014-04-20 23:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Oh dear.  Do I need to turn around?"

2014-04-20 23:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Eh, maybe, unless you have a way to contact him and be like, 'Hey, dork, you forgot your sister.'"

2014-04-20 23:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"Well, I could call her on the phone."

2014-04-20 23:22 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Isabella?  Huh.  Yeah, sure, that would work, I guess."

2014-04-20 23:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




Ranata stops the cloud-pine and lands so she won't have to replace the phone if it breaks, and dials, and hands the ringing phone to Zeviana.  "Just talk into it when it stops ringing."

2014-04-20 23:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Alright," she says, taking the phone. She can roll with weird funky technology if necessary.

When Isabella picks up, she says, "Hi.  Can you put my brother on the - phone?  It's a phone, right? He forgot the translation spell."

She pauses, then bursts out laughing. "Am I interrupting something?" (giggle, giggle) "Were you in the middle of something important?" she adds, in a teasing sing-song tone. "Oh, fine. The translation spell?  You forgot it."

"Well I was excited.  Witches are cool! Can you teleport and put the spell on me?  Pretty please with a cherry on top? Why not? Ugh, fine, you're a fucking lost cause, lovebird. Can I at least get like - instructions for how to do it myself, or me teleporting there or something? Okay, good."

Pause. "Were you having fun?" she teases. "Right, whatever.  I'll get Ranata to do this again, later, so we can figure out what we do. Bye, Adarin!  Have fun!"

She hands the phone back to Ranata. "They were busy," she says, snickering.Edited   2014-04-20 23:55 (UTC)


2014-04-20 23:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




Ranata accepts the phone back.  "I don't need to hear about it."

2014-04-20 23:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana snickers, some more. "Sorry, sorry, it's just hilarious."

2014-04-20 23:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"I really don't see why," says Ranata, lifting the cloud-pine up into the air again.

2014-04-20 23:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Because it's my brother, pretty much.  It's fun to give him grief."

2014-04-21 00:1 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Perhaps I'd understand if I had grown up with a sibling."

2014-04-21 00:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yeah.  It's like - the awkward's gone and you can just laugh at their reaction."

2014-04-21 00:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"At any rate, I don't have a sibling.  I do have a daughter, and I don't need to hear it."

2014-04-21 00:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




She giggles. "Sorry."

2014-04-21 00:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"No harm done."

2014-04-21 00:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Mhm.  So!  He said he's not going to teleport to me, but I can either teleport to him or get instructions for the spell over the phone."

2014-04-21 00:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"If you're going to do the first thing, is there a point to you spending hours on this cloud-pine with me?"

2014-04-21 00:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Eh, I kind of don't like doing teleportation spells,  they take ages to set up and it's a pain.  I'll probably just poke him to get instructions."

2014-04-21 00:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Whatever suits."

2014-04-21 00:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Also, flying's a blast!"

2014-04-21 00:13 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I certainly like it!  You might have trouble passing as a witch if you can't fake the cloud-pine, I'm not sure."

2014-04-21 00:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I actually can kinda fly for a little while, but not over long distances like this.  Teleportation's more economic."

2014-04-21 00:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"We can't do that, so if you do it, it won't help convince witnesses."

2014-04-21 00:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Heh, fair enough."

2014-04-21 00:17 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"I wish I could, though.  I love to travel, I'd do it more if it didn't take hours or days to get places."

2014-04-21 00:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Oh? Hm.  Want to go on adventures to places later, then?  I've never had a travel buddy.  Promise I won't make it weird 'cause your daughter's dating my brother."

2014-04-21 00:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Sure, why not?  Ooh, and you already know about my translation spell, that was going to be a problem if I went with any of my existing travel friends to non-English-speaking countries and slipped up."

2014-04-21 05:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"So once I get the spell, we can just go anywhere, no problem. I might need witching lessons, that would be a good time for them. Either way, should be fun."

2014-04-21 05:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Sure!  You know where I haven't been yet?  I haven't been to Finland."

2014-04-21 05:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I've never been anywhere here but what you've seen!  So anything's fine.  Finland's as good as any."

2014-04-21 05:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Finland it is.  Oh, but it's chilly there - what are you going to do about the cold?"

2014-04-21 06:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"... Hm. I dunno.  Maybe bug my brother to make a spell for it or something, or give it a shot myself.  Or just dress up in something warm and not be a witch for a little while."

2014-04-21 06:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Well, a coat won't help your daemon unless she hides in it with you.  My Castarilan can do that but yours is a little big to try it."

2014-04-21 06:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Then maybe some place warmer would be better, I guess. Sorry."

2014-04-21 06:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Well, let me know if you work out a spell and we can go to Finland.  Till then, Costa Rica it is."

2014-04-21 06:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




She snickers. "Sure! Adarin's better at fancy spells, though.  Bet if I throw the idea at him he'll jump on it like a starving man when he sees food and obsess over it for a while."

2014-04-21 06:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"If either of you works out a spell, anyway.  I could cast something that would warm it up temporarily, but I don't know how to make it last.  Maybe Isabella could come up with something better, she's very good at pivoting from existing spells into related ones."

2014-04-21 06:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Aha!  So I could potentially be immune to cold sometime in the future. Sounds fun, I hate wearing warm clothes. Can't move in them properly."

2014-04-21 06:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"I don't know how mortals do it, honestly.  I'd go without the silks too if it wouldn't get me asked to move along or potentially arrested in any public place."

2014-04-21 06:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




She giggles. "I feel like a huge puffball in scarves and coats and fancy fluffy hats and all that. Just poke me, and I'll fall over in a poof of fluff. It's ridiculous.  Normal clothes I don't mind.  Just the fluffy ones."

2014-04-21 06:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"One thing I have not ever tried but probably should one of these days is wearing mortal clothes."

2014-04-21 06:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Some of 'em are comfy! Least mine are. I mean they're not stifling like the warm clothing normally, but they can be. Depends on what you wear."

2014-04-21 06:14 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"We can go shopping in Costa Rica."

2014-04-21 06:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Pffff - sure! Whose money?  I don't have any, guess I can nick it from my brother, but he doesn't have any here either."

2014-04-21 06:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Oh, I don't mean buying things, I just mean trying things on.  If you have to have something you do a little spell for the shopkeeper."

2014-04-21 06:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Oooo! The favors deal, right.  That's seriously great, money's a pain."

2014-04-21 06:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mortals seem to like it, and Isabella's probably going to work with money a bit to handle that - portal thing, but it seems like a lot of math to be doing for everyday, doesn't it?"

2014-04-21 06:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Yeah, it sucks. Plus there's the added fun of what happens if other people get it - it's not tied to you, it's just money. So they can just take it and then you don't have it anymore and you're out of luck."

2014-04-21 06:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Yes, exactly, my husband is a police officer and while we don't live in a high-crime town much of what he deals with is theft.  Some shoplifting, but the thing that most upsets people is when their money is stolen."

2014-04-21 06:21 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Right! So I just kind of ignore it unless I need it for something. But if I don't need it and can just work through favors... Well, all the better, in my opinion."

2014-04-21 06:23 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I think you will enjoy being a pretend witch."

2014-04-21 06:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"I think I will, too! It's nice and straight-forward."

2014-04-21 06:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"We'll see what advice the queen has about passing.  For all I know there's a little-known birth defect you can claim to have as far as the cold is concerned."

2014-04-21 06:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Ha! Alright, that could work.  How far away are we from getting to the queen, anyway?"

2014-04-21 06:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Hours.  I'm actually not going in a straight line - Isabella pointed me at Salt Lake City, which is farther south than we want to be, because I've been there and know the way.  We can stop there and look at the pretty temple if you like.  And the clan belongs to some kind of membership program that gets us admission into various zoos and things, of which Salt Lake City's zoo is one."

2014-04-21 06:29 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Oooo.  And I'm waiting for a translation spell anyway, so that's no rush. Pretty temples and zoos, sounds like something to see!"

2014-04-21 06:30 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Salt Lake is nice!  It's full of Mormons, though.  I like Mormons just fine but not everyone does."

2014-04-21 06:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"I have no idea what those are! What'd they do to earn ire?"Edited   2014-04-21 06:32 (UTC)


2014-04-21 06:31 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Mormonism is a religion!  They're terrifically friendly people, but kind of judgmental about a lot of things.  Most of them won't push about it though."

2014-04-21 06:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Eh.  If they don't push me, I won't push them, but if they try to convert me to another religion I won't like 'em. So I guess it'll be by individuals."

2014-04-21 06:35 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"Then ignore the ones who are in pairs dressed in suspiciously clean-cut uniforms," says Ranata.  "Those are the missionaries.  Erm - some of them might consider Lecasryn being female a reason to suspect the sort of thing they're judgmental about."

2014-04-21 06:36 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Uh huh.  Well if they have a problem with it they can say it to my face.  Then to my fist, right after."

2014-04-21 06:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"Please do not punch Mormons.  We can just do a flyover of the city if you will have trouble restraining yourself."

2014-04-21 06:38 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Well I wasn't going to just punch them for no reason.  They'd have to get all preachy with me, first.  Trust me, people have fucking tried to get me to 'see the light' and 'obey the laws of nature' and it hasn't worked out yet so I don't know why they keep trying."Edited   2014-04-21 06:42 (UTC)


2014-04-21 06:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Please do not punch anyone who doesn't hit you first.  The entire state that contains Salt Lake City is heavily Mormon-dominated and it's better we just don't stop there if you can't handle it.  For that matter I think Costa Rica is heavily Catholic..."

2014-04-21 06:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




Zeviana sighs. "Okay.  Fine.  No punching. Can I be scary at them?  I don't think I can turn that one off."

2014-04-21 06:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"What does 'being scary' mean?"

2014-04-21 06:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Eh, I dunno, that's what Adarin calls it. I apparently have a look and I growl things? It's vaguely threatening, daring them to say a damn thing about me because I just - let them know who would win if they tried it."

2014-04-21 06:45 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"You may look and growl at the Mormons.  They are not going to physically assault you.  The worst they will do is offer you literature and ask you if you have a few minutes to hear the word of Christ."

2014-04-21 06:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Kay.  That I can handle, I guess."

2014-04-21 06:47 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"This is a civilized country.  I don't know what it's like where you're from, but it's fairly uncommon for sober adult civilians to get into physical confrontations at all."

2014-04-21 06:48 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Yeaaah, we are not like that. I mean I guess they try to pretend to be civilized? It's fake, though. When I left some people flipped out and tried to kill me.  It did not take, obviously."

2014-04-21 06:50 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well.  Welcome to Earth."

2014-04-21 06:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Thanks.  I'll try to fit in.  No guarantees."

2014-04-22 02:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Here's hoping it works out for you."

2014-04-22 03:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Thank you.  I mean - here's already seeming better than where I was, so hopefully it works out. If not, I run off to the wilderness and make another maze."

2014-04-22 03:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I didn't get a close look at your prior one.  I'll be interested to have a look if you make one here."

2014-04-22 03:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Sure! If I do make one it'll take a while, though.  It was kind of a long-term hobby. I can make plants grow quickly, but if I take it slower they're a lot more sturdy."

2014-04-22 03:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"How long were you working on the one you left?"

2014-04-22 03:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hmmm... Three-ish years? Or so?  If I'd have had longer I might have made it multi-storied."

2014-04-22 03:14 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Was it made of live plants, really all the way through?  That's amazing."

2014-04-22 03:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Thanks! Yeah, it was live plants - I don't really work as well with dead things, so it just made sense to keep them alive. A few died in the first year 'cause I messed up with irrigation and I had to redo that spot completely.  It was really, really annoying."

2014-04-22 03:19 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Sounds it.  I've never stuck with anything that long."

2014-04-22 03:20 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Eh, it was fun.  Soothing to do. I mean I didn't just do that all the time, I did other stuff too, but it was nice to come back and work on it every now and then."

2014-04-22 03:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"What other kinds of things do you like, then, besides plant mazes?"

2014-04-22 03:22 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Some exploring, some talking to people - the people at the closest town over were pretty cool. Cute girls, polite people, so on. They knew they could poke me if the mages gave 'em trouble, which never really came up. I left them a note when I ditched, but they kind of already knew I wasn't likely to stick around forever."

2014-04-22 03:26 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"If I know my daughter, she won't be leaving your world to shrivel up all by itself, so maybe you'll see them again."

2014-04-22 03:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yeah, my brother's the same way.  So I'm not too worried. If the dynamic duo take forever I might go grab them, but I'm not much of a 'planner' and Adarin pouts if I mess up his plans. Besides, I'm still checking to make sure this is a good place to crash."

2014-04-22 03:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"They do seem to suit each other, don't they."

2014-04-22 03:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Pfff.  I guess?  It's sounding like they do and he's definitely got the whole shebang with hearts floating around his head and everything. But I haven't exactly sat down with your daughter and grilled her on her views of the world."

2014-04-22 03:31 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Oh, she's always been kind of a crusading malcontent.  She hasn't had a lot of application for it, so far, but she seems to be revving up like she was born for it now she has an idea."

2014-04-22 03:32 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Ha!  See, my brother was sort of passive about it for a while, till the invasion happened and he decided that he was going to fix things. He wasn't like - going to let people die horrifically before, and didn't like the place, but I don't think he was up for any kind of crusading then."

2014-04-22 03:34 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, it seems they've met in the middle, then, haven't they."

2014-04-22 03:35 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yeah.  They're cute together. Plus I like her, she's spunky."

2014-04-22 03:36 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Ha!  I've never heard quite that description of her, but it suits."

2014-04-22 03:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I was afraid he'd end up with some annoying useless wallflower or something. This is a nice change."

2014-04-22 03:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Did he tend to go for the useless wallflower type before?"

2014-04-22 03:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"He didn't tend to go for anyone before. But he turned down any of the people that wanted to get into his pants and were upfront about it, so I figured - useless wallflower. Guess they just weren't his type."

She snorts. "Can't blame him."

2014-04-22 03:40 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"I'm afraid I don't have much information about what the initial - courtship stage was like.  Since Isabella has been very vocal in her opposition to claiming people at daggerpoint and I think she'd be more embarrassed about it if she'd done it anyway."

2014-04-22 03:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana giggles. "I might interrogate him later about it.  It could have been that they swapped world domination stories and just fell madly in love instantly."

She doesn't sound serious.

2014-04-22 03:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Well, I wouldn't put it past her, at any rate."

2014-04-22 03:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




More giggling. "So what's claiming at daggerpoint?  Is it exactly what it sounds like? 'Cause I'm not sure if that's disturbing or hot."

2014-04-22 03:44 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It's more or less what it sounds like, it's fallen rather out of favor now that witches can no longer expect to get away with murder if declined.  I've never done it; my mother did, but not with my father, with her preceding husband.  Opinions are divided on disturbing versus hot, but Isabella was firmly in the former camp and I have to say I largely agree with her."Edited   2014-04-22 03:46 (UTC)


2014-04-22 03:46 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Huh, well.  I'm glad it's not like - widely supported.  But it does still sound kinda hot. Horrific, though. No means no, and all that jazz."

2014-04-22 03:48 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"The official story is 'witches just have such overhwelming emotions that we can't bear to live in the same world as someone who's spurned us, it is the only insult, any mortal should be glad to have a witch for a lover', blah blah - so much nonsense, I think.  You won't run into this problem, at any rate.  Witches who prefer women have their own traditions which mostly don't involve mortals and therefore mostly don't involve predicating their courtship on being able to stab the object of their affections."

2014-04-22 03:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"All right. It sounds like a bunch of fluff and garbage, but then again I'm not a witch. I dunno what your heads are like. Maybe some of you are wired like my mom and obsessive and crazy."

2014-04-22 03:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Well, I was never tempted, so I'm not sure, but my experience with Charlie was less 'I took one look and had to have him because of his beautiful eyes' and more 'we enjoy talking to each other and get along so well'."

2014-04-22 03:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Aha.  Congrats to you! You sound cute together. I mean - I'm not saying violence for sexy-times is right or anything, just that insanity is a thing that happens to some magic-users for us. Could be the same for you.  I'd have to poll all witches everywhere and that's really too much work."

2014-04-22 04:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"The fact that it's been so sharply on the decline as the odds of getting punished for it have increased suggests to me that it's nonsense."  Pause.  "Do you want to talk about your mother or would you sooner skip it?"Edited   2014-04-22 04:02 (UTC)


2014-04-22 04:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Huh, then it's probably not just a thing that happens for you guys, then.  Probably just, 'I have power, let's get the cute mortal.'"

She shrugs. "I dunno, I can?  It doesn't bother me, my mom was a nutcase. She eternally pined after her deceased baby-daddy and her story ended when she flattened a city."

2014-04-22 04:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"That's not quite the witch habit... it's not uncommon for a witch to marry three or four or more mortals in her lifetime.  And we don't tend to flatten cities."

2014-04-22 04:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Huh. Interesting, alright. Good on you guys for not flattening cities, because that's bad.  She only did it once, though.  She was in the city at the time."

2014-04-22 04:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I'm not even sure how a witch would flatten a city."

2014-04-22 04:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"That's fortunate for cities everywhere, I'm sure. Hear they don't like being flattened."

2014-04-22 04:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"And I doubt we'd get away with it, either."

2014-04-22 04:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"That, too.  Though if you want to get technical and stuff - my mom didn't get away with it, either."

2014-04-22 04:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Well, there's away and then there's away."

2014-04-22 04:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana giggles. "Well when you word it like that... It definitely made her go away."

2014-04-22 04:14 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I take it this was a while ago?"

2014-04-22 04:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Four-ish years ago!  So, kinda. I mean, she was a sucky, sucky mom, I don't miss her."

2014-04-22 04:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"I'm not that close with mine myself."

2014-04-22 04:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Yeah.  Plus I'm kind of pissed with her still because she took out our practical father with her."

2014-04-22 04:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Mmm?"

2014-04-22 04:21 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"He was in the city at the time.  Step-father, though not like - officially or anything. Just unofficially, to us. Adarin hasn't mentioned him?  I was sure he was still mourning."Edited   2014-04-22 04:22 (UTC)


2014-04-22 04:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Not in enough detail that I'd committed it to memory."

2014-04-22 04:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Ahh.  Yeah, that makes sense. He gets vague when things bother him. But anyway - that's kind of why I hate my mom!  That and terrible parenting."

2014-04-22 04:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"I'm sorry about that."

2014-04-22 04:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Eh, it's fine. It's 'cause of her that I've got kick-ass magic powers, so it's not all bad."

2014-04-22 04:31 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You seem to be handling the whole thing pretty well, yes."

2014-04-22 04:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Thanks!  I figure, there's no use moping about it. It was a thing that happened, it sucked, but it's over now.  If I stay stuck in it, then how can I say I'm living?"

2014-04-22 04:35 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I admire that attitude."

2014-04-22 04:36 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana grins brightly. "Thanks!"

2014-04-22 04:36 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Eventually, they reach Salt Lake City.  Ranata shows Zeviana the pretty temple.

2014-04-22 04:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




It is quite pretty! "Ooooo.  Yeah, that's pretty, all right," she pronounces. "Also, really, really tall."

2014-04-22 04:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"It is!  They build them big and pretty.  We can fly over three more if I take the right route away from this city, they're all a bit different.  Do you want to go to the zoo?"

2014-04-22 04:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I'd love to!  I bet it has animals I've never seen before. Should be pretty cool."

2014-04-22 04:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I wonder how many of the same animals besides humans you have where you're from.  I guess we'll see!"

2014-04-22 04:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I'm hoping you have really cool things! We didn't have a lot of animals in New Kystle, but there were some."

2014-04-22 04:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata flies them to the zoo, lands, has a brief consultation with a new-hire teenager at reception who doesn't know what buttons to push on her computer to admit a witch or how to recognize an Olympic tattoo, and eventually gets them in.

Here is the zoo!  It is full of animals.  There are some loose, both wild (magpies) and domestic but harmless (peacocks, turkeys).

2014-04-22 04:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




These are birds she hasn't seen before! She snickers at the peacocks. "Those are the most flamboyant birds I have ever seen. In my entire life. But they're pretty!"

2014-04-22 04:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Aren't they just?  The parrots are colorful, too!"

2014-04-22 04:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Heh, yeah. There are so many colorful birds here! Do people sell the fancy feathers, do you think I could get some?  If not, I'll let them be or like - try to scrounge.  Attacking them for pretty feathers seems mean."

2014-04-22 05:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"The gift shop probably has peacock feathers, but probably not parrot ones."

2014-04-22 05:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I'll have to look.  They're colorful and pretty and I think I like them," she declares.

2014-04-22 23:58 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"What are you going to do with a peacock feather?"

2014-04-23 00:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I haven't the faintest idea.  Maybe wear it, I dunno."

2014-04-23 00:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Braid it into your hair."

2014-04-23 00:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Ooo!  Sure! That sound cool, I'll do that."

2014-04-23 00:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"All right then, we can swing by the gift shop on our way out."

First, elephants!

2014-04-23 00:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Elephants indeed! Zeviana 'Ooooos' and 'Awwws' at them. "How in the world do they do anything with those - long nose-things?  Snouts? I don't know what to call them. They seem to be treating them like hands.  On their face?"

There is no word for an elephant trunk in her language.

2014-04-23 00:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Trunks," supplies Ranata in English.  "Elephants are the only creatures that have anything quite like them!"
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Huh.  Thanks! That's really weird and kind of cool! I suppose that's one method to deal with a really long nose.  Just treat it like another limb and become an elephant."

2014-04-23 00:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Elephants are very smart, too.  Some of them have been taught to paint."

2014-04-23 00:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Oh?  What do they paint?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mostly abstracts, I think.  The ones here don't do it.  The paintings are mostly popular because elephants make them, you see, they're not artistic triumphs."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Oooh.  Well, makes sense, I suppose. It might be cool to see, but I doubt I'd want one.  Where would I even put an elephant's painting?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Yeah, I have that problem when I run into art I like all the time, whether I like it because elephants made it or not."

This zoo also has a bird show.  The birds are flown around.  Everyone seems to find this really interesting despite the fact that about twenty percent of the audience has bird daemons of various types.
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headunbowed: g. Sly




Zeviana is one of the members with a bird daemon! She finds this kind of interesting, but not as much as she did with the elephants.  Unless the birds are pretty or particularly exotic, she's going to sit through it and then find something else to do.

Lecasryn can probably out fly them all, anyway.
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Well, Lecasryn would have a hard time doing any trick involving being more than a couple yards away from her human, whereas these birds are responding pretty effectively to commands sending them swooping over the heads of the audience and generally showing off.

At the end of the show a trained cockatoo will take donations, but of course neither Ranata nor Zeviana has any money to offer it.

Lions, tigers, and bears?  Oh my?
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Okay, Lecasryn will probably be able to out fly them all at some time in the future.  Probably after the language spell, to get the proper witchy effect.

Indeed, Zeviana does not have money to offer it!  Sorry.  Witches and not-witches-in-training have no money.

Bears don't impress Zeviana much, bizarrely. There's an animal in New Kystle that is somewhat like a bear, so seeing one here isn't too much of a shock. She takes an affection towards all of the large, beautiful, and deadly cats, though. Her opinion is that they are all gorgeous and very, very deadly. She approves.Edited   2014-04-23 00:30 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Monkeys!  Gorillas!  Gila monsters!
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




Goodness!  So many things here at this zoo. Monkeys and gorillas earn some curious questions, but not the fascinated awe that the elephants or big cats gained.  Gila monsters she finds curious and strange, with some nice color combinations, but otherwise has no opinion on.  She's having a lot of fun, though!  There's lots of stuff here to see!
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Snakes!  Bugs!  Salamanders!  Skunks!  Shrews!

(There are children at this zoo, and their daemons are trying out the forms they're looking at nine times out of ten.)
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




All fascinating and cool! She's especially amused by skunks once their defense mechanism is explained to her, and they get Zeviana's approval.

(Lecasryn is trying to pretend she doesn't care about trying out forms, but every now and then she looks longingly at things that she wishes she could try. Other that that, they pay children no mind unless one of them does something particularly cute.)
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




This zoo, unfortunately, doesn't have a petting zoo section where daemons can romp around with relatively tame animals.  (Though the loose birds attract some imitation-and-chasing up to the limits of daemon range.)

Eventually they have seen all the major exhibits.

The gift shop does have peacock feathers.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




That's alright.  Zeviana isn't aware that she's missing out on petting zoos. Lecasryn very obviously enjoys flight - she needs a little while to get practiced with it, but then she's able to play with birds, too. They will probably need to stay with the loose birds for a little while to let her have her fun - Zeviana doesn't mind. Hopefully Ranata won't, either.

Then all major exhibits are seen, and Lecasryn eventually bores of playing chase within such a teensy range. It gets tested a few times, and the duo seem to agree that they need to be separated for a number of reasons. One of those reasons being 'Lecasryn is ansty to soar.'

If it's at all possible, she would like some peacock feathers!  More than one, preferably. Because they are pretty, and one could break or something. If they are other feathers too, she might go for those to fit the theme.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata shows her tattoo to the store clerk and manages to get Zeviana two peacock feathers.
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




Eeee! Zeviana will take a little while trying to figure out how in the world to braid them into her hair, but with a bit of help from Lecasryn, she manages.  They suit her.

"This was awesome!  Thank you for the feathers."
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"No problem.  We can head the rest of the way to clan lands now, but we might not get there before we're tired.  This -" Ranata points at a knot of fabric tied to her cloud-pine, next to her bow and quiver - "unfolds into a hammock I can hang from my branch, but just the one; how do you feel about sleeping outdoors?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Totally fine with it. If we're near any bushes I can even make them bed-shaped, though I don't care if I can't do that. Done it before, and now normal beds feel too soft.  Like I'm going to sink through them to the earth or something."
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"All right then, we'll just find someplace to stop that isn't too chilly for you and isn't going to rain and we'll be fine, then."

Up, up and away!
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Whee!  Adventure! She's excited. Witches are fun, or at least this one is!
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata prides herself on being fun!

She winds up calling it a night somewhere in Oregon.  Aaaah, hammock.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana handles her own bed.  There's a bit of magic involved with persuading a bush to be appropriately bed-like, and then she's out like a light.

Interestingly enough, she snores. Hopefully that won't be a problem.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata doesn't mind.  Zzzz.

Ranata is a morning person!  She is up at the crack of dawn.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




That's fortunate, in two respects!  Zeviana's a morning person, too.  Now she doesn't have to wait around for a while for Ranata to get up out of politeness.  Hurray, they can continue on their journey!
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kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




Wheeee!

"I want to stop at my house and get Castarilan," says Ranata.  "And have breakfast at home, why not - but then we can go to the clan."
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Sure, that's fine. Think we should phone my brother and see if he's up to translation spells or something? Unless you'd like to translate everything?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"I'll call Isabella again if you like, but I don't mind helping if that's a better idea for some reason."  She dials her child and hands the phone over.

2014-04-23 01:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Hello?"
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hi!  Is Adarin up or is he still dead to the world right now? I'm going to see if I can poke him for how to do his translation spell."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"He's maybe ten percent awake?  Are you in a hurry?  I can call back when he's had his tea."
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headunbowed: g. Sly




"Eh, I can wait. Calling back seems best."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Okay, talk to you later."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Bye! Thanks for everything!"

She sounds like she's in a much better mood today than she was yesterday. The zoo was lots of fun!
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata collects her phone again.

Getting the rest of the way to Forks at top cloudpine speed doesn't take that long, and she lands on the doorstep and lets them into the house.  Her hummingbird flies to cling to hair immediately.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Aw!  I've never seen that kind of bird before.  He's cute!" declares Zeviana. Lecasryn nods, but doesn't know enough about how to be a daemon to do anything more.

If Charlie is present she waves and says hello, but of course he can't understand her. Ranata will be in charge of explanations.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"I'm a broad-tailed hummingbird," says Castarilan.

Charlie (and by extension Kesathi) are at work; Ranata goes into the kitchen and whips up some French toast for the pair of them.
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I don't know what I am, but I think I'm a type of hawk," says Lecasryn.

"And you're cute," Zeviana adds.

French toast!  Delicious! "Thanks," says Zeviana graciously when it's made.
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"There's books you can look up what you are in," says Castarilan.  "I think you might be a harrier."

"You're welcome," says Ranata.
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Then I will probably find one sometime in the future and look it up," says the daemon. "Thanks. I like what I am, though.  Whatever it is."

"Even if you're not a unicorn," teases Zeviana. Lecasryn snorts.
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"You don't seem like a unicorn person," says Castarilan.

Ranata offers Zeviana strawberry syrup.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I'm really not, but it'd be funny," explains the mage.

Strawberry syrup is taste-tested, and then approved of! "Thanks!"

Nom, nom.  Nom nom.
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Nom nom nom.

"All right, ready to go?" Ranata asks, transferring dishes to the sink.
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Sure.  Should we wait for Isabella's call first, though? Might be awkward to have in the air if it takes a while to explain how to do the spell."
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Ooh, yes, good point, this is a perfectly comfy spot to wait."  Ranata turns on the radio and sets about doing the dishes, as long as they aren't leaving yet.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




And eventually Isabella calls and hands the phone over to Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin is going to go with the method of 'explain the spell over the phone.'

It is very complicated.
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headunbowed: (Default)




"Are you absolutely sure that you won't just teleport down here fo- oh, fine.  No, no I'm not going to do that, but this is annoying, why do you like this stuff?  It's stupidly complicated," she pronounces.

After about ten minutes, Zeviana needs to grab paper and start taking notes.  She asks lots and lots of questions, and occasionally needs to question the answer to a question she asked before, or needs explanation to even understand the answer.

It takes hours.

Eventually, near-buried in a pile of notes, she manages the spell by taking it very slowly and reading through all of the notes as she goes. 

"Did it - yup, it worked.  God that was a pain, Adarin you're a nut," she sighs. "Sorry, sorry, didn't mean it like that - thanks for explaining it. It was nice of you. Love you, too. Bye."

Phone can go back to Ranata if she'd like to say any goodbyes to Isabella. Zeviana's going to go rest her brain for a little while.  Flop, onto the couch.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata would like to say goodbye to Isabella.

(In the hours Zeviana has been listening to the spell explanation, Ranata has: 1) plugged in the phone so it doesn't die on her, 2) patched a hole in a pair of Charlie's jeans, 3) read two chapters of a library book on 1920s counterculture, 4) used the landline in another room to call a friend of hers in Mexico, 5) written an email to another friend in North Dakota.)
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Well.  Ugh, that was painful.  I kind of want to burn the notes, but I know I might need them later but I don't want to cast that stupid spell again."

(All blessings to her in her distractions.  There's no reason two of them should be tortured by overly-complicated magic.)
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"You can stash them here if you like.  I'm kind of curious."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Okay, if you want 'em."

She goes and retrieves the pile of notes. They get straightened a little, then plopped onto a table. "They're kind of still in order, so I guess that'll help if you're curious about them."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"I'd imagine, yes."  Renée tucks them onto the bookshelf.  "Off we go, then."

And off they go!
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




Off they go!  Witchery awaits.

Zeviana and Lecasryn are incredibly excited.
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




The clan lands are big.  Ranata mentions it when they go over the border, but keeps flying, and eventually drops below the treeline for a closer look at activities on the ground.  There are witches about, mostly adults, about half of them naked, gardening and hunting and reading and sparring and chatting and drawing magic circles.

Eventually Ranata finds the queen, and lands, and dismounts.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Yup.  That's certainly no nudity taboo, right there. Zeviana is not complaining.  Not at all.  Oh, if she gets accepted as a not-witch, she's going to be so happy. This is the most wonderful place. There are just gorgeous women everywhere, often without clothes. She's not going to start causing a scene or anything, but she does grin a little when they arrive.

When they locate the queen, she remembers her manners, and more importantly why she should mind them. How to curtsy was one of the things she had to learn, but honestly it's not her style. She bows, instead.
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kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"Narida Memma," says Ranata formally, "I've brought a visitor who may interest you.  Her name is Zeviana.  While she's not a witch as we know witches, she has magic of her own from another world and is interested in affiliating with our clan."

"Really," says Narida Memma, pied water tyrant daemon perking up on her shoulder.  "Why this one in particular?"

"Her brother is dating my daughter, Isabella Amariah."
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headunbowed: g. Sly




"I met both Isabella Amariah and her mother, and I liked them both," says Zeviana - she's forgotten Ranata's second name, but she copes by avoiding it entirely. She's picked up on the formality of the event, and is rolling with it. "The ways of witches make sense to me - more so than - er, mortals. Since my brother's with Isabella Amariah and I already know two members of this clan - it seemed smart to ask for permission to affiliate with you."

Lecasryn shifts a little, then flies to the ground for daemon talking, apparently. 
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kindestgarden: (Default)




The pied water tyrant glides to a neat landing in front of Lecasryn and manages to look up at the much larger bird with one hundred percent of the haughtiness his witch is exuding.

"Your name?" he inquires.

Meanwhile, Narida Memma says, "Tell me more about your magic - and where it came from, if not a witch mother."
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headunbowed: (Default)




Lecasryn is not going to comment on the size difference.  "I'm Lecasryn. It's an honor to meet you," she says carefully.

Zeviana has already agreed to spill the beans, so she gets to doing that. "My magic runs in families - I inherited it from my mother, coincidentally enough. Every millennium or so a new child with magic is born, and my mother was one. My magic itself is flexible, but with the downside that I can only use so much of it at once. If I use all of it, I die, if I get close to that I'm thrown into a painful state called mana deprivation. Personally, I have a talent for dealing with plants, though I can do some other things as well with preparation. If you'd like a demonstration, I wouldn't mind giving it."Edited   2014-04-23 02:49 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




The pied water tyrant inspects her.  "Not separated, are you?"

Narida Memma listens with interest to this description.  "This does not," she says, "sound like the kind of thing that might have been going on unnoticed on a remote Pacific island or somesuch."

"She's from another world," clarifies Ranata.  "Isabella is already at work on the other - ramifications of its discovery."Edited   2014-04-23 02:53 (UTC)
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"We are not, but we have plans to," says Lecasryn.

Zeviana nods. "To be more accurate - we're from another plane.  Not another planet. It's further in the sense that I don't know of how anyone without my kind of magic, or without the help of someone with it, could travel to another one. My brother can, though, and found this plane.  He liked it, invited me over, and here I am. It's not as casual as it sounds, but we're the two strongest mages of our time. We can do some things rather casually."Edited   2014-04-23 03:00 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Mortals making those plans often don't keep them," observes the little tyrant.

"What kind of affiliation did you have in mind?" the queen inquires.

Ranata almost speaks, but pauses in case Zeviana wants to answer instead.
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headunbowed: g. Sly




"Our brother and his daemon have already separated - we're going to, but our plane doesn't have daemons.  I did not exist until yesterday.  We haven't had time to, but we will," says Lecasryn with resolution. "We are not exactly mortal.  Not completely."

"Traveling through this plane pretending to be a mortal doesn't interest me much.  My magic's different, but magic I am. I don't like being confined by country borders and governments - something witches ignore, as far as I can tell. I'd like to - put up a sort of front as a witch, so I can have more options, and avoid the annoyance of it all."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




The pied bird hops back a few steps, looking roughly as disturbed as is possible with a bird face.

"No daemons," he mutters.  "Well, apparently coming here has fixed you.  Not mortal how?"

Meanwhile his witch says: "We do not completely ignore the government, but most of us can avoid it most of the time.  What can your magic do to allow you to evince the usual trappings of witchhood?  We won't readily be able to protect you from a border guard or tax collector if it's discovered you aren't one of us."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Lecasryn takes no offense. "Yes. We are likely to live for several hundred years - I believe the range is anywhere from four centuries to six or so. Unless killed, of course."

"I can fly for short distances to convince others I fly with a cloud pine, but also teleport to avoid border guards entirely. I don't know the ins and outs of your magic, but that seemed like the main one. To truly be able to play the part, I'd have to know what you're capable of and how you go about it - I've only been here for a day."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mmm.  Close enough to us.  How old are you now?" the little bird wants to know.

"Mmm," says the queen.  "Perhaps Ranata Ekamma should give you a bit of a tour of our lands and we should reconvene later."Edited   2014-04-23 03:16 (UTC)
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"My mage is twenty-one," says Lecasryn. "But I can't say I am the same age. She arrived yesterday, and I was born with that arrival."

"That would be fine with me.  Would you like me to show proof of my magic?  As a - show of good faith," says Zeviana carefully.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"You'll want to be in the habit of answering for the pair of you, if you don't want awkward questions," says the pied water tyrant.

"Perhaps.  What is it that you do with plants?" asks the queen.
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Of course," says Lecasryn. "But I do not want to deceive you."

"I can do any number of things - send away weeds for good, help certain plants grow faster, weave them together to make things, make them stronger against diseases and pests and such. Some of it can be done quickly, but if I really want it to stick I'd need a while - months, usually. But if there's a field or garden that's - I don't know, having trouble or not growing as well as you'd like, I can give it a boost, and that won't take long at all."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Of course," says the pied water tyrant.  He still hasn't introduced himself.  "What are you?"

"The mint could use the weeding treatment.  The adjacent rosemary, too, if that's easy enough," says Narida Memma.  "How long will it take?"
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Lecasryn doesn't know if it's rude or not for him to not introduce himself, so she's not going to poke. She's more interested in not screwing this up than knowing this daemon's name. "Some type of hawk - Castarilan believed I was some kind of harrier, but I don't know the specifics, yet. We haven't had time to look it up."

"An hour, or so?  Maybe longer, if it's a large area or they're particularly intrusive."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Do you have an idea why you suit her?" wonders the tyrant.

"Reasonably large.  It's intended to serve the needs for those herbs for the whole clan.  Ranata Ekamma can show you."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Hmm," considers Lecasryn. "Flight feels right for me - one of the greatest things we hope to gain from separation is my flight unimpeded by a bond in our way. I feel strong, but I think that we wouldn't be able to respect anyone that isn't strong in some way. She doesn't abhor weakness, exactly, but she admires strength."

"Thank you. Would you like us to let you know when I'm done?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mmm," says the tyrant enigmatically.

"And when you've toured the clan and learned about witches to your satisfaction," nods the queen.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"She admires witches so far," adds the harrier. "We think we would have been happier if we were born as one."

"Sure. Thank you for your hospitality," says Zeviana.Edited   2014-04-23 03:53 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Perhaps you will yet be able to capture some of that happiness," says the tyrant, and he flutters back to his witch.

"You're welcome," says the queen, and makes a gesture that Ranata seems to take as dismissal, setting her cloud-pine float again.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"So we hope," replies Lecasryn.  Then she flies to her own mage.

Zeviana smiles a bit.  She thinks that went well, but it's hard to tell.
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"That went well," confirms Ranata once they're in the air.
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yes!" says Zeviana triumphantly. "Good, I was on my best behavior and didn't swear even once."

Lecasryn makes a happy 'Caw' noise, and Zeviana pets her indulgently.
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"The mint and rosemary are over here.  You can probably get extra credit if you do the watercress too, if you like."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Sure. I'll see if I can do 'em all. I'll just get started right now, I'm all excited and happy. That helps when dealing with plants, though maybe I just work better when I've got energy to burn and I'm in a good mood."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata laughs.  "All right.  Will you be okay if I go get us some lunch?  Fifteen minutes, maybe twenty if I get distracted."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"That'll be fine.  I need some time to look at 'em all, anyway. Get a feel of what I'm working with."
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Okay.  If anybody bothers you, tell them you're my guest, don't overdo the other details," recommends Ranata.  "Actually - I'll go ahead and leave Cas just to be safe."

The hummingbird stays while the witch goes; he sits near Lecasryn.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Sure," agrees Zeviana.  She finds a nice spot to sit, and does so.

Technically what she's doing is scrying, but she's so used to this particular kind that she doesn't think of it as such. It's just - feeling the plants around her, how they're doing. The clan's protections don't stop her - she's already inside, behind the shield. It doesn't even occur to her that she could be stopped.

It's sort of like feeling the heartbeat of the life around her.  It's always been soothing, and the quiet thrum of life around her calms and focuses her. She locates the weeds that were mentioned - along with a diagnostic of the plants that are being tended. They're pretty well cared for, but she can do better. Weeds first, though, she will do some nurturing later, maybe. So she follows the 'heartbeat' of the weeds, and dissects them magically for how they work. How they can be soothed to not grow where they're not wanted. It's not difficult to find the answers, but it's always smart to find out the specifics before she starts tweaking them. Besides, she likes doing this.

She's there for a while, sitting in silence, a faint smile on her face.

Lecasryn is perfectly fine sitting by Castarilan, watching her mage work.

2014-04-23 04:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Castarilan flies around.  Zoom, zoom, zoom.  Hummingbirds always look like they're going wheeeee! when they fly, and while Cas isn't literally going wheeeeee!, his general demeanor suggests it.
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headunbowed: Daemon




Lecasryn laughs, softly. She decides to fly, as well. She can hardly go on the distance flights she longs for, yet, but she can lazily circle around her mage. She is getting some feedback from her witch on the state of things, so she swoops down to check on certain areas out of curiosity.

Zeviana isn't likely to notice, anyway.  She's in her own world.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Cas is maneuverable enough to be reasonably comfortable getting close to people besides Ranata.  He goes where Lecasryn can follow and chases her around, giggling.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn is amused by this! She does some lovely aerial maneuvers to entertain herself and Castarilan - not to mention, learning how to fly. All things considered, she's adjusting well. She will chase Castarilan right back, in a playful and friendly sort of way, if he seems to want to.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Wheeeeeeee!

He's not quite as fast as Lecasryn - in theory.  In practice, she's got no ability to get properly up to speed in the constrained space and doesn't corner very well.  He can literally fly circles around her if it amuses him to do so; it does.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Ugh.  Cursed constrained space. She can't wait to be separated so she can fly properly.  It's somewhat annoying to be out-flown by a hummingbird.  Not that she'll hold it against him, it's just bothersome.

She'll keep flying despite it - she likes flight, even trapped like this.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"This is a decent chunk of why we separate," he comments.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Can't blame you. Now that I'm flying, being - chained like this is bothersome. I think we might have to fix it as soon as possible," she replies.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"We'd take you up to the wasteland, but it's cold there."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Thanks. We'll ask Adarin for advice first, then we'll do it. Maybe the wasteland won't be necessary."Edited   2014-04-23 04:39 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mortals who separate - because their daemon is a fish or the person is a spy or something - don't use it," agrees Castarilan.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Ah.  Is there any advice you'd think would help?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Don't watch.  Ranata's grandmother took us and her daemon wrapped me up in his wings and I didn't look and I think it helped.  Path watched, though, and they did it on the first try, so I guess it's different for different people."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Huh.  Okay. Thank you - I think if I think about how much I want to fly free, that'll help."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"It might.  But usually the daemons are the ones who change their minds.  That's why the wasteland helps, because it doesn't let you change your mind."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Oh?  Do you know what makes daemons change their minds?"
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"It feels like - being abandoned.  Like it'll be forever.  And witches do it right after we settle, so for me it was like - I had only just lost a huge ability I had to navigate the world without needing Ranata for everything all the time, I couldn't be a monkey if I wanted hands or a crane if I wanted to be tall or a bat if I wanted to see in the dark without her holding a flashlight.  So I kept thinking about how hard it would be if she left me forever and I was just a hummingbird."Edited   2014-04-23 04:56 (UTC)
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"I'm sorry it feels like that," says Lecasryn. "I'm glad they come back."

That clears things up pretty neatly, she decides. If Zeviana left forever, if Lecasryn were abandoned for the rest of her life to be on her own, the daemon would mourn.  She'd be upset, perhaps inconsolable that the rest of her decided that she was inconvenient.

But she'd be free.

The thought of being trapped for the rest of several hundred years in a pathetically small several yard bubble is - a thousand times worse. So bad that she wants to fly off, right now - leave this pathetically small space and just go. If she's just a harrier, fine, she'd at least be able to do something, and it's not like she's some useless creature that would die if left alone. Sure, she might die eventually, but if she's stuck in a cage for the rest of her life - that's not living.

So it isn't really much of a choice.  She could potentially lose half of herself, forever, or never get the chance to be herself.Edited   2014-04-23 05:17 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"They always do eventually.  Some daemons resent their witches for a while after, and avoid them, but they always go back too.  It's just hard to remember when it's hurting."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn nods. "I understand.  Thank you for your help. I'll do my best when it comes to it."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




Castarilan lands on the ground, bored of chasing for the time being.  "You're welcome."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn flies in circles around her Zeviana.  Like she's a vulture, waiting for her quarry to die.

(Or a caged animal, looking for the door.)
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata returns with some roasted duck smelling intensely of spices and some spinach smelling intensely of different spices.

"Zeviana's in la-la land," reports Castarilan, fluttering to cling to the silks wrapped around one of her arms.  "Lecasryn, how long will this take?"
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




The harrier swoops down, landing neatly in front of Ranata. "A few more minutes, she's almost done with her inspections."

Zeviana continues to be in 'la-la land.'

2014-04-23 05:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"All right."  Ranata starts in on her half of the food.
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headunbowed: m. Never again




Soon enough, Zeviana returns to the land of mortals, mostly-mortals, and witches. She spots the food, smiles, and gets to nibbling it, with a, "Thanks!"

Lecasryn flies to her shoulder, and whispers softly in her ear. It's hard to tell - but she's shaking, a little. Whatever it is that's being said, Zeviana nods in agreement. Lecasryn gets pets.

"Right - Ranata?  Can I borrow your phone for a bit?  I need to ask my brother for advice, I think Lecasryn and I need to separate -" she glances at her daemon, "- rather soon."
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Sure."  Ranata dials her phone again and hands it over.

But it just keeps ringing and ringing.
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headunbowed: (Default)




Sigh. Obviously they are busy.

She confers with her daemon for a little bit, then says, "All right, I think I might just try it without brotherly advice. Because Lecasryn's going stir-crazy and I honestly can't blame her."
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kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on






"If you like."
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Lecasryn pipes up, "I can't handle it - it wasn't so bad when I didn't think about it but now I am and if she gets started on the plants I'll be stuck here and incapable of leaving and I think that's worse than - than anything else in the world."

More soothing pets. "I don't know the procedure. Do I just - walk away from her? That's it?"
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kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"That's it, but Castarilan's not big enough to hold her for you if she needs it, so she'll have to stay put by herself..."
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




Zeviana fixes her daemon with a look. She doesn't bother lowering her voice. "Can you do it? If you can't then we'd have to wait longer and -"

"- I can do it," replies Lecasryn.

"You're sure?"

Pause. "Yes."

"Okay then. How far's the distance I need to go?" asks Zeviana.
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kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"A few hundred yards - it's not exact.  If you want I can take you by cloudpine."
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headunbowed: (Default)




"Faster that way, that'd be great, thanks."

Lecasryn finds a spot to perch. She thinks she's not going to change her mind, but she doesn't know for sure, yet.  The idea of changing her mind and damning herself to confinement for a little longer is physically repulsive, it makes her feel sick. 

"I'll stay, I won't change my mind," whispers the harrier, half to herself.
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kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




Castarilan sits near Lecasryn, though not close enough that he's in harm's way if she starts freaking out.

Ranata sets the cloud-pine floating, and when Zeviana is on it - she flies away.  Not at top speed or anywhere near it, since Zeviana might fall right off the branch with the discomfort, but a good bit faster than she could walk.Edited   2014-04-23 05:56 (UTC)
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headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




Lecasryn doesn't start freaking out. She makes a little sound when it starts, and crunches in on herself - but that's it. After that one whimper, she doesn't move, she doesn't speak, she doesn't make a single sound or move even a feather. It's entirely possible to think from observance that she doesn't breathe.

Zeviana's going, she's leaving, she might never come back - then she'd be alone, so alone. Forever. The thought terrifies her, it's seeping into her bones and begging her to give up, to reach out, to let Zeviana come back. She doesn't want it - she likes being around Zeviana, likes having the other half of her there, likes going on silly adventures to the zoo with her.

But her mind doesn't change. It's better to be alone forever.  A thousand times better to be alone and in agony rather than happy in a cage, even if she loves the cage, even if it's so gilded that she's too dazzled to see the bars. It's irrelevant what's in it or how she feels about her jailer. The idea of not being free to leave whenever she likes - along with the idea of being nothing more than a pretty pet that socializes - it's like she's dying.  It's like she's worse than dying, because how could she ever have even lived?

It's hilarious, because she doesn't even know what she'll do with her freedom once she's got it.  It's likely that she won't do much with it at all, that she'll hang out around her mage and only occasionally go off on long trips. That doesn't matter, though.  It doesn't matter what she'll do with her freedom - it only matters that she has it.

Zeviana doesn't fall off the branch with discomfort. She adopts a look of stubborn resolution and eventually says, "Faster - new kind of - fuck-" (she hisses with agony) "-pain, can take it.  Go."

She understands.  Because years ago, she was trapped for years and years, and the thought of doing that to another half of her self - no.  Fuck no.

That's about all she can manage to think, at the moment.  Just the word, "No."Edited   2014-04-23 06:10 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on






Ranata speeds up.  Still not to top speed, if Zeviana falls she would rather have her require intensive healing magic than a casket, but quite quick.

It'll be over in a few seconds.
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headunbowed: m. Never again





Then it is.

Zeviana actually does nearly fall off of the branch, but catches herself. "Got it. Fuck that hurt, ow..."

Lecasryn sags with relief, "Fuck - fuck, I'm free, it's snapped, we're separated. That - that fucking hurt, that was worse than I'd thought it would be..."

But not so bad that she changed her mind. She's free. She's free.
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




Ranata stops, makes sure Zeviana's steady, then turns around.

Castarilan flutters closer to the harrier.  "Are you okay?"
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana's steady now that she's adjusted to not being in agony. "Thanks.  That got it over nice and quick.  Still hurt like a motherfucker, but whatever."

"Yeah, I'm okay.  Does she know to come back?  Should I try to catch her, or just - wait?"
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kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"You're welcome."

"My Ranata will bring her back," Castarilan assures Lecasryn.
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headunbowed: m. Never again




Zeviana nods, then she just - waits for them to be back with Castarilan and Lecasryn.

"Okay, good.  Gah that fucking sucked," says the harrier.
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




Ranata flies faster on the way back, and soon they are all together again.

2014-04-23 06:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Hurray! Lecasryn inspects Zeviana, and nibbles her a little affectionately.  Pet, pet, all is well.

"Better?" asks the mage, after they have spent a - well, remarkably short amount of time recuperating.

"Yeah.  Yeah - mind if I go flying?  It's stupid, but -"

"No. Be sure.  You're not going to offend me."

"Thanks," replies Lecasryn. Quick nuzzle, then - she's off in the air.

(She found the door.)
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kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Aww," says Ranata.  "That was one of the most amicable post-separation reunions I've ever heard of."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Thanks. It was for her," says Zeviana simply.

Meanwhile, her soul's flying. She decides that with her new found freedom - she's going to go tell the one who doubted her. So she swoops in to try and find him.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




He is with his witch, adjacent but not on her person; they have relocated from the place where Ranata found them, but not far.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn lands neatly nearby, and inclines her head towards the pair. She'll wait until the little bird daemon addresses her to say anything - perhaps nothing needs to be said at all, in fact.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




The tyrant hops forward a little bit, looking her over.

"Were you lying, before?" he inquires.
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"No," she replies.  "We decided to, then we did.  Ranata Ekamma helped."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Castarilan can't possibly have held you.  What did you do?"
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"I stayed put."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"You didn't have nearly enough time to fly to the wasteland.  Did your person teleport you there...?"
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"No.  We just did it here. I didn't change my mind - Ranata Ekamma flew Zeviana, and I stayed with Castarilan. It hurt, it was agony, but it would have been worse if I didn't."
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"We did not mean to imply there was quite this much hurry about the matter."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"I know.  Thank you. It was for us, though. So we just got it over with."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




He looks her up and down again.  "Mmm.  Well, thank you for telling me."
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headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"You're welcome.  Zeviana just finished with inspecting the fields, she'll get started soon."

Then Lecasryn inclines her head, and if he has nothing left to say, flies off.
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




He indeed has nothing to say.

Ranata has finished her lunch and hasn't yet gotten bored enough to wander off again.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana finishes hers, too!  Lecasryn returns soon after, and gets an affectionate pet on her return.

"It works.  Thank you," says the daemon.

She nods, and there are more pets - then Zeviana'd like to get to work on the field.

"Alright, I'm going to get started - it'll just be a lot of me sitting around, though you'll see some changes as I work. I don't mind if you watch."
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I might wander off again but I'll leave Castarilan if I do," says Ranata.  "We'll see."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Mhm!"

Then she finds a comfy place to sit, and gets to work. As promised, it doesn't look like much at all. Just her, sitting in a field.

But underneath, there's so much more. She's busy cutting off the weeds' life support, then telling them to shred themselves to mulch. Slowly, the weeds just crumple up and die, crumbling to a fine powder.  Their leftover nutrients go to the plants around them, because Zeviana's practical and this is probably going to be a long-term project. Waste not, want not, and all that.

Then she gets to work making sure weeds won't come back. That one's a bit tougher. She finds the offending species of weeds in the area - and engraves into their being that they don't want to grow in the fields.  The fields are death, they should give up trying if they touch them. They should try to find other places to grow, better places, places that aren't so resolutely their tomb. Any seeds that float there will never sprout, they'll just simply waste away.  Roots won't touch the area around it, they'll stop because it means certain death.

(For weeds.)

She blankets this towards the fields present. The mint, the rosemary, and she even manages to get the watercress, though not quite as absolutely as the first two. Eventually, she does start to run low on mana, but her job's finished pretty neatly by that point. So she wraps it up - one last check for weeds or un-engraved weeds, then she grins and gets up.

"Done," she pronounces.Edited   2014-04-23 07:09 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"I saw a dandelion crush itself to powder.  That was amazing."
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Thanks!" says Zeviana with a grin. "Nothing too fancy, the key's in keeping them from coming back. Think your queen will be happy?"
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"I think so!"

2014-04-23 07:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Hurray!  So, I think I'll goof off a bit and check out how witches live here, before I go tell her.  Because I've spent a large amount of time staring at the insides of plants. I should probably go actually talk to the people I'll be staying with if I'm accepted!"
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kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Probably!  I can introduce you to some of my friends."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Sure! That'd be lovely."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Let's see, who do I know who's around... Luzia is here, I think, but if I introduce you to just her it probably winds up looking like I'm trying to set you up... Anirea might be back from visiting her son by now..."
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Any's fine. I don't mind being set up, but I reserve the right to say no," says Zeviana, amused.
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Sure, but I'm also wondering what Luzia would think.  I've never managed to find another witch I wanted to set her up with, mostly because we know all the same witches, and she rolls her eyes at me if I suggest mortals and I'm not sure how you'll count.  I suppose it's worth a try."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Sure.  Is she cute?"
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kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I think everyone's beautiful, personally, so I'm not a good judge.  Tall, looks exactly like she practices dagger for an hour or two every day because she does, pale, black hair, blue eyes?"
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Ooo.  She practices with a dagger a lot?  I think I approve of her already.  I'll see if she's hot. She sounds hot, but I won't know 'til I see her."
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"She does, she's very good at it.  Maybe there'll be a sparring tournament soon you can watch.  Do you have more questions about her or should we go find her?"
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Nah, let's go find her! Watching, maybe, but I might also ask for lessons.  I have to look like a witch, after all."

Daggers aren't usually her thing, but hey, new world, new rules. 
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kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"She doesn't teach the kids, but she might be willing for an adult."

Off they go looking for Luzia.

Eventually she is located!

Stark naked in a grassy practice area, practicing footwork, stance, and potentially gratuitous amounts of dagger-tossing.  Her daemon is lurking nearby, occasionally bursting into short flights but mostly just loitering.

Ranata lands.
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing






...Yup.  That's a gorgeous stark naked woman practicing with sharp objects. That is a thing that Zeviana is now witness to. This is the best place.  The absolute best. Fuck this was a good idea. 

She'll let Ranata make introductions. Right now words are kind of escaping her and she's just - going to enjoy the sight. Not in a rude manner, not like she's looking at Luzia like a piece of meat, but like she's beautiful - because she is.
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kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Luzia!" calls Ranata.

Luzia catches her dagger and tucks it away into its sheath where it's hiding in her silks, and turns in their direction.  "Ranata!  Who's your friend?"

"This is Zeviana.  I'm giving her a sort of tour."

The mousebird flies forward; Castarilan zooms down to greet her.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Hi," says Zeviana, waving a bit. She's grinning and looking just a bit enamored.  "Nice to meet you. I'm new around here."

Lecasryn swoops down, landing nearby.  She's not as taken as her mage, but she is distinctly interested.
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"What all've you seen so far?" inquires Luzia.

"This is Radna," Cas says to Lecasryn of the mousebird.  "Radna, this is Lecasryn."Edited   2014-04-23 18:04 (UTC)
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Not too much of the place, I spent a while helping with some of your fields. But I like what I've seen so far."

Was that too subtle?  That might have been too subtle. Hmm. She'll wait, before coming on stronger - let's see if the hot naked witch is returning attraction. Best to not come off as desperate.

(She's not, but she knows what she likes.  She likes this witch.)

"Hello," says Lecasryn. "It's nice to meet you."Edited   2014-04-23 18:09 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: (Default)




"Helping with the fields?" says Luzia.  She nudges her silks (they're in a pile, knife sheath hiding in there somewhere) with her foot and finds a little rubber-band ball of hair ties, which she adds her current tie to.  Her ponytail expands into not-a-ponytail.  "Aren't you a mortal?"

"Likewise," says Radna politely.
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Not quite," says Zeviana. "I'm not a witch, but I'm not exactly from around here.  The things I can do are a bit different, but - I'm magic."

"Luzia's very skilled with a dagger - my Zeviana is quite impressed," says the harrier. Edited   2014-04-23 18:15 (UTC)
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kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Zeviana's from another plane.  Her brother is dating my daughter," explains Ranata, "and she decided to move here like he did, and might wind up an honorary clan member."

"Ooh.  Hmm," says Luzia.  "What did you do to the fields, then?"

"She practices a lot," says Radna.  "It's fun.  And good exercise."
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"Did a bit of pruning.  It should stay entirely free of weeds for a few years, but I can't guarantee forever. Not unless I moved in and kept at it for several decades or something."

"Yeah," agrees Lecasryn. "It looks like a lot of fun."
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"Few years is good.  Did you do all the plants like that?" asks Luzia.

"Well, once you're good at it," says Radna.  "Not so much if you're five and keep dropping it on your foot.  Or your daemon.  But later on lots of fun."
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"Did the mint, rosemary, and most of the watercress, though that one's not as completely finished because I ran out of mana partway through.  They're big fields."

Lecasryn giggles. "Then it might be cute, though, when you're five.  Did she drop daggers on you?"

2014-04-24 00:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Mana?" asks Luzia.

"Once or twice.  When she was just starting I was usually a turtle, though."
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"Basically, I can only use so much magic in a certain amount of time. That's powered by mana, which I just sort of - have floating around my body?  I guess? My brother's the magic nerd, I just kind of have a nebulous understanding of it. If I run out of it completely I die.  Or, if I almost run out of it completely, I have a few really bad days and eventually recover. It regenerates, sleep helps but doesn't make it instant."

"That... Is a smart move."
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"Huh.  Our magic doesn't work that way at all.  More significant spells are more complicated, but that just means they take time and care."

"I know," says the mousebird smugly.
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"That sounds useful!  Though annoying. We get complicated spells, too.  For example, I spent most of my morning getting a crash course in a translation spell from my brother. It took hours.  It sucked."

Lecasryn snickers. As much as a bird can snicker, anyway. "Did other daemons do that, or did most of them just try to dodge?"
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"What about it took hours?" wonders Luzia.  "I mean, a single witch spell could take that long if you were trying to understand why all the parts fit together and how to change something to get a different effect, but if you're willing to copy out of a written document and learn the verse phonetically you can knock even a complicated diagrammed one out in less than an hour."

"Some of them stole my idea," says Radna.  "Or burrowed, or just became small and hid in their witches' hair or in boxes or whatever."

2014-04-24 00:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Ours we have to understand exactly what we're doing.  Not the - not what the effects are going to be, but what we need to make happen in order for it to do what you want.  If you miss something - like a safety - it could be a key part of the spell and it'll do something that you don't want."

"Ah, well.  Whatever they can do to protect themselves from - daggers, I suppose. Can't say I blame them."Edited   2014-04-24 00:22 (UTC)


2014-04-24 00:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Skipping stuff could be risky with our spells too.  Miss a line or a symbol and something's on fire... but understanding's not a prerequisite.  Half our spells are in languages nobody even bothers to teach the little girls anymore."

"If Luzia's dagger had been blessed their ideas would've worked better than turtling.  But it was just a practice dagger until she learned to stop dropping it."
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"That's useful! So someone can invent a spell and you can just copy what they did and get it right?   No study for hours required? I want that."

"I'm just imagining giving little kids magic daggers and - it's very good that it's just practice daggers.  Because - wow that would end badly."
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"Yep," says Luzia.  "It can be inconvenient.  If somebody gives you a spell and lies to you about what it does.  And I don't think anybody can make it work for you, sorry."

"Even the adults' daggers aren't very magic, dropping one carelessly on a turtle wouldn't kill it," demurs Radna.  "But yes."
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"Didn't think so, my magic's non-transferable, too.  Oh well.  I like my magic, even if it's annoying sometimes."

"I'd still feel sorry for the turtle. Magic isn't - well, safe for children.  Especially magic weapons."
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"Maybe you could do magic while we do magic and get interesting things to happen," muses Luzia.

"Well, their versing works as well as anybody else's, if they read the wrong poems.  Sometimes there's accidents," says Radna.  "Not too many, though.  They mispronounce things or don't say them versily enough."
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"Maybe!  I don't know, though - I'd probably have to sit around and scry things while you do your magic. That might be possible, but I don't know what kind of combinations would be possible."

"Versily enough?"
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"What kind of scrying have you got?" inquires Luzia.

"Verse spells have to scan.  They don't have to rhyme, even though lots of them do.  If you pronounce them so they don't scan, then they don't work," says Radna.
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"I kind of sit and stare at things for a while? I mean, do you want what I'm actually doing rather than what it looks like I'm doing?  It's not a whole big thing like normal spells, scrying's easy."

"Oooh.  That makes sense.  Zeviana's magic doesn't work like that at all.  Pronounciation isn't important at all, you just have to understand it."
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"What you're actually doing," laughs Luzia.

"Are there even things to pronounce?" Radna wonders.
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Zeviana snickers. "It's like - okay, magic happens when you tell things to do stuff that they don't normally do.  Like - tell plants to grow taller, walls to have a door to a place you tell it to go, so on.  So scrying's just - telling it to tell you about itself. Except usually it's visual with some mental explanations. It's not literally explaining itself to you, like, 'Hi how are you today, I am a pen.'"

"Nope. That's why it's not important at all!  You can cheat and talk to yourself, though, that makes it easier. Faster than writing things down, too."
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Luzia laughs.  "We do a little scrying, but it's not a prerequisite for most things... and it's often symbological in nature.  Visual representations of meanings."

"How does it make it easier then?" Radna wants to know.
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"Ah.  If scrying weren't so straightforward I don't think any of us would be able to get anything done.  It's really, really necessary. At least if you don't want to do something horrifically wrong and get yourself killed. Which, obviously, I'd like to avoid."

"It's like - reminders? If you memorize a thing to say that will remind you of all the things you need to remember, and then say it as you're casting the spell, it'll help you remember what you need to.  Like a checklist, sort of."
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"Sensible of you," snorts Luzia.

"And the thing you memorize is shorter than the thing it reminds you of, I guess?"
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"I try," snickers Zeviana.

"Yup! Because there's not really any way you can say everything you need to remember in any kind of useful time frame. Zeviana's brother keeps a book of cheat sheets and that works out pretty well, too."
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"It's been occasionally hypothesized that witches could get useful magic out of getting themselves killed - or for that matter other people - but nobody's been doing it in practice far as I know," says Luzia.  "Usually if we need to kill something it winds up being a rabbit or a pigeon or a deer or whatever, and since it's a sacrifice we then go on to not eat it, is how it works."

"Cheat sheets like what?" asks Radna.
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"Yeah, uh, let's avoid human sacrifices. Does the magic undo itself if you eat a sacrifice, or does it become - I dunno, unfit for eating?"

"Like - notes on spells that he worked out but then didn't use for years or something. The necessary checklist of things that need to be known, and if everything there is understood, he can just do the spell."
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"Little of both depending on the spell, little of bad luck in general too, especially with animals.  Not the sort of thing you want to make a habit of."

"Makes sense," says Radna.
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"Oooh.  Okay, so it's a - proper sacrifice, then. I doubt it'll come up for me, but it's still cool to hear," says Zeviana. "So is being gorgeous just a natural part of being a witch, or is that all you?"

"Yeah.  Our magic likes making sense, we think.  It doesn't like making something from nothing, for example - it'll just keep eating up mana until that goes away."Edited   2014-04-24 01:16 (UTC)
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(Ranata laughs quietly.)

"Ha," says Luzia, but she smiles.  "It's not part of the package.  You could say we've been breeding ourselves for it, scooping up the prettiest mortals.  The ones who go for mortals and breeding, at any rate."  She smiles a little wider.

"Are you hitting on us?" wonders Radna.
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"Aha, that explains a lot. Good on your ancestors, they chose nicely."

Zeviana's grinning back.  Goodness, why could that be?  It's a mystery, of course.

"Yes," Lecasryn says. "But there won't be any hard feelings if you turn us down."
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"If I recall right Mother thought my father had the most beautiful hands and that was why she wanted him, but I'm sure other choices have been made for other reasons.  You are just lucky, I take it?" says Luzia.

"Good to know," says Radna.  And she hops forward a step.
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She giggles. "I think so! For lots of reasons, even.  For example - helpful, gorgeous witches. Especially the ones that are that good with a dagger."

Lecasryn is pleased by this!  She makes a happy noise, and looks very interested in Radna. "And you're returning the interest, I take it?"
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Ranata finds something to do off thataway.  Not too far, but enough to be out of earshot.

"Especially, huh?"  Luzia takes her dagger out, spins it in her fingers.

"Maaaaybe," says Radna coyly.

2014-04-24 01:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Ooo, a dagger. And I bet you know how to use it, even," says Zeviana, winking.

Lecasryn laughs. "Maybe? Aw, now I'm disappointed."

She does not look anything of the sort. At all.
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"Sure.  Not that I get much chance for, you know, field work.  Haven't had a war in decades and decades, not supposed to wave the sharps at the mortals anymore..."

"Well, we're convincible," says Radna.Edited   2014-04-24 06:09 (UTC)
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"... You know, I know lots of mortals you can poke lots of holes in and no one on this plane will care, but I'm pretty sure my brother will make faces at me if I do that.  Pity. I would have loved to see it."

"Ooh?  Are you? What are recommendations for convincing?"
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"I meant in the more traditional sense than the serial killer sense," says Luzia dryly.  "Neither was ever my style for my own sake... I helped my sister with a boy she wanted once though.  This was a long time ago."

"What's your usual convincing repertoire look like? I'll help you narrow it down," chuckles Radna.
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"Sorry, uh - dark subject, I get stuck on it every now and then. Didn't mean to come off like a psychopath. The people I'm talking about were the type to think torturing an eleven-year-old was a good idea. It would not be random murders. They're kind of deserving bastards."

"Well, we are fairly straightforward when we want something. Flirting, kisses - Zeviana is thinking of asking for dagger lessons."
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"They still call them serial killers when they're vigilante justice.  An eleven year old?  Seriously?"

"Dagger lessons she can have," declares Radna.  "If she doesn't mind my Luzia correcting her form.  Probably a lot.  So to speak."
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"Yup.  My world isn't nice. Thus, why I and my brother left.  We like it here more, anyway." To keep this from becoming a pity party, she adds with a wink, "Helps that there are such lovely people."

Lecasryn giggles. "I don't think my mage will mind."
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"How'd you turn out so sane and, mmm, pleasant company?" wonders Luzia.

"Good," says Radna, hopping closer again.  If Lecasryn were inclined to lean over and peck the mousebird on the head now she could do it.
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"Sheer talent," teases Zeviana. "Also taste."

"You know," says Lecasryn affectionately. "I feel like there's something you'd like me to do but I can't for the life of me figure out what.  Give me a hint?"
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"I can see that," says Luzia.  "How long have you been here, anyway?  The plane, I mean.  Never heard of anybody visiting from that far away, apart from a story I heard about armored bears which is almost surely false.  And you are certainly not a bear."  (Is she checking to see if Zeviana is a bear?  Well, she's checking something, anyway.)

"Nothing pops into your head?" wonders Radna.  "You'd think you don't hop up to other daemons attached to witches you're coming on to every day.  Are we special?"
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"I am certainly not a bear! I got here yesterday, though it feels longer now. I've seen a zoo, and now the clan lands!  Both have been pretty fun."

(She is free to check whatever she's checking for as long as she likes. She understands if Luzia needs to check for secret bears.  It's in the name of safety.)

"Actually, yes.  I've never flirted before. There were no daemons in the plane we came from. My Zeviana's done this before, but I haven't at all. I think you're quite cute, though."
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Luzia is sufficiently alarmed by Lecasryn's utterance to snap her attention to the birds, rather neatly ruining the parallelization.  "What?" she says.

"What?" echoes Radna, taking a step back and looking at Lecasryn again as though to confirm she's real.
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"Oh.  Um, yeah. I wasn't a zombie or anything, I just didn't have Lecasryn flying around," explains Zeviana a little awkwardly.  That was a mood killer.

"Yes," agrees Lecasryn. "I existed, I have memories from then, but I was - asleep?  Inactive? I don't know which word seems more appropriate."
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"Not having a daemon is awfully close to the definition of a zombie," says Radna warily.  "Even the bears have their armor to be their souls."

Luzia picks up Radna, apparently more for comfort in the face of the idea of being daemonless than because she's particularly interested in ending the inter-daemon interaction.  "What was that like?" she asks.
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"Hm," considers Zeviana. "There wasn't any of the - parallel socializing.  Or the companionship? But I didn't - I don't feel like I'm stronger or weaker because she's out and flying about. I just feel like how I always did except there's another autonomous part of me doing stuff."

"She wasn't soulless. I was with her, but I was - inside, I guess is the best explanation. Sleeping inside. Except not completely asleep? I remember things, and I have opinions on what I remember. It's hard to describe, I can't find the right words."
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"That sounds so lonely," says Luzia.  "I don't even - I suppose a lot of witches send their daemons off on errands but I don't unless I can't avoid it."

Radna asks, "Are you sure that means you were there, and not just that you got those memories when you were made?"
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Zeviana pauses to think about this some more! "I mean sometimes I got lonely? Do you just never get lonely if you have a daemon?"

"I'm... Not sure," manages Lecasryn. "It feels like I was there, though. Even passively."
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"It's not the same as having another person," says Luzia.  "But Radna's still someone to talk to."
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"Huh. Well.  I dunno, I guess that might have helped. But I definitely was a person. Still am, just - now Lecasryn's out here."
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"It's weird," says Luzia.  But she puts Radna down.
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Zeviana frowns, but she doesn't comment.

Lecasryn is still where she was before! Open for interactions. Or possibly questions, if Radna is wondering why Zeviana has frowned.
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"Sorry," murmurs Radna, hopping forward.

Luzia shakes her head as though to clear it.  "Sorry," she echoes.
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"It's okay," says Zeviana. "I don't think you meant it how I took it, so it's fine."

"We're sorry for surprising you," says Lecasryn carefully.
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"Why - how'd you take it...?" Luzia asks.

"You probably don't even know how it sounds to somebody who's been - entire our whole lives, huh," sighs Radna.
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"Eh.  I got warned by my brother's girlfriend that people from here would not consider me a person if I didn't have a daemon. So watching people get weirded out by me not having one instantly makes me think that they think I wasn't a person.  Nothing to do with you, really."

"No, but we're trying to be reasonable. Anyone that we've told is surprised and a little disturbed, though, and we're getting annoyed with it."
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"Well - bears are people," says Luzia.  "The armored ones, anyway, not kodiaks and pandas... but they're strange people, they aren't like humans mortal or witch."

"I can't really think of a way to soften the impact much," says Radna.
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Zeviana snickers, a little. "Are you saying I'm a bear?"

"Neither can I. I think we'll just end up never bringing it up to prevent it."
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"You're not a bear," laughs Luzia.  "It's just the only comparison point."

"Wouldn't blame you," says Radna.
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"Are you sure?  Have you checked?  I could be one underneath my clothes, you don't know."

"Yeah. It just bothers us when we're not considered people.  We can be considered weird, we're a little strange, but - not being people kind of hurts."Edited   2014-04-24 22:35 (UTC)
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"I haven't been very thorough.  I suppose I'll have to consider you maybe a bear unless you wanna let me investigate," chuckles Luzia.

Radna hops close enough to Lecasryn to tuck her head under the harrier's.
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"Hmmmmmmm. Maybe," says Zeviana, grinning again. "I might have to ask for dagger lessons as payment for checking, though..."

D'aww! Lecasryn snuggles back, looking pleased. 
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"Gosh, an entire course of dagger lessons, just for letting me check to see if you're a bear, that seems a little extreme.  Maybe just an hour to start unless you want to sweeten the deal."

(Radna giggles.)
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"What in the world could I do to sweeten the deal?  I'm already letting you in on my existence as maybe-a-bear, that's some really high-level stuff."

(Lecasryn is looking amused, too.)

"If she wants to kiss her, my Zeviana won't mind," informs the harrier in a whisper.
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Luzia takes a few sidling steps forward.  "Between us we can probably think of something."

"Oh really," whispers Radna, and she makes a high birdy sort of noise; upon hearing this Luzia's attention sharpens and she grins.
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"Oh?  Do you have any ideas? 'Cause I do," says Zeviana with a grin. She moves a bit closer right back.

"Ooo, that's a good system," says Lecasryn. "We need to use that system!"
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"Feel absolutely free to demonstrate," murmurs Luzia.  She's a few inches taller than Zeviana, but she's leaning down, now, and their faces are pretty close together.

"Matters how many kinds of vocalizations you can do," says Radna, snuggling up a bit closer.
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"Sure!"

Then she kisses her. She turns out to know lots of things about kissing. This can only be a good result.

"Ha! We'll have to do some tests," snickers the harrier, snuggling Radna back, wings becoming involved to create the ultimate in bird snuggling technology - wingsnuggles.
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Luzia's been around long enough to accumulate knowledge here too.  Yay!

Wingsnuggles: also yay!
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Oh good, then they're both going to have a lot of fun. Yay is the correct word choice in this event.

Also, kisses.

Meanwhile, the daemons continue to snuggle. "This was a good idea," says Lecasryn.
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Mmmmmmmm kisses.

"When're you planning to prove," kiss, "that you aren't a bear, huh?"

"Yes," agrees Radna.
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"Pfff," laughs Zeviana.  Then the clothes start coming off! "Now's good!"

Wingsnuggles.
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Kisses proceed both during and after the removal of clothes.

So do wingsnuggles.  Yes, good.

2014-04-24 23:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




It's a good thing Zeviana isn't the shy type, then! Lovely kisses.

"Is there anything you'd like me to do?" asks Lecasryn, gently. "Zeviana knows the steps, but uh - I don't."
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Handsy kisses?  Also good?

"This is about it given we're both birds," says Radna contently.  "Had a fling with a girl with a human-shaped daemon, once, that was interesting."
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Also good!  In fact, Luzia can have some of her own. Look at this mage, sharing the love.

"Oh, okay. Daemons come in human-shape? That sounds... Very interesting, actually."
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Well, sharing is the obvious best thing to do with love.

"It's very rare," says Radna.  "And half the people who get human daemons turn out to be asexual.  But yes."
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That's Zeviana's opinion of the matter, as well.  Nice to see they agree!

"Ooo.  I will have to look up things about what daemons mean - the witch queen's daemon asked me about why I was the shape I am and I barely had an answer for him."
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Lots of agreement over here, yep.

"A lot of it is guesswork anyway.  But the fling with the one woman was enough to warrant checking out a few more when we saw them, and they were mostly asexual and the other half didn't like women," sighs Radna, snuggling.Edited   2014-04-24 23:19 (UTC)
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Among other things, yes.

"Eh, I suppose I would get bored if it were the equivalent of neon-signs to what people are.  Oh well," says Lecasryn. Snuggle, snuggle. "We can cuddle, though! I'm not a fish or anything."
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Oooh, other things.

(A hummingbird zips into their vicinity and then zips right back out again.)

"I'm glad you are not a fish.  I don't like the water."
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Zeviana thinks they're rather nice, yes!

(That's probably best.  They're not exactly being shy of things, though.)

"I don't even know how that would work! Cuddles would be so difficult."
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Luzia agrees wholeheartedly.

"It could work if the other daemon were an otter or something.  But it'd still be a lot of trouble."

2014-04-24 23:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Oh good.  It would be unfortunate if she didn't!

"Yeah, I bet. Are all types of animals just up for grabs?  That's got to get annoying for certain ones."

2014-04-24 23:31 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Fortunate eventualities are much to be preferred.

"All possible, not all likely.  I think the most common daemon for mortals is housecat.  That or dogs, but people tend to count the different breeds differently for dogs and not cats."

2014-04-24 23:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana does like eventualities of the fortunate kind!

"That's interesting.  I would have guessed the most common to be birds, but - I think that's because we've been around witches."

2014-04-24 23:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Does she.  That is interesting and Luzia is interested.

"I meant species.  There are more birds in general than cats in specific.  But not more white-headed mousebirds, or whatever."

2014-04-24 23:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Yay! Interesting things!

"Ooo.  Alright." Snuggle, snuggle. "Makes sense."

2014-04-24 23:39 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Very interesting indeed!

Snuggle!  "That is what I am, if you couldn't tell.  I'm not exactly up there with crows and great horned owls and pelicans on the recognizability scale."

2014-04-24 23:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




It might take them a while to get bored of interesting things.  They're, after all, interesting.

"I think you're lovely," says Lecasryn, nuzzling Radna. "And I don't know what I am, either.  Some kind of harrier, apparently.  We haven't looked it up, yet."

2014-04-24 23:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Luzia is all in favor of prolonged mutual fascination.

"It's good to be able to tell others when they ask," says Radna.  She preens a stray feather on Lecasryn's neck.

2014-04-24 23:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




How fortunate of them both that Zeviana feels the same.

"Yeah.  I'll have to look it up, there's apparently a book for it." At preening, Lecasryn nuzzles Radna again.  Because it's cute.

2014-04-24 23:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It is a truly lovely confluence of interests.

"It's a lot of books, but you narrow it down by obvious things.  You'd want the flying birds book."

2014-04-24 23:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Indeed it is.

"Ah!  Thanks. We'll have to look for the flying birds book."




Of course, stamina isn't an infinite resource. Eventually, they'll have to stop, though only after both parties are quite sated.

"That was great," says Zeviana, grinning.

2014-04-24 23:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Mmmmm-hm," agrees Luzia, smiling lazily.  "Never did get around to teaching you how to hold a dagger, but I suspect you're too tired now."

(Luzia is at least as tired, of course.)

2014-04-24 23:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Not complaining, 'cause yeah, too tired for it now.  Later I'll be up for it, though - it seems fun!" says Zeviana.

2014-04-24 23:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Tremendous fun.  Are you stranded here 'till Ranata comes back?"

2014-04-24 23:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Eh.  Kinda? Used most of my mana for super-weed genocide, so I can't just teleport or fly or something. I might be too tired to walk."

2014-04-24 23:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Well, I'm not going to kick you out of my practice field," snorts Luzia.

2014-04-24 23:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Aww, thanks," laughs Zeviana.

2014-04-25 00:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Partly 'cause it's not really mine.  But," she says, "if a bunch of little girls with their practice blades come in to learn stances, don't say I didn't warn you."

2014-04-25 00:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




She bursts into helpless laughter. "We probably should have moved somewhere less public, but eh - this was fun, and I didn't think of moving at the time."

2014-04-25 00:3 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Well, we're not doing anything publicly indecent - for clan lands - right now," says Luzia, stretching.  "And I don't really expect a lesson today.  There's not a whole batch of children that age right now. People try to time them to have witch friends their own age, see."

2014-04-25 00:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Ahh, I can understand why. There weren't any magic kids my age that I knew except for my brother, and he doesn't really count because he's my brother. I am eternally stuck with him," says Zeviana, amused. "Good on witches for timing them like that."

2014-04-25 00:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Not everybody does it.  There's, let's see - of witches regularly around as opposed to living in South America or what have you, one has a six year old, one has a baby.  The most recent batch is sixteen now, past when they'd be taking group lessons.  Ranata jumped the gun with hers, couldn't wait I suppose."

2014-04-25 00:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana snickers. "Suppose so! Kids are cute, not sure I'd ever want to have any, though. Imagining Ranata excited to have a kid is extremely adorable."

2014-04-25 00:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I had one once," sighs Luzia.

2014-04-25 00:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Oh?" she asks, then she puts two and two together for the word choice of 'once.' "Oh.  I'm uh - sorry. If you don't want to talk about it I won't get offended or anything."

2014-04-25 00:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It's all right.  He died thirty years ago."  She rolls over, finds someplace new to put her head that turns her neck a different way.  "I have great-great grandchildren.  Hope that's not weird."

2014-04-25 00:21 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




Zeviana isn't really snuggly, but she will try if Luzia looks like she needs it.

"Eh.  I don't think it's weird. I'll live to be like five-hundred, too, kinda made peace with that. Just didn't expect the shoe to be on the other foot. Now that it is, I'm fine with it."Edited   2014-04-25 00:23 (UTC)


2014-04-25 00:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Luzia doesn't appear to need anything but to sun herself in this field.  "I'm only a hundred and thirty-four at the moment.  Just had a birthday."

2014-04-25 00:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Happy birthday!" says Zeviana. "I think I already told you my age.  I already told you my age, right?  It's twenty-one."

2014-04-25 00:27 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'm such a cradle-robber," snorts Luzia.  "Oh well.  What's a witch to do."

2014-04-25 00:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




She laughs. "Thanks. Thanks. I'm sure you'll console yourself.  Somehow."

2014-04-25 00:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Maybe you will help me," suggests Luzia archly.

2014-04-25 00:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I'll be happy to!"

Kiss?  Just a little one, they're probably not both up for another round. Yet.

2014-04-25 00:31 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Kiss!  "Good."

2014-04-25 00:32 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"And!  I might become an honorary member of the clan.  So I could potentially be around here a lot."

2014-04-25 00:33 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Ooooh.  How much is a lot?"

2014-04-25 00:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Well if it keeps being this awesome, most of the time!  But I like going places, too. Just traveling to see things."

2014-04-25 00:35 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Like Ranata," chuckles Luzia.  "Can't make her stay put more than a few weeks at a time now her daughter isn't at home anymore.  Sometimes I go with her, it's fun."

2014-04-25 00:36 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yeah!  Ranata will actually probably become a travel-buddy for it.  Obviously, you're invited to come whenever." Kiss!

2014-04-25 00:37 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Kiss!  "Have any plans lined up or are you taking suggestions?"

2014-04-25 00:38 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I think we had plans to go to - I actually forget what it's called.  A place. But I am taking suggestions anyway!"

2014-04-25 00:38 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Luzia laughs.  "Cloud forests are nice."

2014-04-25 00:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Then I'd love to see them."

2014-04-25 00:39 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"When Ranata comes back we can suggest it to her."

2014-04-25 00:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Sure! She just likes going to places, then? Not just new places?"

2014-04-25 00:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"New places best, but she'll make second trips when she likes them, and anyway there's more than one cloud forest in the world."

2014-04-25 00:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Aha! Makes sense.  What happens if she runs out of places to go? It hasn't happened yet, I suppose?"

2014-04-25 00:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It hasn't.  The world's big and she's only about fifty."

2014-04-25 00:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana giggles. "You're making me feel like I'm a squalling kid, you realize, with 'Only a hundred' and 'Only fifty.'"

2014-04-25 00:45 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Nuzzle.  "Not a kid, I assure you.  Nor a bear.  I will not comment directly on squalling..."

2014-04-25 00:46 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




More giggling. "Whose fault is that one?"

2014-04-25 00:48 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Oh, I take full responsibility.  I can't weasel out of this one.  What are you gonna do to me for my heinous crime, hmm?"

2014-04-25 00:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Wait until the proper time to strike, of course.  Get my revenge."

It will involve kisses, among other things.

2014-04-25 00:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I quake in fear.  Spare me, spare me, I'll do anything," giggles Luzia.

2014-04-25 00:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"There is no mercy," whispers Zeviana between giggles. "Only vengeance."

2014-04-25 00:51 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Nooooo," laughs Luzia.  "Won't you give me another chance?"

2014-04-25 00:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Nope.  You're just doomed to your fate now.  Maybe if you weren't so gorgeous, but - nope, there can now only be vengeance."

2014-04-25 00:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Well, at least I have my gorgeousness to console me."

2014-04-25 00:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yup! You do!" says Zeviana brightly.

2014-04-25 00:54 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And also your gorgeousness.  Quite consoling, your gorgeousness."

2014-04-25 00:55 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana grins. "I do try."

2014-04-25 00:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Luzia kisses her shoulder.  "And all with eyes thank you for it."

2014-04-25 00:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




More giggles. "Awww, you're sweet.  Definitely getting my vengeance on you, though.  There's no sweet-talking your way out of this one."

2014-04-25 00:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Awwwwww, rats."

2014-04-25 00:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Nice try, though!  Points for creativity! And flattery, I like flattery."

2014-04-25 00:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Duly noted.  What form will the vengeance take, might I have the dubious comfort of knowing?"

2014-04-25 00:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"You don't get any comfort in knowing.  You're just going to have to agonize."

2014-04-25 00:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Aaaaaaugh, the pain," deadpans Luzia.

2014-04-25 00:59 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yup!  That's what you get.  Being gorgeous and fun."

2014-04-25 01:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Luzia giggles again and sits up, leaning back on her hands.  "I will assuredly learn my lesson."

2014-04-25 01:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"You'd better," snickers Zeviana.

2014-04-25 01:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Castarilan chooses this moment to make another check.  "All done?" he asks archly, hovering in front of them.

2014-04-25 01:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"For the moment!  I should probably go talk to the queen, huh? I think I've learned all I need to know, you guys are just naturally awesome."

2014-04-25 01:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




(Luzia snickers.)

"If you like," laughs Cas.  Ranata flies into view; her daemon zooms to her and reports this decision.

2014-04-25 01:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana waves!  She gives Luzia a little kiss, then up she goes.  Clothes are retrieved, but not put on.

"No one cares if I wander around naked, right?"

2014-04-25 01:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Nope, not a bit," confirms Ranata.  "Might make it hard for you to transport Lecasryn comfortably, but she can go under her own power now you're separated."

2014-04-25 01:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Hurray!  Lecasryn, you cool with flying?"

"Yes," replies her daemon from wingsnuggles, happily.

"Alright.  Then naked I shall be!  This is fun."

2014-04-25 01:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"All right then."  Ranata flies her to go looking for the queen.

Eventually the queen is located.  She appears to be making arrows.

2014-04-25 01:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Zeviana will wait until addressed! Because she's still on her best behavior, though it bothers her a little.  She'll put up with it for awesome witch clan.

2014-04-25 01:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Hello again," says the queen.  "How have you passed the intervening hours?"

2014-04-25 01:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I've fixed the mint, rosemary, and most of the watercress fields to be weed-free - they should stay like that for years, but the watercress I'm less sure about, I ran out of mana before I could finish it properly.  Then after that," Zeviana grins, "I got to know some of your clan members.  I like you guys, you're fun."

2014-04-25 01:13 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




Zeviana might miss Ranata nodding slightly to confirm and the queen's daemon glancing at her to see it.

"If you would like to take the clan mark," says the queen, "and act as one of us, I would be disposed to have you."

2014-04-25 01:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"And I would be inclined to take it.  Is there any - duties or anything that come with it that I should know about?"

This is a delicate way of asking, 'I'm not going to become basically your minion, right?'

2014-04-25 01:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"When I ask something reasonable of a clan member," says the queen, raising one eyebrow slightly, "I expect to be obliged.  If there is a war within your lifetime I will expect you to be on our side in whatever capacity can best use you.  I do not expect to take up much of your time or ask anything distasteful to you."

2014-04-25 01:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Okay, making sure. Thank you for being wonderfully sane, I'm still getting used to that bit. Those sound like reasonable things to request. In that case - I'm up for it."

2014-04-25 01:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Then I'll go prepare some ink for the tattoo."  She gets up and starts walking; her daemon clings to a trailing end of silk for a moment, then lets go and flies to her shoulder.  (She's wearing the silk tied differently and more elaborately than Ranata or Isabella.)

Ranata follows.

2014-04-25 01:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Zeviana does, too.  She will probably need help on how to tie silks, later. To look properly witchy.

2014-04-25 01:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




They travel to one of the unassuming combination-of-wood-and-rocks buildings that are scattered around the lands.  The queen ducks into it; Ranata motions that she and Zeviana stay outside.

Shortly after the queen comes out with a bowl and a thin paintbrush.  "This doesn't exactly tickle when I spell it to sink in," she says.  "But it's over in a moment.  Wrist, please."

2014-04-25 01:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Outside she stays! The wrist is produced as requested. "All right."

2014-04-25 01:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




The queen paints with a careful, practiced hand until there is a damp clan symbol on her wrist.  Then she puts the bowl and brush down and murmurs tightly rhymed verse.  It's not in English, but Zeviana's under a translation spell:

"Mark this witch
As one of mine
As one of ours
Mark this witch
For all to know
Where she may call home
With our symbol."

And then the tattoo stings like crazy - and then it's just dry pigment across her skin.

2014-04-25 01:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana winces, but doesn't flinch or make any other sound when the spell goes. She eyes her new tattoo appreciatively.

"Pretty.  Thank you, I'm honored to be a part of your clan."

2014-04-25 01:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You're welcome here," says the queen.  "And to help yourself to the things here within reason.  Likewise if someone of the clan wants your help..." She makes an illustrative gesture.  "That is what it's for."

2014-04-25 01:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Of course," says Zeviana agreeably. "Fair's fair."

She grins. "I'm going to love it here, you don't have the stupid sh- er, stuff that mortals come with.  This is great!"

2014-04-25 01:36 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




The queen smiles slightly.  "I am pleased that you are glad to be among us."  And she makes a little incline of her head, and her and her daemon are heading off into the woods.

"Congratulations," laughs Ranata, and she holds out her arms in an offer of a hug.

2014-04-25 01:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Hug! "Eeeee I'm an honorary witch-clan member! I can just wander around naked in an entire area and no one will care! I can ignore money in favor of something more useful! There are hot witches here and no one minds if I take advantage of that! Eeee!"

She is excited.

2014-04-25 01:39 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"I'm so glad you're happy," laughs Ranata delightedly.

2014-04-25 01:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I owe my brother a hug, he is a good brother for finding this plane. He should get a prize."

2014-04-25 01:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"My daughter's not a good enough plane-finding prize?" teases Ranata.

2014-04-25 01:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana laughs. "Fair enough!  But she's not a prize to be handed off, she is a bonus that he is delighted to find."

2014-04-25 01:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"She is self-awarding, certainly."

2014-04-25 01:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Definitely. Alright!  So what should my first lesson on how to be witchy be?"

2014-04-25 01:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I really don't know!  I suppose you should have a set of silks even if you don't want to wear them around here.  And a dagger, and a bow, although the bow will be harder to tote around without a cloud-pine."

2014-04-25 01:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Eh, I might get cold, so I might wear the silks around here.  Dagger and bow sound good, though for the bow I'll probably have to come up with a solution. I'll be getting dagger lessons from Luzia, so I'll be convincingly capable and everything."

She is still incredibly excited.

2014-04-25 01:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Let's get you some silk, then."  Ranata waves her onto the cloud-pine again and flies her to where bolts of silk are available.  "Do you want the clan standard tie or something with fuller coverage for warmth?"

2014-04-25 01:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Onto the cloud-pine!

"Hmmm. Both? I can have options!"

2014-04-25 01:51 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Well, there's a few ways to tie any given set of variously sized silk pieces, but you'll need more silk for more coverage for obvious reasons.  I'm asking how much to tear off for you."

2014-04-25 01:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Oh!  Hm. Normal clan way first, then."

2014-04-25 01:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Okay.  It's still warmish, anyway.  While you were occupied Cas went and asked Quinamril - that's the queen's daemon - and they think you can tell anyone in the clan where you're from as long as it's clear it's not supposed to be common knowledge."

2014-04-25 01:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Thanks! I should let Luzia know about that, I just informed her and didn't think of it getting out. Whoops."

2014-04-25 01:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




Ranata extracts Castarilan from her hair.  Off he zooms.  "Cas will tell her.  No worries."

2014-04-25 01:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Ooo!  Thanks!  I will have to get used to daemons, I am still getting used to daemons."

2014-04-25 01:57 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Daemons are well worth having."

Here is the silks place!  It is another one of those little buildings.  There is a witch in back of it with a vat of dye and undyed lengths of silk, working.  Ranata leads Zeviana inside after waving to the dyer; in there are several bolts.  Ranata starts unwinding.  She eyeballs the lengths, and gets several pieces, and starts showing Zeviana how to tie them on.

2014-04-25 02:0 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Tying occurs! Zeviana pays attention, and maybe has a bit of fun with it after she's got it down!  Whee, silk. She approves of wearing silk. It's soft and sleek.

2014-04-25 02:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




It is both things!  And very fetching.  There's a mirror in here.

2014-04-25 02:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana turns out to look damn good in silks. She even sort of has the witchy bearing down - self-assured, powerful, maybe a tinge aloof but not directed towards Ranata in particular. She grins happily. "This was such a great idea."

2014-04-25 02:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"You fit in very well.  Do you want to learn more ways of tying this set now, or what?"

2014-04-25 02:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Sure!"

2014-04-25 02:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata turns out to know a lot of ways to tie this set of silks, and she tears off another batch for warmer wear that includes bits spiraling down to be sleeves.  (She only knows one version of this - "I picked it up when I was in the Middle East to get stared at slightly less" - but is perfectly capable of teaching it.)

When Zeviana has learned as many ways to wear torn-up black silk as she likes, Ranata says, "Are you in the mood for dinner?"Edited   2014-04-25 02:09 (UTC)


2014-04-25 02:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Zeviana is curious about all of this!  She will probably switch between silk styles as it suits her mood. So it's best to have lots of options available to her.

"Dinner sounds lovely!" she replies when she's thoroughly finished trying on silks.

2014-04-25 02:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"On the lands or off?  On is mostly going to be vegetables and meat and it's never predictable quite what.  Off, if you're willing to fly awhile, could be nearly anything."

2014-04-25 02:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I'm not picky either way. Whichever you'd prefer.  I'm still just happy, really."

2014-04-25 02:26 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, since you're already in silks, let's see what you think of diner food, there's one in Port Angeles where our tattoos are good."

Flying!

2014-04-25 02:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Flying indeed! Wheee!  What does the place of mystery food serve?Edited   2014-04-25 02:28 (UTC)


2014-04-25 02:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




It serves... diner food!  Burgers, grilled cheese, meatloaf, jalapeno poppers, tuna melts.  Milkshakes, pie, cherry cheesecake, sundaes.

2014-04-25 02:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




Zeviana doesn't know what most of this food is.  Uh.  A burger?  She guesses?  With a milkshake and a cherry cheesecake? 

(The burger was from a random person's recommendation, the milkshake and cheesecake were chosen because Zeviana was curious about how milk could be shaken into food and how cheese can be integrated into cake.)

2014-04-25 02:32 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




Renée gets chicken fingers and an order of the jalapenos and a slice of blueberry pie.  Zeviana is welcome to taste all of it.

2014-04-25 02:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




All are tried.

Zeviana approves of it all.  No exceptions.  Of her own food, the cheesecake she finds delightful, the burger is messy but interesting, and the milkshake absurdly sweet. Similar feelings towards the samples from Ranata - this is lovely.

2014-04-25 02:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Diner food's a hit, huh?"

2014-04-25 02:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yes," replies Zeviana around a mouth full of cheesecake, so it comes out more as 'Mpfss.'

2014-04-25 02:39 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Maybe you'll like all earth food this much, wouldn't that be lucky?"

2014-04-25 02:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




She takes the time to swallow before replying, this time. "Yeah! But it probably won't work like that, I bet.  If it does I will be very surprised."

2014-04-25 02:42 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Yeah, probably.  I don't even like everything and I've tried things Isabella wouldn't touch and Adarin looked repulsed by the very idea of."

2014-04-25 06:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Zeviana tilts her head, curious. "What did you eat that repulsed my brother?"

2014-04-25 23:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"In Italy there's a kind of cheese that's processed with maggots, and they don't always take them out before eating."

2014-04-25 23:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Ah.  Okay, pass. Maybe if I had nothing else to eat, but if I get choices, nope."

2014-04-25 23:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It wasn't that bad!  Strong, but not bad."

2014-04-25 23:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Right, well - maybe eventually, I guess? But like - give me a few years to get used to this plane and we'll see.  My answer is probably still going to be a pass, though."

2014-04-25 23:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Whatever floats your boat.  If that is diner food, then diner food it is."

2014-04-25 23:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




She giggles. "I do like diner food.  It's delicious. And I can just show up whenever, show the clan tattoo, and bam, food?"

2014-04-25 23:13 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"At this particular restaurant until - next summer, I think, then the clan and the diner renegotiate."

2014-04-25 23:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Alright," says Zeviana cheerily. "Then I will probably be coming here a lot."

2014-04-25 23:14 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"There's more restaurants, you may as well try them all, but that is certainly reasonable.  The food on the lands is very much meat and vegetables, and I happen to like cheese."

2014-04-25 23:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"That's why you're willing to try maggoty cheese, I guess."

2014-04-25 23:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"No, plenty of people like cheese and wouldn't try that kind."

2014-04-25 23:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Oh, well.  There goes that idea. I guess you're just strange."

She's teasing!

2014-04-25 23:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I'm adventurous."

2014-04-25 23:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"... All right, I'll accept that instead.  You're adventurous. You eat strange things that brothers and daughters everywhere shy away from."

2014-04-25 23:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Yes.  Yes I do."

2014-04-25 23:20 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Any other strange foods I should be on the lookout for? You're in charge of trying things out first and giving me an opinion of it. Congrats.  You're adventurous."

2014-04-25 23:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, I grew up in this country and don't think of anything conventionally available here as strange... I don't know, sushi?  How do you feel about raw fish?"

2014-04-25 23:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Never had it before! Why is it eaten raw?"

2014-04-25 23:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"It tastes nice!  They serve it with rice and seaweed and other ingredients and you put soy sauce and wasabi on it."

2014-04-25 23:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Would I get sick from eating things raw? That's... Usually why we cook things."

2014-04-25 23:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"No, no, they make sure it's safe.  I mean, you can get food poisoning from anything, but sushi served correctly isn't especially likely to do it."

2014-04-25 23:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Eh.  Okay, I can give sushi a shot. If I die from it I'll just haunt the hell out of you."

2014-04-25 23:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata laughs.

2014-04-25 23:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"And you get to explain to Adarin what happened. 'Oh, by the way, your sister is haunting me now because I got her to eat a strange thing.'"

2014-04-25 23:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"...Wait, do you people leave ghosts?"

2014-04-25 23:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Er.  Well.  Yes?  Wait, you guys don't? But you're magic!"Edited   2014-04-25 23:30 (UTC)


2014-04-25 23:30 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"That doesn't mean we have ghosts!  Nobody has ghosts."

2014-04-25 23:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Mages do! Normal people don't. Adarin tried to explain it to me once and I kind of zoned out so the general idea of it's that we're not completely mortal?  So the immortal part of us just - keeps on going as a funky non-functioning us that can't do much? I thought witches were the same, you guys live as long as we do!"

2014-04-25 23:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"We don't live any fixed amount of time, but when we die it's like anyone else.  Witch-shaped corpse and a puff of golden light."

2014-04-25 23:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Well we leave corpses, too.  We're not alive anymore, or anything.  We're very definitively dead. Part of us just gets doomed to stick around for a while until it runs out of mana and then it just kind of fades away."

2014-04-25 23:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Well, I guess that's... another way the worlds differ.  I'm not sure whether to expect that to happen if you die here."

2014-04-25 23:38 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"The same thing? I dunno why it would change just because we moved planes.  Some people died in New Kystle and they left some ghosts, I would know, I got haunted. Bastard tried locking me in a bathroom."

2014-04-25 23:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"Well, you acquired a daemon when you changed planes, so it could be the same thing."

2014-04-25 23:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




Zeviana looks bewildered. "Uh.  Well.  You didn't lose your daemon when you went to New Kystle.  I don't see why I wouldn't be a ghost for a while after I die? It's a thing that happens with mages, I don't think it's plane based."

2014-04-25 23:44 (UTC)









kindestgarden: j ~ know you too well




"I certainly don't plan to experiment with it, so perhaps it will continue to be a mystery."

2014-04-25 23:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




She snorts. "Yeah, thanks. I don't want to test my potential ghosty-ness for the sake of science. I'd like to live a long and happy life with harems of gorgeous women. And diner food."

2014-04-25 23:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"Entire harems of them?  Did you mention that to Luzia?"

2014-04-25 23:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"It hasn't come up?  I mean I wouldn't screw anyone without letting her know and making sure it's cool, but like - my fantasies for the rest of my long and happy life are mine. Just because in my perfect world I would have harems of gorgeous women doesn't mean I'm gonna in the actual one."

2014-04-25 23:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I actually don't know Luzia's feelings on open relationships, but yes, the done thing is to discuss them before having them."

2014-04-25 23:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Yeah, that's kinda - relationship basics, really.  Anything else is cheating, general assholism, or like - being disconnected from the world?"Edited   2014-04-25 23:54 (UTC)


2014-04-25 23:53 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Hear, hear."

2014-04-25 23:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana smiles. "But if I do ever get a harem of gorgeous and totally consenting women that are all into being part of a harem - I will consider my life complete and go into permanent retirement because there's no way in hell I can top that."

2014-04-25 23:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Retirement from what?"

2014-04-25 23:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I dunno. But if I figure it out I will retire from it."

2014-04-25 23:57 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata laughs.

2014-04-25 23:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"It would be the best day ever," says Zeviana loftily. "Adarin would turn bright red at the slightest mention of it and it'd be hilarious."

2014-04-26 00:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Would he really?  If it was merely alluded to that you had a harem."

2014-04-26 00:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"If he knew I actually had one?  Yes.  If I was just joking around he'd roll his eyes and go back to whatever he was doing."

2014-04-26 00:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata chuckles.  "I don't see why."

2014-04-26 00:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Because he's a prude. He does strange things because of it. When he caught me with an ex of mine he avoided me for like a week."

2014-04-26 00:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"That seems extreme."

2014-04-26 00:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Well. I think it had more to do with what he caught us doing."

2014-04-26 00:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"It seems extreme regardless unless what he caught you doing was vivisecting small animals."

2014-04-26 00:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Pretty much.  But then I got snippy about if it was because I was with a girl and he just looked at me like I had grown a second head and said something along the lines of, 'What the hell does that have to do with anything?' So I forgive him."

2014-04-26 00:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"So it's all right for him to be a sex-negative prude but not a homophobe, understood."

2014-04-26 00:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




She giggles. "Yes."

2014-04-26 00:13 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"I take it homophobes are a huge problem where you're from."

2014-04-26 00:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Yup.  Also people wanting me to have their magical babies. So here's better!"

2014-04-26 00:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Not interested in having kids, I take it."

2014-04-26 00:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Eh.  I don't see myself as a good mom, and it's not like I can have kids with women?"

2014-04-26 00:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: h ~ still got it




"There's been some efforts made to allow it with magic, but not success so far."

2014-04-26 00:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yeah.  I mean maybe there's a way with my magic, but we haven't figured it out either.  If it becomes important to me I might get to researching it, but as of right now, don't want to."

2014-04-26 00:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




Ranata nods.  "That's entirely reasonable."

2014-04-26 00:20 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Thanks!  Besides, I'm still kinda young for kids. I don't even know what I'd do with one.  I'd just hold it awkwardly and be like, 'Um.  Help?'"

2014-04-26 00:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Well, there's not a lot to be done with them when they're babies except coo over them and keep them fed and clean - which is plenty time consuming - but then they grow up and bring home their extraplanar boyfriends and casually talk about colonizing Mars, so."

2014-04-26 00:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana laughs. "And then you befriend their extraplanar boyfriends' sisters, right?  That's how this goes?"

2014-04-26 00:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"It is!  Bow to my wisdom and experience, whippersnapper."

2014-04-26 00:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana bows. "Wisdom and experience, ooooo!"

2014-04-26 00:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata grins.

2014-04-26 00:29 (UTC)





Chamomile

finances





dark_light: (Default)




Isabella manages, by the liberal use of cloudpine travel, assorted magic, and her alethiometer, to acquire possession of a parking garage each in Manhattan and Los Angeles.

Into these she has Adarin place a portal set.

And then she mixes up a batch of suitably witchy ink that she'll be able to identify as authentic later, marks up a bunch of pieces of paper with it, and walks into: a bank.

Adarin's welcome to come along, if he likes...

2014-04-25 20:33









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Which, as it happens, he does. Both for the practical purpose of possibly providing portal based advice, and because it seems like the sort of thing that would be fun to attend.

2014-04-26 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella attracts a lot of odd looks at the bank.  She ignores them, and goes up to the teller, and says, "Who do I speak to about a large loan and other services under unusual circumstances?"

The teller looks as confused as everyone else, but sends her into an office off the side of the main bank floor.

Into this office goes Isabella.

The person in the office takes her witchhood in stride, but only insofar as he assumes it's Adarin who wants to talk to him.  "Ah, hello sir, what can I do for you today?"

2014-04-26 03:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin finds the odd looks hilarious. He doesn't say so, and he doesn't laugh, but it's kind of obvious.

Amused, he says, "Hello and good day, sir! Thank you, but I don't require anything at the moment - you can help the lovely witch beside me."

Credit will go to Isabella, and he's of the opinion that it's better that he is as visibly hands-off on portal capitalism as possible. That way, no one connects the dots.  Thus, Isabella gets to do the talking.

2014-04-26 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




The bank person blinks, and turns to Isabella with reasonable grace.  "Ah, I see.  Ma'am?"

"Thank you," says Isabella wryly.  "I have found myself in what you yourself readily demonstrate is the unusual position of being both a witch and inclined to make ludicrous quantities of money which cannot be handled in non-liquid form.  I would like to take out a business loan - here are my estimates -" she has a piece of notebook paper with her summarized arithmetic on it - "and in lieu of paying interest, and in exchange for any other banking services that normally cost money which I find myself desiring, I'd like to save your organization a lot of money and hassle on business travel.  I have unprecedented magic, I don't think it's going to be duplicated outside the scope of my enterprise in the next - decade, conservatively, potentially ever, and particularly not on a commercial scale, and what it does is let me put a hole in the wall in the parking garage six blocks north of here and have it open into a hub site which has another hole in a wall leading to a parking garage in Los Angeles.  That's the proof of concept.  I can make more.  I'm going to.  I just want to own the sites I put them on and be able to hire any support personnel I find myself requiring.  Before the ticket money starts piling up."

"I... see."

2014-04-26 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"There is indeed a hole in the wall that goes a very long distance from one place to another," informs Adarin. "It's entirely safe, I was her test subject for walking through it. You go in one side in one part of the country, end up on the other side somewhere completely different."

He was technically her test subject.  In that he made the portals and then tested them himself to be extra sure. It counts.

2014-04-26 04:4 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Nobody in this room is going to call him on this technicality.

"I see.  Ms...?"

"Isabella Amariah.  You can drop the titles."

"Isabella Amariah.  What are you planning to charge?"

"To start, a lot more than air travel costs.  I can't handle that kind of volume yet and have to deter excess would-be coast hoppers somehow, and I don't think it's a long-term great idea to make urban parking garages by bases of operation for high volume either.  By my back-of-envelope estimate I should be able to repay you inside of a year - that's if you take the vouchers in lieu of interest etcetera and distribute them to your business travelers; that's part of my strategy is using that as a word-of-mouth starting point.  They tell their golfing buddies who tell their cousins etcetera.  The price point will drop when I have better infrastructure and when the economy has started to react to the introduced magic."

2014-04-26 04:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"If you were to accept, I think she is also willing to listen to input on which cities are next added to the hub, though any actual additions will be up to her discretion alone," Adarin adds.

2014-04-26 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"The twenty-five most populous in the U.S. and the big tourist destinations like Las Vegas and Honolulu are first on my list as it stands," says Isabella.  "I haven't yet jumped though the hurdles necessary to deal with building portals to other countries, but it's not a technical challenge, just a bureaucratic one.  I've earmarked part of the loan to figuring that out, as you can see."

"I do see.  Are you sure you're looking for a loan and not an investment?"

"Mr.," Isabella reads the nameplate on his desk, "Phillips, I do not particularly wish to sacrifice any part of the ownership of my enterprise.  Do you suspect that you cannot acquire value out of being my chosen banking institution regardless of whether or not I let you purchase likely-undervalued stock options?"

"I meant no offense, Isabella."

"None was taken."

2014-04-26 04:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin tries very hard not to laugh.  He manages, but he can't help but smile a little. "If you would not like to give her the loan, we can always go to another bank. I'm sure she will not be offended if you find the venture unlikely for success and don't want to risk your company. It's hard to offend a witch."

2014-04-26 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Perhaps you'd like to see the portal, Mr. Phillips."

"Actually," he replies, "yes, I think I would.  Six blocks?"

"That's right.  Will you recognize Los Angeles when you step into it?  I suppose it's warmer there, if nothing else."

"It is," agrees Mr. Phillips.  "Is now a good time?"

"Now is a fine time," Isabella says, getting up.

2014-04-26 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Up Adarin goes, as well. He's so incredibly pleased with his witch.

2014-04-26 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella mounts her cloud-pine when they have exited Mr. Phillips's office.  No point in tripping on the way there.

Mr. Phillips holds the door for them and then follows as she floats six blocks north at a leisurely pace, looking almost insufferably smug.

2014-04-26 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Her boyfriend thinks she is allowed to be as almost insufferably smug as she likes.  She is taking over the world with portal economics, she gets to be smug. He walks beside Isabella's floating cloudpine, obviously extremely happy.  He's not smug, but he's not exactly subtle about his opinion of these events.

Soon enough, they arrive. The portal is absurdly easy to pick out; it ripples like water, but anyone can see what's on the other side - definitely not a parking garage at all.  It's large enough for both cars and pedestrians together - there is even a conscientious little section of wall dividing them that ends part of the ways up in the portal. This is to prevent the obvious problem of people getting run over by cars.

"Would you like me to go first?" asks Adarin. "As proof of concept."Edited   2014-04-26 04:57 (UTC)


2014-04-26 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure," says Mr. Phillips.  "That doesn't look like Los Angeles, though."

"Well, yes, it goes through my hub site in Wyoming," says Isabella.

2014-04-26 04:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin nods. "So it can be easily expanded."

Then, through the portal he goes.  It's like walking through normal air, though the ripples of the portal react accordingly to a person walking through them, like he stepped through some really agreeable floating water.  From the other side, he waves, clearly visible and perfectly fine.

2014-04-26 05:1 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella gestures to Mr. Phillips, who tentatively walks through.  She follows, still flying, and leads the way to the Los Angeles portal, which opens into another parking garage.  She escorts the banker up the ramp to the rooftop, from which Los Angeles is clearly visible.

"As you see," she says, still radiating insufferable smugness.  "A portal from New York to L.A., easy as that."

2014-04-26 05:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Soon enough there will be portals to other locations, too, but Isabella has yet to secure where they would go," adds Adarin. "All accessible from the hub."

Okay, now he's maybe just a little smug, too. They can have a smugness party.

2014-04-26 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I am very impressed.  You're sure you're not taking investors?"

"I don't need investors," says Isabella.  "I got this far with no financial help - parking garages via favors, portals via magic.  I would like a loan.  I am inviting you to provide me with something I want, which is a loan, not something I don't want, which is investment."

"Well, you certainly know your own mind.  If we go back I'll see if our bank can satisfy your needs within the limits of my authorization or if we'll need to get someone else to handle your accounts."

"Thank you, Mr. Phillips."

Back down and through the portals and out of the New York garage they go.  Isabella locks the door to the stairwell behind her; the drive-in entrance is closed until she opens the place.  She doesn't want confused would-be parkers wandering around.

2014-04-26 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




How wonderfully sensible of her.  What's even more sensible is that both the stairwell door and the drive-in entrance will just not open to anyone that isn't Adarin or Isabella when it's locked. The lock might be picked, but the door pays attention to whether or not the key was used, and the person using it. There will be no mistakes.

Adarin loves magic.

To the bank they go.Edited   2014-04-26 05:19 (UTC)


2014-04-26 05:18 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Mr. Phillips draws up documents and sets up accounts and issues Isabella a glossy black credit card and only has to be reminded once that there is another bank across the street from his.  After this reminder is issued he coughs, stops trying to angle for long-term commitments, offers to buy them lunch.  Isabella lets him.  There is unspeakably delicious ravioli over which they have further discussion of business, and then they return to the bank, where Isabella hands over a stack of inked vouchers which will serve as one-year unlimited passes for select employees of the bank.  She has an account with a lot of money in it and a book of checks and a very, very, very, smug smile.

She's going to do roughly the same thing with an insurance company and a law firm and then she'll be all done for the day.

2014-04-26 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin's perfectly happy to accompany her for both of those, as well. Partially because he is Portal Safety Demonstration Man and partially because watching Isabella take over the world is incredibly enjoyable. Plus, unspeakably delicious ravioli. He is on board for everything here, this is a ton of fun.

He'll save the maniacal cackling for when they're home. They're going to take over the world.

2014-04-26 05:30 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




When they have portaled to Wyoming the final time, Isabella beats him to the maniacal cackling.

2014-04-26 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




That's impressive, because he is delighted and gets started on the maniacal cackling rather quickly.  Isabella's even picked up and spun around, for good measure.

"We," he declares, "are going to take over the world. Then we are going to fix it."

Then he's lost to the maniacal cackles.

2014-04-26 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Wheeeee!  Spinning!

"Yes.  Oh, goddesses all, we're going to have oodles of money, I'll be able to drown any dozen charities in it.  I'll be able to lean on governments that want portals and don't meet my human rights standards.  We will colonize Mars or a superior alternative."

2014-04-26 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Absolutely absurd amounts of money," agrees Adarin, giggling. "We'll have the resources necessary to house thousands of people and give them comfortable lives. We can go planet shopping for superior Mars alternatives and not have to worry about anyone interfering and messing up what will be a delightfully well-structured system.  Hell, we will be able to colonize Mars or a superior alternative with people from here that need it and just not deal with governments that don't meet human rights standards. I have the resources required to study magic and science combinations in order to improve lives in general."

2014-04-26 05:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I do think we should deal a little with the unpleasant governments.  Some people get attached to geographical locations.  But yes.  All of those things.  Planet shopping tomorrow, what do you say?"

2014-04-26 05:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh, fine," teases Adarin. "Dealing a little with unpleasant governments.  To stranglehold them into sanity. Planet shopping tomorrow sounds lovely!"

2014-04-26 05:47 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yaaaaaay," she giggles, hugging him and flopping her head onto his shoulder.  "Have I mentioned lately that I love you?  I love you."

2014-04-26 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmmm, I don't know, have you? Oh, there it is, yes, you've mentioned it. I love you, too.  You're amazing and the greatest partner in diabolically nice take-overs, ever."

2014-04-26 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I am so glad that this is your favorite thing about me, have I mentioned that?"

2014-04-26 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs.  Cuddles.  Cuddles would ensue. "You haven't!  But it is indeed my favorite thing about you. Want to beat death with me? Bet we can."

Adarin winks.

2014-04-26 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I bet so too.  I am pretty sure the alethiometer agrees with me even though I ran out of ways to phrase the question before it gave me a really clear reply.  It will be complicated at a minimum but I am going to do it anyway."

2014-04-26 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Of course you will, my dear, because you're amazing. Obviously I will do everything in my power to help, maybe magic types can be combined to simplify it! Then everyone can just live forever."

He kind of wants to kiss her now. So he will!

2014-04-26 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Mmmmmmmkisses.  "Especially us."  Kiss!

2014-04-26 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Definitely," he agrees. "Best part is that we have a while to get it right!" (Kiss.) "That and we're rapidly gaining more resources at our disposal."

Kiss, kiss!

2014-04-26 06:2 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes.  At some point I may completely give into affectation and start wearing a crown."  Kiss.

2014-04-26 06:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs. "Whatever makes you happy, love. As long as it's a pretty one."

Unsurprisingly, kisses continue to ensue.

2014-04-26 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I was thinking," (kiss) "circlet, permanent ice," (kiss) "undecided on exact details."  (Kiss kiss kiss.)

2014-04-26 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I can add some," (Kiss.) "illusions to it," (Kiss.) "So it can do cool things, too." (Kiss.) "Want it to look like it defies gravity and floats?" (Kiss!)Edited   2014-04-26 06:09 (UTC)


2014-04-26 06:8 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"That might be tacky."  (She has started nibbling on his neck.)

2014-04-26 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He giggles, partially at the tacky comment and partially at the nibbles. "Then I'll leave the designs entirely to you and," (Kiss.) "give opinions at the end result?"

2014-04-26 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sure."  (Om nom nom delicious boyfriend.)

2014-04-26 06:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Well, there goes his ability to think properly.  That's okay, it'll come back later.

For right now - lovely girlfriend that he will take over the world with. Absolutely delightful.

2014-04-26 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Copious delight.  They have made a Reasonable Amount Of Progress today.  It is time for... relaxing.

2014-04-26 06:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Indeed it is. Also, celebrations. They made a Reasonable Amount of Progress, that's cause for celebration.

When they're quite with that kind of relaxation and appropriately snuggled, Adarin kisses her hair and asks, "Any opinion on what we should do about the portal to New Kystle?"

2014-04-26 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do about it?  It seems sensible to leave it there for efficiently moving people out of New Kystle if we ever want to."

2014-04-26 06:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Eeeh, well.  Yes, but if someone ever does a scry for a portal they could find it. Then that could ruin our plans of secrecy before we're ready."

2014-04-26 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I could ward it.  Witch wards work and don't cost precious precious mana."

2014-04-26 06:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"True.  But it also makes me a little nervous," he admits.

2014-04-26 06:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Is there an amount of warding you could put on it that would make you not nervous and still cost less than busting and, if necessary later, re-making it?"

2014-04-26 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Breaking it's absurdly easy to do. Technically I could do it right now, but I didn't want to blindside you with that. As for - an amount of warding to make me not nervous, I'm not sure. I don't like having an... Open door from those people to here."

2014-04-26 06:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella pets him.  "I suppose we're not leaning in favor of putting them on Earth anyway.  If you'd really rather break it, I won't fuss, though it seems like a bit of a waste."

2014-04-26 06:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Thanks," he says quietly.  Affectionate little kiss. Then, quick, easy spell - he doesn't have any trouble remembering what to do, he's been thinking about this for a while.  Breaking a portal is not difficult, anyway. "I left the markers on both sides, so I can just put it back without actually going there again."

Cuddles. "It does feel like a bit of a waste, but - I do not want anyone from there capable of showing up without express permission."

2014-04-26 06:34 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Didn't you say they could do it if they teamed up?"

2014-04-26 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He shivers, a little. "There's that. If that happens then we will have a problem.  But it was more likely that they find the portal than teaming up."

2014-04-26 06:36 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Hugs.  "I'm sorry you're scared."

2014-04-26 06:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"It's okay, I'm improving," he says, snuggling. "Sorry, this was probably bad timing on my part."

2014-04-26 06:38 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's all right."  Snuggles.

2014-04-26 06:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"I love you," Adarin adds. Snuggles with Isabella helps. There's lots of reasons why he loves her, he can just think about those and not about anything involving daemons and touching, and why he's extra, special nervous about anyone from there showing up here.

2014-04-26 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I love you too.  Oh, sweetie," she sighs.

(Over there in the corner, Path nuzzles Vern and makes a soft, almost cooing hoot.)

2014-04-26 06:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Shhh, it's okay," he replies, giving her another kiss. "I'm not - wandering around without emotions with no idea what to do with myself. It's better, I just still have some after-effects to deal with. You're wonderful and I couldn't ask for a better girlfriend."

(Vern nuzzles Path right back. She whispers to Path, "You help so much...")

2014-04-26 06:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh, huzzah, you are not vying for Worst Possible Emotional State, I can turn off my empathy circuits," snorts Isabella.  But she lightens up a bit with the reassurance.

("Good," murmurs Path.  "We want to help, helping is what we're for.")Edited   2014-04-26 07:00 (UTC)


2014-04-26 06:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs a little. "Okay, that's a point to you. Please keep your empathy circuits on, I like them. Who would I take over the world with if you turned them off?  I'd have to do it myself."

("Yeah, that's why we love you, for helping with - not just us, but everything. We love you so.")

2014-04-26 07:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh, I might do it anyway, but I'd be motivated by pure megalomania at that point, not nearly as appealing I'm sure."

("We love you for helping with everything too.  You're so important to us."  Sappy daemons are sappy.)

2014-04-26 07:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Definitely not. In fact, if you did something bad science-fiction villain terrible I would have to oppose you," he teases.

("You're so important to us, too! We're so lucky to have found you," replies Vern. Sappy daemons are indeed quite sappy.)

2014-04-26 07:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I have a very large share of megalomania, fair warning.  It is just thoroughly tempered by my commitment to altruism."

("So lucky," sighs Path happily.  Snuzzles.)

2014-04-26 07:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"My dear, you're perfect as you are," replies Adarin serenely. "Feel free to have a large share of megalomania if you like, as long as you keep the altruism. I am attached to it."

(Snuzzles indeed.)

2014-04-26 07:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"So am I.  Fear not."

2014-04-26 07:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good!" Little affectionate kiss. "So for your assumed future all-powerful kingdom on either Mars or a better alternative, is there a color scheme I should stick to?"

2014-04-26 07:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Black, ice-blue, and forest green."

2014-04-26 07:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin bursts into giggles. He wasn't expecting an actual color scheme. "Alright, I'll remember. Will I need a crown to match?  If it's made out of ice that'll be terribly uncomfortable, mere mostly-mortal that I am."

He's amused by her antics and he loves her.  She can be empress of whatever she wants.

2014-04-26 07:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yours can be made out of evergreen.  I came up with the color scheme on the spot, I feel I should mention, but I stick by it."

2014-04-26 07:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Pfff.  You know what, I will roll with it, will they be literal evergreens as in the plant, or just something that is green and is generally evergreen like?"

2014-04-26 07:23 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Live evergreen branches.  Maybe holly, but that might be gaudy."

2014-04-26 07:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Oh heavens, I'm going to need to design my own crown, now. Holly would be incredibly gaudy, and the berries would be off of the color scheme."

2014-04-26 07:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, not holly.  Hmmmm... yew has the same berries problem... we'll find you a circular from a tree nursery and you can pick something sufficiently understated.  Or just get you cloudpine twigs."

2014-04-26 07:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It could be illusion or reshaped and recolored stone," he says with amusement.  "Or there is my sister, who specializes in plants."

2014-04-26 07:30 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Somehow I think Zeviana would rather laugh at you than coax a cypress spray into being crown-shaped for you.  And no, no tacky artificial crowns.  Real permanent ice and real live evergreen."

2014-04-26 07:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He bursts into helpless laughter. "I take offense to that, my illusions aren't tacky!"

(He does not actually take offense to that.)

2014-04-26 07:32 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The illusions themselves aren't, but using them for regalia totally is, sorry.  I am the arbiter of taste, what I say goes."

2014-04-26 07:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




More laughter. "Okay, okay," (Snicker.) "very well. Then should I get lessons for plants from Ana? So I can properly shape my own crown?"

2014-04-26 07:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure, that sounds like a plan."

2014-04-26 07:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Pff, okay. Then I'll start planning out crowns. Made of evergreens. If I make illusions to show you what it would look like, does that fall under the realm of 'tacky'?"

2014-04-26 07:36 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Illusions for design tweaking are acceptable," says Isabella loftily.

2014-04-26 16:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You are a kind and generous megalomaniac ruler."

2014-04-26 16:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The most of all three things," agrees Isabella.  Nuzzles.

2014-04-26 16:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Giggling, then return nuzzles. "If you do turn out to be entirely serious about this like you were about Mars you get to explain it to your parents."

2014-04-26 16:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If we start running a colony on Mars-or-superior-alternative do you really think the crowns will need much explanation?"

2014-04-26 16:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"True. Though I'll have to think of an explanation that makes sense for New Kystle refugees, they might be nervous about moving from one mage-oligarchy to a mage-witch monarchy-or-whatever-we-call-it-where-crowns-are-required. So you get your parents. Fairness, my dear."

2014-04-26 16:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm happy to postpone the crowns till people are used to us, at any rate."

2014-04-26 16:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"How delightfully reasonable of you! You continue to be the woman I love, please keep it up," he giggles. 

2014-04-26 16:21 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I have every intention of doing so."  Snuzzle.

2014-04-26 16:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"If you didn't I would be concerned. Also worried." Snuzzle! "So - on the practical note.  For Mars-superior-alternatives, what sorts of things are we looking for?"

2014-04-26 16:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Requiring less terraforming.  If we can find a breathable atmosphere and normal gravity, without any diseases that will be very interested in humans and domestic animals, which has plenty of fresh water, that's probably the best we can hope for - although I guess the fact that both Kystle and Earth have humans suggests that we might be able to hit the convergent evolution jackpot and find someplace that comes with edible wildlife."

2014-04-26 16:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right. I'll also try something that's stable, not a young planet that'll lose its breathable atmosphere to time or large amounts of volcanoes. Some instability can be allowed for, though, I think. We do have magic, we can probably keep something reasonably the same as it was when we got there if we're creative and careful."

2014-04-26 16:32 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh, and let's not irradiate the population, either, don't put them near any astronomical phenomena that bathe the planet in this or that sort of ray."

2014-04-26 16:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Right, that too.  Let's not accidentally kill everyone, and all that."

2014-04-26 16:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And I bet everybody would appreciate a day/night cycle loosely compatible with sleeping at night and being awake during the day, too."

2014-04-26 16:38 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Probably. Though I think that might be cosmetically solvable with magic lights or something. Because that was a solution to the New Kystle problem I thought of."

2014-04-26 16:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, but the better the day/night cycle is, the less direct intervention they need from us to do ordinary things like 'build a new house slightly away from the twilight band'."

2014-04-26 16:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Agreed. I don't want to spend all of my time making magic lights. It's a thing I'm happy to do, but not to the exclusion of other things entirely. It's kind of boring."

2014-04-26 16:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Exactly.  So we want a planet that obviates the need for lots of tedious magic."

2014-04-26 16:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Yeah.  If at all possible, anyway."

2014-04-26 16:47 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Mars isn't terrible, really.  But it could use more atmosphere and water."

2014-04-26 16:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"It's an option, too!  But I don't know a spell that forms an atmosphere and creates water."

2014-04-26 16:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Me either.  Can you run water through a portal or will that wreck it?  I can desalinate if I have to, we can just steal some of the Pacific Ocean, mwahahaha."

2014-04-26 16:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He laughs. "I can run water through a portal.  I'm worried about screwing up an ecosystem with that method, though.  We might find a water planet with a terrible atmosphere and no ecosystem that's a better option to steal water from."

2014-04-26 16:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, that's fair.  We'd have to steal really a lot of water from the Pacific to wreck anything, though, as long as we strained out the fish.  Water levels have been rising lately because the ice caps keep melting."

2014-04-26 16:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oh, well in that case we might be all right. Though I'd prefer to talk to some people that specialize in the Pacific specifically and ask, 'Hey, if we steal a lot of water will it not screw up the ecosystem?'"

2014-04-26 16:57 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That is reasonable."

2014-04-26 16:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I try! On a practical note, ice is probably easier to find in the galaxy than water. If we have no other options, that's one, though transporting it might be a pain."

2014-04-26 17:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, that's the problem is moving the stuff.  With water you can gain energy from it, just put a water wheel attached to a battery or whatever under the receiving end's waterfall."  She adjusts snuggle, humming with thoughtful contentment.  "Mana doesn't go in batteries, right?  I'd imagine you'd have mentioned."

2014-04-26 17:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"If you want to get technical it can, but it's so hilariously inefficient that no one does.  It doesn't like to stay where it's put and sort of - leaks. And the mana that leaks is just gone, no going back to the person it came from or anything."

2014-04-26 17:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And you can't put it into people, I imagine?"

2014-04-26 17:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You can, but there are a few more problems with that besides just the leaking problem.  It has some... effects? I'm going to go with effects. If it's a long term thing the person becomes sort of addicted to it and go into withdrawals when it's gone, or possibly worse and it just kills them. If you're wondering why I know this it's because a few centuries ago there were some horrific and unethical tests done."

2014-04-26 17:15 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Oh dear.  With a track record like that I'm almost reluctant to wonder aloud what would happen if you tried storing it in your own daemon."

2014-04-26 17:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Hm," he says.  Then he tilts his head. "That... Might work?  Maybe? It has to go into something that's alive, which obviously she is. I don't know how she'd do with the vaguely addictive quality or whether it would even be worth it with the power loss. It might help that she's part of me, I'm not sure.  I'm kind of curious about testing it, but I worry about some of the effects."

2014-04-26 17:19 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"The extent to which daemons are alive as opposed to, like, natural magical constructs of some kind, is actually kind of controversial.  They don't eat, for instance, and aren't born, and spend years of their lives without fixed physical forms at all.  But they count for most purposes."

2014-04-26 17:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'll have to look into it.  Extremely carefully and with excessive amounts of caution, considering. She is my soul-in-animal-form, and all. It's a good idea, though."

2014-04-26 17:23 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah.  Little tiny tests if there's ever a compelling reason to have some mana stored in her."

2014-04-26 17:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"With permission and lots of safety protocols too," Adarin adds with a smile. "I don't want to be mean to my magic talking bird, I like her."

2014-04-26 17:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, that too."

2014-04-26 17:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggle! "I do wish I could just - bestow magic upon people I like. Just something like, 'Here you go, have some magic to fix the world with, please don't mess it up.'"

Isabella would get some if it were an option, and not inefficient and addictive.

2014-04-26 17:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It would be great.  We'll work with what we've got, though, it just takes a bit more creativity and conservatism."

2014-04-26 17:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Yup, and we'll use it to fix the world."

2014-04-26 17:33 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You seem very fond of repeating that phrase."

2014-04-26 17:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I am incredibly fond of the concept in general, the phrase is just an easy way to say it."

2014-04-26 17:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's cute."

2014-04-26 17:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs. "Thanks. I don't even know what I'll do if we manage it and I get the rest of eternity to live however I like with everything nice and neatly fixed.  Maintenance, I suppose."

2014-04-26 17:38 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Maintenance, enjoying the interesting hobbies and art on offer from our lovely fixed-up society, lots of sex..."

2014-04-26 17:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"With one person in particular on that last one," says Adarin, snuggling. "It'll be nice."

2014-04-26 17:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think so."

2014-04-26 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Snuggle, snuggle. "You realize that if all goes as planned this plane will end up being the all powerful utopia that you joked about.  It'll be a self-fulfilling prophecy."

2014-04-26 17:52 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh, and you know what we get to do then?  We get to be ludicrously helpful finds for interplanar travelers who were only looking for chamomile."

2014-04-26 18:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "Yes, and then they will make us helpful things to read our alethiometer and they'll end up teaming up with us for utopia purposes. It will spread, like a plague. Helpful utopias, as far as the eye can see."

2014-04-26 23:15 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"An infinity of helpful utopias full of helpful utopians.  It'll be glorious."

2014-04-26 23:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Indeed.  Anyone looking for chamomile will get a pleasant and completely expected surprise. Which is kind of an oxymoron, but that's okay!"

2014-04-26 23:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella giggles.  Snuggles.  "I'm glad you went looking for chamomile."

2014-04-26 23:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggles. "As am I. This is the best plane. It has you, it has magic, it has Wikipedia..."

2014-04-26 23:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"It even has chamomile!  As a distant runner-up."

2014-04-26 23:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Waaaay in the back of this list of best things, somewhere, the actual thing I came here for. Yeah, that's appropriate."

2014-04-26 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You got it where it needed to go, right?"

2014-04-26 23:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"First thing I did when I got back."

2014-04-27 00:7 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Good.  Wouldn't want anyone suffering from - remind me what it was to treat, again?"

2014-04-27 00:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It was a kind of sleep disorder thing. I could have spelled up some lights, but only so many at a time and with expansion only with my magic, or - I could find means for alleviating it by helping people grow chamomile themselves. Guess which I chose."

2014-04-27 00:11 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Ha.  So it's for making sleepytime tea blends."

2014-04-27 00:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He giggles. "Yes.  I mean it wasn't quite that trivial, there were some bad effects from lack of sleep, but - yeah.  Sleepytime tea blends."

2014-04-27 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, I don't mean to minimize it really, sleep's important - it just sounds funny."

2014-04-27 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I know.  It does sound kind of silly now that you've drawn attention to it, really."

He snickers, then makes a somewhat silly voice. "Hello.  My name is Adarin, and I bent reality to my will to travel to another plane of existence... To bring people sleepytime tea blends."

2014-04-27 00:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Bent reality to travel to another plane of existence and wind up sparking, as a side effect, what is likely to be the greatest economic and social upheaval two worlds have seen in years."

2014-04-27 00:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Because of sleepytime tea blends. No one will ever speak badly of tea again."

2014-04-27 00:25 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Tea can be the official imperial beverage when we've graduated to crowns!"

2014-04-27 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "Alright!  We'll drink it at all imperial functions and be really prissy about our tea types."

2014-04-27 00:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Good thing I like chamomile all right, it'd be really inconvenient if I couldn't stand the stuff."

2014-04-27 00:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"We would just politely ignore it and pretend I came here for some other reason."

2014-04-27 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  We would pretend you came here for... the antidepressant effects of chocolate?"

2014-04-27 00:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah, that. I needed chocolate to save my former home. Chocolate is now the official imperial food."

2014-04-27 00:57 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Mmmm, chocolate."

2014-04-27 00:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Also, sour gummy worms.  I needed them, too.  Second official imperial food."

2014-04-27 00:59 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"We're accumulating quite a list."

2014-04-27 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Three things isn't 'quite a list,' dear.  It's a teensy part of a list.  If we're going to make a kingdom or empire or something, we need to have an absurd list of necessities.  It's Kystle tradition."

2014-04-27 02:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We're not having our empire on Kystle, now, are we?"

2014-04-27 02:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Ooo, true. Okay then, three is now a large list. Obviously something has to go. Should it be the tea, the chocolate, or the gummy worms?"

2014-04-27 02:30 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm personally not a fan of the gummy worms, and the first candy I got you was Milk Duds, so the gummy worms don't have the symbolic importance of the chamomile."

2014-04-27 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Awww," pouts Adarin. "You make me sad."

Snuzzle.

2014-04-27 02:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I thought I made you deliriously happy."

2014-04-27 02:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Well, that too.  But think of the gummy worms! Their loss will hurt our whatever-it-is-that-requires-crowns as a whole! I'm thinking about the future."

2014-04-27 02:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You can still have gummy worms in an unofficial capacity."

2014-04-27 02:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Aw, if I have to. For you, though."

2014-04-27 02:40 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You will have to suffer through unofficial gummy worms, I'm so mean to you."

2014-04-27 02:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. Snuggle, snuggle. "Yes you are. It's okay, I love you anyway.  Altruism wins versus unofficial gummy worms."

2014-04-27 02:52 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"But how many of these slights can you tolerate before something snaps?"

2014-04-27 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm.  Hmmmmmmm. Lots.  I'm going to go with lots."

2014-04-27 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I have lots of credit, huh?"

2014-04-27 03:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeah.  Do try not to abuse it," he says affectionately.

2014-04-27 03:29 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Of course."  Nuzzle.

2014-04-27 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Nuzzle! "Thank you.  I love you."

2014-04-27 03:38 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I love you too."

Eventually: zzzzzzz.

2014-04-27 03:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Soon enough, Adarin joins her in sleep.

The next day (after the usual age-long wake-up ritual) he retrieves a spare mirror and goes to find his girlfriend.

2014-04-27 03:50 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




She is on the phone with her new insurance company!  She is done with them soon enough and he gets a good-morning kiss.

2014-04-27 03:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss!

"So! Want me to do the majority of the planet scrying on my own and give you a list of things I find, or would you like to see what I see?" He shows the mirror. "It won't just be me sitting and staring into the abyss. Promise."

2014-04-27 03:55 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I'd like to see, if that doesn't render the mana cost ludicrous!"

2014-04-27 04:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It doesn't! It's about the same, I just tell it to show in the mirror rather than in my eyes. I can just tweak the mirror to reflect something else, and it's pretty easy since that's what they already do. It's better for long-term scrying, but a pain for little things."Edited   2014-04-27 04:08 (UTC)


2014-04-27 04:8 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Then let's see some planets."

2014-04-27 04:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He nods, and then finds a comfy place to sit. Adarin holds the mirror so Isabella can see it, too. Then, he gets to scrying.

It's remarkably easy, to scry. It's like his magic begs to know things, hungers to know more about absolutely everything. There have been mages that had just locked themselves away and lost themselves to the vastness of how much there is to learn about everything around them. There are times when Adarin just wants to do the same, and just listen to the heartbeat of the universe.

(He won't, can't.  He has work to do.)

He has parameters for planets they're looking for. Breathable atmosphere, normal gravity, reasonable temperature scale, water, stability, an ecosystem. Orbiting a sun that has at least two billion more years left in it, far away from black holes or other hazardous cosmic anomalies. Close by, something near, it can't be on the other side of the galaxy. There are other parameters, of course, a thousand little things he's got to remember.

Perhaps there are other types of magic that ask for permission, or are nice and polite. His is definitely not one of those. It demands, orders things to change to fit the needs of its users. Adarin orders the mirror to show him what he wants to see. The reflection in the mirror distorts and warps, then bursts into a dazzling display of light.

One at a time, Adarin adds to the parameters ruefully.  Whoops.

Then, they start seeing planets.Edited   2014-04-27 05:20 (UTC)


2014-04-27 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella flings her hand over her eyes when the mirror flashes, then when it's subsided leans in fascination over Adarin's shoulder to see what there is to see.

"This is so cool.  We should pick a shortlist, then quiz the alethiometer about them."

2014-04-27 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins and nods.

There are lots of things to see, as it turns out. Many planets are boring and dull - brown, tan, not a speck of other color to speak of, no visible water - but not all.

The first interesting planet is one that isn't technically a planet at all. Orbiting what looks like a gas giant, there's a large moon that's speckled with trees in autumnal colors, bright oranges and reds and yellows. Large, faintly blue crystals dot its surface, jutting from the landscape like monuments, or scars. There's water that can be seen, clear and pure, flowing in a stream.

2014-04-27 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh, a moon, good not specifying we wanted planets only.  This place is pretty.  Water's drinkable?"

2014-04-27 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Thanks! No idea if it's drinkable.  I'll check."

He pokes the scry and asks it to tell him about the water of the moon. He asks if it's drinkable. Short answer: no.  The longer answer is that the crystals that dot the landscape are toxic, and when eroded by water - the water becomes such as well.  It's possible that there might be a filtration system to fix it, but on its own, the answer is no.

Adarin explains this to Isabella. When that's done, he says, "We could probably get around it with distillation, but I'm not sure that the water would be good for irrigation and farmland."

2014-04-27 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Pity..."  She has her notebook out; she identifies the planet in her notes and marks down the undrinkability.  "It's certainly attractive, but I bet we can do better."

2014-04-27 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Probably!"

Next planet. As expected, the next few are utterly boring - one is grey, one is tan, and the last is brown.  That's about the only distinction between any of them.

Thankfully, the one after that is definitely interesting. Large, jagged cliffs dot its surface, broken up by rivers that cut large canyons through mountains and hills. There's sparse vegetation, but plant-life is definitely present. It looks arid, but not uncomfortably so. Rather than a moon, rings surround the planet - drawing attention to the magnificent sky. There, auroras slowly swirl, multi-colored and glittering.

2014-04-27 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh damn, this is also pretty.  Any reason taking pictures of the pretty ones would interfere with the scrying?  I should've thought of that at the last pretty one."

2014-04-27 05:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin snickers. "No, it won't interfere.  You can take pictures. Want me to go back to the other pretty one so you can take pictures of it, too?"

2014-04-27 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  Yes I do.  I can send NASA a present, maybe publish a photobook."

2014-04-27 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"We'll make even more money with it. It'll be brilliant."

Obligingly, he keeps the scry on this pretty one, then goes back to the first when Isabella's done taking a picture.

2014-04-27 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella takes pictures, and then kisses him on the cheek, and then asks about the water on this one.

2014-04-27 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He grins at the kiss. Some more scrying occurs, then - "This one's drinkable, though some parts have some salinity. Not as much as Earth's oceans, but some."

2014-04-27 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I can desalinate, and it must rain some or there must be aquifers to feed those rivers.  Okay, what's wrong with it?  Continent-sized polonium deposits, constant meteor showers, dinosaurs roaming around looking for tasty human snacks?"

2014-04-27 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin tilts his head at the translation of 'dinosaurs.' "... I didn't know dinosaurs were a thing until now. I have now been informed.  I'll check."

Scry, scry, scry - then... 

"Aha.  The aurora actually isn't much to worry about, that was my first guesst. But it's got a lot of geological activity.  Thus, cliffs. So there would probably be earthquakes."Edited   2014-04-27 06:08 (UTC)


2014-04-27 06:7 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Were a thing, they're extinct.  Maybe after we've utopianized everything we can play Jurassic Park.  How many earthquakes?  Like, more or fewer than California?"

2014-04-27 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snickers. "My spell didn't catch that, was that a movie? I only know Harry Potter and Star Trek. It has more earthquakes than California, I think, but not by too large of a factor."

2014-04-27 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It was a movie.  Some people cloned dinosaurs from mosquitoes in amber and made a zoo that was not up to code and problems resulted.  Anyway, California's quite habitable, this is a solid maybe..."  She writes notes.Edited   2014-04-27 06:13 (UTC)


2014-04-27 06:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"All right," replies Adarin cheerily. "Next set of planets, then."

Boring, boring, boring - oh look an ocean planet.

This planet apparently took the water parameter to heart and soul. It is almost entirely ocean, with a few sparse islands dotting its surface. Most of the place is humid and warm, with exception to its poles. For the most part, it looks vaguely island-paradisey, but Adarin quickly spots just how many hurricanes the place has. It has a lot.

2014-04-27 06:20 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Salty, fishy, or Water Stealin' Place?" asks Isabella, snapping a picture.

2014-04-27 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Surprisingly not salty," he pronounces. "It's got some fish, but otherwise might be a good Water Stealin' Place."

2014-04-27 06:22 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awesome."  Note note.

2014-04-27 06:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




More scrying occurs, finding several other boring planets.  Then one that is decidedly not boring.

To say that it has an ecosystem is an understatement. Trees and forests are its dominating feature, large and ancient and several stories tall. There are places that are a bit more varied, with ice-caps and plains and mountains and such, but for the large part - trees.  Trees everywhere.  Open water is more scarce than on Earth - many of the trees have just soaked it up - but there are occasional lakes and rivers.

2014-04-27 06:30 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Wow, what stuff.  This one I almost expect to be inhabited by people, it's so full of life, is there a way to filter for that?"

2014-04-27 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Hmm.  Let's see!"

He does some tweaking with his scrying, and -

"No people. However," says Adarin a little nervously, "there are giant insects. As in, bigger than us insects.  They are kind of terrifying."

2014-04-27 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...Not butterflies, huh?  Can I see?"

2014-04-27 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah, sure."

Mirror scrying gets tweaked, then - holy shit those are some alien spiders.

Well, not spiders, but the similarity is there. Legs, fangs, exoskeleton, lots of eyes. They don't weave webs, but they do - hang out among the tops of the giant trees, and pounce on unsuspecting giant insectoid-like creatures below. From estimation, they are bigger than people.  Bigger than small cars, even.

"I vote this planet's off of the list, on account of terrifying wildlife."

2014-04-27 06:40 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Yeah.  We can make a portal someday - a small portal - and people can go there for risky big game hunting trips or something," shudders Isabella, noting this problem in her notebook.  "Yeaugh."

2014-04-27 06:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He switches the scry to a nice scenic part of the planet for a good picture, then once that's done - back to planet shopping.

By sheer luck, the next one is not boring!  Covering the ground is a dark grey sort of sand, or possibly ash, it's hard to tell. It's hilly, but lacks any large mountains, making up for it in uniqueness of plant life. One set of ferns has sort of - berry-like fruits that are clear as glass and shimmer in the light. Another shimmers in the light, its leaves partially transparent and looking to be different colors in the sunlight. Most of the plant-life there has something that's partially translucent, or shimmering, or glass-like quality.Edited   2014-04-27 07:01 (UTC)


2014-04-27 07:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"This one looks like an art project.  Wow.  Are these planty things not water based or are they getting it all out of the air or what?"

2014-04-27 07:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Hmm - I'll check."

He checks.

"There is water, but it's underground.  The plants mostly don't use it, though. I'm not sure what they use instead."Edited   2014-04-27 07:04 (UTC)


2014-04-27 07:3 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"This doesn't scream 'human-compatible ecosystem' to me.  Huh."

2014-04-27 07:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No, it doesn't. It's cool, though."

2014-04-27 07:6 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Scrying won't let you check out what the plant things are doing?  I'm curious."

2014-04-27 07:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I'll look! I'm curious, too."

Scry, scry, scry. Head tilt.

"They survive off of a mixture of light and nutrients from the ground, with some water but not very much. I think they're pretty brittle, if you touch them. It looks like there was some kind of giant volcanic activity centuries ago and it's left everything really, really fertile.  Huh."

2014-04-27 07:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Topsoil Stealin' Planet?"

2014-04-27 07:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers. "Possibly! At this rate we'll pick one of the boring ones and steal things we like from the others."

2014-04-27 07:15 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Maybe we can find a mostly boring one with rings or aurorae or something, though."  Note note.

2014-04-27 07:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Maybe. If we pick a brown or tan one we'll probably have to import an ecosystem or something. To break up the blandness."

After several more boring ones (one with rings, though that's its only distinguishing feature) they find something a bit more unique.

Most of the planet is in an ice age - there are some warmer parts near the equator, but for the most part, it's very obviously cold. It's not a barren tundra - it has hills, valleys, and frozen lakes, though  it very obviously lacks a lot of plant life. It's only after the scry moves to give them a closer look that Adarin and Isabella can see a metallic sheen to the surface, buried under snow.  Rocks, dirt, sand - they all the look of metal, even when dulled by erosion and buried under ice and snow.

2014-04-27 22:9 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, that looks like the mining industry's weird Nyquil dreams.  Doesn't look very habitable, though."

2014-04-27 22:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Around the equator I think it might be, but for the most part - no. Weird Nyquil dreams?"

2014-04-27 22:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I have never actually taken Nyquil, so I can't vouch, but my mom has a friend who says it gives her weird dreams.  Nyquil is an over the counter drug," Isabella clarifies.

2014-04-27 22:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aha," he says, snickering. "I suppose starting a 'weird Nyquil dreams' based mining company is another option for making ludicrous amounts of money if portal-transportation dries up."

2014-04-27 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We are not short on opportunities to make ludicrous amounts of money, certainly."  Note note note.

2014-04-27 22:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Definitely.  It's wonderful."

Scry, scry, scry - more boring ones, though one of them has ground that's a strange shade of pink. Predictably, they find another that's a bit more interesting.

Its sun is huge, and it utterly dominates the sky. A smattering of clouds barely softens its light - but the local fauna manages a bit better.  Floating on the wind are light, feathery plants, absolutely everywhere. They come in multiple colors and sizes, though none are bigger than a half a foot. Water's clearly present in the form of lakes and rivers - several of the floating plants get caught in its depths, and upon investigation, sink to the bottom, take root, and form something that looks kind of like a water-lily. Still bodies of water all across the world are dotted with them.

2014-04-27 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, this might work if we set up some kind of netting around any settlement, but can you imagine trying to leave your house and breathe at the same time even if you didn't have hay fever?  Wow."

2014-04-27 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "You'd open the door, then bam, face full of - whatever those are.  It's pretty, though."

2014-04-27 23:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think the giant sun would get old after a while."

2014-04-27 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I would have a ton of trouble waking up in the morning. If we pick this planet, everyone will need to invest in thick curtains.  For the plants, and for the sun."

2014-04-27 23:12 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think the best option we've seen so far is the one with the earthquakes.  California has taught Earthlings much about earthquake-safe construction, and there might be relatively stable parts anyway.  I don't suppose you can make actually floating cities?"

2014-04-27 23:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Pause.  He tilts his head. "Hmm... maybe? I mean, it would be kind of a headache, but... I can make something way lighter than it should be. So I could make a rock or something be as light as, say, helium, and then it's just - like a blimp, but made out of rock."Edited   2014-04-27 23:30 (UTC)


2014-04-27 23:19 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Blimps have to be huge to carry relatively small amounts of stuff.  Does this get harder in quantity?"

2014-04-27 23:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Kind of. I'd probably need a while to get everything, but there's nothing stopping me from doing part of it one day and then part of it another. Or having lots of smaller parts that float and connect to each other through bridges or something."

2014-04-27 23:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, small parts sound good.  Like midair houseboats.  Things can be built piecemeal on the ground on - I'm not sure what material would be best for small neighborhood sized floaters but we can hire somebody to figure it out - so if a quake hits it's relatively low stakes, and floated when ready.  And they can rearrange the bits if that's ever a good idea.  And if everything's up high enough they won't shadow the underlying farmland with the imported topsoil and water too much."

2014-04-27 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin nods, grinning. "Yeah.  I worry about anyone falling off, but we can put up fences and such to prevent that kind of thing. But this is interesting, and useful."

2014-04-27 23:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Fences, yes, obviously.  I don't know, maybe it's structurally impossible to make a contiguous object that will support one house, let alone a handful, without collapsing - let's not commit to a planet yet.  It might be easier to surround a city with a net to hedge out the floaty plants or a wall to keep out the giant bugs.  Either one is a lesser challenge than a dome city on Mars, at any rate."

2014-04-27 23:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Certainly. Boring lifeless planets also remain an option, but even the problems those bring are better than Mars.  I'm sorry, Isabella, but it seems like colonizing Mars is no longer viable."

2014-04-27 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh well.  I'll struggle on somehow."

2014-04-28 00:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He pats her hand. "It's alright, I'm here for you.  I think we're just about out of things to scry in the immediate area, but there's still some more to go.  So! Back to staring at a mirror."

Staring at a mirror, boring planet, boring planet, then -

- That is not a boring planet. It has a gorgeous sky - with silvery-blue rings, and three moons, in varying colors. One is blue, another is a white, and the last is a lighter shade of maroon. Plants come in varying colors - reds, yellows, greens, blues and other colors, some of them blending together into a swatch of one or two colors based on region, where other parts of the world they come in all colors available, all mis-matched together. On the surface, water flows freely, dividing the planet into small but numerous continents, and dozens upon dozens of island chains. After some inspection, it seems that this planet doesn't have the same hurricane problem the 'Water Stealin' Planet' did, due to what seems to be the island to water ratio - islands are so common that it's hard for any hurricane to get to speed.

It's when they're investigating the possible chance of hurricanes that they see their first set of buildings.

The planet turns out to have a lot of them, when they start looking.  Overgrown cities, still standing and whole but looking a little worse for wear dot the landscape.  Bridges and roads connect various islands and cities together, in disrepair and under siege by fauna, but obviously present when they look. There are no obviously visible merchants or travelers using them, though. In fact, it's like there's no sentient movement at all - the world is just still.
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?






"Ho-o-oly shit."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Agreed," says Adarin faintly, staring at the buildings.
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Whoever built them is - dead?  Gone?  Naturally invisible and not very tidy?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'll check."

He checks.

"There are - I don't see any people or obviously sentient beings, but here, look -"

The scry on the mirror changes to show the immobile denizens that seem like the most likely builders of the mysteriously dilapidated buildings.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Robots?" guesses Isabella.  They're not humanoid at all - they're more like round Rubix-Cube-like things with protruding tools and wheels and objects of unclear function from half their panels, no two configured quite alike - but it looks like they aren't attached to anything and could have moved autonomously before they ran down.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I suppose? I'm just - confused, are they just in disrepair and effectively dead, or...? I don't know how to check that with scrying."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Can you tell if they have - charged batteries, I guess?  Or an equivalent?"
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




He tries to check, then pronounces, "I have no idea what I'm looking at.  I couldn't tell you if they even have batteries, not without long-term and in-depth scrying. It's just - extremely foreign."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, I don't see a lot of alien skeletons, carapcaces, or chitin around, and the cities are really, really overgrown - so I'm inclined to think it's not likely they're still working."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah. I'm intensely curious about what happened there, but I'm a little hesitant to just - go visit and see."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"If it was some kind of biological problem - I'm really not getting the impression that humans lived here, however improbably similar you and I are.  If it was a disaster or a war, it looks pretty thoroughly over at this point."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"True.  I don't know if there's a way to check for biological problems - the air's breathable, the ground isn't toxic to the touch, but if it's some kind of germ I haven't figured out how to get a scry to get that in-depth yet."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How can your scry tell what particles are in the air and not look at the microorganisms?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Mostly because I didn't know they existed a few months ago and I haven't figured how to make it do that yet," says Adarin wryly.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Oh.  Yes, I suppose that makes sense.  Well, we might have a problem with diseases on any planet with an ecology.  We have here strong evidence that one species went suddenly extinct here, a long time ago, but any complicated set of evolved life is going to have a history of extinctions that just don't leave artifacts lying around.  This one at least has the benefit of plausible explanations like 'they had a war' on top of the unlikelihood that we're susceptible to extraplanetary germs anyway."
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Fair enough. It's sounding like you'd like to go visit."

2014-04-28 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm seriously tempted.  If you want to wait a while trying to make your scrying work on viruses and monocellular life I won't fight you on it."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"It would make me feel better.  I'd also like to prod my sister for a return teleportation if something goes horrifically wrong, so we're not stranded there if it turns out people do live there and they like to collect scalps."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"That's a sensible precaution, I support it."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He smiles a little. "Thanks. I guess I'll get to work on how to make scrying work on germs. We do have time, it's not like the planet's going anywhere."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Except around its sun."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snorts with laughter. "Well, yes.  But it's not going to get up and walk away."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It will not.  Since we're being conservative about germs and most planets that are interesting have this concern, I guess we can call it a day on planet-shopping?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I think so, yeah. We got basically all of the planets that meet the requirements within one teleportation of Earth - there are probably others further out, but if we want to get to those we'll have to find a planet to stay at during the interim. Which has its own problems."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin gives Isabella a quick kiss, then says, "Alright, I'll go mutter to myself about germ theory and scrying combinations.  Wish me luck!"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Luck!"

And Isabella starts quizzing her alethiometer about the planets' microorganisms in case that gets results faster, but she suspects it won't.  This damn thing is so hard to understand.
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dark_light: (Default)




Over the next week, Isabella gets the alethiometer to tell her that the planets they looked at don't contain microorganisms that know what to do with a human body (although the one with the giant bugs has some multicellular parasites that might be able to make do with the foreign macro-scale features of a human body if they got the chance).  "The present", it includes in one of its answer phrasings, which is kind of worrying.  But Adarin makes enough progress with his scry in little enough time that it's worth the double-check.

Isabella also hires ticket-takers, gives them little pots of ink to verify the authenticity of the passes she handed out, and opens the Los Angeles - New York route for the employees of her three companies of choice and anyone who shells out a cool fifteen thousand dollars per round trip (ten K for a one-way).  This is steep, but it's within an order of magnitude of what people sometimes pay for short-notice first-class cross-country flights - with less novelty and more hassle.  Albeit she doesn't supply inflight meals.  She expects to have to raise the price when more people hear about it in response to volume and then be able to drop it again.

By the time the thing has been open for a few days she's fired and replaced one ticket-taker and the others have settled into a routine that she's willing to try out leaving unsupervised for awhile.

If Adarin's up for some up close and personal planet shopping and his results suggest it'll go well, anyway.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Getting a scry to work on microorganisms turns out to be pretty simple. He manages it fairly quickly, in fact. Understanding what he sees is another matter. It's completely foreign and most of what he sees he doesn't understand at all. A few days after that, and he manages to get the scrying to be comprehensible, through a jerry-rigged mix of some parts from his translation spell, and the object-based explanation that helps make up the thingamajigs. Once it's working properly, he tests it on things - he manages to detect the common cold on a doorknob and declares it a success.

Then he turns it to the planets they looked at. His results are the same as Isabella's - none of the current microorganisms on any of them can figure out what to do with the human body.  With a bit of alarm, he does note that there is a virus on the toxic-crystal moon that could maybe manage it after a while, if given enough time and enough humans around. It's adaptable, and it switches species a lot. If they travel to the moon, they'll have to be careful of it.

He checks the mysteriously empty planet, and finds it completely safe of any murderous microscopic organisms that could harm humans.

With safeties in mind, he's up for travel. All required math for teleportation is completed beforehand, and Zeviana is given all notes for pulling Isabella and Adarin out in case something goes wrong. Grudgingly, she accepts - she'll scry them once every hour and if they look like they're in mortal peril, they will get yanked away.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isbaella packs lunch and dinner, tells the person she recently promoted to manager that she'll be gone for no longer than a day and to continue business as usual and raise the price by five K if they get swamped, and then just because she feels like being cute she links elbows with Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin is perfectly fine with this development! His sister is informed that they're about to leave, he checks his notes and his math again, then he casts the spell.

It goes without a hitch. They arrive just outside of one of the cities, safe and sound.

"I believe," says Adarin smugly, "that we are the first humans to travel to another solar-system."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Is New Kystle not in a solar system, or does it somehow manage to be the same one?" wonders Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Point.  But within this plane, at least," he snickers.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  Yes we are.  Well, I'll fall over if I try to walk around in this mess, you want to fly with me or split up a little and explore?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Flying, please. Splitting up makes me nervous and if there turns out to be invisible giant spiders I'd like to face the menace together."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh dear, invisible giant spiders.  I do hope there aren't any of those."  Onto the cloud-pine he goes.  Into the city she flies.

It's quiet, and pretty in a post-apocalyptic sort of way.  "I think we could repurpose a lot of these buildings, wire in power and plumbing later - if there's plumbing it's probably not still functional and if there's power it won't link up to anything Earthlings currently know how to build."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Hmm, yeah. If it holds up to investigations it's probably smart to use this planet.  Even if we can't use the buildings, we can probably salvage them for materials to build our own."

2014-04-28 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"Yeah."

She flies past a crumbled wall into a sixth-story room wherein there is one of those robots.

As soon as there's line of sight between them and it -

It rolls forward, halts at the edge of the building, bristles with threatening-looking objects, and says - something, too brief for the translation spell to catch.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"What the-" begins Adarin, staring.

Then he stops trying to figure out what the hell just happened and decides to do the obvious thing. He's practiced shields, and his slowest time was five seconds to think of a unique one.

It's so tempting for young mages to try and tell the air what to do, to tell it to protect them - but Adarin's learned that it's not worth the effort. As a rule, air does not like to stay still. At best it can redirect and slow things down, but it's not any good at stopping. He's not going to waste his time trying.

Instead, he works by location. In a perfect, razor-thin sphere around himself and Isabella, nothing will pass. He gives an exception to air, because suffocating them both is a bad plan.  Light is a bit trickier, he doesn't want to give total exception to it - dangerous things can count as light, so he filters that a bit more carefully. Light can pass through and they can therefore see, but he puts it firmly in visual-only range. The result of this is that it tints the shield itself faintly indigo, since that was the most visible end point for what types of light could pass through and now indigo can only partially pass through. Some bounces off, instead, coloring the shield faintly indigo. There are other safeties he automatically adds. A contingency to prevent anything caught in the middle of the shield being injured or cut. The allowance of sound (he's less strict about sound protection than he is about light, but protections are there nonetheless) among other things. He has a list, he has it memorized, he is very thorough with his shields.

Reality, as it stands, does not like to have things that don't make sense. Magic, or at least, Adarin's type of magic, tricks reality into thinking things that normally don't make sense into making sense. With an object - that's easy enough.  Tell it once, base it off of something it already knows, weave the spell correctly, and it'll do the equivalent of saying, 'Okay, that makes sense.  Carry on.' The object then just exists, no problem, even if it does some things that break the rules. It does them subtly, not doing anything but the thing that made sense because mana told it to do that.

Shields are not based off of anything.  There is nothing to blend in with the order of the rest of the cosmos.  The existence of one is blatantly and obviously foreign. It did not exist a minute ago, and then it did. It stops things, absolutely, with no weight or mass or anything that would register as an object.  It does not make sense. It does not exist.

His magic says otherwise. His magic wins.

But it continues to not exist.  So he needs to keep telling reality that it does, using mana, over and over. His reserves aren't infinite, but if luck holds - he won't need to keep it up forever.  Just long enough that they don't die from whatever it is that thing is pointing at them.

It takes him two seconds, in total.Edited   2014-04-28 04:25 (UTC)
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




"- Can I fly away with this shield on," Isabella asks him, quickly, quietly, "will it move?"

The robot repeats itself, and the translation spell grabs ahold of it this time:

"IDENTIFY YOURSELF"
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I can make it move, but warn me first if you're going to fly away," he replies softly. He continues telling reality that the shield exists. It exists, it exists, it exists. "It's harder to keep this up if we move. Maybe we can try diplomacy?"Edited   2014-04-28 04:31 (UTC)
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?




Isabella tries the robot's language now there's something for the translation spell to use.  "We are -" (she coughs; the language is barely short of unpronounceable) "peaceful visitors from another planet."

"REPEAT YOUR CLAIM FOR VOICE RECOGNITION"

"We are peaceful visitors from another planet," Isabella repeats, shaking a little.

"VERIFY YOUR CLAIM"

"We... look... like aliens," she offers weakly.Edited   2014-04-28 04:35 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin takes Isabella's hand, comfortingly.  He is giving the robot the mother of all death glares.

"We hav-... Have no intention of hurting anyone," says Adarin, in the same awkward language. "We mean no harm. Please stop pointing weapons at us."Edited   2014-04-28 04:40 (UTC)
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"REPEAT YOUR CLAIM FOR VOICE RECOGNITION"

"We mean no harm," Isabella says, squeezing Adarin's hand.

"REPUDIATE ALLIANCE WITH THE INVADER C'THKBRRI SCUM"

"...I am not now and have never been allied with the... sthukbree... scum."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"We have never been allied with - er, them," he manages, dodging saying the near-unpronounceable name. "We continue to not mean any harm."

"Please lower your weapons," repeats Adarin, looking angry.  He could probably just break the robot, but diplomacy first.  That is the logical route. Diplomacy first.

He is really, really tempted to break it, though.  It's threatening his girlfriend, he is not fucking pleased with this development.
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"REPEAT YOUR CLAIM FOR VOICE RECOGNITION"

"We have no affiliation with your enemies!" chokes out Isabella.



The robot folds up its scary parts and puts them away.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




Adarin does not drop the shield. Isabella will be safe. 

"What exactly made you think we were allied with your enemies?" he growls.
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dark_light: (Default)




"REPEAT YOUR QUESTION FOR VOICE RECOGNITION"

"Why did you expect enemies?" Isabella asks carefully.

"THIS SECTOR WAS EVACUATED BY NOBLE NNSARXPH"

"Will you attack if we fly away?"

"NO - YOU HAVE REPUDIATED ALLIANCE WITH THE INVADER C'THKBRRI SCUM - ALL UNITS HAVE BEEN UPDATED - YOU MAY PROCEED"Edited   2014-04-28 04:59 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"... Think I should drop the shield?" asks Adarin, in English.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"REPEAT YOUR CLAIM FOR VOICE RECOGNITION" suggests the robot.

"I'm going to fly out of the city - go ahead and drop it if nothing shoots at us on the way."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"All right," he replies, giving the robot a look that says, 'I won't break you.  This time.'
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




The robot does not react to his facial expression.

Isabella takes them briskly back the way they came, eyes peeled for more of the robots.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




The shield is up the entire way. Don't mind him, reality, Adarin's just breaking your rules all over the place.

He watches for other robots as well, paranoid.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




No other robots trouble them.

She lands back where they teleported in, because staying on a flying tree branch is a little much effort after a scare like that.

"Fuck that was terrifying," she says, letting go of her cloud-pine to hug him hard.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




When they're out of the city and safe, the shield is grudgingly dropped. 

He hugs her back, obviously worried. "You're okay, right?  No funky robotic mind control or invisible weaponry or - something? Because I will go back and break them all if they managed that."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm fine, I'm fine," she says.  "Just scared.  Geez, Path's probably freaking out at home and has no idea why..."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Hugs.  All of the hugs. "It's okay," he says soothingly. "I said I'd keep you safe and I damn well meant it."

Now that Isabella's confirmed as both A. Safe and B. Completely fine, he can relax.  A little.

(He's shaking.)

2014-04-28 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella is still hugging him.

"I was really spooked but - it bothered to ask questions, and answer them," she says.  "I'm sort of inclined to believe the things it said.  Feel free to check me over for alien robot mind control if you have a way to do that, I just can't think of a good reason for a robot to be designed to conversationally evaluate potential threats and then not shoot at, yet lie to, some of them."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I... Do not have a way to do that, I'm just being really paranoid. I can't think of a good reason that it would do that either, but I was not expecting them to come to life and ask us questions, so obviously I missed something."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, the coming to life and asking questions I can explain, they were some alien faction's side during a war when all the aliens died and they have really good batteries.  They ignore wildlife, I guess, but we don't look like wildlife, and they expect a decent chance we're invaders.  And I guess the unpronounceable invader scum have a thing about not verbally denying their allegiance."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I suppose so. I mean, it makes sense, but I'm annoyed at myself for not thinking of the possibility beforehand."

He sighs. "So, what should we do?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Come back when you have a full tank of mana?" she asks.  "In case you need the shield again.  "And - talk to the robots and see what they have to say when I'm not thirty percent adrenaline."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Yeah. I can do another shield now if we need to, it's not expensive, it just keeps draining as I hold it. And of course, the more I use the shield, the longer we have to be here until I can teleport us home, or wait for Ana to do it."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Exactly.  They don't seem to be - like - trundling out here to surround us or anything, though."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "Thankfully. Do you think if we went to another city, there would be another set asking us if we were part of the faction that decided to point weapons at us?"
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dark_light: (Default)




"The robots might know," she points out.  "...This probably isn't comforting but I'd be surprised if opposing factions used the same basic design of robot."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Great.  So if the rest of the world had robots, they will probably point weapons at us and make us pronounce incomprehensible things."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"If they do voice recognition at all.  Maybe we can get some of these robots to work for us and send them as scouts into places that might be inhabited by other robots."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... True. I think I'm still paranoid and on edge."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella pets him.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He is pet. "I'm extremely glad you're safe," he murmurs.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Me too.  You were very quick with that shield," she says.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thanks. It wouldn't be much use if it took forever to get up, so... I worked on my reflexes for that one. A lot. You probably saw with the gummy worm training."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I saw you hoarding them, what does that have to do with shields?"
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin laughs. "I was - I was practicing with them. What, did you think I was just - grabbing the gummy worms and running off for no reason? I had a stopwatch, if I could get the layout of a completely unique spell for a shield in under three seconds, with all of my parameters, I got a gummy worm."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"I had no idea what you were doing.  That's adorable, why are you so adorable?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you, I didn't realize I was adorable so I couldn't give you a reason why. You must have thought I was insane, with my stopwatch and my book of cheatsheats and a bag of gummy worms that I would eat at strange times."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I wasn't about to judge, I have been known to have notebooks and do non-transparent things with them while eating candy!"
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Pfff... The stopwatch didn't seem strange at all? I don't know what else I would even use it for!"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I didn't use a stopwatch, but I've been curious about how long it takes me to do certain mental tasks..."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"You time how long it takes you to do certain mental tasks?" asks Adarin curiously. "... That's adorable. Also useful, but really adorable. Technically I was doing exactly that, but for a very specific purpose of reflexes."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"So we are both adorable and now I know what you were doing with a stopwatch and gummy worms."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yup. Now you know what I do if I slink off somewhere quiet with a bag of candy.  I'm practicing magic."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You will not ever be making me cunning Valentine's Day crafts?"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"... I might now, but I will need you to explain to me what Valentine's Day is!"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It is a holiday characterized primarily by a red, pink and white color scheme, heart- and lace-themed decorations, and couples being obnoxiously coupley.  And chocolate, chocolate's a thing."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"'Obnoxiously coupley,' huh?  That's a thing I can do. Bwuahahaha!"

2014-04-28 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella cackles.
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Birthday first, though," he says, once the evil laughter of shared obnoxious couplehood is complete. "Right?  Wait, when is it in the year, is it before or after your birthday?  Because planned birthday presents aren't couple-based at all, just things I think you will like."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Valentine's Day is before my birthday in the calendar year but after it in terms of what things happen next.  It's February 14."Edited   2014-04-28 06:14 (UTC)


2014-04-28 06:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aha.  Thank you, my plans are safe. I don't have to scramble in order to get obnoxious couplehood prepared."

2014-04-28 06:15 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella giggles.

2014-04-28 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I can plan, months in advance.  Bwuahahahaha.  It will be glorious! I can check Wikipedia to get the traditions right!"

2014-04-28 06:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Should I be afraid?  Is it going to be like six florists nested in my house?"Edited   2014-04-28 06:27 (UTC)


2014-04-28 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Possibly.  I have plans, you see.  Well, I mean - I will have plans.  Eventually. In the future, at some point."

2014-04-28 06:29 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You plan to have plans.  Gotcha."

2014-04-28 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yup.  That.  That is what I have."

2014-04-28 06:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I love you."

2014-04-28 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I love you, too!"

2014-04-28 06:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Good.  That is the thing intended to be celebrated by Valentine's, you know."

2014-04-28 06:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Good, good.  Otherwise it would be terribly awkward. I'd go trying to be obnoxiously coupley, and you'd say, 'What, no, Adarin, I meant we should actually be obnoxious to each other.'"

2014-04-28 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Wow, that sounds like a terrible holiday.  If it existed I wonder what would purport to justify it?"

2014-04-28 16:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmm. Probably made and kept active by those that are sick of anyone being obnoxiously coupley. So, they just want the couples to be just obnoxious, instead."

2014-04-28 19:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"But how would they get the couples to observe the holiday, is the real question."

2014-04-28 19:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Bribery, I assume. Bribery and blackmail."

2014-04-28 19:58 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooh, could we be obnoxious to each other and apologize later and collect valuable prizes?"

2014-04-28 19:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs. "Hmm.  Maybe, but do you know anyone that would give out prizes for that?"

2014-04-28 19:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"No, I do not.  Alas."

2014-04-28 20:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Ah, then I'm afraid we have no reason to. It will remain an option if the holiday is ever made."

2014-04-28 20:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, that's reasonable.  I knew there was a reason you were a priest of the Church of Sense."

2014-04-28 20:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You doubted me?  Goodness, it's almost like you don't jump into making opinions without making sure you have all of the facts. Carry on, Inquisitor."

2014-04-28 20:5 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I love you," she sighs happily.  "Right, since we're probably too spooked to do much more exploring today, remind me how long until you can teleport us back? I don't think we're spooked enough to demand it of Zeviana."

2014-04-28 20:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I love you, too. I think it should just be four or five hours, shorter if I nap, but eh - kind of makes me nervous to fall asleep here."

2014-04-28 20:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I can stay up - do you wake up any faster in emergencies?"

2014-04-28 20:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Somewhat, yeah. I mean I don't think any spells I do will be cutting edge or well-done immediately after waking up, but adrenaline is a powerful thing."

2014-04-28 20:32 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay.  Well, if you want, you can nap and I'll sit up and not go too far, but it's not essential."

2014-04-28 20:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"... I'd prefer to stay up. Not comfortable enough to fall asleep here, sorry. I am 'spooked' and they had weapons pointed at us."

2014-04-28 20:34 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay."  Pet pet.

2014-04-28 20:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Hug! "Is there anything we should do while we wait?  I don't think I'm up for going to a city, but maybe there's some interesting wildlife around here."

2014-04-28 20:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure, we can have a look at the less inhabited places - you're not worried about robots there?"

2014-04-28 20:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I am worried about robots everywhere but I'm trying to do constructive things while we're here," clarifies Adarin.

2014-04-28 20:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay.  We'll fly slow - how much does scrying drain you, do you want to keep a lookout ahead?"

2014-04-28 20:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"It drains a bit, it would mean we're here longer regardless, I'm not sure how willing you are to do that?"

2014-04-28 20:39 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm pretty calmed down and inclined to believe the robot about all units having been alerted that we aren't unpronounceable-scum.  As long as we don't go too far from this city we're not at much risk of straying into unpronounceable-scum territory.  And I packed both lunch and dinner."

2014-04-28 20:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"All right," he says carefully. "I'll avoid scrying if I can but use it if something seems suspicious. Should we -" (He winces.) "use the limited time we have here to investigate the cities?  I am kind of uncomfortable with it, but we do need to be economic with mana."

2014-04-28 20:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I want to go talk to at least one robot some eventually, and if you're up for it being today it can be today.  It did stop aiming weapons at us after we repudiated those no-good unpronounceable scum invaders blah blah."

2014-04-28 20:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain






"... It can be today," manages Adarin. He does not look happy, though. "But if we see anything off we get my sister to teleport us back. I very strongly don't want you to get hurt."

2014-04-28 20:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do you want another few minutes to calm down a little farther?" Isabella asks gently.

2014-04-28 20:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That might help.  I need to logic my emotions into submission."

2014-04-28 20:51 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay."  Snuggle.

2014-04-28 20:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Snuggle.

The robots are dangerous, certainly, and this is risky. But he cannot see a logical reason for their actions if they didn't mean what they say.  Maybe he's missing something, maybe he doesn't know the entire picture, but he's starting to get the feeling that he will never just know the entire situation before getting involved. If he tried to force impossible standards on Isabella's safety, he would be oppressing her.

He does not want to be the type of person that's clingy and over-protective, keeping Isabella in some kind of metaphorical box because he loves her.  It would make him happier, certainly, but he's personally seen what that sort of control does to a person.  Adarin very strongly doesn't want to do that, especially to the woman he loves.

Well.  That kind of clears things up. 

"All right," he says quietly. "I've calmed down, reasonably enough, anyway."

2014-04-28 20:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella gives him a kiss, and gets on the cloud-pine.

2014-04-28 21:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Kiss! Then, onto the cloud-pine. Snuggle. "I love you."

2014-04-28 21:5 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I love you too."

Cautious flying back into the city.

There are no other obvious robots besides the quiescent one they met before.  It doesn't react to them this time when they approach.

2014-04-28 21:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




The entire way, Adarin is paranoid and on alert for any obvious robots, or less obvious maybe-robots. If it looks even vaguely threatening, he'd like to know about it.

When they come across the one they met before, Adarin gives it a bit of a cold glare. 

"Should we try talking to this one?"

2014-04-28 21:8 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It talked before," Isabella says.  She coughs and switches to the tongue-twister language: "Will you t-"  She switches words for easier pronunciation; it's really a wretched language to force out of a human throat.  "Will you converse with us?"

"REPEAT QUESTION FOR VOICE RECOGNITION"

"Will - you - converse - with - us?"

"THIS UNIT IS EQUIPPED FOR VERBAL COMMUNICATION - THIS UNIT IS NOT OCCUPIED"

"Does that mean yes?"

"YES"

2014-04-28 21:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin nods, then switches to the language, enunciating carefully. "Why - is - everyone - gone?"

First priority; why is everyone on the planet dead. If it's cosmic rays that kill people every other hour he thinks it's very, very important to know that now.

2014-04-28 21:14 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"THIS REGION HAS BEEN EVACUATED AS A QUARANTINE BUFFER"

"When was that?" asks Isabella.

"FOUR HUNDRED AND SEVENTEEN AND THREE QUARTERS YEARS AND SEVEN DAYS"

"Adarin," says Isabella, and she switches back to English, "can you tell how long the years on this planet are without using up too much mana or should we save it for when we go home?"

2014-04-28 21:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I can, it's not a big spell," he says, more at ease now that the robot isn't acting like it's going to point weaponry at them. He's still on edge, but less so now. So, he checks.

"One-hundred and forty-seven days," pronounces Adarin. "But they're days from here, and those're - ugh, about twice as long as days on Earth.  That's annoying."Edited   2014-04-28 21:24 (UTC)


2014-04-28 21:19 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, two is a reasonably convenient fraction for math, even if it'll give people sleep cycle oddness."  Back to Terrible Alien Language.  "What are your orders?" she asks the robot.

"PREVENT C'THKBRRI INVADER SCUM FROM TAKING ADVANTAGE OF THE QUARANTINE EVACUATION TO OBTAIN NOBLE NNSARXPH TERRITORY"

"Over what time scale?"

"UNTIL OUR ORDERS ARE RESCINDED FROM THE CAPITAL COMMAND CENTER"

Isabella decides to push her luck.  "Where's the capital?"

"TBLRRSAM" answers the robot.

English: "You want to see if we can find their capital and reprogram these things, maybe find other data on the invasion and get an idea if there are more robot factions?"

2014-04-28 21:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmm.  Yeah, that seems like the best idea. I would like to know if there are robot factions and if I need to break any of them."

"Can you give directions to the capital?" asks Adarin in the robot's language, carefully pronouncing the awkward words.

2014-04-28 21:32 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"TBLRRSAM IS ON THE ISLAND OF NNSARXPHAGLURVVRTW"

"...We don't have any units in common with the alien robot, do we," says Isabella in English.  "Distances, speeds..."

2014-04-28 21:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"And I doubt they have a version of Wikipedia," sights Adarin. "That's a bit annoying."

2014-04-28 21:35 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"How far," Isabella asks the robot, "am I from you right now?"

"TWELVE MRR"

"How many mrr is it from here to the nearest shore of - the island with Tublurrsam on it?"

"ONE HUNDRED EIGHTY-NINE THOUSAND SIX HUNDRED AND FIFTEEN - AT HIGHEST TIDE"

2014-04-28 21:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Which direction is it?  Please point," says Adarin.

2014-04-28 21:43 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




The robot extends a pokey sharp thing and points it in a direction.

2014-04-28 21:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




In English: "Well, that works.  Do you want to ask it more questions, or should we try going there?"Edited   2014-04-28 21:47 (UTC)


2014-04-28 21:46 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I have a few more questions..." Horrible tongue-twisting language.  "How many robots belonging to the Nnsarxeph are there?"

"NINE HUNDRED AND EIGHTY-EIGHT CONTINUE TO REPORT THAT THEY ARE OPERATIONAL"

"The others are - broken down?"

"OTHER UNITS HAVE BEEN DECOMMISSIONED - CANNIBALIZED TO ENABLE PROLONGATION OF THE SERVICE OF CONTINUING UNITS - DAMAGED BEYOND FIELD REPAIR - DESTROYED - OR LOST"

"How many robots have had one of those things happen to them in the last - four hundred years?"

"TWO THOUSAND ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTY SEVEN"

"All nine hundred and eighty-eight of the operational robots are working at full capacity?"

"YES"

"How many are in this city right now?"

"ONE HUNDRED AND THREE"

2014-04-28 21:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"How many of them are in the capital?"

There are quite a lot of robots. It was probably a smart idea to not break the robot, if that many would have attacked him and Isabella.

(That doesn't mean he regrets wanting to.)Edited   2014-04-28 21:54 (UTC)


2014-04-28 21:54 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"TWO HUNDRED AND NINE"

"And all these robots acknowledge that we are not enemies, and they will not harm us, and they will talk to us if we talk to them?"

"YES - ALL UNITS HAVE ACKNOWLEDGED"

"Do all the robots know the same things?"

"YES - INTERUNIT COMMUNICATIONS ARE FULLY OPERATIONAL"

"What authorization is required to alter robot orders from the capital command center?"

"THE AUTHORIZATION OF THE HIGHEST OFFICIAL OF THE NOBLE NNSARXPH MILITARY"

"...Who is that right now?"

"OUR DATABASE HAS NOT BEEN UPDATED SINCE THE DEATH OF SENIOR EQUIPMENT MAINTENANCE SPECIALIST VVIRT"

Isabella hesitates, then says: "What would happen if I told you I field-promoted myself to senior equipment maintenance specialist?"

"THE SYSTEMS OF PROMOTION CURRENTLY IMPLEMENTED DUE TO PERSONNEL CRISIS ALLOW ANYONE OTHER THAN THE VILE C'THKBRRI INVADERS TO SELF-ENLIST AND TAKE POSITIONS BELOW THE RANK OF GRAND HONORABLE CXCXPHG"

"So you'd acknowledge me as a senior equipment maintenance specialist if I told you to."

"YES"Edited   2014-04-28 22:01 (UTC)


2014-04-28 22:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... Hm.  Okay, that's really, really tempting, and I love you so much for thinking of it," declares Adarin. "We should check that it won't get other robots to try and kill us, though. Especially if we declare ourselves part of the group they're invading."

"Do the vile Cithkbrri invaders have -" he searches for the right word "- have robots, too?"

2014-04-28 22:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"CURRENT STATUS OF C'THKBRRI INVADER SCUM ROBOTIC ARSENAL UNKNOWN"

"Did they, four hundred years ago?" asks Isabella.

"C'THKBRRI HAVE USED ROBOTIC FORCES IN QUANTITIES NOT EXCEEDING TWENTY-FIVE UNIT PROTOTYPE BATCHES OF AT LEAST FIVE DIFFERENT CHASSIS"

"So there's probably never been more than about a hundred fifty, two hundred fifty, Sthikbrri robots," interprets Isabella, "and if the loss rates are similar to these guys, they've lost more than two-thirds - and I bet it's worse because if they're different kinds they won't be able to cannibalize each other for parts."

2014-04-28 22:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That helps, a bit. Do you want to be the senior equipment maintenance specialist, or should I declare it? We could maybe pull something where we both have authority, but I'm worried any leftovers of the other type of robot would figure it out and we'd have to blow them up rather than trying to recruit them, too."

2014-04-28 22:15 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"There's no guarantee that the invader scum left security holes so big you could drive a truck through them," Isabella points out.

2014-04-28 22:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"True. But I can dream," says Adarin wryly.

2014-04-28 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"How good were the - rather, how much of a threat were the invaders' robots the last time you got intel on them?" Isabella asks their robot.

"INVADER SCUM ROBOTICS IS MUCH INFERIOR TO THAT OF NOBLE NNSARXPH.  ONE UNIT OF THIS TYPE WILL DEFEAT A SINGLE ONE OF THE VILE C'THKBRRI ROBOTS ONE HUNDRED TIMES OUT OF ONE HUNDRED AND TWENTY-FIVE.  OUTNUMBERED INVADER SCUM ROBOTS HAVE INVARIABLY LOST CONFLICTS WITH UNITS OF THIS TYPE."

2014-04-28 22:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Hm. Okay, that helps. Guess we can drive the metaphorical truck through the huge holes in security without much trouble, then.  Do you want an army of robots, or do I get it?"

2014-04-28 22:23 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I totally want an army of robots.  I think I'll wait to promote myself till we're on that capital island, though, in case we learn something else or think of a better idea.  Hey," she says to the robot, switching again, "how are you at learning new languages?"

"NEW LANGUAGE PROGRAMS MAY BE ADDED AT THE CAPITAL COMMAND CENTER"

"Pity.  Okay... oh - besides the invader scum and your own noble people - what factions were there on this planet as of four hundred years ago?"

"OUR VALUED ALLIES THE BBNNSKT - OUR VALUED ALLIES THE AMNRLK - THE ALLIES OF THE INVADER SCUM, THE NYSTBLI - THE ALLIES OF THE INVADER SCUM, THE ENSZZGRTE - OUR WORTHY NEUTRAL ARBITER THE RRRWEN"

2014-04-28 22:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"And how many robots to each of those factions have, as of four hundred years ago?" asks Adarin.  Hey, if they can both get an army of robots, even better. He might need them.

2014-04-28 22:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"NONE"

"Sorry, dear.  If we mop up the invader scum effectively maybe you can be a senior equipment maintenance specialist too without cutting off our options."

2014-04-28 22:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"My heart, it breaks," Adarin deadpans. "Oh well, I have at least three hundred years to figure out how to reverse engineer these robots to make more. I suppose I'll just have to make my own legion of robots.  Bwuahahaha."

2014-04-28 22:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If you really want to field-promote yourself instead of me I will let you."

2014-04-28 22:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss! "Thanks. Pass, though, you're adorable when you want an army of robots. You may have them, but if we travel to another planet or plane and find a cool thing that only one of us can be in charge of, I get dibs."

He winks.

2014-04-28 22:37 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"But what if I like that thing even more than a robot army, will you be able to handle the puppy eyes?"

2014-04-28 22:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I will have to try," says Adarin gravely. "Or we could decide to switch. Either."

2014-04-28 22:40 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay.  Robot - is there a way to address this particular unit or your group consciousness?"

"NO"

"If I start calling you 'Juniper', will you acknowledge the designation?"

"YES"

"Okay, so Juniper, if we - infiltrate invader scum territory, or their allies' territory, then if I've promoted myself to senior equipment maintenance specialist and made changes at the command center, will I be able to command an escort of you to come with me?"

"YES"

2014-04-28 22:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin snickers at 'Juniper.'

"That's rather helpful.  Robot bodyguards.  I support this!"

2014-04-28 22:47 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Juniper, can you fly?"

"NO"

"Can the invader scum's robots fly?"

"NO - ONE KNOWN MODEL CAN JUMP UP TO FORTY-FIVE MRR"

"How effective are their robots at attacking airborne targets?  Or any stationary weapons they might have still operational."

"THERE ARE NO AIRBORNE TARGETS"

Isabella tilts her head.  "Huh.  They never invented airplanes, or at least don't have a word for them.  Weird," she comments in English.

2014-04-28 22:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Extremely convenient for us, though," says Adarin, looking relieved. Another factor helping the both of them be a little bit safer. "They can probably still use their weapons, but it's nice that they wouldn't be able to follow if we flew off."

"How far can your weaponry fly up in the air if an airborne target were to appear?"

2014-04-28 22:58 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"AIMING CONDITIONS ARE NOT OPTIMAL FOR A TARGET ABOVE THE UNIT - LESS THAN THREE HUNDRED MRR ASSUMING NO INTERVENING OBSTACLES"

"Are the capabilities of the invaders' robots similar?"

"IT IS LIKELY BUT NOT GUARANTEED"

"Okay, so if I just fly several hundred mrr above the tallest buildings we should actually be fine regardless."

"YES"Edited   2014-04-28 23:02 (UTC)


2014-04-28 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Good, that's nice to hear," says Adarin in English.  Then, he switches to the awkward language.

"If I ask for instructions on - how you are built, how to repair you, would you be able to give them if I were allied with you?"

Long-term, that would help greatly for technology thievery.  He'd already planned to do it with Earth's technology, why not do it with this planet's?

2014-04-28 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"UNITS ARE EQUIPPED WITH SUFFICIENT INFORMATION TO CANNIBALIZE DAMAGED OR SACRIFICIAL UNITS FOR PARTS - UNITS ARE INCAPABLE OF GENERATING NEW UNITS OR NEW PARTS FROM RAW MATERIALS"

2014-04-28 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Are you capable of giving me information to cannibalize things for parts?"

2014-04-28 23:8 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"YES - THE INFORMATION CAN BE RENDERED VERBALLY"

2014-04-28 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. He tells Isabella, "I think I'm going to make that another side project of mine. 'How does the robot army work'?"

2014-04-28 23:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay, but don't make too many of them disassemble themselves for you, please."

2014-04-28 23:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Of course not. It would ruin your army.  I want to understand how they work so I can make more."

2014-04-28 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I love you."

2014-04-28 23:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. "I love you, too."

2014-04-28 23:12 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You wanna go see about hacking into the command center or do you have more questions for Juniper?"

2014-04-28 23:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No questions I can think of, let's go hack the command center!"

2014-04-28 23:14 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"All right then!"  Isabella flies in the direction Juniper pointed.  "If I got the math right, it's gonna be fiftyish miles - to the island, I guess we'll have to track down the command center from there."

2014-04-28 23:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah.  We can probably ask other robots for directions to it.  They don't seem particularly smart, though I should probably interrogate one on its intelligence. If they're sentient... Eeeeh."

2014-04-28 23:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm not getting a sentience vibe, but it's probably worth asking, yeah."

2014-04-28 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm not getting one either, but - paranoid.  It continues to be a thing that I am."

2014-04-28 23:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What if you ask one and it gives you a non-answer like, I dunno, 'this unit is not programmed to contemplate the philosophy of personhood'?"

2014-04-28 23:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I'd feel obliged to treat them nicely, because if they're alive, in any form, I would not want to - casually tell one to disassemble itself for my curiosity. It would be killing it. So I should ask first, it should have occurred to me earlier..."Edited   2014-04-28 23:23 (UTC)


2014-04-28 23:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"They seem to have a shared consciousness, and they take each other apart routinely, it sounded like."

2014-04-28 23:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"That helps. I'll have to see, if it's a shared consciousness thing, then I guess morally I might be fine.  I'll check, though."

2014-04-28 23:25 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  We'll see if the ones around the command center remember the conversation with Juniper, that'll be a clue."

2014-04-28 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "Thanks. Wow, I was not expecting to tackle the moral issues of robotics when I woke up this morning."

2014-04-28 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Exciting surprises!"

2014-04-28 23:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Very!  So do you think the inevitable huge revolution from this will be filed under me travelling here to begin with and the revolution that came from that, or is it another category just because I didn't personally have anything to do with it?"

2014-04-28 23:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"What, you mean stolen tech from our noble robot-army-having predecessors and their wicked enemies?  I think it's close enough in time to the other revolution that it'll be in the same history book chapter."

2014-04-28 23:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin giggles. "Pfff.  I wonder how they'll manage to write it. 'And then a guy from another plane showed up, teamed up with a gorgeous witch, they made lots of money and found some robots that they used to their advantage in miscellaneous ways.'"

2014-04-28 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"They'll probably be a touch more long-winded than that."

2014-04-28 23:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Almost certainly, yes.  But you understand my point, right?"

2014-04-28 23:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"'In the year 2007, several exciting discoveries all happened at once due to the activities of witch Isabella Amariah and her consort Adarin Evaniel Sorelas.  Together, they brought portal magic to the world, revolutionzed robotics, and applied the proceeds from these activities towards dozens of others.  In this chapter we will limit our focus to...' Like that."

2014-04-28 23:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snorts with laughter. Adarin teases, "What, I don't get an entire footnote to myself? I'm reduced to consort? I was the one who made the portals!"

2014-04-28 23:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I do consort with you a lot," she says merrily.  "Do you want to take credit for the portals sooner rather than later?"

2014-04-28 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I will take credit for the portals eventually," he says loftily. "When we have a proper stranglehold on the transportation economy."

2014-04-28 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"So between now and then somebody might write a textbook, in which case you probably don't even get a line item, I suppose, you'll be in my little biography insert."

2014-04-28 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Awww. Such is the price for patience, I suppose. I only get a small note in a little biography insert. But eventually, my dear, I'll get a chapter to myself. Bwuahahaha."

2014-04-28 23:50 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I will be very happy when you have a chapter.  Then I can get proper credit for the things I actually did.  Captain of industry!  Co-founder of colony!  Senior equipment maintenance specialist!"

2014-04-28 23:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin takes a little while to be lost to giggles.  He'll need a minute.

2014-04-28 23:53 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella grins.  She likes it when he laughs.

2014-04-28 23:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He manages to recover enough to breathe and says between giggles, "Yes, that's -" (Snicker.) "- definitely the main thing history will remember you for." (Giggle, giggle.) "Nevermind the possible immortality, or anything. Senior equipment maintenance specialist."Edited   2014-04-28 23:56 (UTC)


2014-04-28 23:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's a very important title!  It's gonna get me a robot army!"

2014-04-28 23:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True! But it still sounds... Quite absurd."

2014-04-28 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I actually like it, what with the fact that it's a robot army.  Equipment maintenance seems appropriate.  But yes, eventually, one day, after 'senior equipment maintenance specialist' in my textbook it'll read 'developer of immortality'."

2014-04-28 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah.  If all goes to plan we will be horrifically famous, you realize. For the rest of eternity."

2014-04-29 00:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah.  Probably people will want to interview us on television and ghostwrite our autobiographies."

2014-04-29 00:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I actually have no idea what I'd do with that. Maybe stammer out my personal history and flee. Or something."

2014-04-29 00:3 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, I assume you can refuse to talk to ghostwriters, if you really prefer and I don't think anyone can compel you to appear on the Daily Show."

2014-04-29 00:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"True.  So I would just be horribly embarrassed and flee."

2014-04-29 00:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I can issue any public statements you want to make for you, if you like."

2014-04-29 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Nah, I'll do them, it just weirds me out a little after reading history books when I was a kid and now realizing that there's probably an extremely large chance I might end up a bigger deal than people in those. Er.  Not to sound arrogant."

2014-04-29 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Arrogant is fine.  We are standing on another planet that's full of alien robots, you have earned it."

2014-04-29 00:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Pfff.  That we are! I mean, I hope I've earned it, honestly most of it's just me lucking out and then not using my magic to conquer things and instead choosing to do other stuff with my free time. Like go to planets full of alien robots."

2014-04-29 00:15 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Thank you for not conquering things with your magic.  Gold star."

2014-04-29 00:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Thanks. I hope I get more of them. 'Did not use power to screw people over' 'Did not blow up a city'..."

2014-04-29 00:22 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You could probably fill a book with those.  'Did not commit genocide', 'did not torment small animals', 'did not kidnap the children of political figures'..."

2014-04-29 00:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I will keep it under my pillow and take it out every night and see all of the terrible things that I didn't do."

2014-04-29 00:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"In case you forget.  Or need to cast a spell that refers to them all."

2014-04-29 00:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, it wouldn't do to forget a terrible thing that I didn't do.  I might forget that it's terrible and then do it!  And then I wouldn't have the gold star anymore."

2014-04-29 00:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You would be downgraded to silver star.  It would be so embarrassing."

2014-04-29 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'd take out my book of stars, open to that page, and bam.  Silver star in an entire page of golds.  Like a scar upon my perfect record."

2014-04-29 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"And then you would have to invent time travel!  Just to fix it and undo your horrible thing."

2014-04-29 00:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yup.  My book of golden stars must be exactly what it sounds like.  No silver stars allowed, I am picky."

2014-04-29 00:33 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Now, wait, before you go composing yourself a star book, are you sure you have not done any horrible things ever?"

2014-04-29 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmmm. Hmmmmmmm. Let's see, horrible things..." 

He pretends to consider.

2014-04-29 00:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I might be cross with you if you have, be warned."

2014-04-29 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I would expect nothing less.  Oh, oh!  Did I tell you about the time that I walked past a kitten in a tree... And didn't help it?"

2014-04-29 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh!  Adarin!  How could you!" exclaims Isabella in mock horror.  "That poor kitten.  How it must have cried itself to sleep, still in the tree, wondering what could possibly be wrong with it that you wouldn't help it down!  How it could have disappointed you and whether it would ever get another chance!"

2014-04-29 00:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I know," says Adarin solemnly. "I am a terrible monster.  I don't deserve the book of gold stars, I left that poor kitten to fend for itself. Please, Isabella - forgive me."

2014-04-29 00:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's not my forgiveness you need.  It's that kitten's.  You'll have to track it down, hat in hand, and offer it amends."

2014-04-29 00:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Of course. It deserves nothing less - it may even be an adult, now, weary and cynical because of its misfortune in early life. Because of me, Isabella."

2014-04-29 00:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Adarin, I just realized - cats don't live that long - how long ago did you commit this atrocity?"

2014-04-29 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh heavens. Oh heavens above and planes eternal, time is of the essence, it was years ago, my hidden, secret shame - Isabella, Isabella if I'm too late you need to make something to bring back the dead.  I can't live like this, I'm a monster. I have to make it up to that cat."

2014-04-29 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




This is too much for Isabella.  She bursts into peals of giggles.

2014-04-29 00:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin joins her, laughing uncontrollably. "It's - so terrible, if cats find out they will protest."

2014-04-29 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You will be known to cats everywhere as -" (cackle) "Adarin the Unhelpful."

2014-04-29 00:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It will -" (Giggle, snicker.) "go down in the history books as my title.  My eternal shame, cats will never -" (Snicker.) "never be able to respect anyone that even looks like me, they'll be so disgusted."

2014-04-29 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Wherever you go cats will hiss at you.  They will privately approve of the handful brave enough to offer violence!  And none of it can ever accumulate to the point of making up for what you did, you cat-nonhelping evildoer."

2014-04-29 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Just as I so rightly deserve," he says, then he tries to say something else -

- But, no, he can't.  Too much laughter.

2014-04-29 00:55 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Mad cackling as they pull into view of the lovely island of NNSARXPHAGLURVVRTW.

2014-04-29 00:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




It takes him a while, but eventually he recovers, still giggling a little. "Oh look, here we are. To the island of unpronounceable."

2014-04-29 00:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Everything in this language is unpronounceable, some of it more than other things... lemme know if you spot one of Juniper's friends, 'kay?"

2014-04-29 01:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah, I will. We seriously need to teach them English or something, though. I feel like I'm torturing my throat when I try to talk to them."

He goes on the look out for robots!

2014-04-29 01:2 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, but it sounds like a kind of major project to program an entire language in for them and I'm not sure if it gets any easier if they only have to understand it without having to speak it."

That could be a robot over there!

2014-04-29 01:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Well it's a non-mana based project, at least. So I'll have something to do while I wait for my metaphorical batteries to recharge between feats of fantastic magical prowess. Also, I think I see a robot." He points to it.

2014-04-29 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella steers toward the robot.  It is indeed a robot.  It doesn't react to them.

"Hey, robot," she says.  "You still work?"

"THIS UNIT IS OPERATIONAL" says the robot.

"I'm gonna designate you Rosie, okay?"

"YES"

"Will you show us the way to the command center?"

"YES"

Rosie starts trundling along an overgrown path, rolling effectively over medium-sized obstacles.

2014-04-29 01:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "I vote that it becomes a naming scheme that we name them all after plants.  Pretty plants."

2014-04-29 01:9 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That's the plan!  Plant robot army.  Next one I have reason to name gets 'Wisteria'."  She flies after Rosie.  Rosie is not all that fast.

2014-04-29 01:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I love you," he laughs.

2014-04-29 01:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I love you too."

Rosie leads them to what appears to be an entrance to an underground facility.

"Is this locked?" Isabella asks it.

"YES"

"Is it trapped or attached to an alarm system?"

"NO"

English again.  "Okay.  So I guess we get to finesse the lock with magic.  I'll try to come up with a verse for it but if I don't get anywhere you can probably manage, or we can just note where this is for our next visit."

2014-04-29 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I can probably manage! But you get to go first, I am the walking battery. Slowly charging myself up," he says dryly.

2014-04-29 01:16 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Right.  Hmmm.  I don't think the only unlocking spell I have memorized will work on anything high-tech, let alone high-tech and also alien..."  Isabella gets to composing.  (Rosie has no comment.)

Eventually Isabella puts her hand on the door and says:

"Lock from centuries ago,
Let the door ajar,
Stand aside and open wide,
Unlock, release, unbar."

There is a grinding noise.  The door unlatches and swings free - from hinges at the top, like a cat door, not from the side.

2014-04-29 01:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Your magic's so much more theatrical than mine, it's so delightful."

He peers inside! Is there anything possibly dangerous?  Does he need to get defensive of Isabella and put up a shield?

2014-04-29 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




There's another robot!  It does not bother them.

"I'm designating you Wisteria," Isabella tells this one, since Rosie hasn't followed them in.

"UNDERSTOOD" says Wisteria.

"Show us where the commands to the robots get issued."

"THIS IS NOT AUTHORIZED" says Wisteria.

"Okay... Adarin, what do you think, field-promotion or is there still a reason that might be a bad idea?"

2014-04-29 01:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




He considers, then says, "We should check intelligence and possible sentience levels first, if you don't mind."

Adarin switches languages, then just asks bluntly, "Wisteria, are you sentient?"

2014-04-29 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"REPHRASE INQUIRY FOR LANGUAGE PROCESSOR" suggests Wisteria.

2014-04-29 01:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Do you have intelligence or conscious thoughts?"

2014-04-29 01:30 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"UNITS ARE PROGRAMMED TO RESPOND DYNAMICALLY TO NOVEL INPUT FOR CORRECT DECISION-MAKING ON BEHALF OF NOBLE NNSARXPH"

2014-04-29 01:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Head-tilt.  Okay, that's... Kinda intelligence?  Sort of? "Do you have opinions on things? If something broke you, would you feel anything about it?"

2014-04-29 01:33 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"UNITS ARE PROGRAMMED TO SELF-SACRIFICE FOR STRATEGIC OBJECTIVES OR TO ENABLE THE FIELD MAINTENANCE OF OTHER UNITS - UNDER OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES PRESERVATION OF UNITS IS WORTHWHILE"

2014-04-29 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Well that kind of bothers him, a little. He understands strategically why it would be a thing that's programmed, but it bugs him to make something that will kill itself if necessary. Responsibility to things that you create, and all.

"Do you have preferences about things? Is there something you prefer doing over other things?"

2014-04-29 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"IN THE ABSENCE OF MISSIONS UNITS REMAIN AT THEIR MOST RECENTLY ORDERED POSTS EXCEPT WHEN RENDEZVOUS FOR CANNIBALIZATION IS NECESSARY OR TO REPLACE A UNIT AT A MORE HIGHLY PRIORITIZED LOCATION WHICH HAS BEEN DESTROYED" says Wisteria.

2014-04-29 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That's really not helpful," mutters Adarin in English.  Then, back to addressing Wisteria. "Is there anything you would like to do as a unit? A goal to accomplish?"

2014-04-29 01:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"ALL UNITS ARE NETWORKED TO SHARE INFORMATION AND COORDINATE," Wisteria says.

"I think it's correcting your assumption that it matters which robot we're talking to," says Isabella.

2014-04-29 01:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Yeaah, that was kind of assuming of me, wasn't it?  Oh well."

Clear poor abused throat, then, "Wisteria, if you were destroyed, would your - programs remain intact somewhere else?"

2014-04-29 01:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"ALL PROGRAMMING AND DATA IS SHARED IN COMMON WITH ALL UNITS - THIS UNIT'S NETWORKING IS UP TO DATE"

"So it's like they're one shared distributed organism, not like there are nine hundred eighty-eight of them."

2014-04-29 01:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"That helps with some moral issues of taking them apart, certainly. I mean - I don't think they're people, they don't seem like it, but I kind of still feel obliged to keep checking.  Because paranoid."

In the throat-abuser: "Do you have an opinion on something changing your programming?"

2014-04-29 01:50 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"THE PROGRAMMING DIRECTIVES ISSUED FROM THE COMMAND CENTER AUTHORIZED BY THE HIGHEST RANKING MEMBER OF THE MILITARY OF THE NOBLE NNSARXPH WILL BE OBEYED"

2014-04-29 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Yes, but what if - what if it gave an order that doesn't make sense to your current programming?"

2014-04-29 01:52 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"THE PURPOSE OF REVISED ORDERS IS TO SUPERSEDE PRIOR ORDERS" says Wisteria.

2014-04-29 01:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin sighs. "If one robot were destroyed - is anything lost? Aside from the unit itself, anything like programs, memories - anything?"

2014-04-29 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"DATA WHICH WAS NOT YET BROUGHT INTO THE NETWORK DUE TO DELAYED CONNECTIVITY OR LOSS OF COMMUNICATIONS EQUIPMENT MAY BE LOST"

2014-04-29 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Right," he says in English. "Okay, so - I have no moral problems with you taking over the robots, they don't seem to have intelligence or self-awareness, but um... Please treat them nicely?"

2014-04-29 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I will be very nice to my robot army."  Cough, switch languages: "Wisteria, if I pat you on the head will you aim weapons at me?"

"NO"

Isabella pats it on the head.

2014-04-29 02:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin smiles a little. "Thanks."

2014-04-29 02:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome.  So time for my promotion?"

2014-04-29 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yup! Have fun with your lovely robot army, I'll keep poking them for sentience but I highly doubt it at this point."

2014-04-29 02:2 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Wisteria," says Isabella grandly, "given the personnel situation of the honorable Nnsarxeph, I'm hereby promoting myself to Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist."

"ACKNOWLEDGED" says Wisteria.

"This makes me the highest ranked individual in the Nnsarxeph military, correct?"

"CORRECT"

"Conduct me to where new programming is issued and authorized."

Wisteria starts rolling down the corridor.

2014-04-29 02:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin follows! "Hopefully they don't look at me and say, 'No, you're not allowed in, you're not the Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist.'"

2014-04-29 02:7 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Wisteria, while this person does not hold any formal rank, I want him allowed everywhere I am allowed to go."

"ACKNOWLEDGED"

2014-04-29 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Awww.  Thanks, love."

2014-04-29 02:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome."

Soon enough they are at a place that is full of things very loosely recognizable as computers.

Isabella has Wisteria show her the on-switch, and then starts carefully poking around, with Wisteria warned to notify her if she's about to do anything that will damage the system or the robots it commands.

2014-04-29 02:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin helps with investigations, as well as he can. "Should I start scrying things, or should I hold off on that?"

2014-04-29 02:12 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm not doing anything major yet, just getting a feel for the system - how's your battery?"

2014-04-29 02:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Better, but not up for teleporting us home, definitely."

2014-04-29 02:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, I don't think you need to scry this.  Lots of interesting files to read."

2014-04-29 02:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Alright," agrees Adarin. He shall help with file reading - this is interesting and he is curious!

2014-04-29 02:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




The files are interesting, but mostly because they belong to long-dead aliens; the human equivalents would be dryly written war intel with a lot of mentions of 'the disease'.

2014-04-29 02:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I'm suddenly extremely glad I'm paranoid and I checked with magic to see if there were horrific diseases that could kill us before we came here," says Adarin when he notices this.

2014-04-29 02:18 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yeah.  I guess this one was really, really thorough.  The noble Nnsarxeph thought it was the invader scum," she adds, pointing at one of the (diagonally written) lines of text.  "Engineering it on purpose.  I guess if it was it got out of hand."

2014-04-29 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"... Wonderful.  That's completely terrifying."

2014-04-29 02:21 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yeah, remember when I was explaining germs, I mentioned bioweapons?  This is the horror story, this entire planet is the horror story."

2014-04-29 02:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Completely terrifying. Not to mention short sighted, but -" He shudders. "Ugh. Germ theory is great and horrifying."

2014-04-29 02:23 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yep."

Eventually she locates some image files.

"These are apparently what the aliens looked like," she observes.

They were roundish, like the robots, but more centaurish under the smoothing layers of flesh, and had four arms with two fingers each and four legs that came to surprisingly elegant points considering their bulk.  Their skin looked a bit toadlike, their eyes (four) were in their chests, and the females had spiny fins on their backs, shown erect in most pictures but relaxed in one sample.

"All those fours and for some reason they operated in base five." 

2014-04-29 02:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin looks at these pictures curiously. He's not sure what to feel about their looks, but he is rather sad that this is all that's left of an entire species.

"To be fair, humans have a lot of twos and we don't operate in base two. Or at least New Kystle and your country don't, there might be one that I don't know about that does."

2014-04-29 02:36 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Some computer stuff operates in hexadecimal!  The base ten is reportedly because of the fingers."  She waggles hers at him.

2014-04-29 02:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers. "Ah, yes.  The noble art of counting on our fingers."

2014-04-29 02:38 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Very noble, very ancient, predates the abacus," giggles Isabella.  She goes back to browsing the captioned images.

2014-04-29 02:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"There is a pun I could make here but I shall spare you," he says loftily. He browses, too, but focuses more on the dry literature.

2014-04-29 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But now I want to know what it was."

2014-04-29 02:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin looks at her and sighs. "Oh, fine.  If you truly want to know."

He clears his throat, working up the proper punning energy. "Counting on your fingers is handy," he says in an absolute deadpan.

2014-04-29 02:47 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Pffft.  And to think not long ago you'd never even heard of English."

2014-04-29 02:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. "I try to be a quick study with things!  Also, translation spell. If for some reason I removed it I think I'd be okay and mess up several words, but I able to get by."

2014-04-29 02:50 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Are you saying you deliberately designed your translation spell to allow puns?  Why would you do such a thing?"

2014-04-29 02:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Because sometimes I like to pretend I'm witty," he teases. "Rare occasions, mind you."

Actually the translation spell wasn't designed to help with puns, but sometimes if he pokes it for a translation of a word it'll give multiple translations. Thus, it helps with puns anyway.

2014-04-29 02:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I love you."

2014-04-29 02:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I love you, too."

2014-04-29 02:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




And so they continue reading the dead aliens' computer files while Wisteria lurks in the corner.

"Do you think you can design a translation spell that will do programming languages?" she asks when she's temporarily set aside the intel in favor of starting to carefully read the robots' code.

2014-04-29 02:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmmm... Maybe?  I think I'd need to learn some kind of programming language first, but uh - possibly? There's absolutely no precedent for it, but I can always give it a shot."

2014-04-29 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay, I think I want to know more about what I'm looking at before I touch any of this.  Besides, the robots seem pretty keen to do what I want just on the grounds of my being the senior equipment maintenance specialist."

2014-04-29 03:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, but we have to use the unpronounceable language of abused vocal chords to tell them things. If that's fixable it would make me happy."

2014-04-29 03:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That's true.  Although I don't want to manually input an English dictionary in here, either."

2014-04-29 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Fair point. That would be annoying and tedious, English has lots of words."

2014-04-29 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Yeah.  Wisteria, do you guys already speak any languages besides this one?"

"YES"

"Please utter one sentence in each of them."

Wisteria complies: unpronounceable gibberish that fades into "- sentence", unpronounceable gibberish that fades into "- is", unpronounceable gibberish that fades into "- sample", slightly less unpronounceable gibberish "- this."

"Testing, testing," says Isabella in the fourth language.  "This one is easier to pronounce.  Not perfect, but decent.  Who used it?"

"THE RRRWEN" says Wisteria, continuing in their language, "OUR WORTHY NEUTRAL MEDIATORS"

2014-04-29 03:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"... I love you.  You're amazing," says Adarin. "Did I say that?  I think I said that. My throat is saved."

2014-04-29 03:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I love you too."

2014-04-29 03:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin smiles at her affectionately, then goes back to reading things. It's kind of dry, but he can deal with it.

2014-04-29 03:23 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Time passes.

Battery fills.

2014-04-29 03:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He notes this, and informs Isabella.

"Ready to go now, or would you like to stick around for a little while longer?"

2014-04-29 03:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Mmm, lemme finish this one paragraph-equivalent... okay, done, let's leave a portal marker and get out of here."

2014-04-29 03:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yup! Any place you want it to go, or should I just pick an openish area with a big wall?"

2014-04-29 03:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"This room's good - that wall?"

2014-04-29 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure," he says.  Then he walks over to the wall in question, and pokes it. "Boop!  Okay, done."

2014-04-29 03:30 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Boop!" giggles Isabella.  She collects her cloud-pine, makes sure all her stuff is tied to it, and tucks herself under Adarin's chin for the largely imaginary improvement it might confer on his teleportation of her.

2014-04-29 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin supports this.  A lot. He hugs her, snuggling a little while he reviews required math and his magic cheat-sheet. Then - spell.

Utterly without incident, there they are, safely outside of their home.

"I should tell Ana she doesn't need to keep watch anymore.  Also, successful return trip! Hurray!"

2014-04-29 03:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Robot army!  Hurray!  Dead civilization to study!  Kind of tragic but hurray!"

2014-04-29 03:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah. I mean, maybe we can save some of their culture and put it in the history books or something, but it's still rather sad. On a completely separate note, may I borrow your pocket library so I can call my sister?"

2014-04-29 03:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure, but your sister doesn't have a phone so you're betting on her being nearish Ranata."  Isabella hands over the pocket library.

2014-04-29 03:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I can hope," he says.  Then, fiddle, fiddle - oh look it's all convenient and labeled.  Buttons are pressed, and Ranata is called.

(Pocket libraries are awesome.)

2014-04-29 03:42 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Hello?"

2014-04-29 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Hello! Sorry to bother you, Ranata, but could you let my sister know we made it home all right?  I don't want her to worry."

2014-04-29 03:45 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"She's with Luzia, so I'm not necessarily sure she'd welcome an interruption."

2014-04-29 03:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Oh?  She's usually fine with be- Oh." He coughs, sounding embarrassed. "Never mind, never mind, I understand now. Thank you, if um - if you could let her know as soon as she's - done? Available, I'm going to say available, that would be fantastic. Please tell her I said 'I love you' too."

He is blushing, but Ranata wouldn't know that.

2014-04-29 03:51 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I'll tell her you called!"

2014-04-29 03:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you very much.  Have a lovely day!"

2014-04-29 03:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You too!"

2014-04-29 03:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He hangs up, then returns the phone to Isabella. He continues to blush. "Sooo.  Programming?"

2014-04-29 03:57 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Wanna walk to New York and find a library where you can start your read-up on Wikipedia?  You can look up feminism while you're there.  And while we are walking you can tell me why you're bright red."

2014-04-29 03:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs, looking flustered. "Uh, sure.  It's nothing, Ana was just um - occupied.  She is apparently getting along well with being part of your clan."

2014-04-29 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




To the portal they stroll.  "Occupied, huh.  Mom introduced her to someone?"

2014-04-29 04:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I think that's what happened! Or she met her on her own. Either way, hopefully she's happy."

2014-04-29 04:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That's cute."

2014-04-29 04:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Very. Just kind of - awkward to hear about my sister probably getting er - I have no idea how to word it politely.  Help?"

2014-04-29 04:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I dunno, is she the 'girlfriend' type or the 'friends with benefits' type or what?"

2014-04-29 04:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Er.  Yes? I think she tends to go with it being about as casual as her partner wants it to be, and she's not personally very clingy. So probably leaning towards the latter. Though she's had several of the former and I'm not ruling that out, either."

2014-04-29 04:15 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Slightly fewer polite words if it's casual.  Mostly people talk around it or aren't firetruck red when they say it directly."

2014-04-29 04:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I am not firetruck red," he defends.  He's really more of a bright crimson.

2014-04-29 04:17 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We can compare you to Pantone samples while we're in New York too if you like."

2014-04-29 04:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I have no idea what that is but I can tell from context that you're teasing me."

2014-04-29 04:21 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Me?  Tease you?"

2014-04-29 04:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I know," Adarin says dryly. "It's such a shock."

He's trying very hard to not smile.  It's really not working.

2014-04-29 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Completely out of character!  I am very serious."

2014-04-29 04:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, definitely.  Why, you're also very somber."Edited   2014-04-29 04:24 (UTC)


2014-04-29 04:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm no fun at all, it's a wonder you can tolerate my company."

2014-04-29 04:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ravishing good looks and the cloud-pine.  It's very convenient."

2014-04-29 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Aww, I'm hurt.  In an entirely somber serious no-fun non-teasing way, Adarin, I am hurt that you are using me for my cloud-pine and my stunning beauty."

2014-04-29 04:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Yes.  I do that because I am as shallow as a puddle. Your pain means nothing to me, because you see...." He leans in close. "I have a silver star in my gold star book."

2014-04-29 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You monster!  You fiend!  Villain!"

2014-04-29 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He cackles. "I am all of those things! Bwuahahahaha!"

2014-04-29 04:31 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Will anyone save me from your wicked clutches?" she asks as they enter the parking garage.

2014-04-29 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Probably not, no. You see, I'm fiendishly evil. So obviously no one will show up to stop me, ever. You're just doomed."

2014-04-29 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"What, no heroes?  Knights in shining armor?  Superman?"

2014-04-29 04:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Nope.  None of those. Sorry. They're on a lunch break."

2014-04-29 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well damn.  I guess I'm pretty stuck, then."

2014-04-29 04:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah, you are.  Be strong, Isabella. Soon my world take-over will be complete and I'll invade the sun.  It'll make a lovely vacation spot."

2014-04-29 04:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"How will that help any of my listed problems?"

2014-04-29 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oh, it won't.  But I'm looking forward to it anyway!"

2014-04-29 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Curse you and your projects that make no reference to my needs or interests!  Wicked Adarin!"

2014-04-29 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No, my dear.  Unhelpful Adarin.  The cats have it right."

2014-04-29 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I should have listened to the cats when I had the chance!  Woe is me."

2014-04-29 04:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Indeed. Woe, regret, and some such. Next time, trust the cats.  They have it right."

2014-04-29 04:42 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"But there will never be a next time.  I am trapped for ever and always."

2014-04-29 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yup! And the worst part of all... I'm changing the official food. It's now gummy worms."

2014-04-29 04:44 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Nooooooo!"

2014-04-29 04:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He cackles maniacally - the cackles change into honest giggles and then suddenly he can't stop laughing.

2014-04-29 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella hugs him.

2014-04-29 04:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Hug! "I love you," he manages between giggles.

2014-04-29 04:46 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I love you too.  That's probably why I fell prey to your ever so unhelpful wiles."

2014-04-29 04:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He giggles some more. "Yup.  That.  Definitely that."

2014-04-29 04:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Hugs!

Is that a library over there?  It is!  Swell.

2014-04-29 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Hugs!

Oooo, library! To the computers! And Wikipedia! He needs to learn about Feminism. Also programming.

2014-04-29 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella sees him set up on a computer and then finds a beanbag chair nearby to sit on while she asks the alethiometer things.  Path hops off her head and flies to the desk on which Adarin's computer sits and hoots softly at Vern.

2014-04-29 04:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern trills back. She nudges Path a bit, then moves to snuggle, looking at Adarin with a bit of worry. "Are you going to ask him? I can, if you don't want to..."

2014-04-29 04:58 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"So Adarin," says Path.  "A few hours ago, sudden jolt of terror, took longer to wear off Vern than me - what happened that you forgot to tell us about when you came home?  I kept expecting one of you to remember but you were distracted by adorable bantering.  Which was admittedly fun."

2014-04-29 04:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin blinks.  He looks up from computer shenanigans and looks surprised, then really, really guilty. "Shit.  I'd completely forgotten to - sorry, sorry.  We're both fine, it turned out to not be  a problem but it was scary at the time. Um." He glances at the public library. "... There was a thing we were not expecting there that I will expand on when we're not in public. At first it was really threatening and we were both terrified, but we handled it and um - now it works for us."

Vern gives him a look.

"I'm sorry?" he manages again.

2014-04-29 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Can we just come along next time?" asks Path.

2014-04-29 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin nods. He kind of looks like a kicked puppy, now.  He feels terrible, the poor daemons must have been worried sick. Vern gives an apologetic trill to Path, nuzzles him, and - plop, into Adarin's lap.

Pet, pet, pet.

2014-04-29 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path flies back to Isabella.

"Shit," Isabella says under her breath when he explains the problem to her.  "I never forget when I'm going places alone..."

2014-04-29 05:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Sorry," says Adarin quietly to Vern, again. "I promise I'll tell you everything, this - will be a very short library visit, I'm sorry..."

Vern trills.  Snuggle, snuggle.

He looks up what he needs to find out in record time.

2014-04-29 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Isabella pets her owl.  Pet pet pet.

2014-04-29 05:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Right then, now that they have what they need - Adarin picks up Vern, and says to Isabella, "I uh - think we need to head home where we can explain things."

2014-04-29 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay.  We can come back another time."

They won't be able to go back to the planet for a while anyway.

2014-04-29 05:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah. I can study it later, Vern and Path are more important."

Vern trills a little.

Pet, pet.

2014-04-29 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sorry, Path."

"It's clear that whatever it was stopped frightening you hours ago.  I just want to know," says Path.

2014-04-29 05:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Adarin nods.  Out of the library, to the parking garage - so the daemons can be updated. Once they're safely away from the public, Adarin gets to explaining.

"So, there were - robots. On the planet."

2014-04-29 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Some of them still functional, and very concerned that we might represent the 'invader scum'."

2014-04-29 05:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"So we had weapons pointed at us, I - freaked out, got a shield around the both of us, we convinced them we weren't 'invader scum' and then we left."

Vern trills.  Pet, pet, pet.

"... Sorry," he says again. "We went back after and exploited a hole in security."

2014-04-29 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Now I have a robot army!"

Path giggles.

2014-04-29 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin smiles a little. "Yeah.  Now Isabella's has a robot army."

Vern nuzzles Adarin. "And you were excited about it and going to...?"

"Uh, study programming so I could try to make a spell that would help with programming languages."

"Ahh, that makes sense," says Vern.

"I'm still sorry," he repeats.  Again.

2014-04-29 05:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"They'll obey verbal commands, and after a while it occurred to me to look at the available languages for one that's less tongue-ruining, but it'd be nice to be able to go into the code."

2014-04-29 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin nods.  Pet, pet, pet.

2014-04-29 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Isabella hugs her owl.  He snuggles into her arms.

2014-04-29 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"... Next time we go to another planet I think we should bring them, because - I seriously feel terrible," says Adarin quietly.

Vern snuggles him.

2014-04-29 05:30 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We could also have solved this problem by leaving behind one of the mirrors.  It's just that we were expecting a peaceful bit of wander through completely abandoned landscape and didn't set up protocols for what if it was more complicated than that."

2014-04-29 05:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah," he sighs. "I think I'll just make a few mirror pairs in case we ever just - need them. It would have been useful to give Ana one, too."

2014-04-29 05:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, she should have one.  Although we could also just get her a phone, and you your own too, for that matter.  I have actual liquidity now and I left enough slush fund in my loan budget to afford a couple cells."

2014-04-29 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"... Okay, yeah, I would like a pocket library of my own," Adarin says with a little smile.

Pet, pet, pet.

2014-04-29 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We can get you a nicer one than I have - in fact, I should upgrade mine, it was chosen largely for budget reasons and that was a while ago."

2014-04-29 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods. "We can look at options, I suppose?  I need to do some shopping anyway."

2014-04-29 05:39 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We could go back to New York, shop, and then go to the library again."

2014-04-29 05:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"That would be nice.  Not uh - right now, though."

Pet, pet, pet.  "I need to make it up to my magic bird," he explains.

2014-04-29 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Oooh, we get made up to?  What are you going to do?" asks Path.

2014-04-29 05:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "I'm not sure yet?  But I will think of something. I hope."

2014-04-29 05:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I want a pony," jokes Path.

Isabella snorts.

2014-04-29 05:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Pffff. A pony?  You've got an all-powerful mage that owes you one and you want a pony," he replies, amused.

"I want a unicorn!" says Vern.

"See, that one's much more reasonable."

2014-04-29 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"The My Little Ponies come in unicorn," says Path.

"We watched that once when we were six, why do you remember it?"

Path shrugs his wings.

2014-04-29 05:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Okay, you know what?  Isabella, where can we get a My Little Pony? I owe our daemons something and they wants a pony and a unicorn, I will make this happen."

Pause. "By... Asking you to buy them for me because I have no currency." He coughs.

2014-04-29 05:48 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"There are extremely tacky toys of them available at toy stores, probably, but Path does not actually want one, does Vern?"

2014-04-29 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin and Vern exchange a look.

"... She definitely wants an extremely tacky toy."

"In bright pink," deadpans Vern.

2014-04-29 05:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I will buy her a tacky unicorn next time we are near a toy store."

"What are you going to actually do with it?" wonders Path.

2014-04-29 05:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I will name it and play dollies with it," says Vern.

Adarin nods, solemnly.

2014-04-29 05:51 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Do I need to get you a whole playset of the tacky plastic ponies or will one unicorn do?"

2014-04-29 05:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I shall have to see. I will look upon them and - and judge."

Adarin nods again, trying to keep a straight face.

Then, both of them burst out laughing.

2014-04-29 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes






2014-04-29 05:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




They're going to be a while.

2014-04-29 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Eventually Isabella and Path giggle too.

2014-04-29 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I will - make him play with tacky ponies if he does it again," wheezes Vern. "He will have to wear the - the customary flower wreath. So the ponies accept him."

"I can see it now -" (Snicker.) "It would be glorious," adds Adarin.

2014-04-29 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I can actually see you wearing a flower wreath apologetically.  Having a tea party with plastic pony toys."

2014-04-29 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I would look dashing," he replies.

2014-04-29 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You would look preposterous and I would love you for it anyway."

2014-04-29 06:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snorts with laughter. "Thanks."

2014-04-29 06:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're welcome."

2014-04-29 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"If they're tiny it would be even better, you realize. Me towering over a teensy little tea set with ponies, gently giving out little tiny sugar cubes..."

2014-04-29 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awwwwwwww."

2014-04-29 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Would you wear a dress?" asks Vern.

Adarin laughs, petting his bird. "No."

"Awww."

2014-04-29 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"But we were so scaaaaared," says Path in a piteous voice.

"He's mocking you," Isabella clarifies.

2014-04-29 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Never would have guessed.  Sorry, I can pull off many things, including the flowers, but a dress is just out of my league," says Adarin.

"What about a pretty hat?  A nice and pink and frilly hat?"

"... That is negotiable."

2014-04-29 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"This is starting to look awfully expensive.  Maybe I should just put Adarin on fixed retainer and he can spend it on as many silly bird-placating objects as he likes."

2014-04-29 06:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's not silly," he replies. "I am looking into the health of our personified souls." Vern nods along, loyally.

He is trying so hard not to laugh.

2014-04-29 06:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think I might know more about what our personified souls require for their health than an ex-zombie."

2014-04-29 06:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Aww," he pouts. "But I could have pulled off the hat."

2014-04-29 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You still may, if you choose to spend your retainer on it."

2014-04-29 06:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"But then I wouldn't be able to pay for all of the ponies!  Think of the ponies, Isabella!"

2014-04-29 06:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You'll just have to silver-star them along with that one cat."

2014-04-29 06:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oh goodness, no.  My heart. It breaks.  I'm irredeemable, now."

2014-04-29 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You might even need to put *bronze* stars in the book, you villainous awful creature."

2014-04-29 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin gasps. "I'm not that far gone.  I don't eat children."

2014-04-29 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It is not far off!"

2014-04-29 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Slander! Lies! Misdirection and - and more lies."

2014-04-29 06:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"But at least there were no statistics!"

2014-04-29 06:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'll take solace in that fact. There are no statistics. Just lots of lies."

2014-04-29 23:45 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...I keep making references without checking to see if you'll get them.  There's a phrase, 'lies, damned lies, and statistics'."

2014-04-29 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Is there really? Why are statistics worse than lies and damned lies? I don't like them much, but... They're not terrible?  I guess?"

2014-04-29 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, if you make up or even just creatively present and interpret your statistics, you can sound very convincing anyway."

2014-04-29 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Ah. That... Makes sense and is terrible.  Okay, at least there were no statistics."

2014-04-29 23:49 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"How fortunate."

2014-04-29 23:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yes.  Not to worry, I may be evil, but... I'll stay away from statistics. Also lies. I'm not really good at those."

2014-04-29 23:52 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I don't know that I've ever seen you even try to lie," observes Isabella.

2014-04-29 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I don't like lying," he explains. "So I avoid it. Being bad at it helps."

2014-04-29 23:55 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I can be very misleading with the truth.  I'm only good at lying if I know in advance I'm going to have to do it, I'm terrible if surprised."

2014-04-29 23:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Right, I do the truth misleading thing if I have to, as you saw with your parents, but actual straight-up lying - no. Can't do it."

2014-04-29 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Nuzzle.  "Oh well."

2014-04-29 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You're crushed, I know," says Adarin dryly.Edited   2014-04-29 23:59 (UTC)


2014-04-29 23:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"What I really need in my life is a guy who will convincingly deceive me!  Obviously you're inadequate."

2014-04-30 00:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I will never recover from the shame.  Please, forgive me."

2014-04-30 00:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Perhaps we can rebuild if you lie about something, like, right now.  Only I'd be expecting it.  I suppose there are grade-schooler games designed to handle this kind of problem..."

2014-04-30 00:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Um. My... Hair is pink?" Adarin tries. "Did that work?"

(He is really not good at this.)

2014-04-30 00:5 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"No.  There's a game called 'two truths and a lie', where you make three statements and people try to guess which one is a lie, maybe that would help."

2014-04-30 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Er, maybe?  I don't think I want to get good at lying, either, though."Edited   2014-04-30 00:07 (UTC)


2014-04-30 00:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay."  Pause.  "Truth or Dare is a game in the same vein."

2014-04-30 00:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Eh. If it's based around lying like the last one I will probably not be all for it," points out Adarin gently.

2014-04-30 00:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It doesn't involve lying, but you might not like it anyway."

2014-04-30 00:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh?  What does it involve?  Something about truths and dares, I assume."

2014-04-30 00:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, you ask, 'truth or dare', and the other person picks one, and if they say truth they must honestly answer any question of the first person's choice, and if they pick dare they have to do a thing the first person picks, instead.  This is mostly used by teenagers to make each other confess their crushes and make out with each other, it's kind of dumb."

2014-04-30 00:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Very.  Not my kind of game, I think. It seems mean."

2014-04-30 00:15 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It is, a bit.  Well, I suppose we could just work further on taking over the world, since apparently the pleasures of high school hold no appeal."

2014-04-30 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't exactly know the pleasures of high school very well. Is 'Truth or Dare' and the lying one it, or were there things people would actually like to do if they're not pining after someone and can't manage to admit their emotions?"

He says that last part with a bit of irony. He's fully aware he is really, really guilty of that last one.  Or used to be, anyway.Edited   2014-04-30 00:20 (UTC)


2014-04-30 00:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Teenagers do other things, but those were the only two stupid slumber party games I ever learned."

2014-04-30 00:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Ah, I see. Oh well.  I'll get over the loss of stupid slumber party games. Eventually."

He pets Vern. "With therapy. Probably also some long talks with my kagu."

Vern snickers.

2014-04-30 00:27 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Ooh, should I be throwing psychiatric insurance with your stipend?"

2014-04-30 00:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Probably. The other things I could handle, but no stupid slumber party games? A travesty."

2014-04-30 00:29 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Perhaps Wikipedia has a list of them.  'List of Stupid Slumber Party Games'.  This list is incomplete.  You can help by expanding it."

2014-04-30 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. "It did that with the gnomes. I just - I didn't know what to do.  The world didn't need that! Wikipedia has failed!"

2014-04-30 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella giggles and hugs him.

2014-04-30 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He hugs her back! This is a bit hard to do with Vern being cuddled too, but he manages.

"I might have to renounce it as my facetious fiance, even."

2014-04-30 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"But you have already sent the facetious wedding invitations!  What will your facetious guests think?  And the poor facetious flower girl will be so disappointed."

2014-04-30 00:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"She will, it's true, but I can't live a lie, Isabella.  I'm marrying for love, damn it, not strange facts about garden gnomes and how they originated from Germany!"

2014-04-30 00:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Wikipedia has an article on love!  At least one!  Probably more if you'll count the Latin words!"

2014-04-30 00:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's not the same! I can't look at Wikipedia the same way, now that I know."

2014-04-30 00:40 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"That's such a pity.  You were so cute together.  Do I need to stop inviting you to the same get-togethers?"

2014-04-30 00:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I think so, it would be too awkward to look at Wikipedia, knowing that I facetiously broke its heart."Edited   2014-04-30 00:42 (UTC)


2014-04-30 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"This is going to cause a huge rift in the extended social circle.  Which of you will I invite to the wedding when I facetiously marry my alethiometer?"

2014-04-30 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Me. Wikipedia is a home-wrecker and will try to steal the alethiometer from you."

2014-04-30 00:44 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Damn, I should have known there was something going on there when I read that extensive article on alethiometer symbols."

2014-04-30 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin nods. "At least now you know. That's better than not knowing and finding out years later after you've facetiously married your alethiometer and had three adorable facetious children."

2014-04-30 00:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  How ever shall I console myself from the breakup?  For that matter, how can I bring myself to confront the alethiometer with what I know?  It said it would never lie to me, Adarin!"

2014-04-30 00:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Shhh, it's okay. You know what you need, Isabella?"

2014-04-30 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"What?"

2014-04-30 00:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Someone who's terrible at lying."

2014-04-30 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Now where would I find such a person?"

2014-04-30 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It's a complete and utter mystery.  Why, you have a stupid slumber party game based around lying, everyone from around here must be fantastic at it. You may not find such a person."

2014-04-30 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Perhaps I could search farther afield!  I'm very well-traveled, you know."

2014-04-30 00:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Are you?  My goodness, that's fortunate!"

2014-04-30 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I've been to three planets and two planes."

2014-04-30 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh my, that's a lot of travel!  More travel than most people see, I bet. Hopefully you can find someone that's terrible at lying.  Maybe one of the robots."

2014-04-30 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I bet they are pretty terrible at lying!  At least to their honored Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist."

2014-04-30 00:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Which you just so happen to be! How fortunate, I think you and whichever robot you choose to be with are perfect for each other."

2014-04-30 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I dunno, they're not that cuddly.  Come to think of it, the alethiometer has that problem too.  I'm feeling distinctly undercuddled over here."

2014-04-30 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmm, are you?  Let's see... Ooh, I know.  You can cuddle Path," teases Adarin.

2014-04-30 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"He's not really a good size for leaning on," wheedles Isabella.

2014-04-30 01:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Ah, he's not, is he.  Hmm.  Let me think of a solution to this obviously unsolvable problem."

He pretends to ponder, then puts Vern down.  She trills to Path for cuddles.

"I could give it a shot, I suppose!  I may or may not be a good size for leaning on."

2014-04-30 01:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Gosh, do you think that's really okay?  Is this a good idea what with you and Wikipedia so recently on the outs?"

(Path is nothing if not obliging.)Edited   2014-04-30 01:04 (UTC)


2014-04-30 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Well, my heart's broken, but I think I can manage.  Somehow.  If you don't want to, though..."

(Cuddles! Vern nuzzles Path affectionately.)

2014-04-30 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm tentatively optimistic!  I only wanted to be careful with your broken heart."

Leaaaan.

2014-04-30 01:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh, how kind of you. I'll be alright, though.  You're still broken up about what went down with you and the alethiometer, so you're in the same boat as I am."

He grins at her, then opens his arms for proper cuddling.

2014-04-30 01:7 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Snuggle!

"Gosh, you're good at this.  Where did you practice?  Wikipedia never struck me as very cuddly."

2014-04-30 01:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Snuggle, snuggle.

"Natural talent, Wikipedia isn't very cuddly. Long nights, spent alone, with no cuddles..."

2014-04-30 01:9 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You poor thing."

2014-04-30 01:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I know!  It's so sad! I need to find a cuddler, after Wikipedia..."

2014-04-30 01:10 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I mean, we already live in the same house.  We could just cuddle each other.  As an interim measure until I woo a robot and you find someone of your own."

2014-04-30 01:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh my, do you think?  Are you willing to do that?"

2014-04-30 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You know, I think it could be good for me.  Healing process, etcetera."

2014-04-30 01:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Oh, well, then by all means. Cuddles!"

He nuzzles her, just to punctuate his point.

2014-04-30 01:21 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yay!"

Snuggle.

2014-04-30 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He smiles. "I love you, you know. I hadn't had such delightfully whimsical and strange conversations with someone, before I met you."

2014-04-30 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Really?  But you're so good at them."

2014-04-30 01:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He giggles. "Well, okay, Ana and I have some strange conversations, but they're not quite in this same vein. Tangential practice."

2014-04-30 01:26 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"What were those ones like?"

2014-04-30 01:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm.  I'm not quite sure how to explain them! One of us just - says something that's on our mind, it spirals from there, and suddenly we're discussing the pros and cons of living in a magic-made plant city."

2014-04-30 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I bet she liked the idea!"

2014-04-30 01:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"So much that she used it," snickers Adarin.

2014-04-30 01:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella giggles.  "But not so much that she didn't drop it to go live with witches."

2014-04-30 01:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yup. She seems happy, so that's perfectly all right."Edited   2014-04-30 01:33 (UTC)


2014-04-30 01:33 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I wonder if it'll stick.  Does she tend have flash-in-the-pan interests?"

2014-04-30 01:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmm.  No, if she likes something she tends to keep doing it. It's almost like she's related to me or something."

2014-04-30 01:36 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You like me, does that mean you're going to keep doing me?"

2014-04-30 01:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin sporfles.

When he recovers he's flustered and blushing again. "Um - yes? I-I mean I'm not with you because of the sex, but it's nice."

2014-04-30 01:40 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I know, I just couldn't resist."

2014-04-30 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles, embarrassed. "I can tell! It was funny, though."

2014-04-30 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm hilarious."

(Snuggle.)

2014-04-30 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You are!"

(Snuggle.)

2014-04-30 01:42 (UTC)





Chamomile

birthday





dark_light: d ~ fascinated




A news article about the portals gets into the Wall Street Journal.  Isabella gives a small press release to the others.  She raises the price.  She buys a parking garage each in Chicago, Houston, and Philadelphia, and over the next week Adarin puts portals in them.  She raises the price again, because there's only so much room in the hub.  She is attacked by various blogs accusing her of elitism and an entitlement complex.

She takes her accumulated ticket money and her loan money and hires contractors to build a proper portal port (it amuses her to say this phrase) on her land into which the portal walls may be moved.  (She made them out of relatively portable - ha - material; they should be movable into their new homes when ready without cracking, and if one breaks, Adarin can replace it.)  The estimated date of the portal port's completion is in very late October, and that's because it's a rush job she's paying exorbitantly for.  She expects to want to replace it with a more congenially located and prettily architected building in two or three years, not to mention better solutions than repurposed parking garages on the far ends, but an adequate port now will be better than an ideal one in a year.  It has asphalt for cars to drive on and plenty of dangling signs and paint on the ground to direct them on the first floor, and ramps up for pedestrians to go from portal to portal (around a circular promenade with spaces for restaurants and suchlike to nest in, if they care to fork over the outrageous rent.)  There are slots for two hundred and fifty portals in this structure and room to build another ring around it for an equal number more if she doesn't have the big pretty permanent version up soon.

She buys a garage in Phoenix, hires people to paint over its misleading signage, and Adarin puts a portal in it.  She raises her prices but also starts selling week passes for just three times the price of a round trip ticket.  She tells the manager-level staffperson to hire more underlings and promote one or two.  She could repay her loan, now; she doesn't, in case she needs the slush fund for something.

Between portal-makings, Adarin makes mirrors; Isabella's parents get half-pairs, and there are extras around for people's daemons.  Ranata is not clear on what the advantage over telephones is supposed to be.  Adarin receives a telephone.  Isabella's house becomes home to a nice computer.

She hires security guards and a human resources person and a payroll clerk.  She buys a garage in San Antonio and Adarin puts a portal in it.

She turns twenty.

2014-04-30 19:22









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Having lots of projects to tinker with turns out to be the kind of thing Adarin really likes doing. He jumps between then easily, when he gets frustrated with one he'll switch to another and come back with fresh eyes later.

He works on learning programming so he can make a spell for it - he makes some progress, but nothing dramatic. He does the first, "Hello, world" and reads lots of online tutorials, commandeering Isabella's new computer quite a lot. When he manages to write a rudimentary program for simple multiplication he's absurdly proud of himself, but he's hardly going to stop there. He decides he needs to understand at least one programming language in-depth - and the basics of several others.

After lots of badgering from his sister, he agrees to try and invent a cloudpine that will simulate flight. His pocket library becomes his very best friend for the calculations necessary. He manages to nail down a general idea of how it will work, but a prop for his sister's witch disguise isn't his top priority.

Absently he maps out plans for colonization - how agriculture and transportation will work, what sort of infrastructure will go up first, and so on.  He decides that the best option will be to have electricity and running water up before anyone moves in. This is partly for practicality reasons of it being easier to do that way, and partly so that citizens of New Kystle will see a reason to move. He doesn't touch what the robots will be used for in any of this, though he keeps a list of possible tasks they can accomplish. While they don't seem sentient, he isn't entirely comfortable with giving them manual labor until he knows more about how they work.

In-between portals and his various other projects, he has another two things on his to-do list that Isabella's unaware of. There's a bit of a time crunch, so it takes priority over more long-term projects.  He buys several blank journals, and spells them to only open for Isabella. He can only test himself not being able to open it, but it's based on the locked door spell he used at his home, so he's certain it'll work just fine. On a whim, he decorates them with magic - each one looks different, whether by color or design on the front. Once that's done, he retrieves a small and sturdy slab of stone (by buying it), changes its weight with magic, and puts a portal from it to the inside of a bag. The portal slab is meant to be movable to new locations, and the bag gets some spells to strengthen it and help keep it from tearing and breaking the portal inside. He tests it when Isabella's away and finds that it works perfectly.

He's not really a party person (it's little wonder why) and so he's going to leave any sort of party to others. After some trial and error, he figures out the oven. With this knowledge, he bakes her a cake, curses a lot at the cake getting the frosting to stay where he puts it, but manages all right. Well, he manages all right after he gives up trying to get it right by hand and just uses magic. It's frivolous, but he would like to get this right.

On Isabella's birthday, he retrieves the cake, the presents (wrapped up in wrapping paper after Googling Earth birthday traditions) and then, Isabella herself.Edited   2014-05-01 03:04 (UTC)


2014-05-01 03:1 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Did you bake?" exclaims Isabella.

2014-05-01 03:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I did! Though I mostly just followed directions from the internet, nothing particularly fancy. The frosting design was hard-won through toil and copious amounts of magic," he explains.

2014-05-01 03:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ombre rosettes.  Very fancy.  Should we eat cake first or should I open my presents?  I'm afraid I didn't know there was going to be a whole thing and I've already opened the other things I've gotten."

2014-05-01 03:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Whichever you'd like to do first.  I wasn't making this into a whole thing, at least, I think I wasn't?  I thought cake and wrapped presents were the custom?  Did Google lie to me?"Edited   2014-05-01 03:14 (UTC)


2014-05-01 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Cake and presents are totally customary for birthday celebrations!  People just usually celebrate their birthdays most energetically when they're... children.  It drops off in formality and organization in the late teens a bit.  But I am completely thrilled anyway."

2014-05-01 03:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Aha. Then I can forgive Google. Thrilling you was the point! I did my duty as a boyfriend, hurray!"

2014-05-01 03:16 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  Best most dutiful boyfriend."  She kisses his cheek and cuts a slice of cake for each of them and peers at the inside to see what kind it is.

2014-05-01 03:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you, I try."

The cake turns out to be chocolate. 

"I decided to keep to the official food," explains Adarin dryly. "Also I didn't know what half of the other options were. So I went with what I knew."

2014-05-01 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Like what, red velvet and pineapple upside-down?"  She hands him a plate and grabs a fork.

2014-05-01 03:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yes.  Those were strange and confusing. I'm a novice baker, I got help at the grocery store when they realized I was nearly incompetent with any of this.  Apparently I am 'cute' when I am confused and trying to find the right ingredients for baking.  Why are there so many types of sugar?"

Plate's retrieved, along with a fork. He is a little nervous to try it, what if he screwed it up?

"... Want me to try it first in case I messed up so I can warn you?"

2014-05-01 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Because there are many desserts and many plants that obligingly produce sugar.  Have you gotten around to trying maple yet?"  And she pops a bite of cake fearlessly into her mouth.  "It tastes fine.  You did fine."

2014-05-01 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I haven't, but I will eventually, I think."

At her judgement, Adarin cackles. "Yes. I'l going to have to go thank the nice people at the grocery store, I was so lost..."

2014-05-01 03:31 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You poor thing, what did you have to ask the grocery people?"

2014-05-01 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"The sugar, it just said 'sugar' and there were lots of types of sugar, so... I was confused.  They actually corrected some other problems I had too.  They were very helpful!"

Nom, cake.  It is indeed fine.  It tastes like victory.

2014-05-01 03:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Om nom nom.  Birthday cake made with love.  Halfway through her cake she reaches for her nearest package to unwrap it.

2014-05-01 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Birthday cake made with love and magic. And help from nice people at the grocery store.

The nearest package is heavy!  There are only two wrapped presents, but when opened this one's got several books neatly stacked inside.

Each one's decorated in a slightly different way - one is black with the silvery design of what looks to be a cloudpine, another is a smokey purple with an owl on it. After that is an ice-blue colored book with the design of a crown, then a dark red book with a golden alethiometer and several of the prettier symbols arrayed around it in a circle. The second to last book is grey, with a stylized robot on it, and the last is a dark green with a chamomile on it.

2014-05-01 03:50 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh wow.  Wow."

2014-05-01 03:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin grins.  He explains, "I spelled them so they'll only open for you, as well.  Actually the designs were an afterthought, but I had fun with it once I started."

2014-05-01 03:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But they're too pretty to fill with - idle thoughts, now, I'll have to use them for condensed notes only."

2014-05-01 03:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snorts with laughter. "If I ever get you more I can not make them pretty? If you'd prefer?"

2014-05-01 03:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, that all depends on what you want me to do with them."

2014-05-01 03:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You can do whatever you like with them, dear. They're yours. If the pretty ones aren't casual enough for your needs them I won't get them. If you like them, I will."

2014-05-01 03:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Well, I guess how casual they are depends somewhat on how many of them I can expect to have."

2014-05-01 04:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He snickers. "They're actually not particularly difficult to make, so if you'd like I can give you magic books entirely if you don't go through an absolutely absurd number of books a day. Which I don't think you do?"

2014-05-01 04:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I don't!  It usually takes about a month to finish a whole one, maybe faster if Path's on a lot of errands."

2014-05-01 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Pff.  Oh, that's easy to do. Want me to get you lots of pretty magic books every now and then?"

2014-05-01 04:5 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes.  The designs are adorable."

2014-05-01 04:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thank you, I'm glad you like them."

2014-05-01 04:7 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella eats three more bites of cake, then reaches for the other package.

2014-05-01 04:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




It has two items inside it! A small black pouch, neatly tied, and a simple stone slab with a portal in it.  Isabella can see through the portal, but the other side looks to be completely dark.

2014-05-01 04:13 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"...where does this go?"

2014-05-01 04:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Open the bag."

2014-05-01 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She peeps into it.

2014-05-01 04:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Two things happen - the portal brightens immediately upon the bag being opened, and through the bag she can see the ceiling.

"You said you wanted one," teases Adarin.Edited   2014-05-01 04:18 (UTC)


2014-05-01 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh wow.  I'm putting this slab in a box the length of my arm in the basement.  I love you, you know that?"

2014-05-01 04:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "I love you, too. I'm glad you like your presents!"

2014-05-01 04:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We should figure out when in the Earth - or possibly the alien planet - calendar to celebrate your birthday."

2014-05-01 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ah, yes. That will require math.  It's rapidly becoming either my second-greatest ally or my arch-nemesis.  I can't decide which."

2014-05-01 04:23 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm first-greatest ally, or are you referring to nonsentient tools and magic is first?"

2014-05-01 04:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You're first.  Though now that I think of it, I'll move math to third, since you mentioned it..."Edited   2014-05-01 04:29 (UTC)


2014-05-01 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella giggles.  "Portal bag portal baaaaag."

2014-05-01 04:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "I'm glad you like it! If the bag's portal breaks let me know, I will fix it."

2014-05-01 04:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Is that likely?"

2014-05-01 04:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Slightly more likely than usual since it's portable, but I put some protections on it. It's a bag rather than another slab so it doesn't break entirely if dropped. Flexibility, and all that, at the cost of potential for tearing."

2014-05-01 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella nods.  "I'm gonna put my alethiometer and thingamajigs and current notebooks and trail mix and stuff in there."

2014-05-01 04:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Probably a spare mirror or two, as well. Just in case.  It'll work between planes, too, if you were wondering."

2014-05-01 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oooooooooh you are good at presents."

2014-05-01 04:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. "Thank you. It helps that I have magic."

2014-05-01 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"What would you've gotten me if you didn't?" she wonders.

2014-05-01 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I hadn't thought about it!  Probably still the books, but without the personalized designs and the 'Only Isabella may open this' magic. I have no idea what would replace the portal-bag."Edited   2014-05-01 04:46 (UTC)


2014-05-01 04:46 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, I'm terribly charmed by the portal bag, so I'm glad we don't live in that universe."

2014-05-01 04:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Me too! I would have been stuck on another plane and I'd have never met you. Also, no portal capitalism would be terrible."

2014-05-01 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes.  Soonish the port will be completed and I can handle more traffic and cut the price and blogs will stop shouting at me."

2014-05-01 04:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... Blogs are shouting at you?  Where's this?"

(His side of the internet is less focused on 'news' and 'blogs' and more focused on 'how do I [x].')

2014-05-01 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"People who feel very strongly that everything ought to be affordable to all sectors of the population.  At all stages of its development.  Regardless of traffic capacity.  Either that or they want me to allocate tickets by lottery."

2014-05-01 04:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Uh huh. Do they realize that would shock the entire economy to instantly change methods of transportation like that?  It's also a slow settling, along with traffic capacity management."

2014-05-01 04:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"These are not econ majors."

2014-05-01 05:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Apparently not. But you'd think they'd have some sense."

2014-05-01 05:1 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Why would I expect that?  We haven't converted them to our religion yet."

2014-05-01 05:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snorts with laughter. "I'll have to write some sermons.  Lots of sermons.  With good logical arguments and a time for openly discussed questions at the end. That'll convince them."

2014-05-01 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We can only hope.  Well, maybe they'll like me after I start price-chopping."

2014-05-01 05:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"But they're not part of the religion of sense, Isabella.  They will probably be upset about the crowds."

2014-05-01 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I hired a very expensive person to optimize the design for easy traffic flow!"

2014-05-01 05:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"How very sensible of you!"

2014-05-01 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes!  Anyway eventually it'll be cheap and they'll find something else to complain about."

2014-05-01 05:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Probably about the bunch of refugees from another plane.  That'll probably be it."

2014-05-01 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"How dare I put my refugees on another planet instead of fighting to get them citizenship in an existing country?  Alternatively, how dare I invite immigration into a plane that rightly belongs to Earthlings, every inch."

2014-05-01 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"That does just about sum it up, though I can understand if they're worried because - bunch of conquerors that can travel through planes.  Though I hope to convince them otherwise.  With my charm, good looks, and my ability to throw lots of money at the problem until it goes away."

2014-05-01 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I mean, someone could already triangulate the plane by looking for you, or Zeviana, the colonists won't much worsen matters."

2014-05-01 05:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin winces. "Yeah, that. That too. Annoying how it works like that. Don't tell anyone that, there will be people who might want to throw us back to New Kystle."

2014-05-01 05:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I can ask Mom to do another layer of wards around the house over mine, and Zeviana I suppose spends a lot of time on the clan grounds.  Unless they look for you a lot they might miss you, since witch wards work."

2014-05-01 05:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"... You know I didn't even think about how the wards would help? Wow, that's fantastic," he laughs. "Even if they look they might not find me."

2014-05-01 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I mean, they could still get lucky when you leave warded areas, but it will certainly make it less rewarding."

2014-05-01 05:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Yeah.  It's still nice to have some safety, it kind of - wears after a while.  That they could just come after me and drag me back to my own personal, customized version of hell."

2014-05-01 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Oh, sweetie."  Hug.

2014-05-01 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Hug. "Sorry.  That was a bit over-dramatic."

2014-05-01 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"No, it's okay - I'll get Mom to put another layer down when next she's free.  It's a good idea anyway."

2014-05-01 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you. I love you, have I mentioned?"

2014-05-01 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Hmmm, I'm not sure, have you?  It doesn't sound that familiar..."

2014-05-01 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It doesn't?  My, what a travesty.  I love you!"

2014-05-01 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella cups her hand around her ear.  "What was that?  Was it English?"

2014-05-01 05:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "I can switch languages, if you like, I know you'll understand me!"

Adarin switches to his native language, and says softly into her ear, "I love you."Edited   2014-05-01 05:33 (UTC)


2014-05-01 05:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"What strange alien gibberish is this?  I certainly am incapable of comprehending such peculiar words."

2014-05-01 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Goodness, are you? That's such a surprise, considering you're you and therefore amazing! Would it help if I drew you a map?"

2014-05-01 05:38 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"A map of what?"

2014-05-01 05:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Of how I love you.  There would be lots of hearts.  Maybe some flowers, too, it would be very pink and I'd be embarrassed to show it to anyone."

2014-05-01 05:40 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"...I might have to see that."

2014-05-01 05:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs. "Only as a last resort. How about if I try again, hmm - I love you!  There, did that work?"

2014-05-01 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Must have a buildup of earwax or something."

2014-05-01 05:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Oh, fine.  Then I'll just have to kiss you."

So he does.

2014-05-01 05:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Mmmmmmmkiss!

2014-05-01 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He does enjoy kissing her so.

"What about if I say it now, hmm?" he murmurs. "I love you."

2014-05-01 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I think I might have heard something..."

2014-05-01 05:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Then obviously kisses work. I'll have to keep using them."

Kiss.

2014-05-01 05:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Kiss!  Yaaaaay!

2014-05-01 05:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Do you think -" (kiss) "- we should put the cake away before I start trying to convince you -" (kiss) "- how much I love you?"

Was that a vague hint at an innuendo?  From Adarin?  The man must be going crazy.  It's the kisses. Or the cake.  One of them.

2014-05-01 05:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh probably.  Wouldn't want it to go stale in case it takes you a really long time to get through to me."

2014-05-01 05:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yes, you've been having quite a bit of trouble..."

He gives her a quick kiss, then retrieves plastic wrap for the cake. He's familiar with it by now, they've occasionally kept leftovers. Into the fridge goes the chocolate cake.

Then?

Well, that's entirely predictable.  Kisses?

2014-05-01 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Ooh!  Kisses!

2014-05-01 05:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kisses, and making absolutely sure that she knows he loves her.

Hopefully it was a good birthday.

2014-05-01 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella thinks it was the best birthday!  Yaaaay!

2014-05-01 05:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Good, that was the whole point.

"Happy birthday, Isabella."

2014-05-01 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Mmmmm thank you."

2014-05-01 06:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Of course.  Hope you have an eternity filled with more.  They're fun to celebrate. Though the baking was nerve-wracking."

2014-05-01 06:3 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Maybe you will improve at it over time."

2014-05-01 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs. "Maybe, but then where would I get help from nice people at the grocery store that take pity on me?"

2014-05-01 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Perhaps you can take up another complicated hobby.  You can get advice on knitting from little old ladies in yarn stores."

2014-05-01 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I would make you tacky hats.  Warm and soft, but tacky, tacky hats.  Completely useless to you, since cold is harmless to you."

2014-05-01 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh dear.  That sounds very impractical.  Maybe you should take up ceramics instead and make lopsided weird-colored dishes."

2014-05-01 06:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Much more useful.  Let's go with that idea, that seems best. Lopsided, weird-colored dishes it is."

2014-05-01 06:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Soon we will be oversupplied with mugs and bowls, but at least they aren't tacky useless cozy hats."

2014-05-01 06:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I mean, I could wear the tacky cozy hats.  But you couldn't. So not entirely useless, just not useful for birthdays."

2014-05-01 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Priorities, Adarin.  We do plan on being immortal.  You can make dishes first, hats later."

2014-05-01 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs. "Of course, of course."

2014-05-01 06:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Nuzzle.

2014-05-01 06:25 (UTC)





Chamomile

properly





dark_light: (Default)




Isabella skips down the list of cities by population to put a portal setup in Seattle.  Mostly for her and her mother's and potentially Zeviana's convenience.  It's the biggest city within reasonable commute distance of the clan lands.

It is here that he and Isabella are hanging out, unprotected by any wards, when someone back in New Kystle thinks to check.

"Darling!" exclaims Yerena Liandril.  "I've found Adarin!  That liar Antelier said he was nowhere to be found but I just double-checked, and he's with that extraplanar hussy in her plane.  Holding her hand.  Those odd birds they have are practically on top of each other.  How is your mana supply, darling?"

2014-05-01 15:16









aestrix: (Default)




Her husband Gervail pokes his head from his study. "Excellent, I was saving for expanding the house. If you found Adarin, though, I think the dining room can just be cramped for a little while longer. I'll go get the kids, I know for a fact Elasali hasn't spelled anything in a week - she can pitch in, for sure."

He goes to go get the kids.Edited   2014-05-01 22:36 (UTC)


2014-05-01 22:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Yerena goes and fetches a spellbook and hunts down the page describing the planar transfer.

2014-05-01 22:37 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The kids are retrieved, grilled on their mana situation (good all around), and then set on tasks to help with once Yerena's found the correct page. Once they do a tally of all mana present, they are happily surprised to find that in total they have enough for both Gervail and Yerena to go. A nurse is fetched, told to keep everyone behaving while they're gone, and then it's back to spell preparation.

It takes a bit of coordination and Gervail has to raise his voice to get one of their kids to pay attention, but they manage. Within half an hour, the couple arrives in the parking garage, looking around for Adarin and Isabella.

Of course, they weren't aware of the effects of traveling to this plane.  Once they arrive, a small penguin appears near Gervail.

2014-05-01 22:48 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Yerena gets a cat, dove-gray with white socks and more white at the throat.

"What," says the cat.

2014-05-01 22:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"What," agrees the penguin.

Gervail looks at his new daemon with confusion, sidetracked from his mission of finding Adarin.

2014-05-01 22:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Fuck," says Adarin in English, when he spots and recognizes them.

2014-05-01 22:54 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...Do you know these people?" inquires Isabella, also in the same language.  "Time to string my bow or prepare to verse them on fire or anything?"

2014-05-01 22:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Possibly one of those, yes.  They're from New Kystle."

2014-05-01 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"That much, I suspected."

She does reach for where her bow is tied to her cloud pine and starts untying it.

2014-05-01 22:57 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Gervail glances up at the voices, and addresses them. 

"Hello, Adarin - and Isabella, I think? Sorry we couldn't arrange this in advance so we weren't so startling -" (He glances at his penguin) "- or startled, but we only just learned where you were."

2014-05-01 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"A pity," says Adarin, looking incredibly uncomfortable.

A pity that they found him at all, not that it took them so long to find him.

2014-05-01 23:2 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm prrretty sure if we duck through the portal and they chase us my security aren't equipped to handle mages," mutters Isabella.  "But if you want to try scramming you could maybe magic their daemons to the floor and let them be confused that they can't just walk away from them for a while, we could go through and get on warded property and bust the portal?  I haven't announced this one, we can just redo it later."  She has her bow off her pine and strung now, and one hand on an arrow.

2014-05-01 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It's certainly an option.  I'm not sure how much I like running, however. I want none of them to ever come after me, not - hide in a warded location for the next century until they're all dead or have given up," he says quietly. "But if this goes badly we can do that."

2014-05-01 23:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Ahem," says Gervail, annoyed. "There's no call for that." He motions to Isabella's bow. "We mean no harm, we don't know what that girl did to spook you, but we'd like to try convincing you to come back."

2014-05-01 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Yes," says Yerena, "we're not uncivilized, not like that badly-bred creature who did - whatever it was."

Her cat licks his forepaw, still confused about existing but not enough to distract him from the desire to be tidy.

Isabella doesn't put down her bow.  She looks with unimpressed, chin-raised arrogance at the intruders.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin has a reply to that, but he refrains from using it. It would not help, satisfying though it would be to say it. Instead he takes a deep breath, forces on a poker face, and says, "I am not accusing you of being uncivil, but all the same, I would prefer not to go back. Thank you for the concern, but my talents seem better suited here."

It is in his very best frigidly polite tone.  He's had a while to practice it, it's pretty good.
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"Adarin, be reasonable.  What happened to your - your civic responsibility?" asks Yerena.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"It is safely intact, just focused in a different direction. Away from New Kystle."
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"And towards - what? This - this woman?" accuses Gervail, giving Isabella a contemptuous look.
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"This unknown quantity," chimes in Yerena.  "You've seemed very resistant to - to wooing of all kinds in the past and the fact that - this is what succeeds is very odd, Adarin, suspicious."
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"Can I possibly improve anything by speaking in self-defense in Saratese?" wonders Isabella under her breath.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"Doubtful," he replies softly to Isabella in English, giving Yerena a cold look. "But feel free to defend yourself, I continue to dislike these people."

"Suspicious? In what way? Perhaps I have exotic tastes."

2014-05-01 23:38 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Yerena casts a doubtful look in Isabella's direction.  "You've been a target of so many discourteous attempts at - at collecting you, it's natural to wonder when you appear to have fallen for one for the very first time and from such foreign quarters, don't you think?  We're concerned."

"You think I slipped him something or cast something on him and it worked where all your... relatives... failed because I'm working with different stuff," says Isabella bluntly in their language.  "It's actually not a ridiculous thing to wonder from your perspective of not being close enough to the situation to have gotten any details since we are not friends... but the answer is no."
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"It's not like magical or - or herbal methods are all you have available," points out Gervail.

His penguin makes an agreeing chirp, preening her feathers.  She's getting used to existing, though it's still strange.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"And what," growls Adarin, "other methods are you accusing her of? She's innocent of them all, I assure you. Because she hasn't done anything 'discourteous' to win me over."
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"Well, there's discourteous and then there's... inelegant," says Yerena, words dragged from her like she regrets very much having to allow them voice.  (She doesn't.)  "And Adarin, you must admit - the rapidity, the - the -"

"Outfit," sniffs the cat.

"Yes, that," she says, blinking in approving puzzlement at her new daemon.  "Are suggestive."

"I am," mutters Isabella, "tempted to throw my outfit at her head."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Please refrain," Adarin mutters back. "It would give her more ammunition."

"Inelegant. I see. A different style of dress does not mean she will fling herself at me like a back-alley whore. Perhaps," he says, angry and deciding to go on the offensive, "you are merely culture-shocked by the both of us being near the same age?  I assume if she were twelve this entire situation would be much more amenable to you."
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"Pish tosh," says Yerena.  "We mentioned Elasali to you early to give you time to get used to the idea.  There would be no reason to expect it to be more than an idea, maybe a prolonged engagement, until there could have been children.  Are you expecting us to believe that she instigated nothing whatever?  That you suddenly adopted the inclination to press suit against all the trends of your history with no intervention of drug, magic, or seduction?  It isn't as though there were no mages whatsoever in your age bracket if that was the problem; we'd have been delighted to have you for a son-in-law but there are plenty of cousins about if it's completely intractable."
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"Ah, yes. It must seem entirely foreign that I just didn't like any of them. If you want me to start giving reasons to names I shall, but suffice to say that none of them were my type."

"And Isabella was careful with my Adarin," pipes up Vern. "She didn't just care about getting something she wanted from him, she liked him."

"She could be an extremely capable actress," points out Gervail. "And it's all an act to get what she wants out of you."

Adarin pauses, then he laughs. "If you knew anything about how we met, you would understand how utterly absurd that is.  Not to mention knowing her.  But that's the entire problem, isn't it, you don't know her and you're trying to pass judgement from afar because I made a choice that doesn't benefit you."
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"You made an uncharacteristic - 'choice' - under the most peculiar of circumstances, to the point where it might easily have been no such thing," says Yerena.  "Something odd has to be going on.  Your own people aren't so void of personal charms, Adarin."

"Aren't they?" mutters Path, in English.Edited   2014-05-02 00:21 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"Thank you for your concern, but I would like to ask you a question, Mrs. Liandril. Where were you in this crusade of protecting my personal choice when I was getting drugs in my food and drink regularly? When Lenora would drape herself over me because she liked seeing me try not to squirm? Did you hunt someone down then? Maybe get them to stop?  Or is the idea that I would find 'my own people' so utterly devoid of anything I can admire that I gave up trying and decide to look elsewhere utterly foreign?"

2014-05-02 00:25 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"If someone had gotten anywhere with any of that of course we would have been concerned, just as we are now," asserts Yerena.

"And I - I mean - Yerena," says the cat, stumbling over the question of his identity with his memories, "did make a remark to Lenora, once, but she ignored - it."

Yerena picks up her cat and pets him.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Mhm.  Except they did get somewhere. That is what caused me to leave, not Isabella."

Vern is picked up. She buries her head into Adarin's chest and he pets her.  His face is an emotionless mask that Isabella would recognize quite well.

"You are new to your daemons, so let me give you advice. Do not let anyone touch them. It will be worse than anything else in the world. It will be like the person is everywhere, too close, in your soul, in your head, and there's no escape no matter how much you want to get away. You try and distract yourself from it, but you can't.  You try to think, but you can't, you try to breathe but all you can feel is that they're there, that's it, that's all you have. Every second feels like an eternity of desperate attempts to do something to get it to stop, but every - single - moment you are reminded that there is nothing you can do. There is no escape, there is no getting away, there is no stopping it, it's agony of the very worst kind and it just goes on and on."

Pensive kagu pet. 

"For reference, it was the most wretched experience of my life. That includes the invasion, mana deprivation, and the loss of all members of my immediate family but my sister. So don't you dare sit there and play your petty little games of bloodlines and politics, trying to manipulate me into thinking you are on my side, not after that. I know better. I don't give a damn about your false concerns and your worries for the fate of magic everywhere, I will not go back. You can try to blame it on Isabella, but if I'm perfectly honest she's barely got anything to do with why I left. She is a reason to be here, not a reason to not be there."Edited   2014-05-02 00:50 (UTC)
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...Yerena looks dubiously at the cat in her arms.

"But that wasn't us, that was Enathira," says the cat.  "She's only one person."

"It was," says Isabella, "but she wasn't the only person to try it that day.  I'd recommend you be very, very careful with your cat and your penguin, when you go home."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Gervail looks at his penguin with confusion.

"Even so. It was one person. You are giving up on an your people because of what one person did. Think of all that you can do, all that your children can do."

Adarin closes his eyes and sighs.
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"Is this Isabella liable to give you children at all?  If she does, won't they have such curtailed potential compared to what you'd get from a mage mother?  Don't you want more for them?" presses Yerena.

"Hang all the goddesses from their favored stars, is this what you had to tolerate seven days a week back there?" mutters Isabella in English.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You see why I hate them," says Adarin quietly in English.

"I do not think that is any of your concern," he sighs in Saratese.

"It is, it's everyone's concern - you're the only member of your bloodline that's cooperative, your sister doesn't care at all, magic will be lost for centuries and if a fourth half-blood shows up there will be no one powerful enough to even try to stop them, it'll be another coming of the first half-blood," argues Gervail. "You have a responsibility."
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"Is another half-blood likely?" Isabella wonders.  "...And have you looked up the word 'cooperative' in a dictionary lately?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It could be, we don't know," says the penguin. "But we never know until we have one and the only reason Aliya's damage was so small was because we were paranoid and checked for one and found her when she was little."

"She destroyed a city," says Vern, pained.

"The first half-blood destroyed nations, we got off lucky."

Gervail nods along to his penguin.

"In comparison to Zeviana, he is incredibly cooperative. She's -" Gervail looks at Adarin, and switches the word he was going to use. "- unwilling to even be with a man, at least Adarin has proven to like women, even if I don't approve of his preferences of them." He motions to Isabella.

"That only makes me like her more," says Adarin dryly. "Because I am feeling contrary."
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"Of all the reasons to like me more, I think I like 'you're having fun with antagonizing these jerks' the least," comments Isabella.  (English.)  "Does it help," she goes on in Saratese, "that I also disapprove of the destruction of cities and nations and the like?"

"Well, it might, if you were going to use your obvious hold on Adarin - wherever it may have come from - to convince him to be reasonable," sniffs Yerena.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs, a little, at Isabella's comment. "My least favorite as well, but I do like antagonizing them," he replies in English.

"I am being entirely reasonable. I do not want to go back to a place with people that hurt me for most of my life and I do not want to have sex with people I don't like."Edited   2014-05-02 01:32 (UTC)
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"You would like some eligible mage girl if you only ever gave them a chance," opines Yerena.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"No, I really wouldn't. There are not that many eligible mage girls. And many of them have this annoying habit of utterly ignoring everything I say and trying to weasel what they want from me," he says dryly.

"So it's a better idea to go to another strange plane with strange... animal things and going with another girl you barely know that's probably manipulating you and possibly damning all of our magic to dwindle until we have the first half-blood, part two?"

Adarin looks at him. "You do not want me to answer that," he replies delicately.
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"Adarin, be serious," says the cat.

"Yes, what are you planning to do?" exclaims Yerena.  "Stay here forever in this... strange unpleasant house?"

"Goddesses all she thinks this is a house," giggles Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I do not believe," he says, smiling at Isabella's comment, "that you have any right to ask me what I'm planning to do.  Because if I told you, you could muck up my and Isabella's plans.  I like them, they're lovely plans."

"Do you think this is a game, young man?" demands Gervail.

"People could get hurt," says the penguin. "This is serious."

"Of course it is.  But so is my ability to make choices, and you are continually making a mockery of that, I thought I should return the favor."Edited   2014-05-02 01:48 (UTC)
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"You are making bad choices, and have been ignoring all of the best-intentioned advice, and the fact that you are capable of abandoning your every responsibility does not mean that we ought to stand idly by and tolerate this - squandering of potential safety and value," entreats Yerena.  "And my suspicions about what this woman here may have done to you to prompt this - this personal upheaval of yours most certainly remain."

2014-05-02 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Okay," says Adarin. "I take all of that into consideration. If you would like me to offer my counter-arguments to your points, I can, but I can already see that they won't get anywhere. Thank you for your advice and your concern. It was very kind of you to come out all the way here. When you return home, please let everyone know that it won't be necessary again."

Gervail snorts. "Fine, what are your counter-arguments?"

"One exercise in futility it is then," he replies dryly. "You realize, that if I do everything you want me to do, if I go back, find a random mage girl, impregnate her, raise a huge family of lots of little mages with lots and lots of power - things stay exactly the same.  The millennia long game just keeps going on and on.  Another bloodline will get started once mine starts dwindling, probably by killing lots of innocent people, and in the mean time - everyone that's not at the top of the struggle will get stepped on, abused, and mistreated. Nothing will change.  Maybe that sounds good to you, maybe you like that you're a refugee from a horrific near-extinction of an entire world because of a lust for power, but I don't think so. I think scrabbling for more power is futile if you don't use it with care.

"So I'm cheating. Alternative options, rather than the same, tired old ones used over and over again. Because this?  The society?  Isn't working.  I don't think it ever has."
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"Cheating?" asks Yerena.

"At what?" asks her cat, incredulous.

"More to the point, how?  What do you imagine you're doing that's so much better than the tested solution?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin considers. "I am not sure if it's in my best interests to tell you, honestly. If you react badly then you can use the explanation as evidence against me to round up mages to try and stop me. You could maybe help, but honestly your motivations are utterly different to mine and I'm no longer desperate for help. Rest assured, you'll find out eventually."
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"Adarin, all this secrecy and sudden erratic behavior and making grandiose vague statements about the future has me very concerned that it might not only be half-bloods that have... issues," says Yerena nervously.  "And - our motivations differ?  Are you not interested in preventing more mass slaughter?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'm not insane, at least I don't think so, but if I am then it's possibly the second best thing to happen to me. The 'sudden' erratic behavior is actually not very sudden, I've just stopped caring about playing politics with you. Not to worry, I am entirely interested in preventing mass slaughter.  It's one of my major goals, actually. But I've got some others that I'm pretty sure you don't have."
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"Like what?" the cat wants to know.
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"Generally altruistic things. I'm not interested in just helping mages."
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"If you're going to prevent mass slaughter there need to be mages," says Yerena.  "Who else would do it?"

"Witches," coughs Path in English.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Subtle," says Vern, amused.

"Who indeed," says Adarin, smiling a little and being utterly unhelpful.

2014-05-02 02:48 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Why can't you understand that we are genuinely concerned and for good reason?" exclaims Yerena.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin sighs. "Because I am so paranoid due to my childhood at your family's hands that I can only bring myself to trust two living people, one of which is my sister, the other is standing right next to me. I am not used to people being genuinely concerned, I'm used to people trying to use me because they want magic grandchildren.  Case in point." He motions to them both. "Your first train of thought when you got here?  My girlfriend is a number of nasty things and that I must be out of my mind, along with ignoring all of my arguments for why I do not want to go back.  Yes, you have legitimate concerns, and I would address them, but you have done nothing to make me think that you are not trying to do exactly what you accused Isabella of. Manipulation, not the seduction."
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"Your girlfriend," sniffs the cat.

"What makes you so sure you can trust her?" demands Yerena.
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He starts ticking off his fingers. "The very first thing she did when I arrived and offered a favor in exchange for transportation?  She asked me to do something to help people.  She turned down the possibility of getting absurdly rich off of portals, or beauty, or any of the other number of things mages can do to ask for that. She has goals that are both good and make sense and she is very obviously sticking to them and putting a large personal investment in following them. Half of the plans I have are hers and I guarantee she helped with the rest. At every possible venture she's shown altruism and thoughtfulness, asks people about their preferences and then follows them. 

"She's organized, and she's not - doing things because I like them. She plans new things herself, plots out new potential angles, and goes for goals she wants while stepping on as little toes as she can. When I offered her various problems that New Kystle has, she started proposing solutions, not 'Let's run away together where those problems will never bother you again.' In fact - how she handled our whole relationship in general was absolutely wonderful, she did not rush me. I took ages to kiss her and she didn't blame me once, didn't get snippy or demanding, or anything. When I was basically broken she never lost patience, or threw me aside, or tried to steer me towards a goal she wanted - she waited for me to get better and did everything she could to help.

"Before you get all insinuating, no it's not because she's pretty, or because she batted her eyelashes at me or some other nonsense. It is pretty blatantly obvious how badly those tactics worked on me in New Kystle. She's reasonable, she's systematic, and she's brilliant. I took a chance and trusted her, and she has yet to betray that trust."

He fixed the mage couple with a look. "So it's actually kind of annoying that you keep insinuating that she's something she is very obviously not."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella squirms happily while he rhapsodizes.

Yerena is less impressed.  "She never steered you towards her goals, you just happen to be implementing every plan she proposes all by yourself.  You have to see why that sounds strange!"
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... Not really? It's not a, 'I will do this plan because Isabella said so,' it's - 'This is a good plan that will do good things and I want the results, so I will help with it.' I don't really have outside peers to judge, but - my sister has pronounced us 'cute.' If you have ever spoken to her for more than five seconds you would understand how... Protective she can get. If there's manipulation going on I am so far out of my league that it's not even funny."
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"We never said it was funny," says the cat darkly.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Okay.  Fair enough. I'm not being manipulated, but I don't really know of a way to prove that one, so I guess I'll just keep doing what I'm doing and you can comment on the results after."

"You're being annoyingly cryptic and unhelpful," says Gervail. "If you would come clean and tell us your plan we might be inclined to help."

Adarin sighs.  In English, he mutters, "Such an exercise in futility..."
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"You don't think they'd actually be helpful, do you?" asks Isabella, also in English.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"They might be. But I'm not entirely sure it's worth the risk.  If they don't know what we're doing, they can't do as much to hinder it. But if they learn about the colonization and freak out and gather up their cousins and such - then we have a problem on our hands."

"It's rude to speak in another language in front of people who don't understand it," says Gervail's penguin.
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"It's rude to teleport into a private conversation," Path tells the penguin.
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"He didn't exactly give us any other options to contact him, for a little while there I - er, Gervail - thought he was dead."

Adarin continues in English, "Furthermore, I'm not sure what they could do aside from speeding up the process. It's a useful thing to have, and if they weren't from New Kystle I would explain it to them in a heartbeat, but they are."
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"Your presence," says Path, "means that if we want to go on having a private conversation as we were a few minutes ago all we can do is speak English."

"So they're not that useful even if they wholeheartedly want to help," says Isabella in Saratese, glancing at the visitors with a look that says look how polite I am, aren't you pleased?, "and unlikely to do anything more than get in the way anyway."

"That's what it sounds like," agrees Path.

"And so the only likely advantage of being more talkative is that they start being annoying in a different way.  Am I missing anything?"
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Not particularly," says Adarin in Saratese. "Speeding up the process would be nice, but not worth the risk, I think. I don't know about you, but I can be patient."

"Patient about what?" demands Gervail.
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"I'm not particularly patient myself," says Isabella, "but I'm not low on things to fill my time with, so I don't see a particular need to accelerate the timetable or add difficult personnel."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Fair enough.  If we need to really speed things up we can always bother my sister, too."

"Wh- we weren't able to find her, either," exclaims Gervail.

His penguin pipes up, "Though we wouldn't have tried talking to her anyway."
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"I can imagine why you might skip it.  Adarin's much nicer," comments Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin laughs. "She can be very nice, I swear."

"I haven't seen it," says the older mage, unconvinced.
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"My mom seems to like her, at least."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I don't know how to feel about that, so I'm just going to default to pleased," deadpans her boyfriend. "No comment on your mom and my sister being friends."
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"It's not even just her, is it, it's an entire gang of these people and their - extraplanar - things and methods - and you fell right into them," whispers Yerena.

"I have a mom.  Woo, scary."  She turns to Adarin.  "Do you think she'll scream and run away if I let on that I have a father too?" she asks in a stage whisper.
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Adarin laughs. "Isabella, we're trying to be nice. Or at least civil."

(He is not mad.  He loved that line.)

Gervail whispers back, "And now they have an entire bloodline. Did you hear?  His sister, too."
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"My mom set Zeviana up with a girlfriend, and I have no plans to get pregnant any time in the near future.  We have a couple immigrants.  We are not trying to steal the genetic future of your sort of magic.  It stole itself."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That much remains to be seen.  Adarin stuck around until you showed up."

"Actually I stuck around after she showed up, knowing full well I could have just gone to a better place to live and then never come back. I stuck around for civil duty and all that. Then Enathira did her thing and that is what broke me.  I thought that was clear? It's not Isabella's fault, please stop blaming her," corrects Adarin.

"Mm," says Gervail noncommittally. 
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"I wouldn't have been very impressed with a plan that didn't involve ever going back for the relatively innocent fraction of the population of New Kystle," Isabella points out.  "Though I would have been okay with prioritizing other things; there's billions of people on Earth to occupy ourselves with."

"You sound like a megalomaniac," says Yevena.  "Occupying yourself."

"I assure you it's purely an aesthetic I put on."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"She does, in fact, mean in the 'helping people' sense," says Adarin. "Not in the 'conquer things and start a dynasty' sense."
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"Yes, dynastics are pretty unnecessary for a naturally immortal species."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"... Naturally... Immortal species?" says Gervail slowly, staring.

"I think you just broke him," snickers Adarin in English.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I will die if I get bored," clarifies Isabella.  "I'm pretty good at keeping... occupied."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You will die if you get bored," mutters the stunned mage. "And - not before? Ever?"

A little smugly, Adarin says, "I found someone who has my lifespan.  If we run away into the sunset together I won't be alone and miserable in a century."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"No such thing as old age for me."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Gervail is just kind of staring.

"It's a nice bonus. I was always a little concerned about what would happen in two centuries when everyone but my sister was gone.  Now it's not as much of an issue!"

(Also because they're making everyone immortal.  They can share the love.)
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dark_light: c ~ collected




(Yes, but Isabella's not going to mention that right now.)

"You look human," Yerena points out.

"Yes, we have a lot of things in common with them.  In fact, my father is a human.  Oops, I mentioned that I have one," she adds in a giggling whisper to Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




(Neither is Adarin.  Maybe later.)

Adarin snickers, a little. "I do hope they won't react badly."

"Do all of your children just get immortality? Becoming - whatever you are?" asks Gervail.

2014-05-02 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...Half of them, under normal statistical circumstances."

(Figuring out immortality would be one hell of a statistical outlier.)Edited   2014-05-02 05:15 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... Ah," manages Gervail.

"The others live normal-length lives," informs Adarin.

(Indeed it would be.  Though if they don't manage it by the time they start talking about having children, if they ever do, Adarin would prefer to have girls. Immortality for his kids, and all.)

2014-05-02 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




(He will find Isabella in agreement if they have that conversation under those circumstances.)

"Does this help?" inquires Isabella.

"Only if the children are any more helpful than you!"

"...I would be worried," says Isabella.  "If we had children more helpful than us.  Would they sleep?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I hope so, it's the best way to regain mana.  They'd be partially crippled if they didn't," says Adarin dryly.

"It doesn't seem like you two are being very helpful," points out Gervail.

"You insulted my girlfriend.  Multiple times."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"It is difficult to offend a witch.  Adarin, however, is not a witch," hums Isabella.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I am offended on her behalf," says Adarin loftily.

"Uh huh."

Gervail is kind of really, really concerned about them, now.  They could destroy the world.  This could be extremely bad. He glances at his wife.

"I'm a little concerned," he says quietly.

It is an understatement.Edited   2014-05-02 05:39 (UTC)
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dark_light: (Default)




"We have received, loud and clear, the message that you are concerned.  What are you going to do about it?" asks Isabella.  "Please bear in mind that while you are reasonably concerned... we are operating under the assumption that you're unlikely to be better than nothing in terms of things we care about... many of which include things you also care about."

(She's not holding her bow anymore, but it's still strung.)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I don't know yet.  I'm still trying to figure out what you're planning to do," he points out.

"If you have immortal children and don't raise them right, they will cause a lot of trouble," his penguin adds.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"I am unfortunately not convinced we have similar ideas of what raising children right may mean," Path tells the penguin.Edited   2014-05-02 05:45 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Er.  Teach them well, keep them from getting into trouble, quiet and polite?" says the penguin.

Adarin raises an eyebrow, but doesn't comment.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...I hope for the sake of your children," says Isabella, "that they are all naturally extremely boring."

2014-05-02 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I don't know what you mean by that," said Gervail, somewhat offended.

"Our children are very nice," proclaims the penguin.

Adarin continues to not say a word. He is not touching that subject. Nope.

2014-05-02 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes," says Isabella, "that is plain."

"What are you getting at?" Yerena asks.

"I'm getting at: I'm not impressed with you.  I don't think you can help me or Adarin with anything we want to do in any ways we need, in the form of practical help or advice.  Including needs like 'charming conversation'.  You're not charming, you're not useful, and I'd really rather be getting on with my afternoon than talking to you, so now I'm getting increasingly uncharming myself in case I can get you to go away.  Since I'm not planning to shoot you just for being irritants.  If you would like any reasonable demonstration of my general harmlessness we can talk about that.  Otherwise I'm willing to give you up to half an hour spent checking you into a hotel, as a courtesy and since I don't want you bivouacking on top of my garage, and writing up a little phrasebook so you can order room service until you have enough mana to go home, and then I'm done."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs, softly.

He gives a brief explanation of some of the specifics - they wouldn't know what hotels or room service are - and then says, "That being said, I agree with Isabella in that neither of us would like to make nice."

"We haven't been rude," points out Gervail.

"Actually, you really, really have been. We are being extremely reasonable, though maybe not personable. You've spent most of your time here commenting on my choices in women, or how we've been incredibly unhelpful when you've been just as unhelpful to us. We don't owe you anything, and you only showed up because I was inconvenient. Let's not pretend it's anything more. I will not stop being inconvenient to you because you ask me to," he says icily. "Also it is really quite rude to insult someone's girlfriend.  I don't know where you thought otherwise."Edited   2014-05-02 06:14 (UTC)
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dark_light: (Default)




"You have responsibilities because of your gifts!  The - the timing and the behavioral changes are worrying -" Yerena stammers.

"I acknowledged earlier," says Isabella, "that from the outside it probably does look kind of like I did something to him.  But you have yet to make the corresponding acknowledgment: you are not entitled to a look from the inside.  You have my statement that I didn't do anything and his statement that I didn't do anything and plenty of new information about what happened to him the last time he was on New Kystle to go on for explaining what changed his tune. That's what you get.  Do you want a hotel room or do you have the mana to go home now or do you want to wander the streets of a strange city with daemons you don't know how to handle and a language you don't know how to speak?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... Hotel room.  We don't have the mana to get home right now," sighs Gervail.

"All right.  Isabella, should I write the translation phrase book while you find the hotel?" asks Adarin. "You're the official one."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Sure.  'Charge it to the room'.  'Meals for two, whatever you recommend'.  'I have lost my room key'.  'I can't figure out how to operate a key card.'  That kind of thing."  She pulls out her phone and starts looking for Seattle hotels.

Path hops forward a few steps towards the penguin, since she's still on the ground and the cat is in Yerena's arms.

"Crash course on how to be a daemon.  Don't touch other people besides your person - really really don't.  Daemons are fine, though, you can touch the cat.  You should get your own name.  You can't get too far away from him or it hurts.  If you can't be around him all the time for some reason, especially if people try to grab you, you need to get a few hundred yards away even though it hurts, but teleporting will work to cheat it out of taking too long.  You don't have to eat but you can if you want.  You sleep when he does.  I think you're an Adelie penguin but I don't know what it means about you.  Questions?"Edited   2014-05-02 06:39 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He nods, retrieves his book of cheat-sheets, flips to a blank page, and gets to translations.

Soon enough he's done.  He rips out the page and hands it to Gervail. "There you are. Please tell anyone who asks that I have not gone the way of my mother. Also that I would prefer not to have visitors."

"No," says the penguin quietly. "Thank you."
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dark_light: (Default)




"No problem," says Path.  He goes back to Isabella.

Isabella finds a hotel.  She hops on her cloud-pine, kisses Adarin goodbye, and leads the couple out of the parking garage at walking pace.  She gets them a room: "Charge my card.  They don't speak a lick of English - no, nor Spanish.  You have someone who speaks Tagalog on staff, really?  Well, it's not that either, sorry.  If they make trouble, call me.  They have a phrasebook but if they're incomprehensible also call me.  They'll probably leave without formally checking out.  They're from far away and might need the amenities demonstrated for them - key card, plumbing, lamps."

The hotel person swipes her card and shows the visiting mages to a room, where he does indeed demonstrate the key card, plumbing, and lamps.Edited   2014-05-02 06:45 (UTC)


2014-05-02 06:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin heads home through the portal, and finds a nice spot to curl up with his magic talking bird.  He's got some things to talk about with her.

Gervail is curious about lots of things in the hotel, but obviously he can't ask questions. He doesn't have the drive to try working through lots of hand motions, so he doesn't. He assumes it's all magic and leaves it at that. At least it's a nice place to stay while they wait for their mana to regenerate.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella leaves them there, reminding the hotel staff to call her if they fuck something up, and flies through the portal to go home to Adarin and flop on him.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Daemon talk is concluded, and then Isabella's home. He is flopped on.

Cuddles!

"So, that's the kind of thing I dealt with all the time," he says lightly. "Charming people, right?  We should build a summer home there."Edited   2014-05-02 06:56 (UTC)
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"I will admit this along with my other experiences of your world puts your past offer to build me a house there in a somewhat unflattering light.  I just hope they don't wreck the aircon unit in their hotel room or something and cost me a few hundred bucks, that would be irritating."  Snuggle.  "How did you grow up marinating in that and come out so great?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I was going to put it deep in the night side where no one goes because of the cold.  Probably next to the portal at same. So you'd be far away from them," he says. "I think you have my father to blame, mostly. He was good at fathering, kept me sane with lots of stories. You would have liked him."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, how'd he turn out so great then?  Is it just 'cause he wasn't a mage?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I think? I mean, I don't think all mages are terrible, but the culture is toxic. So I guess him just not having grown up in that was what did it."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...What mages are there who aren't terrible besides you and Zeviana, and should we be talking to them?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"The two we met were of the non-terrible sub-type. They probably have good intentions, but -" He makes a vague hand motion. "You saw. The casual entitlement."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'd categorize them as terrible, just not obviously dangerous about it."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That is non-terrible. I take what I can get."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"You can get better than mildly terrible busybodies, now."  Nuzzle.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles. Nuzzle! "Okay, well, I take what I can get for redeemable features for New Kystle mages.  I am much happier here."

2014-05-02 07:14 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I'm glad."



"I was sort of worried that you'd be suspicious of me when they started insinuating that I had to have slipped you something or something."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Um, no? Why would I be? They were just insinuating things, it happens.  I know you better than they do. Thus, why I love you."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I know that and you know that but you could've reasonably decided that you didn't know that you know that.  Mind-affecting spells exist.  They're rare - and nauseating - but they exist."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival






... Snuggle.

"I didn't know those existed, but I'm pretty certain that I'm not being mind-controlled. I mean - what are the effects of some of them?  Are they subtle or really obvious? I'm not getting suspicious of you, I am just paranoid and would like to keep an eye out for them. Because... Ick."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I have a birth-blessing immunity, for which I'm very thankful, because, yeah, ick.  I don't actually know much about them - and wards ward them off as well as they do other things so they'd have to aim at you while you were away from home and not on the clan lands either.  I can write Metis if you want to know more.  I don't think they're impossible to fight, any of them, if that helps?  But I'm not sure how subtle they get."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That helps, it's just a little - disturbing," he says. He stops to think. "Nothing I've done has been particularly - strange or completely unlike me. I see a logical train of events that leads to a conclusion that's not - absurdly perfect or something.  It's nice, better than I could have hoped, but if it were perfect we would be finished helping everyone in a weekend. So I stand by my earlier analysis and say there was no strange magic involved."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I don't think you're under one of these spells.  Like I said, they're not common, and I can't have been gotten so I'd notice if you were acting weird."  She squeezes him.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He kisses her hair, gently. "Thank you. I did mean it, when I said I trusted you. Let me know if I start acting weird."

2014-05-03 00:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I will.  But I don't expect it."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Neither do I.  But it is a better idea to be careful than not and be some kind of magical puppet. Or worse."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"If it makes you nervous I can look into more warding spells to put on your person, which might help, but there's a reason we do geographical locations - it just works a lot better than personally wrapping up everyone in protections."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I'm not going to turn down more protections. If it's a particular pain, though, I promise not to make faces at you if you don't. Want me to try my hands at thinking of protections for you?"

Actually, now that he thinks about it, he should probably get on that anyway. To be safe.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If you have some that'll stick instead of constantly draining you?  Yeah, might not be amiss.  I'll write to some people about more wards.  Hopefully you don't run out of places to put tattoos."

2014-05-03 00:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I could put them on clothes, I think that would work.  Maybe reinforcing your silks to be like body armor. If I run out of places to put tattoos I will be extremely surprised. There's a lot of room on my back left already, if that runs out then I suppose we can move on to creative things, like the bottom of my feet or something."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Ooh, if you turn my silks into armor I might switch to a different tying style.  In which case I'd need different lengths.  So I guess you can test it on this set but if it works I'll want it on a longer piece or three."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I will add it to my list of projects," he says brightly. "I love having this many magic things to do, it's fun."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"It's good to be busy!"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Indeed it is! I wouldn't know what to do with myself if I wasn't."

2014-05-03 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Be bored, I imagine.  Some people like being bored.  I imagine that's what Charlie likes about fishing."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "I would still like to try it once and see what it's like myself. Eventually, when I have less things to do."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"But ideally while I still have plenty on my plate and will not become disconsolate without company."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Of course," laughs Adarin. "I can always think of new things to do to throw at you, if that becomes a problem."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




She giggles.

"How long do you think those people will have to stay in this plane before they can go home?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmm... A we- er, five days.  I am trying very hard to get used to your calendar. It only sometimes works."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I have no idea where seven-day-weeks came from, they're weird and don't match with anything else."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes. It's terrible and you should feel ashamed on behalf of your people," deadpans Adarin.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Does Wikipedia make up for it?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Hmmmm.  Yes."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well then.  Since in addition to Wikipedia we also have chocolate, I think I will be proud instead."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Planar nationalism.  Is that a thing?  Should I invent a new word for it? I kind of want to invent a new word for it."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Planarity.  No, that sounds like I'm just really flat."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hmm.  Planaralism? Planarism? Those both are kind of a mouthful..."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Platriotism.  Now I'm just being silly."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snickers and kisses her. "Yes, but it's delightful. Planorianism. Plane, pride, pride in plane.... Plaide?  I'm going with plaide."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Plaide!  It's like plaid, but less flannely."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Pfff okay now I can't use plaide, it's too funny..."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Plide maybe, keep the other vowel."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Maybe, but that also sounds quite silly."Edited   2014-05-03 01:29 (UTC)
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"But much less stripey!"
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"True. That is a bonus.  But I think we can do better, my dear.  Planarianism? Planar proud.  Ploud?"
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"A planarian is a kind of worm," Isabella points out.  "Ploud sounds like you're trying to say 'cloud' and screwed up."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snorts with laughter. "I'm trying. Thinking of new words is hard!"Edited   2014-05-03 01:33 (UTC)


2014-05-03 01:33 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm sure something will enter the lexicon over time as it becomes a more relevant concept."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aha, so you're suggesting that we leave it alone for a while.  I'll accept that. We have the time to wait."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Lots and lots of time."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Nuzzle! "I'll enjoy every minute of it.  Unless I'm set on fire or something. Or something horrific happens.  You know what, this is just not working out for me, I'll enjoy every minute of it with you, there."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"My presence is not actually a particularly useful ward against fire."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Darn.  Then I'll add the caveat that if I'm set on fire I will probably not enjoy it, even with you there."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, I'll do my best to put you out as soon as possible so you can go back to enjoying yourself, if ever this happens."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Thank you," says Adarin gravely. "That means a lot to me."

(He's got a ghost of a smile on his face.)
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"It shouldn't, I would try to put out a fire that was on just about anybody.  It doesn't mean I liiiike you or anything."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No? My heart is now broken, Isabella. I shall wander the planes, grieving. For years. I'll let you know if I find anything cool."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I do like you, you just shouldn't jump to that conclusion because of the fire thing!"  Snuggle.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs, snuggling back. "I will take this lesson to heart.  My broken, broken heart, barely mended with an application of a small band-aid."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Awww."  She pats the general location of his heart.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He mock winces.  It's really not convincing.

"Ow, my poor heart."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




She kisses the general location.  "There you go, all better.  I have magic healing powers, didn't you know?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I didn't!  My, that's useful and incredibly convenient. How do you plan to use your magic healing powers for good?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Magically healing people, of course."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"That is a shock, I am surprised by this unexpected turn of events."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh no!  Shock!  Can your poor recently damaged heart take it?"
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm - not sure... Barely holding on, it's going so dark," says Adarin with a bit too much drama.  He should not take up acting.
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Perhaps true love's kiss will save you."

She tries it.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss!

"I am saved!"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Good.  I hope to keep you for a very, very long time."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Awww," he says. "Thank you. I would like to stick around for just as long."
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




The Liandrils build up their mana enough to return home.  They do so; the hotel charges Isabella a steep fee for the room service and the stay itself but not enough to break the bank and not enough to represent damage to the premises or anything.

They teleport away from their daemons, experience a moment of barely-there discomfort apiece, and keep them in a well-warded closet together where they will not be readily discovered or vulnerable.

The Liandrils report on the situation to some other mages.

Some other mages are... even more concerned than they are.

This Isabella character has clearly got to go, or at least be brought under some reasonable semblance of control.

What is the obvious way to do this?

Well, to these mages, the obvious way is:

They scry on her owl.  He is having a rest in this tree, correspondence about obscure magic attached to his leg; he's not near her, but as they understand it, that doesn't mean there's no connection to exploit.

They come in a group so they don't need to linger longer than is necessary to seize the bird in three pairs of coordinated hands and then disappear again.

Miles away, in her kitchen, with a vial of safflower oil in one hand and a spellbook in the other, Isabella collapses breathlessly to the floor and convulses.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin is present in the kitchen, sitting at the table working on the project for Zeviana's cloudpine facsimile. He's making progress with Vern's help, and maybe has a working spell idea set up.  He's thinking about how much the pine needles will factor in to cushion the cloudpine's drag when Isabella collapses.

"... Isabella?" he gasps, and he's out of the chair and by her side in a heartbeat. Adarin takes her hand. "Love? Love, what's wrong?"

Vernaia follows, fluttering to the floor and looking at Isabella with concern.
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella squeezes his hand like she's dangling off a cliff.  She seems to be having trouble getting the breath to speak, her eyes are pouring tears, and she looks -

Like Adarin felt, when Enathira had Vern.

Maybe worse.  (Three sets of hands...)

"Path," she whimpers, when she's finally managed to draw in a wisp of air.
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He tries to think of an appropriate curse word, but even with fluency in three languages - he can't think of one strong enough. It's an absurd thing, to think, in this situation, but it's the first thing he thinks of. The next is that he will kill whoever's responsible. It's still an alien feeling, even after Enathira. Even after he wanted to kill someone.

Adarin holds her. "I'll stop it," he hisses, blinking away tears. "It will stop, I swear. I will murder them."

He scries.  He aims for Path, and that's easy because his other half is right there. (She's right there suffering, she's in agony, fuck, the woman he loves is breaking in front of him and he can barely think.) But he can't think.  He misses things off of his checklist. All he can think about is how it must feel for her and how she must be in agony and how in the hell can those bastards do this to her?

The spell fizzles. He's momentarily stunned by the backlash of too much light, too much color, and the shock of failing a simple scry. He hasn't done that since he was eight.Edited   2014-05-06 06:17 (UTC)
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella manages a great gasp, which she holds as though drowning, and scrambles to get ahold of more of Adarin than just his hand, and clings, hard enough to make it difficult for him to breathe too, fingernails digging into his back.  "My Path," she whispers, voice thin and high.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I- I'm.." he mumbles, then he closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. He cannot afford this. Isabella needs him. He can freak out later, he's a fucking adult and he will not stand by while this happens.

He wraps his arms around her. Then furiously, systematically, he goes down his checklist for a scry. He will fucking find these people and they will die. Not be stopped, not get Path away from them - they will die, they will never do it again. They will never do anything ever again.

This one works.  He finds Path. There are - there are three of them, at least, and it's like his heart's breaking. Or maybe like it's stopped, he can't tell.  One of them, surely. Oh, his Isabella's poor Path.

Vern retrieves his spell book - he needs to make a teleportation spell. He does, as he tries not to cry because they're touching Path.  Adarin finds the teleportation spell.  He fusses with it, to fix it for his purposes. Absently, he thinks about all of the backups and safeties in his spells to prevent anyone from getting hurt. He did it obsessively, he thought it part of his being - he will not kill anyone, that crosses a line.

He thinks about which ones are easiest to un-muzzle. Which ones would have the sharpest claws with the minimum amount of effort. He turns out to be incredibly creative when it comes to plotting murder. Adarin realizes with cold uncaring that he has lots of ways to kill people. He was only forcing himself to play nice. And now he isn't going to.

He makes the teleportation spell. Isabella is still clinging. "Isabella - Isabella, love, I will make this stop, but you have to let me go," he whispers, hands shaking. He doesn't feel anything but cold, seething anger and growing horror.  Not even her nails, digging into his back. They should hurt, but he doesn't notice.
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




"Adarin," whimpers Isabella, breath coming only in sharp pants.  If she understood him this is not at all clear.  She holds him tighter.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin kisses her forehead, trying not to sob.

He considers taking her to her parents - but he needs his mana.  He needs it to kill, he can't afford the time it would take to get to them, can't afford losing the power necessary to take himself and Path back home, to get him to Isabella as soon as possible.

"Vern - Vern, what do I do," he whimpers. "Fuck, I can't leave her like this, not alone, not now -"

His daemon is shaking.  They share a look. There is an obvious solution.

Vernaia makes a sound, in her throat - and then she is in Isabella's arms, forcing her way there,  getting between Isabella and Adarin.Edited   2014-05-06 06:41 (UTC)
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dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella's arms are bare; he hasn't gotten around to enchanting her armor yet.  She feels it, when Vernaia insinuates herself: feathers and intimacy the other way around from the one that's making her want somebody to die, her or them.  She's startled enough to go limp, to release Adarin, to say - "Vern - you - can't -"
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




It's not the same as it was before.  It's not - it doesn't hurt.  He can think, he can feel, and it's like Isabella's - there, in his soul. Hurting, in agony, reminding him that the woman he loves is being tortured. It's not a pleasant feeling, by any means, but it's not debilitating.  He can function.

Vern doesn't say anything, she just cuddles closer to Isabella, whimpering.

"I love you," says Adarin.  Then he teleports to where Path is.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella doesn't clutch at Vern the way she was clinging to Adarin.  She lies limp on the floor, just - refraining from batting the kagu away from the circle of her arms.  She has enough presence of mind to leave plenty of escape route if it turns sour.  But she doesn't turn down the offered comfort

"Path," she whispers again.



Her daemon is surrounded by three mages, screaming without words, and there are more mages in the room, and none of them are pleased to see Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




Adarin doesn't care if they're pleased to see him or not. He does not make demands. This is not a negotiation.

Of his repertoire of murder, he chooses the easiest. Shield, with a contingency removed - a continuous object will not be separated from itself. The first two mages touching Path die within a second. Bisected, the both of them. He also doesn't care that it's not a humane death, it's the easiest and fastest and so it's what he uses.
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dark_light: o ~ path




The other mages have a few combat-applicable spells of their own.  They start muttering their own reminders and mnemonics -Edited   2014-05-06 06:58 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




It's strange how things as so - slow, now. How they seem to take forever to react, to fight back. He'd practiced his reaction times with shields, didn't he? Completely silently? It's so easy it's absurd. It's like they didn't even know they shouldn't have done this.

The ones obviously casting die.  He is not feeling creative, despite his creative ideas before he arrived. No, he's going to use the one that works. Slice, slice. Bisect, bisect - he can kill more than one at once, if they're close to each other.  He does that, he is systematic. The last touching Path also dies.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path's wail cuts off abruptly.

One of the other mages dives for the limp, panting owl, who hasn't the energy to do more than slightly shuffle away from the lunge.

(One runs for her life.  One has fallen to his knees over a murdered relative.  One is backed up against a wall, screaming.)
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin kills the one that lunges for Path. Beheading, this time. He doesn't even care, it's just something that needs to be done. Absurdly, a Wikipedia fact about the brain surviving a while longer after beheading pops into his head.  He doesn't feel anything but calm satisfaction that the mage is dead.

It's not even like they're strangers, like he can vilify them.  He could name every one, if he wanted to - most of them have families. He can't bring himself to care.

Impassively, he looks at the surviving mages in the room. Any ones that look like threats?
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dark_light: o ~ path




Kneeling-over-dead-relative looks mad enough to attack, if not necessarily collected enough to pull it off.

Path flings himself off the table he's sitting on to dig his talons into the front of Adarin's shirt.  He does not, in so doing, make contact, but he's not being careful either.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Try it," informs Adarin, in a cold voice, detached voice. "And I will kill you. Don't, and I won't."

There is no hesitation in his eyes. He just killed - what, half a dozen mages?  More?  He thinks it's more, he wasn't counting. One more is nothing.

"... Path," he says, when the daemon flings himself at him. Adarin's watching the potential threat and trying not to lose his nerve at the thought of touching Path right now, hurting Isabella even more. "Path, I don't want to hurt you."Edited   2014-05-06 07:17 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Home," says Path plaintively.  "Can you?  Do you have enough -?  My Isabella -"
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prodigal_miser: n. Lost my temper




"I have enough," asserts Adarin. He has the spell ready, he thought it out before he came here.

He looks at the surviving mages in the room, before he goes. The same cold, detached stare. "There will not be a repeat incident," he says.

Then he casts the spell, and he takes them home.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path drops off of Adarin's shirt to the floor as soon as they're there, shuffles forward to his witch.  She eases away from Vern to sit up slowly, owl in her arms, tears streaming down her face, absolutely silent.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin scoops Vern into his arms, shaking and - and covered in gore. Neat was not on the top of his priorities. Killing them was.

"A-Are you okay?" he croaks.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive






"N-no.  I'll - it'll - no."

She has her fingers buried in Path's feathers, her lips pressed to the top of his head.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He nods.  He sits onto the ground, next to her, shivering.

The first thing he can think of to say is that he botched the first scry and he could have been faster. In a low, wavering voice, he says, "Isabella - Path, fuck, I'm so sorry, I - I should have been faster, I -"
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




Isabella lifts one trembling hand and puts a finger over his lips.

"Thank you," she murmurs.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




He nearly sobs, but manages a nod.  He doesn't say what he wants to: But I botched the scry I could have been faster.  This isn't about him. Not right now.

"You're welcome," he says quietly. "I - is there - anything I can do?"Edited   2014-05-06 07:34 (UTC)


2014-05-06 07:33 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella wraps both arms around Path again.  She leans her head on Adarin's shoulder.

"I don't know."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He nods, again. Adarin can't bring himself to unpeel himself from Vern, but he wraps an arm around Isabella. Vern is on the other side, shivering a little.

"Okay. I love you."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I love you," she sighs, closing her eyes.  "You're - you gave me - are you okay -"
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"Yes," he says quietly. "It - didn't hurt."

It wasn't pleasant, either, though.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Okay."

Unprompted to do otherwise, she will spend a long time here on the floor, Path held to her chest, tucked under Adarin's arm with her head on his shoulder.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin is probably not going to move for a while, either. He holds her, and he thinks.

He just killed people. People he knew, even. He would have thought it would have meant something to him, that he would feel disgust with himself.  Or guilt or - or something.  But he doesn't.  He just feels nothing about them in particular.  They needed to die, so they did.

The one thing he does feel is that he could have been faster, maybe he could have killed the three touching Path before the others, not just two. Maybe he could have figured out the teleportation spell faster. He could have gotten the scrying spell right the first try. There are a thousand things he could have done better.

So he's going to be lost in his thoughts, for a while. While he goes over every single one.Edited   2014-05-06 07:49 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path






After nearly an hour, Path murmurs, "Maybe some day if it's safe and the magic checks out -"

Isabella shivers, but agrees, "Maybe."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Hm?" says Adarin, stirred from self-torment party of one.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




"After absolutely everybody who was less terrible, maybe," says Path.

"Maybe," says Isabella again.  "If it's safe."

"Beating death," Path explains quietly for Adarin's benefit.

"Two-phase plan," Isabella murmurs.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Oh," he mumbles, quietly.

He doesn't know what else to say. So he doesn't say anything.  He was the one who killed them, after all.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"After absolutely everybody who was less terrible, maybe," repeats Path.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Okay," he replies.

He realizes that he didn't even care if they just stayed dead.  It didn't matter. If they stay gone he will not care. At all.

Vern doesn't say anything. She can't even look at Adarin.Edited   2014-05-06 07:59 (UTC)
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella snuggles Path.  She turns herself in towards Adarin, presses closer.

Path still isn't touching him, but they're not being careful.

2014-05-06 08:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




He hugs her back. He notices the lack of care, and he - he can't help but say, so quietly it can barely be heard, "I killed them. And I don't care."

Maybe it's a warning to Path, or Isabella.  That they should back off because he is terrified of himself.

"We thought - we thought we would care, that it would matter to us," supplies Vern. "We - we value life, but..."

"But neither of us feel a sliver of guilt that I just killed - fuck I don't even know how many people. They can be gone forever, no retrieving them, and I won't give a damn."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"We aren't about to mourn either," Isabella murmurs.  "There are billions of people more worth it in line ahead of them.  For grief or resurrection or anything else."

Path says, "We thought it might make you feel better that it might not be forever.  If it doesn't matter that's all right too."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I'm not sure it is," whispers Adarin.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella tucks her face in against Adarin's neck.  Neither she nor her daemon say anything.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin and Vern join in on silence. He continues to hold her.

(While he thinks.)
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I love you," Isabella eventually sighs, starting to relax.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"I love you, too," he murmurs.

2014-05-06 08:12 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




More silence.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




That seems to be the theme, certainly.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Eventually Isabella slides into Adarin's lap and finds a way to sit that doesn't require her to hold herself up much - and falls asleep.

"Cranberry," she mumbles.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




So he holds her. The mumbled words are soothing, it's - comforting, like he's home. (He is home, but it didn't feel like it until she started mumbling.)

He could pick her up, carry her to a better spot to sleep - but he's not up for it, right now. He decides, out of duty, to at least find out how many people he killed. Adarin does a few scryings,  and - the total is six. Strange, it felt like more than that. Either way, it's not a small number, in terms of mages. He left survivors, though. They'll remember him.

The mages going to be afraid of him, now. Good. They should be. If being terrifying is what it takes to make them stop, then he will do it.  Gladly. He can be the boogeyman beneath their beds, or the villain in their horror stories, for all he cares. Maybe that's what all of the people before felt, why there are so many horror stories.  Maybe they got sick of it and decided that being scary was the only way anyone would leave him alone.

But he doubts it. 

He doesn't actually manage to muster up the energy to move Isabella.  He falls asleep, snuggled with her and holding her.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella wakes up blearily at about seven the next morning when the sun comes streaming in through the kitchen windows right into their faces.

She doesn't move, but she does fall silent.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin's asleep. If it wasn't for the dried blood and the strange sleeping location, he'd look perfectly normal.  At peace.

Vern is snuggled nearby, just as peaceful.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella is kind of stiff from sleeping sitting up on a floor - albeit with a lap between her and the floor - all night.  She starts stretching, carefully, one limb at a time, not interested in getting up nor waking her boyfriend.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He's kind of out of it. It's probably quite helpful that he sleeps like the dead.

No pun towards earlier murders.

(For practical reasons, he also needed this sleep.  It helps with replenishing his completely drained stores of mana.)
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dark_light: (Default)




Isabella will, having stretched out and uncurled from around Path long enough to let him unfurl and refold too, stay put until Adarin wakes.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




And so he does. 

He makes a sound, shifts a bit, and mumbles, "Ow."

Sleeping on the floor as the lap/bed was probably not the best idea he's ever had.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




She scoots off of him to the side that doesn't have Vern on it.  "Sorry."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Mm, no," he says, slurring a little and rubbing his eyes. "My choice."

He is really, really stiff, though.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Nuzzle.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Nuzzle.

"Was nice, 'nyway," he mumbles. "Soothing."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Good."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He smiles at her, a bit. She gets a somewhat clumsy kiss, then he's going to try to get up to start a proper wake-up routine.  He'd like to get more sleep, but he's... Stiff, sore, covered in blood.  Sleep is probably beyond him, right now.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Yeah, the blood is kind of an issue.  Path's covered in it too.  Isabella gets up and goes to give her daemon a bath - in the sink, so Adarin can have the shower.  There's a little on her too, but not as much.  Smears, almost kiss-marks of it where she touched it on Adarin or Path where it was sufficiently wet.  Mostly not on her silks.  She wipes it off while she's got the sink going.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Shower first, even before tea. He looks over his clothes, deems them a lost cause, and into the bin they go. He might be able to save some of them, but he doesn't feel the desire to. One absurdly long shower later, he gets to cleaning up Vern - blood is incredibly obvious on white feathers and she has a lot of it on her from cuddles after Adarin returned. When they're both cleaned up, he heads off to retrieve tea.

Vern is staying somewhat close to Adarin, but they don't stay in constant contact. The kagu-snuggles seem to have had no adverse effect on them, so that's at least something to celebrate.
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella has discarded her silks; she could replace them with another set but hasn't bothered.

Path hasn't left immediate physical contact with her the entire time.

When Adarin comes downstairs Isabella has already made him tea.  She has a mug of it herself, cupped in both hands.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He smiles at her, a little, takes the mug, and sits next to her. By now, he's used to her nudity, so he doesn't react to it.

Besides, he's worried about her. He doesn't know what to do, how to help.

"Hey," he says, for lack of a better idea.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Hi."  Head-on-shoulder.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Careful of Path, he wraps an arm around her shoulder. He doesn't think he should bring up anything involving yesterday, or the incident.  It could hurt her, bringing up things she may not want to think about.  So he doesn't.

He'll let it stay as silence and just hope that being here and being supportive will help.  If he has any better ideas, he'll go with those. If she obviously needs something, he'll do his best to be sure that she has it.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path - hops onto his leg.  Since Adarin is wearing clothes, this doesn't do anything instantaneously, but there he is in Adarin's lap, eyes closed, one wing extended to maintain contact with his witch.  Isabella turns her face towards the side of Adarin's neck and makes a small sighing noise.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin stares. He puts two and two together on what Path is doing.

"... Um," he says. "Path - Isabella, are... You shouldn't - feel like you need to because you touched Vern, or - or something?"

It does not click in his mind that Path might just want to be pet.

2014-05-06 23:39 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It's not that," says Isabella quietly.

"I want them off of me," says Path.
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Oh," murmurs Adarin. "Then - then if it - hurts in any way, or - if you want me to stop, or - or something, tell me, I don't want to hurt you. Either of you, I love you. Okay?"

But he holds a hand out to Path.  He's not quite brave enough to just - pet him, but it's obvious that Path is now cleared for coming to him.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"I don't think it will," says Path.

And he stretches his other wing, clean and versed dry and soft as starlight, and lays it against Adarin's hand.

Isabella twitches, fractionally - then relaxes.
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He glances between the two, worried and concerned. To Isabella, he murmurs, "Are you all right?"

His hand stays where it is. If Path wants to keep touching him he is entirely free to, but he's too worried about them both to think about pets.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes," says Isabella clearly.

Path nestles himself under the provided hand.

2014-05-06 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin - doesn't know how to feel about this. But Isabella and Path seem to be enjoying themselves. That's the important part.

So he pets Path, ever so gently, like he's precious. (Because he is.)

Vern looks between all parties involved, and decides that she wants to cuddle Path, too. She drapes a wing over the owl, careful of both not touching Isabella and not getting in the way of Path touching Isabella. She murmurs, "We love you."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"We love you too," sighs Isabella.  Path squirms in what seems to be a contented manner.
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Pet, pet, pet.

Adarin and Vern are content to stay here, for a while.  As long as Path and Isabella want.

Neither of them bring up Vern touching Isabella.  They're not ready. Not yet, and they don't think they will be for a while. But they can give them this.

2014-05-07 00:8 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Isabella's not going to ask.

Path stays put for - a while.

Isabella drinks her tea.

Then he hops back onto his witch.

"Thank you," Path murmurs.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You're welcome," says Adarin. "Anything you need."

He's smiling, faintly, though.  He enjoyed it, too, once he was sure that everyone involved was okay. It was like giving a soul-cuddle. Or soul-kisses, he doesn't know.  It's hard to describe and he will not stop being nervous about it, but he did enjoy it.

After petting Vern, he reheats his neglected tea (with magic, because he feels like indulging a little and he would have to stop snuggling Isabella to heat it normally) and sips it.

2014-05-07 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Snuggles.

2014-05-07 00:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Snuggles. Tea drinking.

Vern will have to ask what topics are okay to talk about.  Adarin wants to reassure Isabella that this won't happen again - that they won't try again, because now they are almost guaranteed to be terrified of him. He doesn't, though, for fear that it'll just bring up the painful topic and hurt her.

2014-05-07 00:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What are you thinking?" Isabella wonders after silent minute.

2014-05-07 00:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"... I'm trying to figure out what topics are okay to talk about. I don't want to bring up things that are associated with bad memories, or things that would hurt you - or something."

2014-05-07 00:21 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I assure you I will probably think about the bad memories sometimes even without being prompted," she says wryly.  "You can talk about anything - if I twitch it's just as likely me finding some cleanup work in my brain I would've had to do anyway."

2014-05-07 00:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He kisses her forehead. "All right. I - don't think they will bother us, anymore. At least not anything quite so overt."

Adarin shifts a bit, then adds, "They are probably quite terrified of me, now."

It doesn't bother him.

2014-05-07 00:25 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm - not as sure.  That one couple was concerned about - behavioral changes you've been exhibiting.  Slaying half a dozen people in Path's defense is a behavior change.  It might not make sense from their side, they might try harder to come up with some kind of plan to - address things."

2014-05-07 00:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It helps that my mother killed a whole lot more than six for the man she loved," says Adarin. "This is probably now considered a family condition. Her, Zeviana's rampage, and now me. It's entirely possible that they will write off the entire third bloodline as crazy, now.  But you're right, I should probably go deal with them. Tell them that if they try this again it will have the exact same result."

2014-05-07 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...If something happens to you while you're trying to terrify people, I cannot go kill people for you.  So, warn Zeviana if you're going to do that."

2014-05-07 00:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Of course," he agrees. "I don't want to die, living is great."

2014-05-07 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Speaking of which, you're quite unscathed?  They didn't zap you with anything while you were there?"

2014-05-07 00:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No.  I um - was faster than them, and I caught them off guard."

2014-05-07 00:46 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: j ~ throat




"I wonder why they were off guard.  I wouldn't be if I'd just kidnapped the daemon of the girlfriend of a fellow who could interplanar-teleport."

2014-05-07 00:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I don't think they thought I would react that fast.  Or they thought I would - try to negotiate, try and beg for them to return Path and accept their terms or something. Plus when I was a kid they didn't teach us any offensive magic. I think they thought that meant I was powerless, or something. That I just make cool gadgets and make shields to protect people and I'm fluffy and declawed."

2014-05-07 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella fluffs her fingers through his hair.  "You are fluffy, though."

2014-05-07 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "I suppose I am! Obviously this is my fault for not attacking my hair with scissors, I am fluffy so people will assume that I can be bullied."

2014-05-07 01:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If you want to cut your hair I'm not going to be on your case about it.  I think it works as-is though."

2014-05-07 01:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't actually want to cut my hair," he says, amused. "I like it like this. It's fluffy and you keep petting it.  It's still strangely soothing."

2014-05-07 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Pet pet pet.  "I still don't see what's so strange about it."

2014-05-07 01:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Again, he laughs. "I never thought I would like it, so it's strange to."

2014-05-07 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Pet, pet, pet.

2014-05-07 01:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin smiles. He leans over and snuggles Isabella, making a contented sound. He'll just be here, enjoying her playing with his hair.

2014-05-07 01:50 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path sneaks a preen.  Just momentary, there and gone.

2014-05-07 01:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He notices, of course. It doesn't bother him, Path can be casual about it. He just won't be, it'll be up to Path to solicit boyfriend pets. Adarin mumbles, "I'm glad me petting Path didn't hurt you."

2014-05-07 01:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We knew it wouldn't," says Isabella.  "It was - nice."

2014-05-07 01:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Good.  I would hate to have hurt you."

Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-05-07 02:0 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We know," says Path.

2014-05-07 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern scoots over and preens Path, affectionately.

"How'd you know it wouldn't hurt you?" she asks.

2014-05-07 02:4 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"...Taking apart why it hurt when it was them," says Path, preening back.  "I think.  There were reasons, once it was - there to look at instead of guessing, and  - the reasons aren't there with him - so it wouldn't - and it didn't - and I needed it to not be just them on that - list."

2014-05-07 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia nods. "We're so sorry it happened. We - we know why it hurt, with Enathira, and you don't hurt us, because we love you.  But we don't think we can do it casually, or for - fun. Not yet, maybe eventually. We're sorry."

2014-05-07 02:13 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It's okay.  Don't be sorry," says Path.  Preen, preen.  "We're not the same person.  It doesn't have to be the same."

2014-05-07 02:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Thank you," she replies.  Wingsnuggles. "We love you so. We didn't want to disappoint you."

2014-05-07 02:19 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Not disappointed, never disappointed," murmurs Path.

2014-05-07 02:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Not even with how we handled - things?"

2014-05-07 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"No.  Yambe Akka can have them."

2014-05-07 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle. "We agree. My Adarin feels guilty because he thinks he could have been faster."

2014-05-07 02:29 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It still wasn't as long as you waited for us to come for you."

2014-05-07 02:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"You didn't know about us.  When you learned, you went as fast as you could go. We don't blame you, we never did," says Vern.

2014-05-07 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"And all you needed was a broken window and a strung bow," says Path.  "You didn't leave my Isabella alone.  We wouldn't have blamed you but you didn't."

2014-05-07 02:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We couldn't have. Not after knowing what it's like and loving you. We would sooner throw ourselves off a cliff than leave someone we love to that."

2014-05-07 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We know."

Snuggle.

2014-05-07 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Snuggle. "Good.  It would annoy us if you forgot."

She is maybe teasing a little.

2014-05-07 02:46 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It would be very rude of us when you have gone to such lengths to demonstrate," agrees Path.

2014-05-07 02:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern snickers. "That wasn't the point of why we did any of it, but... Yes.  That. I'll go with that."

2014-05-07 02:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Snuggle.  Chuckle.

2014-05-07 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Snuggle!

Adarin looks between the two birds. "Do I even want to know what you're talking about?"

"It's rude to interrupt daemons' discussions," she says sagely.

"You just look like you're cuddling," drawls Adarin.

"That, too."Edited   2014-05-07 02:53 (UTC)
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dark_light: o ~ path




"We are talking about you, obviously.  What else would we talk about?" says Path.  "Daemons do not have to pass the daemon version of the Bechdel Test."

2014-05-07 02:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I have no idea what that is," says Adarin. "But sure, go ahead with talking about me.  Only good things, though."

2014-05-07 02:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The very best things," says Path.

"You still haven't read Wikipedia on feminism," snorts Isabella.  "Look it up on your phone."

2014-05-07 02:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I've been busy!  I skimmed it!" he defends. "That counts, right?"

2014-05-07 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The Bechdel test is intended to be applied to movies," says Isabella, relenting.  "It asks, are there at least two female characters who have names and who talk to each other about something other than a man?  And the fraction of movies that pass or fail this test is intended to be a barometer of sexism."

2014-05-07 03:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... So... Most movies pass, right? That's kind of - easy?"

2014-05-07 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Lots of movies fail.  You saw Star Trek; do you think it passed?"

2014-05-07 03:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It might have if Spock was the one in charge and if Kirk kept his trap shut," drawls Adarin.

2014-05-07 03:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What would that have done?  Spock isn't a female character."

2014-05-07 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Absolutely nothing, but I would be more inclined to defend it."

2014-05-07 03:16 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Isabella snorts.

2014-05-07 03:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He snickers. "But seriously, that's kind of weird. Are there just - not that many women in movies? Do they just go around without names?"

2014-05-07 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes and yes.  I mean, plenty of background characters of both sexes aren't named in any given film.  There's some ambiguity about what counts as being named, too, if there's a name in the script or the production notes but no characters ever say it in the final cut."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... Yeah, that's weird. Why is that a thing?"

2014-05-07 03:27 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It is really adorable how you're so confused about the fact that feminism has anything to accomplish, my dear."

2014-05-07 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Thank you? I'm still so confused. Do they - I don't know, reach a quota of women and say, 'No, we can't have anymore, out' and then any other applicants get booted?"

2014-05-07 03:32 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I think the script gets written first, so not so much an 'applicants' thing."

2014-05-07 03:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... So... They  write a script and they just conspicuously don't have women in it? Why?"

2014-05-07 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Because they think men are the default kind of person, so they only vary away from that default when they have a reason.  It's a problem with a bunch of characteristics besides sex, too."

2014-05-07 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That's also weird. Isabella, I'm sorry to inform you, but your culture is kind of weird sometimes. Mine's kind of horrific, but yours is weird."

2014-05-07 03:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Hey, this is only barely my culture, I am a witch."

2014-05-07 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Fair enough. Our fantastic extraplanetary colony with extraplanar residents hopefully won't have weird culture problems."

2014-05-07 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It will undoubtedly have weird culture problems.  Hopefully it will have fewer."

2014-05-07 03:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Fair. We would assumingly get some power if we declare ourselves - did we decide what we would call ourselves as rulers?"

2014-05-07 03:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I don't think so.  Preferences?  I think I'd better avoid declaring myself a queen, it'd make things awkward clanwise."

2014-05-07 03:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"No preferences.  I don't actually care if we never formally declare ourselves in charge, as long as we get the end results of, 'People are safe and happy and not being horrifically oppressed.' If this works out I'm going to be happy even if we declare ourselves the gumdrop fairies."Edited   2014-05-07 03:56 (UTC)


2014-05-07 03:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'd kinda like to be formally in charge, just nobody calling me 'queen'. 'Empress' would be safe.  'Gumdrop fairy' would be safe but not really to my taste."

2014-05-07 04:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Empress works. Would I be emperor?"

2014-05-07 04:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I dunno, would you?  Do you want to be?"

2014-05-07 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure? If you want to be solo empress I don't mind, but I'd want to check your work and make sure things are working efficiently."

2014-05-07 04:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That sounds more like, I don't know, chief operations officer, from the job description you just gave yourself, but you can call it emperor if you want."

2014-05-07 04:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Well apparently I am expected to have a crown," he teases. "So if that's going to happen I should have a title to match."

2014-05-07 04:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Then it sounds like you're gonna be emperor."

2014-05-07 04:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Apparently so! Eventually, anyway, it'll take a while to get to that point."

2014-05-07 04:14 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yeah.  Have to work my way up from Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist."

2014-05-07 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"And I have to work my way up from - what am I?  Senior Magic Doodads Expert and Chauffeur?"

2014-05-07 04:16 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I do the chauffeuring.  You do transportation infrastructure."

2014-05-07 04:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Okay.  Senior Magic Doodads Expert and Transportation Infrastructure Specialist?"Edited   2014-05-07 04:18 (UTC)


2014-05-07 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes."  Kiss.

2014-05-07 04:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Kiss! "We will have to tell the robots."

2014-05-07 04:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"And then they will treat you with the respect afforded your position."

2014-05-07 04:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"If they start bowing that will be really awkward."

2014-05-07 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"They're kind of too round to bow."

2014-05-07 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I'm extremely happy about this. It avoids awkwardness."

2014-05-07 04:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Would being bowed to be that bad?"

2014-05-07 04:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, but it would be - strange.  I'm not used to people bowing to me."

2014-05-07 04:36 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I could start.  Get you used to it, just in case."

2014-05-07 04:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No thank you. I just got used to you running around the house naked, throw any more loops at me right now and I will break," he teases.

2014-05-07 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh no.  I prefer you to be unbroken," she murmurs.

Snuggle.

2014-05-07 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you, love."

Snuggle.

2014-05-07 04:42 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I love you so much," she sighs happily.

2014-05-07 04:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I love you, too.  More than I can say," he replies.  Forehead kiss!


It takes a week (one of his weeks, five days) to replenish his mana entirely. He informs Zeviana of the situation, and she is appropriately enraged. Both she and Isabella get mirrors. Vern snuggles up with Path, and then Adarin goes to tell the mages to fuck off.

He teleports to his former home.  Unsurprisingly, the window is still broken. He doesn't care to get it fixed, the house still gives him bad feelings but he will tolerate it for a short amount of time. He sends a few couriers to invite various people over, for a very special party. Only about half of them show up.  The other half are too terrified that he's planning something, that he's murderous, that he's on a rampage of revenge. Not true.  It was never about revenge.

"I am not," he says, "Under any kind of spell, drug, mind control, manipulation, or anything of the like."

Several of them try to argue this point.  He ignores them. "I was perfectly happy to play your game, perfectly happy to stay here and try to fix things because it is my 'civic duty.' I take that kind of thing seriously. But right after I come back? One of you idiots decided to try and manipulate me through something you didn't comprehend.  She ended up hurting me so badly that being in my own home makes me want to throw up. I couldn't stand to be here anymore, so I left, because I was hurting.

"Let me make this extremely clear.  None of this is Isabella's doing.  I don't care if the timing's suspicious to you, she had nothing to do with this. Hell, she was going to help us, but you drove her away and now this plane's basically blacklisted. Because," he gives Lenora a cold glare. "some of us decided that playing with things we don't understand is fun. And guess what?  You have officially gone too far.  The line's been crossed, and I am done playing nice.

"I killed six people," he says, flatly. "You all are entirely aware, I know. If you don't, well, welcome out from under your rock.

"I killed them because you twits decided to torture my girlfriend on the off-chance that she is manipulating me. You decided that rather than losing a pawn in whatever insane game you are playing, you would do something worse than rape to an innocent woman.  Meddling in a thing you don't understand for reasons you can barely justify. Sure, go ahead - argue for the fate of the future. Say that you need my children to save the world. But you're ruining lives now. I say this as a person who has had his life ruined by you people a few times, and you know what?

"I'm done. It's over, you have officially burned down every bridge with me.  I'm not playing your games. Do not come after me. Do not follow me to my house. Do not come after my sister. Do not go after Isabella. Try it, and I will defend myself, and the people I love. You've seen me do it once.

"Don't make me do it again," he growls. "It'll be worse next time."

He doesn't wait for their answer. He teleports home, to Isabella's arms.


The general consensus among the mages is that he's gone off the deep end. The other major group believes he's under mind control.  Some believe that he was driven away by their enemies, blaming each other and giving reason for their in-fighting. Either way - up against the two members of the third bloodline and unknown magic in the form of witchery, none are quite brave enough to try again. Not now, not so soon, not after such a spectacular failure. 

Unexpected is the secondary result of his speech. A few agree with him.Edited   2014-05-07 06:07 (UTC)
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella holds him tight and pets his hair when he comes home to her.  "You okay?"

2014-05-07 06:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah," he says, cuddling. "Just - I want them to go away."

2014-05-07 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I hope they will," she sighs.  Pet, pet.

2014-05-07 06:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Me, too. I love you.  I'm sorry you got - dragged into this on my account."

2014-05-07 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I love you too.  I'm all right."

2014-05-07 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Snuggle. "It's still not okay."

2014-05-07 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I know, but - lots of things aren't okay, and we have each other and we'll fix them together."

2014-05-07 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods. "Yeah.  We have so much to do, don't we? I'm glad I've got you."

2014-05-07 06:18 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Likewise."

2014-05-07 06:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cuddle, cuddle.

"How are you doing, dear?" he asks, after a while. "I - don't know if there's any way I can help with after effects of what they did, but if there's anything I can do..."

2014-05-07 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I have it under control.  Being around you helps - but not literally all the time, I still need some privacy to talk to my Path alone sometimes - getting things accomplished helps, time helps."

2014-05-07 06:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin nods. "Okay.  I believe you.  I should - probably get started on projects again, I think that would help me, certainly.  I'll start with the armor one."

For obvious reasons. (He loves her, so.)
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And when you have the mana and time, my procurer - heh, I have 'a procurer', it sounds so weird - got me a place to put a portal in Columbus, so we can open that up whenever it's doable."

2014-05-07 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "Yeah. We can continue taking over the world."

2014-05-07 06:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  We're coming up on 'offensively rich' within a year or two.  I'll pay off the loan, then it's a continued period of reinvestment in the infrastructure, maybe one big push with the capital to get international stuff handled - and then we can mostly sit back and funnel money in worthy directions."

2014-05-07 06:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm looking forward to that 'funnel money in worthy directions' stage. I like fixing things, if you haven't noticed by now."

2014-05-07 06:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I have noticed that!  I like that about you."

2014-05-07 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, good.  Because it was rather obvious and if you didn't like it we would be in trouble since it's a major personality trait."

2014-05-07 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yeah, I don't think anything good could come of asking you to choose between me and the fixing of things."

2014-05-07 06:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Not really, no. It would be kind of terrible for everyone involved, actually."

2014-05-07 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Also this would have to be an extremely different bizarro-me who did not approve of fixing things."

2014-05-07 06:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That too.  And if I met this strange bizarro-you instead of you I might not even fall in love with her, because she didn't approve of fixing things and didn't win me over instantly with, 'Let's make everyone immortal.'"Edited   2014-05-07 06:39 (UTC)
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes, so overall it's quite good that I am myself and not her."

2014-05-07 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers. "Yeah, keep being yourself.  I happen to love you."

2014-05-07 06:40 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I have no plans to deprive you of me."

2014-05-07 06:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Well that's just going to earn her a kiss.

2014-05-07 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Mmmmmmmmkiss.

2014-05-07 06:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Hurray! Kisses!

Also, snuggles.  Snuggly kisses are a thing that can happen.

2014-05-07 06:43 (UTC)





Chamomile

months





dark_light: (Default)




Time passes.

Isabella's robot army cleans up the remaining robotic forces of their hated enemies without casualties, obligingly repurposes themselves for helping with infrastructure and explaining what she finds in the computer systems, and is generally convenient and helpful.

Adarin finishes the armor silk spell.  Isabella's set are cosmetically special - mostly black, but with forest-green twining over the fabric and edged with pale blue as though she's been accumulating frost.  In them, she looks almost more like a witch-garb-inspired runway model than a witch, but she loves them and promptly switches to wearing them all the time.  (He asked if she wanted to wait till Christmas.  She said no, and then teased him that he'd have to think of something else for Christmas.)  He makes more, but doesn't pretty them up; they're for other people.

The portal network and the personnel helping with it expands.  The hub building is operational on schedule and the surfaces with portals in them are moved there after being temporarily closed on their far ends.  The price point starts dropping.  Isabella's staff starts making progress on getting the necessary permissions to put portals in foreign countries.  Isabella acquires ludicrous amounts of money; she's waiting for slightly more ludicrous amounts before she pays back her loan, though.

Zeviana and Luzia continue to get along famously without that much in the way of Serious Relationship Conversation.  Zeviana does useful things for the clan and makes friends and generally fits right in.  Ranata shows her interesting places on the Earth; with the help of her nepotism-based access pass to the portal network, this is mostly within the United States to start, though teleportation makes other continents more convenient to get to than they might otherwise be.  Still, most of her time is spent on clan lands, which makes it at best inconvenient to scry on her from New Kystle.

Path continues to touch Adarin occasionally, briefly, especially if Isabella's off somewhere; he seems to do it mostly for a sort of check-in with the comfort it provides.  Sometimes and apparently for separate reasons he will solicit extended petting, which seems to be more recreational than soothing (it's possible to tell mostly because of the way Isabella will go limp and smiley and heavy-lidded wherever she is in the room when this occurs).  Vern doesn't touch Isabella again.  Isabella is unbothered; she doesn't expect it.

2014-05-08 22:19









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Once finished with the armored silk spell, Adarin tweaks it and figures out a way for it to extend to normal clothing. The attack on Path has made Adarin a bit more paranoid than usual, and so he ends up putting the same spell on several sets of clothing, and takes to wearing them. 

He makes portals. He tinkers with his various projects, but these things take time and while he makes progress, they're not yet done. In the name of paranoia, he also makes several sets of armored silks - for Ranata, his sister, and his sister's - girlfriend? Or not? Adarin's not really sure. He thinks of her as such, anyway. 

With an infrastructure in place, Adarin can start thinking of things to tackle before he can start poaching people from New Kystle and put them in a better place. Roads are mended, buildings are re-purposed, farms are set up, and things like plumbing and electricity are on the way to being installed.

It's around this time that Adarin gets the idea that since the colonists will all be in the same general area, he can get the entire place warded.  Preferably by as many witches as possible.

So, to trade for their services - he makes lots of armored silk sets.

Then he goes and tells Isabella what he would like to do.

2014-05-10 01:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You'd get a better rate of exchange if we were having a war, but you can probably trade a couple sets of armored silks for one ward around an area not in excess of the clan lands in size," says Isabella, "if we supply the herbs, anyway, and I can buy them no problem at this point."

2014-05-10 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I can probably also think of things they'd like, but this was the project that was most recent, so... It seemed kind of obvious. Is there anything else that I can do that they'd probably be interested in?"

2014-05-10 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You could ask Zeviana what they've been getting her to do, but you're pretty differently specialized... I think portal bags would be popular."

2014-05-10 01:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"I can make a few portal bags, before I go making deals with witches, then. Or possibly just one, to demonstrate - then ask how many they'd like."

2014-05-10 01:39 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"They'll take credit from you, I think, you aren't some random scammer."

2014-05-10 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Then just one will do, I think. It shouldn't take long for just a single portal bag.  Do you want to come with me to visit when I go?"

2014-05-10 01:42 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I think so, yes.  I can show you around and shield your eyes when there are naked witches."

2014-05-10 01:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Thanks. I'm going to end up making a fool of myself no matter what I do, I'm guessing now."

2014-05-10 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"There, there."  She pats his arm.  "I am sure you will do so adorably."

2014-05-10 01:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snorts. "Thanks.  That makes me feel so much better."

2014-05-10 01:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It should!"

2014-05-10 01:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He gives her a peck, then heads off to make another portal bag.  This one's not quite as lovingly made as Isabella's, but it's sturdy and the slab that it's paired to gets a few improvements on weight.

Soon enough, he's finished it and goes to get Isabella. "Well, I finished the portal bag, so I'm ready to go visit the clan lands.  Let me know when you're ready."

2014-05-10 01:53 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I can text the lawyers on the way there, no problem."  She has been using her new liquidity in exciting ways to buy things like a wrist strap for her phone, so it won't matter if she loses her grip a few hundred yards in the air.  "Unless you mean to teleport the entire way instead of just portaling to Seattle?"

2014-05-10 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin looks amused. "Well they're our portals, we might as well use them.  I like flying, anyway."

"It's fun!" pipes up Vern.

2014-05-10 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella gives him a peck, and to the portal hub they go.  There are people, mostly the kind of people who wear suits but a few people who are rich for software reasons and wearing jeans and t-shirts, going hither and thither.  They portal to Seattle, depart the parking garage out the open part of the wall, and proceed clanward.  Isabella texts-and-flies, but Path keeps an eye on her trajectory for her.

And here is the Olympic clan territory!

2014-05-10 01:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Unfortunately he needs both parts of the portal bag, so he can't stash the armored silks in it and not have to carry everything.  To compensate, he uses several silks as a sling to carry the portal bag and the remaining silks.  It's not like they're going to tear.

But once that's taken care of, he enjoys the flight. He doesn't read over her shoulder about her texts, but he does occasionally nuzzle. Because he loves her and this is nice.

2014-05-10 02:3 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella approves of nuzzling!

She lands near the middle of the territory, where the queen is likeliest to be, but she's not there.  There is, however, a naked witch!  She's just sort of lounging around, mallard daemon sitting on her midsection.

2014-05-10 02:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin tries not to make a big deal of it.  He's really trying. Despite his best efforts, though - he looks a bit uncomfortable. Not that he's going to let that stop him.

He starts inspecting a really interesting cloud and says a friendly, "Hello."
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dark_light: (Default)




"Hi," says the lounging witch.  "You're probably Zeviana's brother.  Are you looking for her?  I think she's with Luzia, possibly even interruptable."

2014-05-10 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Good guess.  I'll go looking for her in a little while, but I am actually looking for your queen."

He is still inspecting that cloud.  Look at it, so fluffy and made of water vapor.

2014-05-10 02:23 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I don't know where the queen is right now, sorry," says the lounging witch.

"He's so uptight," giggles her duck.

Isabella floats her cloudpine again, floating.  "We can look from the air for somebody who might know," she tells her boyfriend.

2014-05-10 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Thank you for your help, anyway.  Have a nice day," he says, blushing a bit at the duck's commentary.  Nope, he is not looking at that naked witch.

Then they're in the air! "Yeah.  If nothing else we can give Ranata, Zeviana, and Luzia sets of silks so their safety's guaranteed.  I made sets for them before I thought about trading them for wards."

2014-05-10 02:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We'll eventually find the queen.  She doesn't travel much and her family tends to bring her all her food that she gets off the lands.  I'll call Ranata, maybe she knows."

Below them is lovely Pacific Northwestern foliage and some unassuming little witch buildings and some witches, some naked and some not.

Dial dial.  "Hi mom!  Me and Adarin are looking for the queen, but we also want to talk to Zeviana - and Luzia, too, sure, and you - in person, we have presents!  Mm-hm.  Okay, on our way."  Isabella hangs up and turns.  "Mom doesn't know where the queen is but she knows where she is and where your sister and her - whatever Luzia is to her - are."

2014-05-10 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin continues to not look at any naked people. He is really interested in the clouds. Also sometimes the trees, or the houses, just for a change of pace.

"We can go meet her, then," agrees Adarin. "And find my sister and Luzia with her help, handing out presents. Then we can tour and look for the queen if they don't know where she is?"

2014-05-10 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yep."

Presently, here is Ranata!  Ranata is, mercifully, silked!  Ranata hugs her daughter and shows them where Zeviana and Luzia are hanging out.

2014-05-10 02:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




They are missing the silks. They're done with the reason that they removed them, but Zeviana's acclimatized well to no nudity taboo.  This is just kind of normal for her, now.

She sees Ranata, Isabella, and Adarin, and she waves. "Oooh!" she proclaims brightly. "You're visiting! Hi!"

2014-05-10 02:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Adarin looks to the source of the voice, and sees Zeviana.

He is stunned for half of a second, and then he says, "Augh!"

Hands go clamped over eyes and he ignores all general rules of polite society.  He did not want to see his sister naked.  Ever.

2014-05-10 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh, sweetie."  Isabella pats him on the shoulder.

2014-05-10 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Ana why are you naked," says Adarin shrilly. "Why is this a thing that I have seen?!"

2014-05-10 03:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Because I didn't feel like putting on the silks?" says his sister. "C'mon, Ada, not like you haven't seen me naked before."

2014-05-10 03:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Augh!" he repeats.

He is not uncovering his eyes. Possibly ever.

2014-05-10 03:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sweetie," sighs Isabella.  "Was this not predictable?  She, you know, lives here."

"He's quite the prude, isn't he," says Luzia to Zeviana.

2014-05-10 03:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I expected my sister to be wearing clothes! I was prepared for everyone else being naked but I expected her clothed!"

2014-05-10 03:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"He really is," agrees Zeviana, amused. "Would it help if I put on the silks?  Even if you're being stupid because we both know this is so not the most compromising position you've seen me in."

2014-05-10 03:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Augh! Stop reminding me of that, that is unhelpful!" exclaims Adarin.

2014-05-10 03:19 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Luzia chuckles.  And grabs Zeviana's rear, smirking.

"Okay, now you're just being deliberately provocative," Isabella says to Luzia, "that's not nice."

"I wouldn't put 'nice' in the first, mm, ten items if you had me list my qualities," says Luzia.

2014-05-10 03:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana makes a little surprised sound, then she bursts out laughing. "Careful! I might have to take you somewhere without prudes. And react accordingly."

2014-05-10 03:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I do not want to know.  I so don't want to know!"

He starts contemplating making an opaque shield between himself and Zeviana so he doesn't have to keep his eyes covered.  He decides against it, for a variety of reasons.

2014-05-10 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Ooh, reactions according," purrs Luzia.

"What say you both put on some silks so Adarin can uncover his eyes and we can hand over your presents?" sighs Isabella.

2014-05-10 03:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That is the absolute best idea. You know what, actually, presents now, then they can put them on and my sister can stop being naked."

2014-05-10 03:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana laughs. "Gee, you got me clothes? Thanks for ruining the surprise."

2014-05-10 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Maybe they're snazzy like Isabella's," suggests Luzia.

"Nope, mine are the only snazzy ones, but yours have the -"  Isabella produces two bundled-up sets from the bag attached to her cloud-pine - "armor enchantment."

2014-05-10 03:38 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Oooo, an armor enchantment! Snazzy! Adarin!  Adarin will you make it pretty?" she says, taking her set of silks. "Pretty please?  I will stop being naked."

2014-05-10 03:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin tentatively opens an eye. Then, it's immediately closed, and he makes a another vaguely augh-like sound.

"Fine. Hand them over," he begrudges, holding out a hand for them.

2014-05-10 03:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana giggles madly.  The bundle of silks are transferred to Adarin, and she looks proud of her brother-manipulation.

2014-05-10 03:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin doesn't have the brain capacity for designing something as complex as what he did for Bella's set.  He's going to work with what he's got if it means his sister will be clothed, though.

He composes and then does a spell. Changing the color of things isn't very difficult. They change to a shimmery sort of almost-black green. In the light, the highlights are a lovely viridian color, but the shadows are deep and dark.

With the spell done, he thrusts it in Zeviana's general direction. "Clothes," he opines.Edited   2014-05-10 03:55 (UTC)
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Eeee!" says Zeviana.  Then she starts putting them on.

2014-05-10 03:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"There, everybody's clothed," says Bella, when both Luzia and Zeviana are ensilked.

2014-05-10 03:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Thank you."

He uncovers his eyes, checks their state of being dressed, and lets out a little sigh of relief.

2014-05-10 04:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I really don't get it," says Isabella.

"I just hope for your sake he's not like that when it's you and you're home," snorts Luzia.

2014-05-10 04:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin blushes a bit, but replies primly, "My sister without clothes is a great deal different than Isabella without clothes. Not that it's any of your business."

2014-05-10 04:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana snorts. "Oh, I bet it's different."

She makes a lewd hand gesture. While grinning.Edited   2014-05-10 04:06 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin gives her a look.

2014-05-10 04:7 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella stifles a giggle.

2014-05-10 04:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Thank you, Ana," sighs Adarin, "for your commentary. And the gesture, it helped ever so much with clarification of what you had in mind."

He is channeling all of his powers of sarcasm.  All of them.

2014-05-10 04:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yup!" she replies cheerily. "It's what I'm here for! Innuendos with explanatory gestures!"

2014-05-10 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Truly, the plane is blessed to now have you as a denizen."

2014-05-10 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I think so," leers Luzia.  (Isabella snorts.)

2014-05-10 04:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Awww," says Zeviana.  Luzia gets a kiss, for her troubles!

2014-05-10 04:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin doesn't comment on this one. But he does deem it cute.  In a 'Ew gross she is kissing my sister' kind of way.

(His sister is not naked, this is an improvement.)
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"So, the silks are approximately indestructible, I haven't tested whether they're actually bulletproof but they'll shrug off point-blank arrows," says Isabella.  "Very handy.  Ranata gets a set too, and we're trading the rest for wards we want done."

2014-05-10 04:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Snazzy! The clan gets new toys, that's always nice. What are you warding?"

2014-05-10 04:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Remember that village you liked?" asks Adarin.

2014-05-10 04:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"But you wouldn't leave them there, ri-" She puts the pieces together. "Oh! Ooo, you're a good brother, I'm sorry about the naked thing."

2014-05-10 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No, you're not."

He doesn't sound like he holds it against her.Edited   2014-05-10 04:31 (UTC)
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headunbowed: a. Good answer






"... I'm really not!" agrees Zeviana with a laugh.

2014-05-10 04:31 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella pats Adarin on the shoulder again.

2014-05-10 04:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He smiles, a bit. "I'm all right.  Just as long as Zeviana keeps her clothes on around me."

2014-05-10 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"This is clan lands," Isabella points out gently.  "We didn't even warn her we were coming."

2014-05-10 04:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'm not upset," points out Adarin. "It's just - not something I like to be surprised with.  Apparently I will have to get used to it."

2014-05-10 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, there's plenty of time to do that in."

2014-05-10 04:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"So there is," he agrees with a grin.

2014-05-10 04:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana raises her hand. "I can get naked more often if that would help?"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






2014-05-10 04:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




She bursts into giggles.
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Baby steps," laughs Isabella.

2014-05-10 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'll work my way up there eventually," says Adarin. "Probably.  Or I'll go with the blindfold idea."

2014-05-10 04:48 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I cannot recommend blindfolding yourself whenever you are here, but if you have to..."

2014-05-10 04:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Why?  Would people point and laugh?"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"That, and you wouldn't be able to see anything.  Could be inconvenient."

2014-05-10 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmm, no, I'll be fine.  Just lead me around and try not to run me into trees."

2014-05-10 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'm not a seeing-eye dog."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snorts. "Then no blindfold, I suppose.  Oh well."

2014-05-10 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I mean, you could I suppose get a seeing-eye dog if you're that committed to taking it slowly, but you don't seem scarred for life."

2014-05-10 05:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That might be a bit much. I'll just deal with it.  It's uncomfortable but I can handle that," shrugs Adarin. "No being scarred for life. Just briefly traumatized."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It's strange enough that you bother to have preferences about whether people are wearing clothes, I'm just - still more confused about why it'd be traumatizing.  Surely you are more or less aware of what is to be found under clothes."

2014-05-10 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I am aware, yes. It's just - not... It's like I'm seeing something very, very private? I suppose is the best way to put it?"

2014-05-10 05:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But the privacy is all in your head, that's what confuses me.  It's not like you being really scrupulous about not reading over my shoulder."

2014-05-10 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I get that logically but my head is not very amenable to being changed.  So I treat it as private even if it doesn't really make sense and I don't know why I'm embarrassed."

2014-05-10 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It must be really inconvenient not to have editing privileges for your own head."  She hugs him.  "Oh well."

2014-05-10 05:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Hug! "Do you get editing privileges in your head?  Mine just kind of - does what it does and I work within its constraints."

2014-05-10 06:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I mean, it's work, but yes, I can edit things in my head if I want to."

2014-05-10 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Huh. I don't have that ability.  That's interesting and useful but it kind of worries me a little?"Edited   2014-05-10 06:09 (UTC)


2014-05-10 06:9 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Why?"

2014-05-10 06:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Adarin glances between Zeviana and Luzia, then lowers his voice.

"I'm worried about several things - ceasing to be the person you are now, whom I love, and also forcing yourself to be something because you need to be, even if it's not - healthy for you."Edited   2014-05-10 06:13 (UTC)
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"My health - and for that matter my continuity of personality - are not the most valuable conceivable things in the universe.  But so far I've never been in a position where it seemed reasonable to sacrifice either, and I don't much expect it."

2014-05-10 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




He does not look pleased with this answer, but he does nod. "That's all I can ask, I suppose."

2014-05-10 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I like to think I am sufficiently useful in my current form," she says lightly, hugging him.

2014-05-10 06:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hug! "You are, indeed," he agrees. "Please don't think you're anything but."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Not unless the evidence suggests differently," she says, snuggling up.

"This is the most hilariously cerebral romance of all time," comments Luzia.

2014-05-10 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Good."

He looks at Luzia. "Yes. It's marvelous."

2014-05-11 03:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana snorts with laughter. "I was kind of expecting it from him."

2014-05-11 03:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You're not really much like your mom, are you, Isabella?" says Luzia.

"I actually have lots of traits in common with both parents.  They just combined really strangely."

2014-05-11 04:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Zeviana makes a face. "You make it sound clinical! I don't want to know what I've got in common with my parents, my mom was terrible!"

2014-05-11 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I didn't say anything about you!  I'm talking about me.  I made a chart one time, I think I was fourteen."

2014-05-11 04:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"That's kind of weird.  Adarin, your girlfriend is kind of weird."

2014-05-11 04:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I like her just fine as she is," says Adarin loftily. "Besides, charts are organized."

2014-05-11 04:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"... Please tell me you did not make a chart about things you've got in common with our parents."

2014-05-11 04:59 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I suspect I don't have enough information about either to properly compose a chart."

2014-05-11 05:0 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I mean, the situation's different, I was principally raised by both of my parents, cooperatively," says Isabella.  "I'm sure I resemble them more than you resemble yours."

2014-05-11 05:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Eh.  Okay. That helps a bit."

2014-05-11 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...I'm now wondering if you've run into information on genetics, though..."

2014-05-11 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Our society does kind of obsess over bloodline purity.  Speaking from what I've read on Wikipedia, we're not as advanced, but we do get the general concept of it."

2014-05-11 05:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Bleh. People think our entire family's bonkers and we got it from mom."

2014-05-11 05:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, there's caring who you're related to and there's, like, understanding Mendelian inheritance, which is different from how your magic dilution thing works."

2014-05-11 05:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"I don't know what that means, but I'm going to try to guess. Is it if a parent's weird or got something strange their kid could have it, too?  Or like - if their grandparent's got the crazy they can get it?"

2014-05-11 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Not exactly.  People have - well, the sorts of people studied by Earth science, anyway, maybe you have fairy dust or something - people have two copies of instructions on how to make all their parts.  Some of it's really complicated, but some of it works like: there's an instruction for blue eyes and an instruction for brown eyes.  The brown eyes instruction is loud and shouty, so if you have one of each, your eyes will be brown.  But you could give either one to any given one of your kids.  So you could have two brown-eyed parents, who each had a blue and a brown instruction, and then a quarter of their kids would have two blue-eyes instructions and blue eyes.  But you will never have two blue-eyed parents with a brown-eyed kid.  Like that."

2014-05-11 05:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Yeah, I've got no idea what that is, but I will take your word for it."

2014-05-11 05:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin listens intently. "Hmm. Interesting. When I have time I will have to look that up, I'm - kind of interested in learning about genetics, now."

2014-05-11 05:19 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yeah, fair warning, most of it is much more complicated than eye color Punnet squares and even those are fantastically oversimplified when I explain it like that because people have more than exactly two kinds of eye color, but it's interesting."

2014-05-11 05:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He nods. "Right.  It'll be added to my ever-growing list of 'things I should know.' If I ever run out I won't know what to do with myself."

2014-05-11 05:22 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




(Luzia coughs.  Isabella gives her a look.)  "I doubt that will be a problem for the foreseeable future."

2014-05-11 05:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin raises an eyebrow, but doesn't comment. "Yeah. There's a lot to learn."

He doesn't think he actually likes Luzia.  She doesn't seem to be the kind of person he can get along with, though he doesn't hate her. If Zeviana likes her, he's perfectly happy to not get in the way of their - whatever it is they have. That doesn't mean he wants to remain in Luzia's company, though.

"Shall we go find the queen, then?"

2014-05-11 05:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think she's probably getting food.  She skipped breakfast, I heard," says Luzia.

"Cool, thanks," says Isabella.  Floatified is the cloud-pine.

2014-05-11 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you," agrees Adarin. "Bye, Ana."

Whee, cloud-pine travel!

2014-05-11 05:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana waves. "Bye, nerd!"

(It's said with affection. He is a nerd, but he is her nerd.)

2014-05-11 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




(Isabella thinks he might be her nerd.)

Whee!

There is the queen, eating potatoes and quail.

2014-05-11 05:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




(Adarin would weigh in Isabella's favor if it became an issue, but since it isn't he's not going to. His sister versus his girlfriend is a fight he does not ever want to see.)

Being polite and respectful towards authority figures is something Adarin's rather good at. He waits until the queen notices him, then bows. He'll let her address him first.

2014-05-11 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




The queen swallows her current bite.  "Yes?" she inquires.  (Path is looking around for her daemon but there's no sign of him.)

"My boyfriend wants to trade some useful items for wards on an area about the size of the lands.  We can supply the herbs; it's just the layered casting."

"What are the items?"

Isabella looks at Adarin in case he wants to explain.

2014-05-11 05:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He does!

"Two things - armored silks, and a portal bag.  The armored silks I haven't been able to test against gunfire, but they defend against arrows and daggers, certainly.  A few spells, too, but it's impossible to protect against them all. The bag has a portal in it to a moveable slab - it can be used to transport things without actually carrying them on your person."

2014-05-11 05:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Mine are armored, if you want to see," Isabella says, "though by default they'll be black, the pretty colors were just Adarin having fun with my set."

The queen pulls out her dagger, and Isabella sticks her arm out.  The queen prods (safely armored) areas, then puts the blade away and nods.  "How many sets?" she asks.  "And how many of the bags, are available?"

2014-05-11 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Nine sets of the silks.  I've only made one portal bag. I can make more, but they're more costly, mana wise, so I was being economical."

(Adarin frowns, just a bit, when Isabella is poked with a dagger.  He gets that she's safe, but it bothers him a little.)

2014-05-11 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Path, unoccupied by queenly daemon, goes to Vern to reassure Adarin by cuddly proxy.

Isabella withdraws her arm.  The queen nods again.  "They'll last indefinitely?"

"If something does manage to physically destroy them, then no, but the magic doesn't expire," says Isabella, "if I understand correctly."

2014-05-11 06:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"They last indefinitely, unless destroyed - which is rather hard to do. I made them resistant to liquids and heat, along with pointy things.  I suppose if you threw them into a volcano they wouldn't survive, but I tested a set in a campfire and they were fine."

2014-05-11 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The portal bags are a little less resilient," Isabella adds.  "But they're still handy, I really love mine."

"I think we can get you five layers of casting for the nine silk sets and a portal bag, and probably more later at a similar rate of trade," the queen says.

2014-05-11 06:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "That sounds agreeable. I haven't made the portal to the place that will be warded, but I trust you to keep your word when I have. It's rather hard to reach except by teleportation or a portal."

2014-05-11 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




The queen raises an eyebrow.

Isabella glances at Adarin, then says, "It's on another planet.  We've been there; it's safe."

"Ah," says the queen.

2014-05-11 06:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Another nod. "I can explain the specifics of the place, if you would like? Along with what we're planning to do with the warded area, as well. Nothing harmful, I would just like to colonize the planet with people from my former home and don't want unsavory mages to be able to find it."

2014-05-11 06:19 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"As long as it's outlined such that the casters can find it, I don't need an entire essay on the place," says the queen.

"I was planning to lead them around myself, do all the castings in the first batch in a row," says Isabella.

2014-05-11 06:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes. If we need more places warded in the future and you've gotten enough portal bags, there are also other things I can make in exchange.  I tend to specialize in persistently magical items.  Shields, too, but that's less useful in this case."Edited   2014-05-11 06:29 (UTC)


2014-05-11 06:29 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'll collect suggestions," says the queen, smiling slightly.

Isabella starts unpacking trade goods to hand over.

2014-05-11 06:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin helps with unpacking. Once that's done, he gives a brief overview of the safeties of the portal bag. Essentially, try not to get the bag stuck in itself with the slab's portal, and how portals break if the surface they are on is damaged.

2014-05-11 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




The queen listens, then sends a passing witch (stark naked!) off with the objects to be stored somewhere.

2014-05-11 06:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He becomes interested in another passing cloud when the starclad witch passes by.  Because he is still not comfortable with naked people. Other than that, he doesn't react.

"Thank you very much," he says sincerely.

2014-05-11 06:40 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"You're entirely welcome," says the queen, and that seems to be the end of that.

2014-05-11 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




So it does! Well, that was easy.

He addresses Isabella. "Home, or tour of clan lands while we're here?"

2014-05-11 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I think you'd mostly wind up looking at the clouds, if we toured the place," Isabella says.  "But I'll show you around if you want."

2014-05-11 06:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I will probably end up spending most of my time looking at clouds," agrees Adarin. "But I'm a little curious. Ana's spending most of her time here and you grew up mostly here, so..."

2014-05-11 06:44 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I actually grew up mostly in Charlie's house.  I mean, I spent time here, I did my magic lessons and fighting lessons and some hanging out with Ranata's friends and extended family here, but I slept five nights of seven in a normal mortal house and I attended mortal school through tenth grade."Edited   2014-05-11 06:46 (UTC)


2014-05-11 06:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh, well. Then touring depends on you. Do you want me to get used to starclad witches sooner, or later?"



2014-05-11 06:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Let's tour the place."

Isabella shows him around!  It's big, and sparsely inhabited.  There are some full-time residents, but most of the clan population is married at any given time and lives with husbands near or not so near - or just choose other dwellings for unrelated reasons, like Isabella's old teacher.  There are houses, mostly against hillsides but one up a tree, and gardens for herbs and food intermittently tended, and while there's plenty of game, there's also a small domestic animal population even if you don't count the silkworms.  There are rain barrels and uncultivated forest and fields, but only the central part with the most densely clustered installations has actual paths on the ground - witches get around by flying.  Making a rough zigzag over the whole thing and pausing over the highlights takes about half an hour.

2014-05-11 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




As predicted, Adarin spends a lot of the time looking at clouds. 

When there aren't any naked witches present he quite enjoys the tour. He's a little confused as to why they would collect rain in barrels rather than using piping, but everything else seems to make sense.  The lack of electricity (and the constant barrage of naked witches) makes him not want to live there, but it's perfectly nice to visit.  It's interesting and has an aesthetic he can appreciate.

2014-05-11 07:3 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"So that's clan lands," concludes Isabella, when they are hovering over the beach.  (There are naked witches, but they are mostly underwater, swimming around.)

2014-05-11 07:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thank you for showing me. Clan lands are lovely, though I don't think I'd want to live here."

(He is focusing on Isabella, rather than naked witches. She's prettier than the clouds.)

2014-05-11 07:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, I wouldn't either.  The ones who live here full time and are less than a hundred and fifty years old spend a lot of time in nearby mortal settlements, charging their phones and eating things other than meat and vegetables and doing things other than flying around and swimming and hunting and gardening.  I am considerably less than a hundred and fifty years old."

2014-05-11 07:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin snickers. "Indeed you are. Though the visual of you hunting things is kind of funny."

2014-05-11 07:11 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I did it a bit when I was around - oh, twelve - just as part of being well-roundedly witchy.  I'm a decent archer, I got a pheasant once, got a deer once, mostly just shadowed better hunters who were willing to have me along.  It's just not that fun for me, though."

2014-05-11 07:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I don't think I'd find it very much fun, either.  Though I might be surprised, if I tried it, I suppose."

2014-05-11 07:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It's much more sitting-and-waiting than you'd think.  I mean, on a cloud-pine you can run down pretty much any critter, but the usual method is to just sort of park and hold still and wait for something to come out."

2014-05-11 07:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs. "Oh yes, not the kind of thing you'd enjoy. That reminds me, I still need to try out fishing."

2014-05-11 07:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Because you like sitting still holding a stick for ages so much."

2014-05-11 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I haven't tried it before, I don't know if I'd like it or not! I might think it's the best thing ever and bring home a freezer full of fish every Sunday. Neither of us know, yet."

2014-05-11 07:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs.  "Well.  At least fish is tasty!"

2014-05-11 07:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"That's the spirit! Thank you for supporting hypothetical me if I turn out to love fishing."

2014-05-11 07:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I daresay you could pick up lots of hobbies I see no appeal in and I'd love you anyhow."

2014-05-11 07:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles. "Thank you, I have been holding in the urge to pick up lots of hobbies that don't appeal to you. Like knitting, fishing, hunting - quick, what are other hobbies you don't like personally, I need to revel in my freedom."

2014-05-11 07:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Golf.  Parkour.  Pixel art.  Geocaching.  Squaredancing."

2014-05-11 07:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... This is somewhat dampened by having no idea what pixel art, geocaching, or squaredancing are. Golf is a game, right?  And parkour is building - leaping, climbing... things? I still need to work on absorbing the culture, I haven't managed it entirely."Edited   2014-05-11 07:40 (UTC)


2014-05-11 07:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Pixel art is making pictures out of the teeniest pieces of digital images.  Geocaching is some weird thing where there's designated locations and people leave stuff there for other people to find.  Squaredancing involves being arranged with three other people squarewise and following dancing-related instructions on how to interact with them issued by somebody whose job it is to issue those instructions.  Golf is a game, involves thwacking little balls into little holes that are very far away with a stick.  Parkour is... hard to explain, find online videos or something."

2014-05-11 07:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Huh. Okay. Thank you, one day I will just know what all of these things are and I won't have to ask. On that day, I will find something you don't know about my culture and explain it to you.  The tides will turn, Isabella."

2014-05-11 07:46 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You know we don't have to do it in that order, right?  You already explained to me Dead Rat Medicine and the prolonged drunken parties and how your months make so much more sense."

2014-05-11 07:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Shhhh. Shh, my dear, Dead Rat Medicine and prolonged drunken parties won't be what you know our culture by. The months making sense is amazing, though, please feel free to judge my culture by that one."Edited   2014-05-11 07:49 (UTC)


2014-05-11 07:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, tell me something else nice about your culture," she says, and she gives him a peck of a kiss and wheels the cloudpine around to fly back to Seattle.

2014-05-11 07:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Okay.  Couples will sometimes get glass-baubles, and put candles or some other light source inside them. Then, we set them out on lakes or other bodies of water to float away. It's supposed to be lucky if both of them are taken in the same direction." 

2014-05-11 07:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Awww!  Do you want to do that sometime?"

2014-05-11 07:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs, and snuggles her. "Sure! I don't know where we'd get the baubles, though, I don't think anyone here makes them."Edited   2014-05-11 07:58 (UTC)


2014-05-11 07:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, specific baubles, we can't just get anything floating and glass that will fit a candle in it?"

2014-05-11 07:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We can, but they make some very pretty ones exactly for the purpose."

2014-05-11 08:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"When our little colony has glassworks set up," she says.  "We can get a pair."

2014-05-11 08:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Sure," he agrees. "I'll look forward to it!"

2014-05-11 08:2 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Nuzzle.

2014-05-11 08:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Nuzzle!

2014-05-11 08:4 (UTC)





Chamomile

anniversary





dark_light: a ~ la la




Time passes.  Canada is cooperative about portals and now there's one each in Toronto, Montreal, and Vancouver, on a second floor of the hub with customs agents Isabella is tolerating for the time being as long as they're well-behaved.  Japan and Australia and the UK all follow suit at roughly the same time, so then there are portals in their big cities, too, a couple new ones per week.  Other nations are slated to trickle in as they handle their red tape to deal with sudden new national borders that don't have the built-in delay of airplanes.  Some of the parking garages are being replaced with custom-built installations.  Isabella pays off her loan, renegotiates for the continued use of her shiny credit card, and has reason to be grateful for her retained law firm, which is kept busy by frivolous lawsuits by airline companies.  She's not appreciably cutting into their traffic yet - sure, the price point is dropping, but they're still competitive.  They can just smell their own demise coming from a mile away.

Five witches besides Isabella ward the colony site.  Robots guard the site of the portal, obligingly letting colonists through during scheduled trips and reporting to Isabella by mirror if anybody else shows up.  Other robots help the colonists with setting up their farms and houses in the warded area.  It'll hold a city, no problem, although another transfer of silks and bags to pay for warding a second site is going to be called for before they get literally everyone across, since in addition to city they need farmland, and since they can't build vertically as effectively as fully industrialized Earthlings or the deceased aliens.

One day:

"It's been exactly a year now since you crashed my picnic.  Let's go to a fancy restaurant and celebrate."

2014-05-11 15:17









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "Fancy restaurant, sure. Is there some specific brand of restaurant you'd like, or just the fanciest?"

2014-05-11 22:21 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh, let's look up something ridiculous in Manhattan with Michelin stars."

2014-05-11 22:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Fanciest, understood."

He goes and looks one up. While cuddling, because he now has a fancy phone and has internet access on it.

"Found one." He shows her his phone, it has the restaurant's website pulled up. "Shall we, then?"

2014-05-11 22:29 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes."

So they portal to Manhattan and they stroll into the restaurant and they really ought to have made reservations, but Isabella manages to trade a few round-trip vouchers for them to resell in exchange for a cancelled table.

2014-05-11 22:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin's delighted with her. Has he mentioned that, lately?  It's quite true.

Off they go to sit. It's a very nice restaurant.

"Do you know if we have the infrastructure set up to do the glass bauble thing?  It seems like it would be appropriate."

2014-05-11 22:35 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We could get some kind of floating candle holder, I am certain," says Isabella.  "Whether it would look like what you have in mind I don't know, the colonists have had non-glass-related priorities."

2014-05-11 22:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Some kind of floating candle holder, then. Later we can get the proper kind, but for now we can just do something cute."

2014-05-11 22:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes.  But first fantastic dinner."  She picks an appetizer and an entrée and anticipates wanting a soufflé so she puts that order in too, since they're make-ahead.  An excruciatingly professional waiter collects these desires.

2014-05-11 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Yes," agrees Adarin. He'll share her appetizer, orders an entrée, and is amused with the excruciatingly professional waiter. 

"I do have to say that this is one of the most eventful years I've ever had. Also easily the nicest."

2014-05-11 22:54 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It has its valleys as well as its peaks.  But I approve on the whole."

2014-05-11 22:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snorts a little. "That too. I was politely ignoring the valleys, though. You have a cloud-pine."

2014-05-11 23:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"That is a terrible joke, I love you."

2014-05-11 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin giggles. "I love you, too. I couldn't resist.  At least it wasn't a pun."

2014-05-11 23:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It was a play on words, even if not exactly a pun, but I will allow it.  I'm nice like that."

2014-05-11 23:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"A play on words is wit, my dear, not a pun.  I do agree that you are nice like that."

2014-05-11 23:6 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I am nice, you are witty, we fight crime.  Indirectly with economics."

2014-05-11 23:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "Yes. There will be a TV show about us and the people who play us will spend six seasons never getting together and viewers everywhere will throw popcorn every time we almost kiss."

Adarin's gotten far more comfortable with the culture, in a year.

2014-05-11 23:15 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella laughs and seizes his hand and pulls it across the table so she can kiss it, because she doesn't want to test the fireproofing of their outfits right now with the candle by leaning over to kiss him properly.  "I can completely see that, there would be moments like the dipping followed by the thrice-damned doorbell in half the season finales..."

2014-05-11 23:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs, pleased with hand-kisses. "Yeah, it'll be terrible. But it'll also make millions. Our backup plan in case portal-capitalism fails?"Edited   2014-05-11 23:26 (UTC)


2014-05-11 23:23 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Maybe when we've fixed all the things and get bored we can go into TV."

2014-05-11 23:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure, though I'd rather hire actors to play us, since the TV show would involve lots of us almost kissing.  It would get dull."

2014-05-11 23:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, when the cameras turned off you could actually kiss me to make up for it.  I would let you."

2014-05-11 23:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I would be extremely surprised if I went to kiss you and you didn't let me.  Also sad. Perhaps also a touch broken hearted."

2014-05-11 23:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"But what if I had morning breath?  Maybe I wouldn't let you kiss me if I had morning breath.  You don't know.  You sleep a lot later than I do."

2014-05-11 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Would you not let me kiss you if you had morning breath? If so, I am extremely glad that I do, because that is terrible."

He takes her hand and kisses her fingertips, just as demonstration.

2014-05-11 23:44 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'd probably let you kiss me if I had morning breath," she acknowledges.

2014-05-11 23:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"That makes me feel better.  I'm still not getting up earlier, though."

2014-05-11 23:48 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I didn't expect it for a second."

Here is a delicious appetizer!

2014-05-11 23:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He giggles.

Ooo!  Delicious appetizer! It is exactly what is sounds like, on both accounts. Adarin tucks in.

2014-05-11 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




The rest of the dinner also proceeds deliciously, including the soufflé, which Isabella was very smart to order.

2014-05-11 23:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin has cheesecake as a dessert, instead. Not quite as nice as the soufflé, but still delicious.  He enjoys it, along with the rest of the dinner, quite a bit. He's not sure he could deal with going to a fancy restaurant all the time, but it's certainly nice on their anniversary.

2014-05-12 00:4 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella steals a bite of cheesecake.

"A lot of witches can't digest lactose.  I am glad I am not one of those."

2014-05-12 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Huh.  Yeah, that'd be annoying.  How would you steal bites of my cheesecake if you couldn't eat it?  I'd have to order something else."

2014-05-12 00:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I couldn't have had the soufflé either!  It'd be tragic."

2014-05-12 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Very! I'd have to change a third of my recipes, as well, possibly more, just to cook for you."

2014-05-12 00:29 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Awwwww."

2014-05-12 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"It would be very annoying," says Adarin, sappy smile on his face. "I would probably just stop cooking with dairy products entirely so I didn't have to have multiple cooking books."

2014-05-12 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You would give up butter and cheese and cream for meeee?" says Isabella.  The sigh is exaggerated.  Her reciprocal sappy look isn't.

2014-05-12 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I suppose so!  But also for organization and storage space.  Too many cook books and I would get incredibly annoyed and try to alphabetize them all."

(He loves her so much.)

2014-05-12 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Ah, so you'd give up dairy for me but you would not alphabetize.  I see how it is," she teases.

2014-05-12 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin snickers. "A man has to have boundaries, my dear. Alphabetizing is one step too far, I'm afraid."

2014-05-12 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How fortunate that I do not much find there to be much call for it in my life."

2014-05-12 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Very much so.  I like our relationship, let's not let alphabetizing come between us."

2014-05-12 19:9 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I like our relationship too."

(Under the table, Path is snuggling up to Vern like he's not a witch's daemon and she's a space heater and they are in Alaska.)

2014-05-12 19:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Hand-kiss, because there is a table in the way and he can't kiss her properly.

(Vern is snuggling Path right back, nestled comfortably and making soft cooing noises.)

2014-05-12 20:21 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"So now that we have finished our desserts we could go look for floating candle holders."

2014-05-12 20:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeah," agrees Adarin, grinning. "And a suitable body of water."

2014-05-12 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"River, ocean, or lake?"

2014-05-12 22:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"River or lake.  Lake's the tradition, though - ocean isn't calm enough."

2014-05-14 01:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"There's ponds in Central Park, or we could portal to Chicago and put 'em in Lake Michigan."  She heads out of the restaurant and starts peering around for likely places to buy floating votive candle holders.

2014-05-14 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Either would work, though a little puddle would be kind of disappointing." He follows after, helping with the search.

2014-05-14 01:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Lake Michigan it is, then, it's huge."

Eventually they locate a department store, and an employee shows them the candle holder selection.  Some of them float.

"You're the expert, love."

2014-05-14 01:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He smiles at her, kisses her cheek, and then goes to picking them out.  He manages to find a set that's sort of close to the right shape with frosted glass designs on them, and picks up two.

"Not quite as multicolored as the ones I'm used to, and they're shaped kind of strangely, but it should do," he informs Isabella.

2014-05-14 01:23 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Could recolor them," she points out, meandering to the register to show her shiny black credit card.  "Isn't that fairly simple?"

2014-05-14 01:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True. That works," says Adarin with a smile. "What colors would we like?"

2014-05-14 01:29 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"There's not specific traditional ones?" she inquires.  She pays and the cashier bags their candles and out they go to head back to the Manhattan portal.

2014-05-14 01:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"There are, usually reds, blues, and greens, golds if these were wedding candles. I just think our relationship has varied enough from tradition that we shouldn't feel required to fit with it." On the way to the Manhattan portal, he will hold her hand.  Because that seems like the thing to do.

2014-05-14 01:37 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"And we are not getting married today."  Handholding!  "How about the imperial color scheme, then, or is black too somber?"

2014-05-14 01:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I would be extremely surprised if we were getting married today and I wasn't aware of it. Black shouldn't be too somber if used correctly, I think."

2014-05-14 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Black and ice-blue and forest green, then."

2014-05-14 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Sure," agrees Adarin.  He starts composing ideas for how they will look in his head. "It's rather convenient that you picked a color scheme so early, now we can properly stick to it in everything."

Adarin's actually taken to fitting with said color scheme.  He doesn't do it all the time, but often enough for Isabella to notice, certainly.

2014-05-14 01:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, there will be relatively few historical anomalies.  No bright red palaces or canary yellow flags making the imperial museums clash with themselves."

Portal from Manhattan!  Portal to Chicago!  Flying to Lake Michigan, whee!

2014-05-14 01:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snorts with laughter. "Museums everywhere will thank us."

Portals!  Such convenient things!  On the flight there, Adarin's composed what the glass will be changed to, and does that.  The frosted glass designs stay, but they are changed to black, to fit the color scheme.  The glass behind it gets faint colored swirls of ice-blue and forest green.  Both candle-holders have the same designs on them, but one has the blue as the main color with dark green designs, and the other has the opposite.

He presents them when they land and are not in danger of being dropped and breaking!

2014-05-14 02:10 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella thinks they are adorable.

"What do we do, do we just put them in the lake and watch them float off, or is there more ritual and fanfare?"

2014-05-14 02:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Basically, that.  At weddings there's a whole thing to them, the wedding itself ends with them being sent off and they are traditionally directly involved in it. Just casually and there's nothing required."

2014-05-14 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay."  Isabella kisses him, then kneels by the edge of the lake, her candleholder cupped in her hand, and murmurs a verse to light it up.

2014-05-14 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss! Adarin joins her, and decides for the sake of theatrics to light it with magic. Into the water it goes, to be released at the same time as Isabella's.

2014-05-14 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




And off they go, shooed off into the lake together by the waves.  Isabella kisses him again.

2014-05-14 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He kisses her back, entirely predictably. The candles in their holders float off, heading in the same direction.

Adarin observes this while kissing, and says with a grin, "That's supposed to be lucky, you realize."

2014-05-14 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Ooh, are we lucky?  I hadn't noticed.  Our lives are such disasters, you see, nothing nice going on at all, you'd think I'd offended all the goddesses or something."  Kiss.

2014-05-14 03:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin giggles.  Kiss! "Truly, perhaps the candles were mistaken.  They could be lying to us, do you think we should go retrieve them to interrogate them?"

2014-05-14 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I don't know, would that improve our luck or worsen it?"

2014-05-14 03:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Worsen it, but we would have answers."

2014-05-14 03:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think we should leave them be.  I wouldn't want worsened luck making a hash of things."

More kiss.  He's just so kissable.

2014-05-14 03:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Mhmmm," he says, because he can't manage anything else while he is kissing her.  Saying something would mean he has to stop.  He would rather not right now!

Kiss!

2014-05-14 03:58 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




That is when two women women teleport to lake Michigan. The taller of the two looks over Adarin and Isabella with a bored expression, despite what they're doing.

The Siamese cat that appears beside her gets barely a glance. She was expecting this outcome. (The cat is just as unsurprised.)Edited   2014-05-14 04:06 (UTC)


2014-05-14 04:0 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




However, her companion makes an 'Eep' sound, looking embarrassed.  Her new tiny bird flies to hide under her hair, and she murmurs, "Perhaps this is a bad time...?"

2014-05-14 04:10 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Path looks up, and then so does Isabella, when he dives into her lap.

"I'd ask," she says heavily, "where you came from, but I think I know."

2014-05-14 04:11 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




"That saves us an explanation," says the taller woman, archly.

2014-05-14 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin's looks up, and stares. "... Why," he says, sounding disturbed, "do you have six ghosts following you?"

Isabella sees no ghosts, only the two mages.Edited   2014-05-14 04:24 (UTC)


2014-05-14 04:23 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Blind not even in darkness




"They wanted to come."

2014-05-14 04:25 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




"... They're really all quite nice," says the smaller one who is - cringing an awful lot like Enathira did.  In fact, she looks very much like her.

2014-05-14 04:26 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"...I don't see any ghosts?"

2014-05-14 04:27 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Listen to the whispers




"You do not have the proper magic to see them," says the redhead.

"However magical you may be," adds the Siamese.

2014-05-14 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"What are you and your ghosts doing here?"

2014-05-14 04:30 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




"... Um. N-Nothing... Nothing bad, don't worry, we're not - going to do anything." She winces a little. "Not even try to - convince you to go back, or something. Especially not that."

Her little bird trills a few sad notes.

2014-05-14 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin looks between the two, and focuses on the cringing one. "... You're Enathira's sister."

2014-05-14 04:41 (UTC)









silkhiding: Portamento




Another wince, some more shrinking. "Yes.  I am."

2014-05-14 04:42 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path






Path creeps out of Isabella's lap to go put a wing over Vern instead.

2014-05-14 04:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern snuggles him. She preens Path, a little. Adarin currently has his cold poker face on, he's unreadable. (But he takes Isabella's hand.)

2014-05-14 04:48 (UTC)









silkhiding: Lacrimoso




"... Um. I-I wanted... To apologize. For - everything."

Her daemon whispers something in her ear, and she pets him, apparently finding whatever it was soothing. She looks honestly sorry.

2014-05-14 04:50 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"This is a long trip and a serious soul renovation to undertake to issue an apology for something you didn't personally do."  Isabella squeezes Adarin's hand.

2014-05-14 04:51 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




"She wasn't - doing it, it's the sort of thing that someone should apologize for and I don't think anyone else was." She looks down. "So I am."

2014-05-14 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Thank you," says Adarin, but he's not calming down.  Not right now.

2014-05-14 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"So you've apologized.  Now what?  Are you going to get an apartment in Skokie and breed exotic lizards, what's the plan?"

2014-05-14 04:59 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Impressed with deeds




"Actually," says the other mage, "we are here because we agree with you. So we're offering help."

2014-05-14 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... What?"

2014-05-14 05:5 (UTC)









silkhiding: Bravura




"Both of us." She glances at something Isabella can't see. "... And - Xiara's ghosts, them, too..."

"We'll go if you want us to but we hate what New Kystle's become," says the little daemon from under her hair.

2014-05-14 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)






Isabella decides to let Adarin take the lead on this one.

Path goes on cuddling Vernaia.

2014-05-14 05:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I am a little curious as to why now, why not earlier?" asks Adarin, coldly.

Cuddly daemons. Such cuddly daemons.

2014-05-14 05:10 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




"With the - the... Everything?" She fidgets. "I didn't know about half of it, not until - not until Enathira broke down and told me about - everything. I don't - I'm not a mover and shaker of the world, my magic's pathetic and my husband's - departed. I don't know what I could have done."

"We're sorry," whispers the bird.

2014-05-14 05:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That's really not an excuse for not at least trying."

2014-05-14 05:15 (UTC)









silkhiding: Lacrimoso




Wince, cringe.  This is becoming something of a theme. "No, it's not.  I'm so sorry. I didn't know what to do. So I suppose I didn't do - anything."

2014-05-14 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So what changed?  Did Enathira tell you the story yesterday?"

2014-05-14 05:19 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




"... No, she didn't."

2014-05-14 05:26 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




"But before yesterday," says the redhead, "she hadn't met me.  And she couldn't get here on her own."

2014-05-14 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"So where do you come in?"

2014-05-14 05:28 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Ancestors defiled




"I am two hundred and twenty eight. I have long grown weary of politics and marriages of convenience, while I watch the ghosts of wronged innocents pile up. I give them some measure of peace before they fade away. But I would much prefer if they didn't have to die needlessly." She cuts Adarin a look. "So if I must act to prevent further bloodshed, I will."

2014-05-14 05:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That," he replies, "was in defense-"

2014-05-14 05:41 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Listen to the whispers




"Yes.  It was. But I would prefer to avoid it, all the same."

2014-05-14 05:42 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Reasonable.  All right.  What can you do, what are you good at, how far can you convince us to trust you?"

2014-05-14 05:48 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"I am reasonably strong, magically speaking.  My talents lie in earth and stone - I tend to use it to make tombs, memoirs, tablets outlining a person's life.  It could be reasonably re-purposed to include architecture. While I will not claim their talents as mine - I have ghosts with me that will lend aid if it seems appropriate. Searching, finding, past wards and defenses. I don't know of a way to convince you to trust me, and frankly I don't care if you do."

2014-05-14 05:55 (UTC)









silkhiding: Portamento




"Um," says the other. "I'm not very powerful.  But I'm patient? I... Enchanted ribbons, one at a time, to be strong and do what I tell them to. I can just -" She snaps her hand out, the end of a ribbon flies from her hand, tangles itself around a tree branch, and she pulls it back - branch and all. "Do that.  I don't know what to call it."

She fidgets. "I um... Haven't hurt anyone in my life? I don't know what would convince you to trust me..."

2014-05-14 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We can use an architect, although we cannot use an HR disaster waiting to happen.  I have no immediate idea what to do with grappling hook ribbons."

2014-05-14 06:1 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ofthefallen: (Default)




"'HR'?"

2014-05-14 06:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Human resources," supplies Adarin. "Meaning we can't afford fallout if you upset people or your ghosts go - spying."

He is visibly uncomfortable about the ghosts.Edited   2014-05-14 06:15 (UTC)


2014-05-14 06:13 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Ancestors defiled




"Ah. I don't typically disturb the peace.  'My ghosts' go as they will, however, though I won't ask them to spy."

2014-05-14 06:17 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




Her companion doesn't look particularly surprised by Isabella's pronouncement.  But she droops a little.Edited   2014-05-14 06:18 (UTC)


2014-05-14 06:17 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Can the ribbons operate autonomously without you there, and/or follow sophisticated protocols of behavior without your conscious intervention?" wonders Isabella.  "Maybe they could sort the mail or something - what do you normally do with them?  You must have had a reason to invest the development time and mana."

2014-05-14 06:21 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




"... Reaching things, when I - couldn't... When I was unable. They're not intelligent, they just follow directions. I mean I could - maybe work on a spell that would sort mail? I understand the concepts of - lots of things, I studied... A lot of magic, but I don't have the mana to cast large things."

She looks between Adarin and Isabella and fidgets. "I also know a bit about healing?  I didn't think of it because it's not the... huge gushing injury kind."

2014-05-14 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"What kind is it?" asks Adarin, archly.

2014-05-14 06:30 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




"Little things, little - health issues. Um. Colds, coughing fits - I know how to do a lot to help with... breathing... In particular. It takes me a while because I need breaks because of my mana, but I can do some."

2014-05-14 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Maybe you could operate a first aid station in the portal hub or something.  We should probably have one; it's not overwhelmingly accident-prone but it gets more crowded all the time and it might take a minute for an ambulance to show up..."

2014-05-14 06:36 (UTC)









silkhiding: Sanft




She nods. "Maybe?  I don't know how much I could help, but I'll try. If there's a lot of people, though - I don't think my magic would be very useful. I'd need training for - big things. I don't know what to do with large injuries."

2014-05-14 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Obviously it would need more than one person to exist usefully at all, since the portals are open twenty-four hours a day.  I'm still brainstorming."

Path murmurs to Vernaia, who is still wrapped up in his wings as best as he can arrange it, "Should the colony stay a secret from them?"

2014-05-14 06:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"I think so," she says, nuzzling him. "Maybe later we can tell them about it, but not right now.  We don't trust them."

2014-05-14 16:29 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




"Okay," agrees the mage. "I'm not sure how useful I'll be? But I can always try. Just um - please nothing... Amoral or... I don't want to hurt anyone."

2014-05-14 16:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Believe me, I'm not going to encourage you to hurt anyone," says Isabella dryly.  "I rarely require it and when I do I prefer that my agents be slightly more convinced of their competence at it.  What do you already know about having daemons, now that you do?"

2014-05-14 16:41 (UTC)









ofthefallen: A task for you




"That we are their souls, personified and sentient," says the Siamese. "A point of weakness."

2014-05-14 16:57 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




"And that we shouldn't ever let other people touch them."

2014-05-14 16:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"You also can't get too far away from your daemons.  Ours can, but it's an unpleasant procedure, though we have found that teleporting will get it over with fast if you want it.  You," she points at the one with the bird, "could pass for a witch, like me, because yours is a flying bird.  You," she points at the one with the cat, "can't do that while yours is anywhere in evidence, but could if he was invariably off on errands when you tried to present yourself that way."

2014-05-14 17:0 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"What are the benefits to presenting myself as a witch?"

2014-05-14 17:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"License to act - magical, to do magical things, if you aren't a witch here then you should not have magic.  We're trying to keep extra-planar activities hidden until we're in the best position to reveal them. So avoid doing so until then."

From the look he's giving them, they can probably figure out that he will not be pleased with them if they kill the masquerade before he's ready.

2014-05-14 17:5 (UTC)









ofthefallen: I have arrived




"I see. It's probably not worth the trouble, but that also depends on the time frame.  How long are you expecting to need to get into a position to safely drop the pretenses?"Edited   2014-05-14 17:08 (UTC)


2014-05-14 17:7 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Possibly less than another year, probably fewer than three.  If something let it slip right now I imagine we could deal, but it would be irritating and we'd prefer controlled press release to accidental leak."

2014-05-14 17:12 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Blind not even in darkness




She snorts. "Less than three years?  That's simple, I was expecting to wait for a few decades, at least. Even if it took you five I can stay hidden without any issue.  Not worth the trouble of pretending to be something I am not for such a short period of time."

2014-05-14 17:14 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Where are you planning to hide?  Loosely speaking in terms of parameters, I don't expect you to have an address picked out."

2014-05-14 17:16 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Dealing in curiosities




"Some place reasonably far away from any who would disturb me. I don't speak the language, but it's easy enough to just avoid people for a few years and get by with aid of the ghosts and my own skill."

2014-05-14 17:19 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"And what exactly are the ghosts going to do during this period?"

2014-05-14 17:21 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




"Whatever they want to? Most will remain with me, but a few will be curious and explore."

2014-05-14 17:24 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Nobody but you lot can see them.  Are they good about staying out of private residences and not eavesdropping on personal conversations?"

2014-05-14 17:25 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"I doubt doing so will interest any of them," she shrugs. "They gravitated to me because I return conversation. Not many people talk to ghosts, but they can spy on whomever they like. In a way, it has been cleansed from their system."Edited   2014-05-14 17:32 (UTC)


2014-05-14 17:30 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"...Okay.  If they create problems the fact that we're the only people who consider 'ghosts' a possible class of problem-causing means I will consider it my business, but I suppose I have no overwhelming reason to be more suspicious of your ghosts than I am of anybody else."

2014-05-14 17:35 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Listen to the whispers




"Certainly. I will handle it, if problems are caused."

2014-05-14 17:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"If you don't," says Adarin, "then we will."

2014-05-14 17:39 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Ancestors defiled




"I would expect nothing less."

2014-05-14 17:39 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"How do you feel about passing for a witch to casual inspection and being generally available to make yourself useful around our projects as first aid or anything better we come up with?" asks Isabella of the one with the bird.  "Passing implies a wardrobe change but not necessarily much else if you don't want to talk to people a lot."

2014-05-14 17:42 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




"I'm... Not sure where I'll go or what I'll do, now that I'm here. Those work, as well as anything else. I'm fine with passing for a witch, and being available to be - useful to projects."

2014-05-14 17:45 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Okay.  We can put you in a hotel near a portal location for the time being, maybe outfit one of the bits of the hub building as a live-in office for you after that, I don't think I want a houseguest."

2014-05-14 17:47 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




She remembers what she and her companion interrupted, and looks suitably embarrassed. "No, I expect you won't.  Thank you, that's very kind."

2014-05-14 17:49 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Mm-hm.  We are currently in the city of Chicago, for reference."  English.  "Adarin, how do you feel about language-ing her, I can just write her one of those how-to-hotel phrasebooks if you have misgivings...?"

2014-05-14 17:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin considers the little mage. From what he knows about her, she's not particularly harmful. "... I'll give her the translation spell," he decides, after some thought.

He goes and finds his book of cheat-sheets, finds the appropriate page, and does the spell.

2014-05-14 17:55 (UTC)









silkhiding: Dolce




"Thank you."

2014-05-14 17:55 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




Her companion does not comment on if she's being excluded or not.

2014-05-14 17:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay.  Even being able to pick up English, you're probably in for a bit of culture shock, we could maybe leave you a mirror.  What are your names?"

2014-05-14 17:58 (UTC)









silkhiding: Bravura




"Seraphina. Seraphina Odaliath," says the mage with the little bird daemon.

2014-05-14 18:3 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




"Xiara," says the other, apparently not caring to expand on it more than that.

2014-05-14 18:4 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay.  And I'm Isabella Amariah but I suspect you knew that.  Do you have enough mana to teleport, or do you want to stay in the hotel with Seraphina long enough to recover to the point where you can?" Isabella asks Xiara.  "All the portals open to the hub or to major metropolitan areas, not exactly campgrounds for you to hole up in and wait."Edited   2014-05-14 23:45 (UTC)


2014-05-14 18:6 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Blind not even in darkness




"I do not have enough to teleport, no. I was planning on just - picking a direction and walking with my allies scouting out potential places to 'hole up and wait.'"

2014-05-14 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I don't recommend doing that in an Earth city.  You might be fine, but you might wander somewhere you aren't supposed to be because you can't read the signs or recognize what conventions of buildings here are likely to mean and if you get picked up by the cops you can't speak the language."

2014-05-14 23:48 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"I was going to avoid the cities."

2014-05-14 23:50 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We're in a city.  A city with nearly three million people in it and surrounded by suburbs where it doesn't border water.  It will take you several days to get to be not-in-a-city unless by 'walk' you in fact meant 'boat' or 'swim'.  The portals don't lead to anywhere substantially less inhabited except for the portal hub.  So unless Adarin wants to volunteer to give you a ride - I'm not putting you on my cloudpine for the hours it would take to drop you off in rural Wisconsin - you will be spending the next while in a city."

2014-05-14 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Translation spells are one thing, but teleportation spells are a bit bigger.  Sorry, no. I need the mana."

2014-05-14 23:56 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Ancestors defiled




Xiara seems honestly surprised for the first time since she's arrived. Her cat flicks his tail, back and forth, agitated. "... Your cities are that large?  Then I shall take the lodgings.  Perhaps the translation spell would also be wise."

2014-05-14 23:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"This is a large city, but not the largest in the country," says Isabella.  "This is a very thoroughly inhabited and developed country in a very thoroughly inhabited and developed world.  So I guess I'm putting more mages up in a hotel."

2014-05-15 00:0 (UTC)









ofthefallen: A task for you




"Apparently so."

2014-05-15 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin will just be over here, casting another translation spell on Xiara.  There it goes, translation spell. He is the Dude That Casts the Translation Spell, now.

"There you are, now you both can understand and speak English," says Adarin in English. "And also every other language ever."

2014-05-15 00:4 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Impressed with deeds




"... This is a clever spell.  I am impressed," says Xiara in slow, accented English.

2014-05-15 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you."

2014-05-15 00:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It's the cleverest of spells," says Isabella.  Sappily.  "All right, let's see where I can book a hotel for the night..."  She pulls out her phone.

2014-05-15 00:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin is so pleased by this praise! He grins, delighted with Isabella's sappiness.

2014-05-15 00:13 (UTC)









silkhiding: Dolce




"You two are very cute together," says Seraphina, smiling.

2014-05-15 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Thank you," says Isabella.  "There's a Doubletree a ways north of here.  But I don't think I can fit you all on my cloudpine at once and trying to transport you by bus sounds like a sitcom waiting to happen.  Let's just walk into town and see if we pass a hotel."  Isabella hauls herself to her feet.

2014-05-15 00:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Up Adarin goes, as well. "Let's aim for a nice one, I kind of don't want to see what sort of trouble they would get into at an unsavory one."

2014-05-15 00:22 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"I have been in many unsavory places before.  Is there something that would make this any different from those?"

2014-05-15 00:24 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"The fact that I'll be annoyed with you if you use magic to get out of an unsavory situation," says Isabella archly.  "The fact that you probably wouldn't recognize a likely possible deadly weapon if you saw one.  The fact that you aren't familiar with local customs and laws.  I do not understand why mages keep thinking they can drop into American metropolises and be anything less than hilariously unprepared."

2014-05-15 00:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Well, to be fair, there's absolutely no frame of reference to compare them with. Out largest cities before the invasion don't compare to what you have here."

2014-05-15 00:29 (UTC)









silkhiding: Portamento




"... They don't?"

2014-05-15 00:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"They really, really don't. This plane is amazing."

2014-05-15 00:30 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Welcome to Chicago," says Isabella, gesturing at the city as they approach it from the shore.  "The Windy City."

It has tall buildings and lights and cars and people in it.

2014-05-15 00:31 (UTC)









silkhiding: Cédez




Seraphina stares.

2014-05-15 00:33 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Good has been done




"... Hm," says Xiara. "That's something I haven't seen before."

And that's the end of Xiara's commentary. Her cat prances along behind her, looking up towards the buildings but otherwise unaffected.

2014-05-15 00:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Don't walk in the streets unless you see somebody else who knows what the hell they're doing going right there, right then," says Isabella, "or you are likely to be arrested and/or hit by one of the cars."

2014-05-15 00:36 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"I was not going to walk in front of the large, fast moving, metal magical constructs.  I am not an idiot."

2014-05-15 00:37 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Even if you don't see a car coming, I don't think I'd recommend jaywalking," says Isabella.  "You don't know the traffic laws, you don't know how fast they corner or their stopping distance.  Okay, there's a Sheraton, we can put you in the Sheraton."  She leads everybody to the Sheraton.

2014-05-15 00:39 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




Seraphina seems to have lost her voice and is just going to meekly follow. This is such a big city, with such - scary things.

2014-05-15 00:41 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




"Mm." She eyes a pedestrian crossing the road at a crosswalk, and notes the procedure there, as she follows Isabella. "The small paths across the road, only, I expect."

2014-05-15 00:43 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"The crosswalks when the light-up box facing you on the corner you want to walk to says Walk or has a sillhouette of a little dude," says Isabella.

Here is the Sheraton.  Isabella inquires if they have a two-bed room open.  They do!  How fortunate.

2014-05-15 00:45 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Blind not even in darkness




"Simple enough."

How incredibly fortunate indeed!  They must look very strange, but Xiara does not look like she cares in the slightest.

2014-05-15 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




The person behind the desk doesn't comment on the period clothing.  He takes Isabella's shiny black credit card, and looks sort of worried when she gives him her phone number too to call "if there are any problems; they're from very far away and might not understand how this works".

2014-05-15 00:52 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




Seraphina assures the person behind the desk in English, "We won't cause any trouble, we're just - not familiar with the area, and this is the first time I've been in a - hotel."

Her accent is noticeably better than Xiara's. It actually rivals Adarin's extremely clear accent, though she speaks slower and more carefully.  She's good with her voice, not familiar with the language.Edited   2014-05-15 01:07 (UTC)


2014-05-15 00:55 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Like I said," says Isabella, "charge their stuff to my card and if there is a problem, call me.  My boyfriend and I are going to see them up to their room to settle them in but we won't be staying."

"Of course," says the clerk, and he hands over two keycards and Isabella leads everybody to the elevator.

2014-05-15 01:9 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




Seraphina looks between Isabella and Adarin, confused. When they're heading to the elevator, she asks, "... Why aren't you two married yet?"

2014-05-15 01:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Um," says Adarin. That's about all he can manage.

2014-05-15 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Why would we need to be?"  Isabella pushes the elevator call button and an elevator reveals itself to them and she ushers everybody in.

2014-05-15 01:14 (UTC)









silkhiding: Portamento




"Because you very obviously love each other?" says Seraphina, confused. "And if you were married it would be harder for anyone to - challenge, or do anything about."

2014-05-15 01:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin is now blushing and looking embarrassed!

2014-05-15 01:20 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I really don't see how it would help.  We wouldn't be sending engraved wedding announcements to those people."  Isabella pats Adarin's arm and presses the number 5 on the wall and the elevator starts going up.

2014-05-15 01:21 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




"No, of course not, but it's - harder for anyone to weasel their way into thinking that they have a chance to end your relationship.  If he is your boyfriend, he can break up with you and that's it, if he is your husband, there's - it's harder to do, harder to walk away from. They would recognize that."

2014-05-15 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"And then they learn that the divorce rate in this country is fifty percent and then where would we be?  If they were paying attention they'd already know that it's statistically unlikely to pry a witch off her lover whether there's a legal marriage in place or not."

The elevator dings, and the door opens on a hall of hotel rooms.  Isabella compares the signage with the number written on the keycard envelope and leads the way.

2014-05-15 01:26 (UTC)









silkhiding: Bravura




"They're unlikely to try and learn about the country's divorce rate.  Or about how a witch acts with her - um, lover. But marriage is a thing they can judge by their rules, and act accordingly. It fits with their perception of the world and people... Like sticking to that, rather than letting it be changed."

2014-05-15 01:31 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella demonstrates the use of the key card.  "Well, maybe.  Or maybe it would convince them that I need to be assassinated, not just dissuaded."

2014-05-15 01:32 (UTC)









silkhiding: Incalzando




"Well, yes.  But - several of them would just try to... 'Wait you out' is the appropriate term.  Adarin's going to live for hundreds of years. They just - wait for you to die and then try to snatch him up after. Less risk."

She does not know about witch lifespans.

2014-05-15 01:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Well, that would work great if at least some fraction of mages didn't know me to be immortal, wouldn't it?"

2014-05-15 01:37 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




"You're what?"

2014-05-15 01:38 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Good has been done




Xiara laughs, softly. "Well.  That changes things, a bit."

2014-05-15 01:38 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




"... You should not advertise that. Not right now, not when the relationship is comparatively new and they need to settle into accepting that killing you is not the best solution. Who did you tell?"

2014-05-15 01:40 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"The pair who visited us a few months back.  I've forgotten their names."

2014-05-15 01:43 (UTC)









silkhiding: Irato




"That'd be the Liandrils. Okay, they probably told their family and some cousins, but I don't think they would mention it to everyone. I certainly didn't know. They'd want to keep some cards in reserve and waste their rival's chances for action by not giving them all the facts.  They'd try the wait you out approach and waste their time. I mean, it's going to get out eventually no matter what you do, but the longer you two are together and obviously not breaking up the better off you will be."

2014-05-15 01:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We are not breaking up," says Isabella.  "This is useful advice to have - Adarin, perspective?"

(Isabella demonstrates the use of the faucet in the bathroom while she speaks.)

2014-05-15 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Um," says Adarin, finding his voice again in this incredibly awkward topic. "On - which part?"

2014-05-15 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Is she talking nonsense, is there some mitigating factor she doesn't know about - sweetie, we do not have to get married if you don't want even if it would in fact send ideal signals to horrible people, I'm just curious if it would in fact do that."

2014-05-15 02:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"She isn't speaking nonsense.  It's... Not a method of thinking that I'm used to, I wasn't - seeing marriage as a way to stave off people trying to get between us. I just - don't factor it in to how I think."

He fidgets, a little. "I never said that I didn't want to get married, though."

2014-05-15 02:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, we don't have to get married soon even if we do want to," shrugs Isabella.  "Please tell me how to make this less awkward for you, I was trying 'deliberate casualness' but it does not appear to have helped."

2014-05-15 02:6 (UTC)









silkhiding: Reprise




"... Um.  I will go be - not here, while you talk," says Seraphina, nervously - and then she flees.

2014-05-15 02:9 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




(Xiara has already lost interest in the conversation and is messing with the bedside lamp while absently talking to ghosts.)

2014-05-15 02:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Um.  Well, do you want to get married?  I'd thought it wasn't very important to witches?"

2014-05-15 02:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It's not.  It's also hardly unheard of.  My parents are married."

2014-05-15 02:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That doesn't answer the first question. If you don't, I'll understand..."

2014-05-15 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I don't have any really strong feelings about the 'married' part.  I want to stay with you for the foreseeable and indefinite future."

Kiss?

2014-05-15 02:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Kiss!

"Well.  I kind of - don't like the idea of marrying you for the sake of idiotic mage politics, it's like giving them a - weird place in our relationship, and I am kind of protective of it.  But I'm not against the idea of marrying you itself."

2014-05-15 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay.  In terms of concrete actions, where does this leave us?"

2014-05-15 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He laughs, a little, hugging her. "If I knew that one I would have presented it with a victorious flourish.  As it is - I'm not sure. On one hand, getting married right now might help with your personal safety.  On the other - it would probably bother me to get married because of them and not because of us."

2014-05-15 02:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's not like it's hard to figure out that witches are immortal, so I'm not actually sure how the balance on my personal safety works out."

2014-05-15 02:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"True," he agrees. "Then I suppose we can just - focus on if we want to, or not. And just not let the bastards factor into our relationship any more than necessary."

2014-05-15 02:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yep.  Okay, I'm gonna show the visitors how the lights and room service work and leave 'em a mirror."

Isabella finds the lightswitches for all the room's light sources, demonstrates their use for the mage women, and explains how to order off the menu if they don't want to wander off and try restaurants.  She hands each one a key card and gives Seraphina a mirror from one of the spare sets, the other end of which is in her portal bag.

2014-05-15 02:41 (UTC)









silkhiding: Portamento




"Thank you," says Seraphina. "Um.  How will we pay for restaurants?  Will they just - know to charge you, like the hotel did, or...?"

2014-05-15 02:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin, meanwhile - retrieves his bird, apologetically extracting her from Path if it's required, and then starts quietly talking to her.  About things.

2014-05-15 02:53 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...I'm still used to not having actual money, my mistake.  No, they won't know - the restaurant attached to the hotel might be able to charge the room, but check on that before you order anything.  If you become fed up with room service I can get you some cash to pay for other, non-restaurant hotels."

(Path nibbles on his fingers as he extracts Vern but does not otherwise protest.)

2014-05-15 02:56 (UTC)









silkhiding: Sanft




"Okay.  That will be fine, we'll just stick with room service, I think.  Or - at least I will, I'm not picky. Thank you for this."

2014-05-15 02:59 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Thank you for your possible future services," says Isabella, collecting her abandoned owl onto her shoulder.  "You should name your daemons."

2014-05-15 03:0 (UTC)









silkhiding: Solonne




Seraphina nods. "... Is there a sort of - theme to naming them, or do we just - pick whatever?"

2014-05-15 03:4 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"Vartilosax," says Xiara, in a bored tone.

"Sure," agrees her newly named daemon, unconcerned.

She is really not big on ceremony.

2014-05-15 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"They're usually longish and shortenable," says Isabella.  "Mine's Pathalan, Adarin's is Vernaia, my parents have Castarilan and Kesathi, Vartilosax is fine.  I can pick something if you want something conventional, but there aren't as many conventions about daemon names as there are for people."

2014-05-15 03:12 (UTC)









silkhiding: (Default)




"I'll think of something.  Longish and shortenable I can do."

She wonders if it would be tacky to name it after her husband.  She considers it, then decides against it.  If only because having a daemon wear the name of her husband would quietly break her heart, just a little more.

2014-05-15 03:17 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"All right.  Any other questions about the arcane mysteries of the Sheraton?"

2014-05-15 03:18 (UTC)









ofthefallen: I have arrived




"What is the purpose of the box?" asks Xiara, pointing at the television.

2014-05-15 03:21 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's a television.  It displays what can be approximated as recorded theater and news."

2014-05-15 03:22 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Listen to the whispers




Head tilt. "How does it work? Magic?"

2014-05-15 03:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Nothing in this room except for a few things on my and Adarin's persons, and anything you brought with you, is magic."

2014-05-15 03:23 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Ancestors defiled




Xiara fixes Isabella with a look that says 'I am not the type of person to lie to.'

"I do not believe you."

2014-05-15 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Should I care?" inquires Isabella.

2014-05-15 03:26 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"That is entirely up to you," shrugs Xiara.

2014-05-15 03:30 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, don't try to take it apart, you don't know anything about it and if you break it the hotel will charge me.  Do either of you want to know how to operate it?"

2014-05-15 03:31 (UTC)









silkhiding: Sanft




"Sure.  It looks interesting."

2014-05-15 03:40 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella locates the remote and shows Seraphina the on button and the channel index and how to change between the channels.  Sports, news, weather, medicore soap opera.

2014-05-15 03:41 (UTC)









silkhiding: Dolce




"Oooo," she says, playing with the remote and looking at the screen. "... And this isn't magic?  That's - strange, but I'll believe you."

2014-05-15 03:43 (UTC)









ofthefallen: (Default)




Isabella will probably not care, but Xiara over there will continue to not believe that this is not magic.

2014-05-15 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It's not magic, and neither is the phone for room service, or the cars.  Other questions?"

2014-05-15 03:45 (UTC)









silkhiding: Dolce




"Um, no, thank you, though." Little smile.

2014-05-15 03:46 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Okay.  Mirror me if you need something, try to avoid the hotel people needing to call me, I'll let you know when I have a place for you to park in my hub building, and you," she waves at Xiara, "can teleport away to a nice remote location whenever you have the mana - do make sure it's remote and not secretly on a cruise line or a nature trail or an oil tycoon's hit list, mirror me to check if you're not sure."

2014-05-15 03:53 (UTC)









silkhiding: Sanft




Seraphina nods. "I'll try to find a way to pay you back."

2014-05-15 03:57 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Another tale for the ages




"Very well," says Xiara. "I feel as if I should have you check regardless, since I do not know what any of those are."

2014-05-15 03:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Maybe I'll just pick you someplace myself - how much cold can you tolerate?"

2014-05-15 04:0 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Listen to the whispers




"A fair amount. I will refuse if you station me in an arctic wasteland, however."

2014-05-15 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"And how much of an architectural footprint are you going to leave if seen from the air?"

2014-05-15 04:4 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Care little for your judgement




"I will build underground."

2014-05-15 04:7 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Okay, I might stash you in a national park, I'll look around when I have a minute."

Isabella turns to leave them.

2014-05-15 04:10 (UTC)









ofthefallen: Blind not even in darkness




Neither mage stops her. Edited   2014-05-15 04:11 (UTC)


2014-05-15 04:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




There is Adarin, cross-legged by the door, conversing quietly with Vernaia.  About - stuff.  Apparently.

2014-05-15 04:12 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Sweetie, let's portal home."

2014-05-15 04:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure," he agrees, and up he goes, kagu in hand.  Kiss?  Kiss!

2014-05-15 04:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Kiss!  Departure from Sheraton.  Return to Wyoming.

2014-05-15 04:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Hurray!  Wyoming!

"So I am a little annoyed that they interrupted our anniversary," says Adarin. "Something with mages and timing."

2014-05-15 04:16 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"They're really not very good at it, are they.  Well, it's not midnight yet.  Still time to do any other anniversary things you had in mind."

2014-05-15 04:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"So many things to choose from.  Cuddling, kissing, snuggling..."

He is teasing.

2014-05-15 04:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, I will be amenable to anything on the menu when you've made a selection, my dear."

2014-05-15 04:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"In that case..."

He puts Vern down, then - kiss!

Vern trills up to Path.  Cuddles?  Cuddles and daemon talks?

2014-05-15 04:26 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path is entirely amenable, just like his witch!

2014-05-15 04:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Wingsnuggles!

While their humans are busy, Vern asks Path, "Want to know about what Adarin and I were talking about?" (Nuzzle.)

2014-05-15 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Yes."  (Preen.)

2014-05-15 04:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern giggles, nuzzling Path. "I figured. We were talking about if we wanted to marry you. We've decided that the answer is yes, but Adarin will want to - get everything in order before he actually proposes."

2014-05-15 04:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Everything everything?" asks Path wryly.

2014-05-15 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Everything everything meaning planning out the wedding, too? No, he'd want Isabella involved in that, but... Finding a ring, making sure her father will not make angry faces at him over the dinner table for wanting to marry her, that sort of thing."

2014-05-15 04:50 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"I was more wondering if he also wants to wait for stable multibillionaire status and setting up the colony and so on."

2014-05-15 04:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Oh!  No. No, he's not going to wait that long.  That would take ages. I mean, if you and Isabella decide you want to have kids then he will want stable multibillionaire status and having the mages reasonably pacified so the children are safe first, but - we see that as a long way off."

2014-05-15 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"That is reasonable," agrees Path.  "We probably would want to be married before having kids but were not committed to the idea of having them at all, let alone soon."

(Snuggle.)

2014-05-15 04:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Agreed," says Vernaia. "It's - a lot of responsibility, for us. Considering the bloodline thing. Also children in general."

(Snuggle, snuggle.)

2014-05-15 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We would want all purpose immortality first.  That or sex selection, which we might want anyway."

2014-05-15 05:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




(Nuzzle.) "If all purpose immortality isn't possible we would try to find a way to have only girls.  For witch immortality."

2014-05-15 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Exactly.  But the alethiometer seems to say we can do it.  I hope we can.  For you, for everybody."

2014-05-15 05:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"You're so great," sighs Vernaia. Preen.

2014-05-15 05:11 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Yes we are.  And you too.  We love you so," sighs Path.  Snuggle.

2014-05-15 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We love you, too." Snuggle, snuggle. "Thus, why we want to marry you."

2014-05-15 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"That is the best reason."  Preeeeeeen.

2014-05-15 05:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern giggles. "We think so, too." Wingsnuggles! All of the wingsnuggles!

2014-05-15 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




So many wingsnuggles!  The activities of their people would be incomplete without.

2014-05-15 05:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Quite incomplete! It's a really good thing they're cuddling!

"Happy anniversary of picnic crashing," says Vernaia.

2014-05-15 05:33 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Happy anniversary.  If we get married we should do it on this day."

2014-05-15 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia giggles. "Sure," she agrees. "That clears up the talking of 'When will the wedding be,' at least."

2014-05-15 05:36 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Mm-hm."

2014-05-15 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Nuzzle, nuzzle. "We will go fishing with Charlie and Kesathi first, so they're... Eased into the idea of us marrying you.  Though maybe they will be entirely fine with us. We'd like to check, first - we'd marry you anyway, without permission or something, but we would like to not cause any sort of strife in your family."

2014-05-15 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Why Charlie and not Ranata, then?" wonders Path.

2014-05-15 05:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Ranata too, but we have a less obvious 'This is a place to talk about things' option.  So Charlie is the first choice and then we will try to figure out Ranata.  Maybe asking Zeviana and Lecasryn for help."

2014-05-15 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"That makes sense.  Should Isabella be asking Zeviana about marrying you?"

2014-05-15 05:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Feel free, but she's going to be fine with it.  She may or may not want to take some part in the wedding, but we've got no doubt she's going to be fine with it."

2014-05-15 05:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Then we will probably not bother."

2014-05-15 05:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




".. How do your weddings go, anyway?  Like we have just been assuming it would be some hybrid between the two customs but we don't even know what yours are."

2014-05-15 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"There isn't much of a witch custom.  If two witches marry each other their queen handfasts them, but usually we just go with whatever the mortal's tradition is.  Ranata wore the white dress and carried the bouquet and so on."

2014-05-15 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"... White dress? Bouquet? We don't have those.  There are candles and there's a thing about each person lighting the other's candle, and wow does it sound dirty when I say it like that," giggles Vern.

2014-05-15 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We can do the candles thing.  She's not attached to the white dress or the bouquet."

2014-05-15 05:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Isabella looks lovely in black, anyway."

2014-05-15 05:55 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Yes.  He did a lovely job on her armor silks, she loves them."  (Preeeeen.)

2014-05-15 05:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




(Snuggle!  Snuggle, snuggle.) "We're glad!  Adarin was trying to keep to the color scheme.  Because you gave us a color scheme so we'll stick to it."

2014-05-15 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"But the design is all his.  She likes wearing something he made for her."

2014-05-15 05:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Awwww!" says Vern, and then there is preening because she is so pleased with him and Isabella. "He likes making her happy, and keeping her safe. Like the tattoos she gave us, except with clothes.  Stylish clothes."Edited   2014-05-15 06:03 (UTC)


2014-05-15 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"And more comfortable than the tattoos.  Though we think they look fetching."

2014-05-15 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Thanks," says Vern, nuzzling. "Adarin doesn't forget that he's protected, but he does forget occasionally that it's in the form of tattoos and sometimes he is surprised that he has them when he's out of the shower or something. We like them, though. They're useful."

2014-05-17 16:31 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path giggles at the mental image of Adarin being surprised at his own tattoos.  "I wonder how long it will take him to get used to them."

2014-05-17 16:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern giggles, too. "We're not sure.  He's used to them when he remembers them, but of course sometimes he forgets."

2014-05-17 16:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"And they're not somewhere he'd spot without a mirror, either."

2014-05-17 16:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Exactly.  It's why he forgets about them and is surprised when a mirror is present and sees something black on his back. Once he thought there was something on him, a bug, maybe. It was funny."

2014-05-17 16:57 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Pfffff.  None of them is even bug-shaped."

2014-05-17 16:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern giggles. "I know! It was absolutely hilarious, he said, 'Vern, is something on my back?' and I was so confused until he started describing it."

2014-05-17 17:17 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path giggles and preens her.

2014-05-17 17:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Adarin would throw a pillow at Vern, if he wasn't busy, or if she wasn't snuggled with Path. He settles for making a face at her and then going back to what he was doing.

Vern giggles some more and preens Path right back. Nuzzles are also included.

2014-05-17 17:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella does her best to hold his attention so their birds can chat without more than the usual and pleasant forms of distraction.

2014-05-17 17:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




She is doing a lovely job of it. Adarin loves her so much.

Vernaia goes back to cuddling, she doesn't have any more topics of conversation unless Path does. But cuddles are always the best.

2014-05-17 17:33 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Cuddles are always the best.

2014-05-17 17:34 (UTC)





Chamomile

stash





dark_light: (Default)




Isabella has one of the central not-a-portal bits of the hub - the ones that are occupied by a shifting collection of the airport-standard restaurants and gift shops and newsstands - turned into a small apartment-cum-office for Seraphina.  The office is unlabeled for the time being - just "Authorized Personnel Only" in ominous letters - but Isabella tells her what the fire and security alarms sound like and suggests that she be a responder to these if they go off.  "Mutter your mnemonics under your breath while you do anything magic in public, and people will figure you're a witch," she says.  "I'm still thinking about any less irregular jobs I could have you doing, but unless you come out with a more generic set of healing spells than it sounds like you currently have I don't think I can explain installing you as magical first aid."  Seraphina gets a modest stipend on top of her room and voucher for the hub restaurants, and a brief tour of Chicago shopping (because there's dozens of cities to choose from but Chicago's the one she's seen before) so she knows how to avoid major cultural pitfalls trying to get a new pair of shoes.

Xiara, when her mana recovers, is directed to teleport to a tucked-away part of a temperate national preserve, told to lie low, given a list of endangered species she is not to eat or disturb, and left to her own devices with a mirror in case she wants to talk about something or needs help with a park ranger or something.  Isabella could use an architect, but mostly on the colony, which is not to be known to any mages yet.

2014-05-17 11:13









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Both mages adjust reasonably well to their new settings. Seraphina stays out of the way and doesn't cause any trouble. She's surprised at the stipend, but is hardly complaining, and saves to buy a travel-sized harp, which she takes to playing at the hub. When she finds out that tips are offered for this sort of thing she uses them to supplement her stipend. Other than occasional musical displays, she attracts no attention and blends in reasonably well.

Surprisingly enough, Xiara manages to do the same. She makes an expansive underground home, hides the entrance, lights the interior, and moves in. Some of the necessities are harder to come by, but Xiara is accustomed to handling it and does so. Her ghosts keep her company, and she lies low. Three years is not a long time to her, she'll grow bored eventually, but for now - she can just get accustomed to the world. It's quite strange and foreign.

Adarin studies American marriage traditions. He knows how marriages in his culture go, but he feels no requirement for keeping to the Kystle traditions.  He likes his new home, and if he sees any of their habits he likes, he'll use them. Several Google searches later and he decides that he likes wedding ring traditions. Vern has informed him that Isabella likes having things from him - so he will make that happen. Diamonds seem shiny but kind of boring - they get thrown out as a main gem idea nearly immediately. Adarin goes ring shopping, and finds a lovely platinum engagement ring with an emerald as its centerpiece. He has his own bank account, filled with a percentage of the proceeds from portal capitalism, so he uses that. The ring is bought, and Adarin starts plotting how he's going to propose.

Then, because it seems proper, he picks a Sunday and offers to go fishing with Charlie.Edited   2014-05-18 18:34 (UTC)


2014-05-18 18:34 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




Charlie seems a little surprised, but acquiesces without quizzing him about his motives.

2014-05-18 18:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




On the proper Sunday Adarin shows up via portal jump (to get the mana cost down for distance traveled) and a quick teleportation. He knocks on the Swan residence's door. While he's here, he can find an easy method to spend time with Ranata and do much the same thing he's planning to do with Charlie. If this works out, anyway.

2014-05-18 18:40 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Charlie answers the door.  There's a tackle box and a fishing rod and a spare fishing rod by the door where Kesathi's sitting.  "Hullo," he says.

2014-05-18 18:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Hello," replies Adarin brightly. "I've never gone fishing before in my life so uh - correct me if I mess it up and hook myself."

Vern gives Kesathi a friendly trill. "Hi!" she says.

2014-05-18 18:47 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"I'll show you how it works," Charlie assures him, and he heaves up the tackle box.  Kesathi nods at Vern, then picks up the fishing rods in her mouth and trots after her human to his car.  Once everything's packed up and both people are in, Charlie starts it up and off they go.

2014-05-18 18:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thanks."

Off they go! Adarin will wait a little while before dropping the bomb of 'I am going to ask your daughter to marry me' - bonding time, first.  Besides, he might even end up liking fishing. 

2014-05-18 18:51 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




It's a bit of a drive.  In the backseat Kesathi flumphs across the spare space - the car's built with plenty of room for most non-ridiculous daemons at the driver's feet even with the pedals, but it's still cramped - and noses in vaguely desulatory affection at Vern.

2014-05-18 18:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia trills happily back!  She scoots to Kesathi and flops next to her, happy to share the space.

2014-05-18 19:2 (UTC)









sundayfish: f ~ formality




"Probably won't catch anything worth keeping, first time out," Charlie warns him when they approach the relevant river.

2014-05-18 19:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I figured.  That's all right, hopefully I'll enjoy it anyway."

2014-05-18 19:6 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"That's the spirit."

There is parking.  There is walking.  There is setting up, which Charlie explains mostly via demonstration and not talking.

2014-05-18 19:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




There are all of those things! Adarin takes the hint that this is not a talky kind of thing. That's fine by him.

He's a quick study and catches on to setting things up. Then - fishing! It proves to be a little boring, but also surprisingly soothing. He's pleasantly surprised.

2014-05-18 19:20 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Yep, not a talky kind of thing.  Charlie seems to be paying at least as much attention to the scenery as he is to the possibility of fish in the water.

2014-05-18 19:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




It is some pretty scenery. It's kind of nice to just - not have a huge to-do list that perpetually is added to.  Mind you, he loves his huge to-do list and thinks it's great to have, but not having it for a little while is nice, too.  He can just think about things. While fishing. If he catches a fish he will be so pleased with himself!

2014-05-18 19:26 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook






Nibble nibble on the end of his line.

Charlie notices and walks him through getting it reeled in, but it's about three inches long, so at the end of the process it gets tossed back.

2014-05-18 19:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin's going to be grinning for the next hour. Ha!  He caught a fish, he is now pleased with himself because of this fact. He suspects he'll want to come fishing again later.  Maybe not every Sunday, but every now and then, certainly. It's nice.

A little while later, with no more nibbles for Adarin's line in sight - he pulls out the box with Isabella's ring in it, and quietly shows Charlie.

(He's a little nervous.)

2014-05-18 19:36 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




Charlie glances at it.  Kesathi sits up to pay attention.

"Obvious thing?" he asks.

2014-05-18 19:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Obvious thing," agrees Adarin. "Haven't asked her yet, but - didn't want to cause problems for when I do."

Vern fluffs up a little, looking nervous.

2014-05-18 19:43 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Up to her, isn't it?" says Charlie.

2014-05-18 19:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It is," he nods, "but I'm checking first, because I respect both you and Ranata and don't want to put any strain on your family."

2014-05-18 19:48 (UTC)









sundayfish: g ~ choked up




Charlie's silent for a bit.

Then Kesathi speaks up.  "You and her fit real well."

"She loves you to bits," Charlie says.

2014-05-18 19:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin smiles fondly. "I love her, too. More than I find the words to say."

Vern adds, "It's not just love, too. She and Path are smart and have good goals that match our own and we can work together to help the world."

2014-05-18 20:3 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




"Now where've I heard idealism an' practicality fighting over the same sentence that hard before?"

2014-05-18 20:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "It's a mystery, certainly."

Vern trills and nuzzles Kesathi. "We are glad you approve!"

2014-05-18 20:15 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Why wouldn't we?" asks Kesathi, giving Vern a sort of one-pawed hug.

2014-05-18 20:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We're not sure, but we worried about it all the same. You could have had very legitimate grievances that we hadn't thought of," replies Vernaia.

Hug!  Vern helps, with a wing.

2014-05-18 20:20 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"If Isabella's happy we're happy," says Charlie.  "She's very happy."

2014-05-18 20:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "I like seeing her happy."

2014-05-18 20:22 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Wouldn't be nearly so pleased about this idea," Charlie gestures at the box, "if it seemed you didn't."

2014-05-18 20:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I wouldn't blame you in the slightest," he agrees. "Obviously something would be wrong with the relationship if that were the case. But it's not and so I can marry her."

He sounds really pleased with the idea. Also vaguely smug. He gets to marry Isabella and no one else does, ha, he wins at life.

2014-05-18 20:27 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"You going to talk to Ranata too, sounded like?"

2014-05-18 20:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah. I didn't have as obvious a way of talking to her, though. You had already invited me to come fishing, I don't know what I could do with her aside from just walking up and telling her."Edited   2014-05-18 20:34 (UTC)


2014-05-18 20:33 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




"Offer to take her out to lunch," suggests Charlie, "when we get back."

2014-05-18 20:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"That'll work.  Thank you. Hopefully she'll react the same," he says, smiling.

This has gone extremely well!  Adarin is pleased!

2014-05-18 20:37 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Can't imagine why she'd object.  She thinks you're cute together."

2014-05-18 20:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Maybe my sister had been telling her horrible stories about me. I hardly know."

2014-05-18 20:43 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"There horrible stories to tell?"

2014-05-18 20:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin snorts. "No. Well - some of them might be embarrassing, but that's not exactly horrible."

2014-05-18 20:48 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"She the sort to tell lies, then?"

2014-05-18 20:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Nope. Not in this case, anyway - she thinks Isabella and I are cute."

2014-05-18 20:51 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"Well, then, you do hardly know, don't you?"

2014-05-18 20:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Fair point," laughs Adarin.

2014-05-18 21:25 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"There you are then."

2014-05-18 21:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeah. Thanks. I'll still let her know, though, even if she's not going to react badly or anything."

2014-05-18 21:32 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"'Course."

2014-05-18 21:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




The precious, precious little box goes safely back into his jacket, then it's back to fishing. It's nice.

2014-05-18 21:35 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




Charlie eventually nabs one big enough to keep.

2014-05-18 21:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin congratulates him sincerely!  They won't be coming back empty handed.Edited   2014-05-18 21:37 (UTC)


2014-05-18 21:37 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




And soon enough it is time to go back home and put the fish in the freezer.

2014-05-18 21:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That was fun," says Adarin, on the way to the Swan home. "I don't think I'll come fishing every Sunday, but every now and then I think I would like to."

2014-05-18 21:43 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Wouldn't mind having you."

2014-05-18 21:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you," he says with a smile. "I'd like that."

Look at them!  Bonding!

Vern flops next to Kesathi and looks generally pleased. Today is a good day.

2014-05-18 21:49 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




Kesathi noses her.

"You're welcome," says Charlie.  "You want to talk to Ranata?  Sounds like she's upstairs."

What the upstairs currently sounds like is someone attempting to teach herself the cello.

2014-05-18 21:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin nods. "I do, yeah.  Thanks!"

Vernaia gives a little head-bump towards Kesathi, while Adarin heads upstairs to talk to Ranata. Separation is still subtly helpful, even now.

2014-05-18 21:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata is indeed attempting to teach herself the cello.  Castarilan is perched on her makeshift music stand peering at the étude she's working on.  "Oh, hello, Adarin," she says when he comes in.

2014-05-18 21:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hello," he replies brightly. "Would you like to have lunch?  I don't know Forks very well and I don't know good places to eat."

2014-05-18 21:57 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Ooh, I was just thinking, I'm sort of in the mood for Mexican, do you want to go to the taqueria?"

2014-05-18 21:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sure!"

His diabolical plan is working.  He is befriending his girlfriend's parents!  Bwuahahahahahahahahaha!

2014-05-18 22:2 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"All right then."  Castarilan flies into her hair, she puts the cello on the bed, and follows him out.  "What brings you here, though?"

2014-05-18 22:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I went fishing with your husband," informs Adarin. "It was nice, I'll probably do it again."

2014-05-18 22:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Did you catch anything?  Here, hop on -"  She has her cloudpine set up.

2014-05-18 22:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Onto the cloudpine! He's quite used to them, by now. "I caught a little tiny fish, and felt quite accomplished - but it wasn't big enough to eat."

2014-05-18 22:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"That's what happened the first time I went too!"

Zoom!  To the taqueria they go.  It's raining a bit but Ranata doesn't mind.

2014-05-18 22:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin knows a way to protect himself from rain with magic, but doesn't use it because they're still not quite ready for mage reveals.  So, he'll just put up with it.

"Maybe one day, I'll catch something bigger."

2014-05-18 22:23 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Maybe.  I go only every year or two so I haven't had much practice that really stuck, you know?"

Here's the taqueria!  Cloud-pines sure are fast.

2014-05-18 22:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah, makes sense."

That they are!  How fortunate!

Vern nuzzles him, while he plots how to let Ranata know about his plans to propose.  .... Probably just telling her, honestly. In a bit, when they're safely inside and polite smalltalk is out of the way.

2014-05-18 22:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




They get a table!  Ranata has apparently earned a string of visits to this taqueria by doing some thing some time in the past.  She starts hmmmming at her menu while Castarilan zooms around her head.

2014-05-18 22:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Food!  Adarin picks something from the menu he hasn't had before.  If he ends up not liking it he can just fix something when he's home.

Vern is on his lap and will get to nibble things if she likes.

2014-05-18 22:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Ranata wants flautas!  They come with rice and beans.  Everything comes with rice and beans, including Adarin's chile relleno.

2014-05-18 22:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin thinks it's delicious and gives Vern nibbles of it because she is his magic talking bird.

"So, what have you been up to?" he asks, between bites of chile relleno.

2014-05-18 22:50 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"I borrowed a friend's cello - she's pregnant and finds playing it awkward while she's so huge, so I've got it for a few months to decide if I want my own - and I've been messing around with that.  I went to Vancouver last weekend and saw a play but it wasn't very good."

2014-05-18 23:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"That's interesting," says Adarin. "Which play was it?  I'll avoid it, though I don't watch many plays anymore.  Mostly movies, now."

He likes movies.  They're fun.

2014-05-18 23:3 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




She tells him the title, and her opinions of exactly why it wasn't very good and how much nicer it would have been if only they would have replaced this character with a Greek chorus.

2014-05-18 23:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "That sounds kind of annoying!  I'll avoid it."

Vern noses the pocket with the ring in it, then steals another bite of his food.  He snickers. "So - Charlie's mentioned that you think Isabella and I are cute?" he asks, amused.

2014-05-18 23:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You're adorable, did you have any doubt of it?"

2014-05-18 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Well, no," he laughs. "But I was trying to segue into something else."

2014-05-18 23:13 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Oh?"

2014-05-18 23:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He smiles, then says, "I have been thinking about asking Isabella to marry me."

2014-05-18 23:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




The high-pitched high-volume squeal this elicits is enough to turn several heads.

2014-05-18 23:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




That makes Adarin laugh. "I see you're supportive of the idea."

2014-05-18 23:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Of course!  It will be lovely, I'm sure she'll say yes, she loves you so very much."

2014-05-18 23:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I love her, too. Very, very much. I've bought a ring - would you like to see it?"

2014-05-18 23:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Oooh, yes."

2014-05-18 23:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Out comes the box, and Ranata-ward it goes. The ring is pretty.

2014-05-18 23:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Oh, this is beautiful.  You picked it yourself?"

2014-05-18 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I did," he says, smiling. "A little expensive, but Isabella and I are planning to get absurdly rich and we're well on our way there.  So, I can justify it."

2014-05-18 23:51 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"It's gorgeous.  Not a diamond, you got a bit more creative."

2014-05-18 23:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"A diamond wouldn't have fit the color scheme unless I got an ice-blue one. Which I was tempted to do, but emeralds are pretty, anyway."

2014-05-18 23:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"The emerald's perfect."

2014-05-18 23:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thanks.  I thought so, too."

Permanent smile.  Just - this is his face now. It's stuck this way, forever.

2014-05-19 00:4 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Ranata is pretty happy too!  She orders a flan when the waiter comes by and recommends the tres leches to Adarin.

2014-05-19 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Sure, he'll have that.  Tres leches, coming on up.

(The box goes back in his pocket. He'll ask Isabella when it seems appropriate.)

2014-05-19 00:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Dessert is delicious!

Ranata asks him if he wants a ride back to Seattle, when they're done.  Castarilan, on the other hand, zooms straight home.

2014-05-19 00:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




It is!  Delicious dessert.

"That'd be great! If it's not too out of your way, that is."

2014-05-19 00:10 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It's no trouble.  My fingers don't hold up to cello-ing that well yet, I'll need to develop the right callusses, so I'm done for the day on that."

2014-05-19 00:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Makes sense.  It's very kind of you, thank you."

2014-05-19 00:30 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"You're welcome."

It's not such a long trip by cloud-pine.

2014-05-19 00:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




It's really not!  Ranata is very kind to take him.

2014-05-19 00:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




And she hugs him when they've reached the Seattle portal.  "I will be so happy to have you as a son-in-law," she tells him.  "You'd better ask her quick, she'll be annoyed if she finds out I knew for long before she did!"

2014-05-19 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Hug. Adarin laughs. "I'm pretty sure she already suspects it."

2014-05-19 00:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"All the more reason to be quick, then.  You do not have a patient girlfriend."

2014-05-19 00:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, ma'am," snickers Adarin.

2014-05-19 00:39 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Now you go home and tell her I said hello."

2014-05-19 00:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Of course," he agrees. "Thank you for everything, Ranata."

2014-05-19 00:44 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"You're welcome."

2014-05-19 00:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Bye," he says, and he waves.

Off he goes, to the portal, and to home.  It's convenient like that, though the crowds are annoying. If fantastic because it means he and Isabella are making absurd amounts of money. He head off to find Isabella.

2014-05-19 00:50 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Here she is, on the phone with the insurance company, something about figuring out the value of a policy on property that's witch-warded.  Path flutters up to nuzzle Vern when she and Adarin come in.

2014-05-19 00:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern nuzzles Path, and says softly, "We had fun fishing."

Adarin will hang back and wait.

2014-05-19 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Catch anything?" asks Path.

2014-05-19 01:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"A little tiny fish. Not worth bringing back, but Adarin caught it."

2014-05-19 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"My Isabella didn't even get that the time she went," laughs Path.

Isabella hangs up the phone.

2014-05-19 01:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Vernaia giggles. "It's okay. Adarin loves her anyway." Nuzzle, nuzzle.

Adarin smiles at Isabella. "Hey."

2014-05-19 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Hi!  Did fishing bore you to tears?  Do I need to comfort you?"

2014-05-19 01:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He snickers. "No, I actually enjoyed it.  I wouldn't go every Sunday, but every now and then, it would be fun. But feel free to comfort me anyway."

2014-05-19 01:19 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: a ~ la la




"C'mere," laughs Isabella, holding out her arms.

2014-05-19 01:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cuddles! "I love you," he tells her, affectionately. "Have I mentioned it lately?"

2014-05-19 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Nooooo, that doesn't sound familiar."

2014-05-19 01:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Not even a little?  What a pity. Would it help if I gave you something to remind you?"

2014-05-19 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Maybe."

2014-05-19 01:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmm. Should I make sure the reminder does something helpful... Or just remind you? Because I am magic, you realize."

2014-05-19 01:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You are pretty magic!"

2014-05-19 01:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"If you want the reminder now I can just get it for you, but if you want it to do a fancy thing I will need time."

Subtlety? What's that? He doesn't know the meaning of the word.

2014-05-19 01:42 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You have something in mind, don't you."

2014-05-19 01:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Of course I do."

2014-05-19 01:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"What cool thing will my reminder do?"

2014-05-19 01:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"A mirror spell, miniaturized. So we don't have to worry about mirrors shattering."

2014-05-19 01:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ooh.  But the reminder is not, itself, a mirror?"

2014-05-19 01:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Nope. Easily wearable."

But the emerald's reflective. He can use that.

2014-05-19 01:55 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Am I supposed to guess?"

2014-05-19 01:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Do you want it to be a surprise or do you just want it now?" he asks, amused.

2014-05-19 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I don't know!  How am I supposed to decide when I don't know what it is?"

2014-05-19 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, you can have it now, but I will need to borrow it to put a spell on it, or you can wait a little while and get it later and it will already be enchanted."Edited   2014-05-19 02:04 (UTC)


2014-05-19 02:3 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"But how long is a little while?  I need full information to make good choices."

2014-05-19 02:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin rolls his eyes and laughs. "You know what, love? You're a smart woman, I am fairly certain that you already know what it is."

He kisses her cheek, then kneels in front of her. "So," he says, retrieving the box, "I'm just going to ask it." He opens it and shows the ring. "Isabella.  Will you marry me?"

2014-05-19 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes."  She kisses him and then holds out her hand for the ring.

2014-05-19 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Kiss!  Onto her finger it goes. Adarin grins, then kisses her again. At this point in time, he's the happiest man in the world.  Kiss.

"So - guessing the second sentence you figured out I was planning to propose?" he teases.

2014-05-19 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's not like it would be out of character for you to have another sort of present for me..."

2014-05-19 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"True," he laughs, cuddling her. "But I thought I was being incredibly obvious about the whole affair."

2014-05-19 02:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Just a little bit.  Charlie didn't threaten to shoot you when you brought it up or anything, I imagine, or you wouldn't be so sanguine, you'd be all brooding about whether you've somehow been deficient or been giving off bad signals."

2014-05-19 05:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"He was quite supportive, actually. It was nice. Ranata was, too, she made an 'eeeee' sound."

2014-05-19 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I can see her doing that."

2014-05-19 05:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin giggles. "Charlie asked a few questions, thought about it for a little while, and then was completely fine with it and wished us the best."

2014-05-19 05:56 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Good old Charlie."  Kiss!  "So now we are engaged.  Do you wanna just sort of bask in that for a while or make plans now?"

2014-05-19 05:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss! "Whichever one you prefer, my dear. Either way I am currently on the moon with happiness."

2014-05-19 05:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Over the moon, love.  Over it."  Snuggle.  "Well, I have approximately no wedding ideas, which speaks either in favor of putting it off until some materialize or in favor of getting on the plans now in case none ever do."

2014-05-19 06:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I was close, it counts," he insists, laughing. Snuggle. "We'll put it off, then. I'll think of something eventually.  Probably." Kiss.

2014-05-19 06:5 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay."

Kissing!

2014-05-19 06:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




All of the kissing. 

"I love you," he whispers.

2014-05-19 06:9 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I love you too," she murmurs back.

2014-05-19 06:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Then it's back to kissing.

Vern is currently glued to Path.

2014-05-19 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Yay, bird gluing!  Path is making soft happy noises and participating in the gluing happily.

2014-05-19 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Preen, preen, soft happy bird noises. "We hope she likes the ring."

2014-05-19 06:22 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"She loves the ring.  She thinks it's gorgeous," he assures her.

2014-05-19 06:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Eeee!" says Vern, and then Path gets extra snuggled. Preen, preen, soft bird noises.

2014-05-19 06:25 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Preen preen snuggle snuggle bird noises!  Also various human activities.

2014-05-19 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




So many snuggles.  And various human activities.

2014-05-19 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




The humans sure are fond of those activities.  And each other.

How convenient that the progress of world takeover is mostly limited by Adarin's mana, which will automatically restore itself over time even if he is not paying attention to anything but his fiancée.

2014-05-21 17:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Very convenient! Adarin will therefore be giving his fiancée a lot of attention.

A few days after he proposed, Adarin finishes another portal, has a long talk with Vern, and then goes and finds Isabella to snuggle. This wouldn't be particularly noteworthy - except soon after, Vern mysteriously finds her way into Isabella's lap.

2014-05-21 17:23 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected






Isabella holds very still.

"Hi, Vern," she murmurs.

2014-05-21 17:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Hi," she replies, snuggling on her lap. Her location is not an accident. "We think it should be okay."

Adarin is still cuddling her, leaning his head on her shoulder and otherwise not interfering.

2014-05-21 17:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"You're sure?"

2014-05-21 17:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Yes," says Vern.

Adarin kisses Isabella's cheek. "Thank you for being careful, though.  You don't have to if you're concerned about it."

2014-05-21 17:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Just checking."

And she strokes a fingertip along the length of Vern's wing.

(Path fluffs up and hops onto Adarin's lap.)

2014-05-21 17:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Neither of them pull away. Vernaia leans into Isabella, making a little trilling sound. Adarin closes his eyes and shivers, curling up on his fiancée and sort of melting into her. He's not capable of speaking, right now, but it's very obviously not painful.

After a little while Vern nudges him, and he opens an eye and holds out a hand to Path.

2014-05-21 17:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Path snuggles up under the hand while Isabella strokes Vern's feathers again.



The completed circuit is a little different.

Isabella makes a whimpery sort of noise.

2014-05-21 17:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin mumbles something incoherent and nuzzles Isabella, incapable of doing much else besides being a puddle of Adarin on her.

Best idea.

2014-05-21 17:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Yaaaaaaaaaay.  Isabella is reasonably boneless-with-happiness herself, for all that she's more used to the sensation than Adarin is.  Snuggle.  Pet, pet, pet.

2014-05-21 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Snuggle, nuzzle. Adarin pets Path's soft, soft feathers, and continues to be a puddle. Speech is a little beyond him, right now, but he can snuggle her just fine. With occasional nuzzles and some incoherent mumbles that sound vaguely similar to 'I love you.'

2014-05-21 17:53 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Loooooove you."  Nuzzle.

2014-05-21 17:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Nuzzle, nuzzle.

Now that the message has made it to her, he can just stop thinking and enjoy this.

2014-05-21 17:55 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




It's very enjoyable!

...It's not clear how they're going to decide they're done!

2014-05-21 17:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




It really isn't. That's okay. Adarin's really not going to worry about it, they will figure it out if it seems like they should be done. Maybe if they get hungry or something.

2014-05-21 18:0 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Right now Isabella is not hungry.  She just wants to pet Vern and melt against Adarin and make soft sighing noises.

2014-05-21 18:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin isn't, either.  He wants to pet Path and be a very nuzzly puddle. Food is extremely low priority, right now, puddlehood.

2014-05-21 18:4 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




This could take hours.

Pleasant dozy snuggly intimate hours.

2014-05-21 18:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Yes.  Yes it could.

That is completely fine with Adarin and Vern. Supported by, even.

2014-05-21 18:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Yaaaaaay.



Hours later, Isabella's stomach rumbles and Path starts shifting under Adarin's hand.

2014-05-21 18:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin opens an eye, takes a little bit to string together reasoning for why he should not be a puddle, and then starts working on trying to remove his hand from Path's feathers. Motor function is one of the first things to go, for him.

2014-05-21 18:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Path helps disentangle himself.  Isabella slides her hand off Vern's feathers and does not pet her again.

"Nnnff," Isabella opines.

2014-05-21 18:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




It will take a little while for Adarin to regain conscious thought, even after the daemon touching has been concluded.

"That," mumbles Adarin, "was the best idea."Edited   2014-05-21 18:18 (UTC)


2014-05-21 18:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Mm-hm."  Nuzzle.

2014-05-21 18:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Nuzzle. He'll just be here for a little while, snuggling his fiancée, while he sorts his head back to normal functionality.

2014-05-21 23:15 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm starving," she mumbles into his shoulder, collecting her owl to put him on her shoulder.

2014-05-21 23:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Me, too," he says, catching himself by surprise with the revelation. He didn't know he was hungry. "... Want me to make dinner? Or whatever - meal is appropriate at this time? I have no idea how long we were - busy."

2014-05-21 23:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Mmm -"  Isabella checks the time on her phone.  "Four and a half hours, ish, I'm not sure exactly when we started, damn.  So yes, it would certainly be dinner, maybe past time for it, what can you make that's fast?"

2014-05-21 23:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Four and a half hours?  I can't tell if that feels like far too long or far too short. Um.  Sandwiches?"

2014-05-21 23:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Goddesses yes, I would love sandwiches, make me sandwiches, I love you."

2014-05-21 23:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I love you, too," Adarin laughs. He kisses her, then extracts himself and goes to make sandwiches. He makes four, because he's extremely hungry and is pretty certain Isabella's the same. Sandwiches are brought to Isabella, and Adarin flops down next to her to eat his own. 

2014-05-21 23:28 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella devours her first sandwich in about a minute and then is a bit slower about the other.  "So apparently we probably shouldn't both be petting each other's birds unless we have an entire afternoon to kill, but when we do have afternoons to spare it was so nice," she sighs.

2014-05-21 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin eats his sandwiches a bit more sedately than Isabella, at a steady pace. "So very, very nice. I don't think I'd want to do that all the time, because my head is still not completely sorted out even now, but I would like to do it again."

2014-05-21 23:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah.  Very much a downtime thing.  I wonder if we could fall asleep like that?"

2014-05-21 23:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Maybe. It was incredibly soothing, so I imagine that if it's possible I can manage it."

2014-05-21 23:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"And we are generally already not doing much when it is time to fall asleep, so that seems worth trying, best of all worlds."

2014-05-21 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Agreed." He scoots closer, and then snuggles a little.

2014-05-21 23:41 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Snuggle!

2014-05-21 23:41 (UTC)





Chamomile

population





dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Adarin is shaken awake one morning by a fiancée who is about five thousand times perkier than she usually is at odd, dark-outside hours.

"Wake up wake up wake up!"

2014-06-02 21:45









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Mmnrhg?" is his eloquent reply.

2014-06-03 04:48 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Wake up the alethiometer says I've solved immortality."

2014-06-03 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




That is a good way to get him awake.  Ish. "What?" he says, slurring a little and rubbing his eyes.

2014-06-03 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I have a spell!  The alethiometer says it will work!  On people with daemons, anyway, I have to come up with another version if I want to cast it on bears or zombies, but the alethiometer says it's a go any which way I ask it.  I drew you a diagram, come stand in it and be immortal."

2014-06-03 04:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "Th'ght your dad wa' first?"

But he does get up, rubbing his eyes. ".... Wha' time is it?"

2014-06-03 04:53 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Iiiiit may or may not be six in the morning but this is important.  You can be first, I'll do Dad after you."

2014-06-03 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Mmkay. 'M flattered, love." Where is the diagram?  He will go there. He may or may not need to be led.

2014-06-03 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella hauls him out to the yard and sits him in a diagram, and directs Vern to another part of the diagram.  She sprinkles herbs on them.  She has a frightened deer already called over and tied up.

And then she stands at a particular point in the diagram and raises her arms to the sky, Path opposite her on the other side of the design.

She speaks.

"Yambe Akka, do not wake,
These mortals are not yours to take.
I name them now forever whole,
The two are one, body and soul -"

At that lines she points one hand at each of Adarin's - components, then crosses her arms over her chest.

"Yambe Akka, leave them be,
Yield your judgment up to me.
I name them young forevermore,
Their centuries are spoken for."

She rests her arms at her sides.

"Yambe Akka, disappear,
Your presence is not wanted here.
I name them everlasting now,
No fall, no end will I allow."

She stabs the deer at the last syllable and it dies and there is an altogether dramatic clap of thunder.  The diagram vanishes.  The herbs vanish.

Isabella hops up and down in place, beaming.

2014-06-03 05:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin blinks down at the disappeared herbs, then laughs. "... Really do have 'll the time in the world, now."

Vern cackles. "You can keep us forever!"

2014-06-03 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Path swoops down on Vern.  "Yes.  Forever and ever."

"I mean, with a caveat," says Isabella.  "The wording's very dramatic, and it's probably some protection against some kinds of sudden death - the alethiometer thinks you'll be less susceptible to a few specific forms of harm - but it's mostly an anti-aging spell.  You are as immortal as a witch now but not more immortal."

2014-06-03 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Vern will then snuggle Path with all of the snuggles she can bring to bear. Feathery, feathery snuggles.

"Right," he agrees. "Immortal as a witch sounds good, anyway. I will try very hard to not die."

2014-06-03 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Good."  Pause.  "Sooo you can go back to sleep if you want.  I just couldn't wait."

2014-06-03 05:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs. "I wasn't going to die of old age in my sleep, love."

He's more awake now!  Look at him, being almost functional.

2014-06-03 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I know but I was really excited!"

2014-06-03 05:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Never would have guessed." Adarin opens his arms for a hug. "You did it, my dear! Knew you would!"

2014-06-03 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She practically tackles him.  "The really hard part was the bit with the arm motions, the alethiometer was very clear that there was a fifth missing or lost or something part to witch magic that I had to incorporate but it could not be specific enough so I had to basically A/B test a million things but I have the spell now and you are immortal."Edited   2014-06-03 05:21 (UTC)


2014-06-03 05:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Hug, snuggle, snuggle. "And you get to keep me forever," he says, smugly. He would like to be with Isabella forever. Because he loves her.

2014-06-03 05:23 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yes.  I get to keep you forever.  Yay."  Kiss!

2014-06-03 05:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He laughs.  Kiss!

Vern is cooing how much they would like to be together with Isabella forever to Path.  In summary - lots.

2014-06-03 05:25 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path agrees!  Lots and lots.

2014-06-03 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern comes with lovely reasons, too, for why Isabella and Path are great choices to spend the rest of forever with. In summary - lots and lots.

2014-06-03 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We should get maaaaarried," sighs Isabella, trying rather vainly to squish closer to Adarin.

2014-06-03 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs. He will help with squishing as close as possible. "We should! Oh look, you have the ring for it and everything, it's almost like we planned this."

2014-06-03 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Ooh.  I am a backwards prophet.  I should be honored with backwards flower garlands."

2014-06-03 05:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"My dear," says Adarin gravely. "You will have all of the backwards flower garlands your heart desires."

2014-06-03 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You are so good to me."

2014-06-03 05:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Only so much as you deserve, love." Snuggle, snuggle. "... Which is a lot. I am bad at thinking of romantic things to say at six in the morning."

2014-06-03 05:36 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's okay.  You can go back to bed if you want."

2014-06-03 05:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He snorts. "No, it's fine, I am now mostly awake, if I try salvaging sleep now I won't be up until noon."

2014-06-03 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  Do you want to come along to watch me cover my dad?  He should be a little more dramatic, the alethiometer thinks he might get younger fast enough to see."

2014-06-03 05:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Ooo.  Sure, why not.  I will - ... Put some clothes on, Isabella, did you drag me out here naked while I was sleepy and vulnerable?"

2014-06-03 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"There's no one here!  I was excited!  I'm sorry."

2014-06-03 05:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin bursts into helpless laughter - look!  It is the return of the blush! "I love you so.  You're adorable.  Next time give me a blanket or something, though."

2014-06-03 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Next time I make you immortal?" she asks, tugging him to his feet and towards the back door.

2014-06-03 05:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes.  Next time you make me immortal, blanket or something." He is tugged both to his feet, and towards the back door! "Or do not immortalize me when I am sleepy and vulnerable."

2014-06-03 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I will keep this in mind, love."

2014-06-03 05:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Good, good.  Because also, cold."

2014-06-03 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sorry.  Forgive me?"

2014-06-03 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Pfff.  I forgave you immediately."

2014-06-03 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Awwww."

2014-06-03 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Well it was for the sake of keeping me forever, so.  All for it."

2014-06-03 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm very enthusiastic about keeping you."

2014-06-03 06:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He giggles. "I noticed. I feel the same, love."

2014-06-03 06:3 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Good.  My Adarin forever and ever."

2014-06-03 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Well, he will just have to scoop her up to snuggle. "Yup!" he agrees, brightly. "And we will be the perfect utopia world that other people stumble across when looking for sleepy-tea flowers."

2014-06-03 06:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We could be preemptive about it, once we're all comfortable.  Go looking for places that need sleepytime tea."

2014-06-03 06:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm..." He says, thinking. "Sure, but we'd need to be careful.  And not get our plane invaded, because that would be bad."

2014-06-03 06:7 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes.  Much more careful than the obvious case of this going wrong."

2014-06-03 06:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin snorts with laughter. "Fair point, but not all planes are safe and filled with lovely immortality bestowing witches, love."

2014-06-03 06:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, I know.  We can be exquisitely careful and slow about it."

2014-06-03 06:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Good!  Because I plan to live forever."

2014-06-03 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Continue to plan that!  I approve entirely.  Put on clothes and I will go add my dad to the immortality list."

2014-06-03 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs again, then kisses her goodbye and goes to go do that. Clothes!  On his person, even!

(He is starting to pick up bad habits from Isabella, nudity isn't as embarrassing as it used to be.)

2014-06-03 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




(She thinks this is a good habit.  And an aesthetically pleasing one.)

She makes sure the box that her portal bag leads to has plenty of the necessary supplies and then she flies them to the hub and through to Seattle and to her dad's house.

And then she draws the diagram on his living room floor because it's raining outside and it would just be washed away, and waits for him to come home from work.

2014-06-03 06:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin will wait with her, absently working on how to make his sister's magic flying tree branch - he thinks he almost has it. It's taunting him now. He's so close.

2014-06-03 06:22 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella might not be very helpful on this project.  She is full of happy energy and keeps wanting to kiss him.

2014-06-03 06:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




That's okay. The project can wait a little while for him to kiss her back, laughing at the happy energy. "You're cute when you're excited," he informs her.

2014-06-03 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Then I had better maintain a bunch of things to be excited about all the time, hadn't I?"

2014-06-03 06:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yup!  We'll find you lots of things to be excited about, it'll be delightful."

2014-06-03 06:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sounds good!"

2014-06-03 06:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I'd hoped so!" Kiss!

2014-06-03 06:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Kiss kiss.

2014-06-03 06:34 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Eventually Charlie comes home.

And is promptly embraced by his hyper child.

2014-06-03 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin finds this amusing and snickers a bit. "She has been like this for hours, it's adorable."

2014-06-03 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I can make you immortal, Dad!  Stand over here and Kesathi goes over there and I will!"

2014-06-03 06:37 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Whoa," says Charlie, "just like that?  You already drew it?"

2014-06-03 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Mm-hm!  I spelled Adarin this morning and then we came here.  Oh, I need an animal though, I'll be right back."  And she ducks out the door.

2014-06-03 06:38 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




Charlie looks at Adarin.

2014-06-03 06:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Six in the morning, she dragged me out of bed and outside to get immortalized," says Adarin affectionately. "It worked, we're pretty sure, she is extremely excited about it."Edited   2014-06-03 06:41 (UTC)


2014-06-03 06:40 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Suppose it was only a matter of time before she had something figured out, she wanted it bad enough," snorts Charlie.  "All right.  Why not."

He and Kesathi step carefully over the diagram to wait in their designated positions.

2014-06-03 06:41 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella comes back leading another deer behind her after a few minutes.

2014-06-03 06:42 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"Put a tarp down.  Carpet cleaning's a hassle."

2014-06-03 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Fine, fine -"  Isabella ties the deer's legs together while it's still magically docile, then fetches a tarp and places it so the deer will not bleed on the carpet.

And then she sprinkles her herbs and performs her motions and speaks her poem.

2014-06-03 06:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin watches, happy for his fiancée, and happy for immortality in general.

(She gets to keep her dad.  He's so happy for her, he knows what losing one is like.)

2014-06-03 06:46 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




There is a dramatic thunderclap and a dead deer, which Isabella takes into the backyard to burn, since it's a bad idea to eat a sacrifice.

Charlie gets up off the floor and dusts himself off.

Maybe a little less creakily than he might've otherwise done.

2014-06-03 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




His future son-in-law smiles happily at him. "It feels more dramatic from the outside.  Worked just fine, I'm assuming?"Edited   2014-06-03 06:59 (UTC)


2014-06-03 06:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"If it hadn't gone off the stuff would still be here.  How do you feel, Dad?"

2014-06-03 06:59 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Oh, all right - good but not so good I couldn't be imagining it."

2014-06-03 07:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You're probably not imagining it!" says Adarin brightly. "Isabella made a very wonderful spell!"

He sounds so genuinely proud of her.

2014-06-03 07:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think he was quantifying, not really doubting."

2014-06-03 07:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Awww, but I had such a nice chance to be supportive, I love doing it so much!"

2014-06-03 07:5 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




Charlie smiles quietly.  And hugs his daughter.

2014-06-03 07:6 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You're very good at it, love.  How do you like being immortal, Dad?"

2014-06-03 07:6 (UTC)









sundayfish: g ~ choked up




"Ask me again in a few hundred years," Charlie suggests.

2014-06-03 07:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin smiles at them both. "Glad you'll be there then," he says sincerely. "We can see if there are any large breakthroughs in fishing pole technology."

2014-06-03 07:10 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella laughs and squeezes her dad.  "As long as the new fishing poles don't take all the inexplicable supposed fun out of the inactivity that is fishing."

2014-06-03 07:13 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"Here's hoping," says Charlie dryly.

2014-06-03 07:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"If not - we can be like witches who are several hundred years old and be obstinate in our ways."

2014-06-03 07:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Being quite like witches in this respect would require the ability to make your own fishing poles out of materials you can gather from the wilderness."

2014-06-03 07:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Awww. I don't get to be a real witch and not have any electricity at all.  Darn."

2014-06-03 07:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"But you had no electricity for a long time before you came here, didn't you have enough of that?"

2014-06-03 07:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I yearn for home," drawls Adarin. "The land of no indoor plumbing and no Wikipedia. Or microwaves."

2014-06-03 07:21 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella giggles.  And kisses him.

2014-06-03 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Kiss!

"Here is honestly so much better," he sighs happily.

2014-06-03 07:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And more so all the time.  Its future is now projected to contain considerably more Adarin, for example!"

2014-06-03 07:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Yup! Thank you for that, my dear." Snuggle.

2014-06-03 07:25 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"No need to thank me, citizen, I operate solely out of a desire to improve the Adarinity of the world."

2014-06-03 07:26 (UTC)









sundayfish: a ~ my bells




Charlie chuckles affectionately and heads up the stairs.  He looks a little younger, maybe, around the eyes.

2014-06-03 07:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Adarinity.  I wasn't aware my name could decline, that's interesting to know," he snorts.

2014-06-03 07:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"It can if I try hard and believe in myself."

2014-06-03 07:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "That's the spirit, love, you're doing a fine job already."

2014-06-03 07:30 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yay."

Snuggle.

She is calming down some, but says, "Let's go find your sister and make her immortal, too."

2014-06-03 17:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Let's! I have trees and clouds to look at while you make her immortal!"

2014-06-03 22:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I could just leave you here and pick you up after if you like."

2014-06-03 22:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snorts. "No, it's fine, I'm being flippant.  I would actually kind of like to be there when my sister is made immortal."

2014-06-03 22:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay."

They go!  They track down Zeviana!

2014-06-03 22:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




There she is, in actual clothes! She thinks clothes in general are a bit silly, but these are armored, and she likes having lots of advantages in case of a fight.  Not that it's likely, here, but she tries to be prepared.

"Ooo, hey, what brings you two here?"

2014-06-03 22:42 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Wanna be immortal?"

2014-06-03 22:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Fuck yes! Ada, Ada can she -" She looks at her brother.

2014-06-03 22:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory






2014-06-03 22:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"... Eeeeee yes make me immortal, I don't want to get old and wrinkly, I've got hundreds of years but I want more!"

2014-06-03 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"All right then!"

Isabella makes a diagram and tells Zeviana and Lecasryn where to be and puts herbs on them and summons up yet another deer - "I may have to switch to cows or something else domesticated if this winds up in mass-production" - and then she performs the spell.

2014-06-03 23:0 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana is ecstatic about immortality.  Once the spell's done, she and Lecasryn are both up immediately.  Lecasryn flies, swooping and landing occasionally on her mage to preen her hair before she goes off flying again.  Meanwhile, Zeviana does a little dance.

"Immortaaaaality!  If I die now at least I am guaranteed to leave a pretty corpse!"

2014-06-03 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Try not to die," snorts Adarin with fondness.

2014-06-03 23:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Of course not!  Eeeeeee!"

Back to doing a little dance.

2014-06-03 23:10 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yeah, you're not now extra-proof against any form of non-aging-related death except maybe a little that you shouldn't count on.  But congratulations."

2014-06-03 23:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Thank you!  Can I hug you?  I want to hug you!"

2014-06-03 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sure, why not."

2014-06-03 23:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Hugs! Celebratory hugs!!

2014-06-03 23:29 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Use your time well."

2014-06-03 23:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"So I shouldn't go on a mass murder spree.  Huh.  I'll have to change my plans for next Tuesday."

2014-06-03 23:34 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes, thanks, much obliged."

2014-06-03 23:35 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana keeps a straight face for a few more seconds, then bursts out laughing. She was joking.Edited   2014-06-03 23:37 (UTC)


2014-06-03 23:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella kind of assumed, but doesn't think it was that entertaining.  She meanders back Adarinward and drapes herself on him.  "I'm gonna find my mom and teach her the spell," she says.  "And the queen.  And then I am going to hire a public relations organization."

2014-06-03 23:41 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin is perfectly happy to be draped on. He snuggles her, smiling. "Sounds lovely, my dear. I can follow you around, keep you company? Or be - I think the term was 'eye candy'?  I can be that."

2014-06-03 23:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You are delicious eye candy, and you may follow me or go home without me as you prefer."

2014-06-03 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Well you're adorable when you're excited about getting immortality out to the world, so I would like to follow you."

2014-06-03 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"All right, then, come along."

And Isabella gives her mom a copy of the spell - she ran off a few copies of the instructions before even waking Adarin - and then gives the queen a copy and has an excited personal conversation mostly about Charlie with the former and an excited technical conversation with the latter.  The queen wants more copies to distribute to the clan and agrees that Isabella can of course share this with friendly clans immediately, though she'd like a few days to think about the less friendly clans.  The fact that the spell applies only to mortals makes her more open than she might otherwise be, but it's still a significant decision.

And then Isabella flies her fiancé to the portal, to the hub, and to home, and starts researching public relations.Edited   2014-06-04 00:03 (UTC)


2014-06-04 00:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin is delighted with her the entire time. He listens to the excited technical conversation out of purely academic interest, missing most of what's going on but getting the general gist of it.  Though he still spends a large portion of his time on clan lands looking at clouds. Because, clan lands.

He's not sure how helpful he'll be with helping with public relations, but he will certainly try!

2014-06-04 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I want to get this distributed efficiently in a way that either discriminates effectively in favor of decent people or is at least resistant to disproportionate exploitation by non-decent people," she explains while she researches.  "Telling the clans works reasonably well because none of them are in such dire straits that they'll do it for favors if it goes against their better judgment and mooooost of them have okay judgment.  I expect it to go mostly to witches' husbands and sons, which doesn't skew noticeably.  But for everyone else I want some kind of nicely crafted - ad campaign, some way to funnel people in past witches who are willing to help."

2014-06-04 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm," says Adarin, considering. "You could open a charity, recruit volunteers for helping Africa or something, they help, and as a bonus they can also get immortality?"

2014-06-04 00:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"...Oooh.  Okay, I will still need to advertise that, but I like this angle.  The trouble is that it requires me to design a charity that arbitrary mortals can effectively contribute to so maybe I should see if I can co-opt an existing one.  ...Or several.  I could just drop on charities with a small army of witches like a ninja and immortalize all their volunteers.  Participation goes up everywhere, nice people get immortal."

2014-06-04 00:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin giggles. "Ninja witches - I'm sorry, I'm sorry, the visual, it's funny. You could offer witchy  services to various charities, then use that as a springboard for good recruits for immortality?"

2014-06-04 00:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged






Isabella unties a piece of silk from her leg and ties it vaguely ninjalike around her head.

"That's not quite what I was thinking.  It's mildly difficult to get the services of witches - I'll be able to get a period of help from a few witches from a clan each time I teach them the spell, I can be like 'I'll teach you my immortalizing spell if you do a one-year part-time stint with me immortalizing people' - adding to the plan more spells needing witches or worse me personally to cast makes it less workable.  I'm thinking, anyone who is currently volunteering at a soup kitchen is probably more likely than a randomly chosen person to be nice, so I show up and surprise a soup kitchen, and then every soup kitchen in the country thinks maybe it's next.  This gets lots of soup kitchening and some immortaling done without overtaxing my ability to call on the services of witches."

2014-06-04 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm.  Okay, works for me. Net gain in charity, plus people become immortal.  However, there might be a problem when dealing with families - some might not want to be immortal unless their spouse or children were too, for example."

2014-06-04 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We'll stick around the soup kitchen long enough for people to run home and get their relatives.  The spell takes a while anyway."

2014-06-04 00:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He smiles and moves to snuggle her. "Good.  Though there might be a stampede of people claiming to be relatives or people asking you to wait two hours for their husband to get off of work, or something."

2014-06-04 00:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The stampede is why it's a surprise, and two hours is well within the time frame I had in mind.  Maybe I keep a few cooperative witches in reserve for second swings by each target to cast on anyone who is legitimately part of the intended scope but couldn't make it."

2014-06-04 00:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Mhmm. But overall, I like the plan.  And not just because it started as my idea, either," he teases. 

2014-06-04 00:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're very clever."  Kiss.  "I'm sure there will be details to figure out once we're underway, but this is probably solid enough to bring to some professionals who know how to launch charitable campaigns like that."

2014-06-04 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Kiss!

"Yup! Happy to help, my dear." Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-06-04 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Snuggle.

Snnnnnnuggle.

2014-06-04 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle! And an amused Adarin. He is pretty sure he knows where this is going.  Snuggle.

2014-06-04 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Is she that predictable?

Oh well.

That's fine by her.

2014-06-04 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




It's fine by Adarin, too. He loves her, so.

2014-06-04 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




She loves him toooooooo.

2014-06-04 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




How fortunate! It's almost like they're getting married, or something!

When was that, again?  It's not soon enough.

2014-06-04 00:58 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




They were going to do it the next time there is an anniversary of Adarin's arrival!

If he doesn't want to wait that long he may as well inform Isabella now while she is draped bonelessly over him.

2014-06-04 01:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hmmm. Well, on one hand, he officially has forever to wait.  But on the other hand, they just had an anniversary of him showing up, so a year seems like an awfully long time to wait.  Hmmmmm.

"I think that I might be a bit impatient about marrying you," he says fondly, snuggling his lovely fiancée. "I'm a bit bewildered, I'm not usually impatient about things."

2014-06-04 01:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh gosh.  Well, I'm flattered to be one of the select few things you're impatient about.  What do you want to do about that?"

2014-06-04 01:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "We can change the wedding date, or I can ignore the alien sensation and keep on being delighted with you, either one. Depending on your preference."

2014-06-04 01:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"When would you want to change it to?"

2014-06-04 01:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Sooner!" says Adarin brightly. "I am not picky on the when, but I seem to want it to come sooner."

2014-06-04 01:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We could do it on the half-anniversary?"

2014-06-04 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Sure! That sounds wonderful. I get to marry you sooner!" Kiss.

2014-06-04 01:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Kiss!  "Is it sooner enough, is the question."

2014-06-04 01:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I have no idea what will sate this - strange impatience.  I think so?"

2014-06-04 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Because at some point we have to actually issue invitations and then it will get much harder to change the date."

2014-06-04 01:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Mhmm," he agrees. "I'll stick to half-anniversary.  You might just need to distract me more if I get impatient and start talking of eloping like a madman."

2014-06-04 01:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"My parents would probably be disappointed if we eloped."

2014-06-04 01:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes, that's why it's your responsibility to distract me if I start talking about it."

2014-06-04 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay.  Gosh, I wonder how I shall distract you.  Sex just seems to get you thinking about it, apparently."

2014-06-04 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He laughs. "Immortality projects! Except talking about those will lead to sex, so I suppose we will start a vicious cycle.  Of large scale altruism and sex."

2014-06-04 01:38 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I think that's a virtuous cycle."

2014-06-04 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"One of those things, surely."

2014-06-04 01:40 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"My next project's resurrection," Isabella mentions.

2014-06-04 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin thinks of a reply to that, but can't manage to say it because then he is kissing her.

2014-06-04 01:43 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Kisses!

2014-06-04 01:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I love you," he laughs, and then goes back to kissing.

(He approves so much.)

2014-06-04 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I lo," and then she is too kissed to finish the sentence.

2014-06-04 01:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Kiss.  Kiss kiss kiss.

"Sorry, love, I think I interrupted you there, I know you hate that..."

2014-06-04 02:1 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I can make an exception."

2014-06-04 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aww, how kind of you." Kiss!

2014-06-04 02:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I love and forgive you, it is very kind of me."

2014-06-04 02:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You are wonderful, kind, and forgiving.  And I love you."

2014-06-04 02:5 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Good.  Continue."

2014-06-04 02:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"The kissing or the compliments?  Trying to do -" (kiss) "- both at the same time might -" (kiss) "- be a problem."

2014-06-04 02:6 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I have every faith in your abilities."

2014-06-04 02:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Thank you, my darling.  You're gorgeous," (kiss) "funny," (kiss) "incredibly smart," (Kiss, kiss, kiss.) "have an excellent scope of morality," (kiss) "fantastic drive to meet your goals," (kiss) "and also Path is the fluffiest, softest little owl. Of all time."

2014-06-04 02:12 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"How do you know that I am still soft and fluffy today if you don't check?" chirps Path from where he's glommed onto Vern.

2014-06-04 02:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Hmmmmmm," says Adarin, stifling a laugh. "I might have to check. May I, lovely bird of my heart?" He holds out a hand to Path.

"Hey!" says Vern, amused. "He's mine! I cuddle him!"

2014-06-04 02:16 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I could cuddle you if you like while Adarin makes sure Path has not lost his fluff," Isabella suggests.

Path hops into Adarin's hand.

2014-06-04 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Pet, pet, pet. Yes, that is a soft and fluffy owl, Adarin's still exceedingly gentle with him.

"Sure!" says Vern, brightly. She heads over to Isabella and looks up at her, happily.Edited   2014-06-04 02:19 (UTC)


2014-06-04 02:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




And Isabella scoops her up and flops onto her fiancé, sighing, while Path presses happily against supplied surfaces of Adarin.

2014-06-04 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




There goes Adarin's ability to make conscious thought. That's okay, he'll get it back. He curls up against Isabella, petting Path gently and trying (and failing) to murmur 'I love you.'

Vern nuzzles Isabella, happily.

Today was a good day.

2014-06-04 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated






About six months later, when several thousand people have been immortalized and Isabella has had to hire a separate small staff just to pick candidate charities and sort through applications for special treatment from people who are not charitably associated, and the colony has expanded by another townful of people, and the portal network has expanded to cover much of Europe, and Isabella has made substantial but not yet quite alethiometer-verified progress on her resurrection spell -

there is a wedding.

2014-06-04 02:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin is extremely pleased about this wedding.

It's mostly American custom, because Adarin doesn't feel much fondness for his own and is of the opinion that Isabella's parents should feel at home with it. The one thing about Kystle weddings he does keep is that at the end of the ceremony, he and Isabella let two little golden candle holders (complete with lit candles) out onto the water. They're actual gold (alloyed with other metals), because they are absurdly rich by now. They are allowed to flaunt it a little.

Their rings are miniaturized magic mirrors with the strongest spells for 'do not ever break from distance apart or being hit' Adarin can manage. He's fond of having them the minute they're on. Useful, thoughtful, pretty, with just a large heaping of gooey romantics on the side. 

Then they're married.Edited   2014-06-04 02:40 (UTC)


2014-06-04 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella is in white (but it's silks, like the kind she wore to go for separation, not really a dress).  Because Tradition.  She is immensely pleased to have the rings.  And to have Adarin.  And to be kissed-because-bride.

2014-06-04 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Her husband is going to throw his inhibitions of kissing her passionately in public out the window.  For today. She is dipped, and then kissed-because-bride. They are in love, if you have a problem with it, guests, please go talk to his sister.  (She is immensely pleased about the wedding, and would punch anyone who disapproved of any part of it. After it and the reception has ended, because Adarin talked to her about this beforehand.)

He keeps giggling at the wedding reception.Edited   2014-06-04 02:46 (UTC)


2014-06-04 02:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella does too!

Path keeps doing his best to kiss Vern despite the fact that there are beaks involved.  It's more billing than anything else.

2014-06-04 02:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern is so supportive of this attempt to kiss.  If it fails, they will preen each other, it's very low risk. Also adorable.

2014-06-04 02:48 (UTC)









sundayfish: g ~ choked up




Charlie cries.

2014-06-04 02:48 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




So does Ranata.

2014-06-04 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin will hug them both if given the chance and only be a little bit sad that his dad isn't here. It's a happy day, he will not be sad that his father isn't here to see him get married.

2014-06-04 02:50 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




They will both hug him!  Ranata is most enthusiastic.

2014-06-04 02:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Eee, celebratory wedding hugs! Zeviana hugs him, too, delighted.

Adarin is maybe going to be hanging around Isabella as much as possible, holding her hand and grinning at her.  Occasionally giggling.

2014-06-04 02:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella approves entirely.

Eventually the reception is over!

And now it is their wedding night!

What ever might they do with it?

2014-06-04 03:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Well, for one, kiss each other. 

Then Adarin will let her know that he has invented some interesting spells and has a mostly full store of mana. He hopes she likes them, they are just for her.

2014-06-04 03:4 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Well.  Well.  This is fascinating.  Are these untried spells?  They should experiment.  Can't let magical inventions go untested.

2014-06-04 03:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




No, that would be irresponsible. They can just go on testing them! For science!

(It will be a very nice night.)

2014-06-04 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




The nicest.  She loves him intensely.  And on this occasion somewhat magically.

2014-06-04 03:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




He loves her, too. So very much. He is going to be very dedicated to showing her how much.

(A lot.  The answer is a lot.)

2014-06-04 03:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




That is the best answer!

2014-06-04 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He thinks so, too!



After, there are snuggles. Lots and lots of snuggles.

2014-06-04 03:17 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Birdful snuggles?

2014-06-04 03:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




The birdiest of snuggles.

2014-06-04 03:17 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la






It is two months (and many portals and a staffing overhaul and numerous immortalizations) later when -

Well, this time it's at least a civilized hour, not six in the morning.  It is in fact two in the afternoon.

"I DID IT THE ALETHIOMETER SAYS I DID IT I HAVE IT RIGHT THIS TIME GODDESSES ALL I HAVE IT" hollers Isabella from her workroom upstairs.

2014-06-04 03:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin declines to holler.  They have rings that talk to each other. "By 'it,'" asks Adarin, taking stairs three at a time, "do you mean resurrection?"

2014-06-04 03:22 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"YES!"

2014-06-04 03:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He briefly wonders if he can teleport to get upstairs faster, but then he is already there while he is doing math in his head about how to make it work.

"What do you need?" he asks, breathless and excited.

2014-06-04 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh goddesses a list of herbs as long as my arm and the poem's soooo long and I have to tweak the scansion to incorporate the resurrectee's name on a per-occasion basis and there's two different parts where I have to sacrifice things, not just one, although I'll be able to do birds this time it doesn't have to be deer, and the diagram will be so fucking huge but it will work."Edited   2014-06-04 03:32 (UTC)


2014-06-04 03:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin giggles, and then his wife is scooped up into a hug.

"You're amazing, that sounds like an utter nightmare. What herbs, can I help with the diagram in any way - I will go fetch things while you diagram, what do you need me to do?"

2014-06-04 03:36 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Okay I have some of this already but -"  She writes up a shopping list and then adds, "Will your sister want to be here?  I'm assuming here the first person we should get is your dad?"

2014-06-04 03:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"She will want to be here if we're resurrecting dad.  Which I want to do first," says Adarin, grinning.  He takes the list and reads it over. "Think I can ply your clan to hand over herbs if I throw cool magic things at them?  I can make another portal bag, I could grab Ana while I'm there."

2014-06-04 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"The clan will have the herbs, Mom can get them for you and nobody'll blink, it's not that much of any one thing.  Scaling up I'll probably want an actual deal with a - commercial basil farm and whatnot, I guess - but for the first one no need."

2014-06-04 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He nods. "Then I will go get them, along with Ana - should it not be immediately?  Do you need time to get the diagram right, or - or to fix the poem for his name or something...?"

2014-06-04 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It'll take a while but not more than like - an hour unless I make a mistake."

2014-06-04 03:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Okay," he agrees, laughing a little. He twirls Isabella around and kisses her with delight. "I love you, I love you, I love you so much you are amazing."

2014-06-04 03:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I aaaaaam and I love you toooooo," she says breathlessly when the kiss is broken.

2014-06-04 03:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Kiss. "I would go on about how great you are but resurrection!  I will be back soon, I'm teleporting there, because resurrection."

2014-06-04 03:48 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Don't trip over things while you're averting your eyes from naked witches!  I will go start drawing."

And she scoops up a large bag of fine ash and goes into the backyard.

2014-06-04 03:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Of course not!  I love you!"

Adarin makes a spell for teleportation, teleports to just outside of clan lands, and then starts looking for either Ranata, his sister, or someone who could direct him to either. He officially does not care about nudity right now, he is about to get his father back.

2014-06-04 03:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Castarilan finds him!  "What are you doing here?" he inquires.

2014-06-04 03:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Isabella just made a resurrection spell I need my sister and herbs to do it we're resurrecting my dad," he says, all in a rush.

2014-06-04 03:53 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Castarilan always looks kind of excited, but perhaps the way he just looped the loop is extra-excited.  "Oh wow!  What do you need herbs-wise?  Zeviana's at the cookfire I think!"

2014-06-04 03:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin provides the list. "That, I will go get her, meet back - where are we, I honestly have no idea, um - come find me at the cookfire and we will fly or teleport back."

2014-06-04 03:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Okay!  Ranata will bring you herbs!  Cookfire's north-northwest from here!"  And Castarilan zooms away.

2014-06-04 03:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you!" he calls.

Then he goes and finds his sister.

2014-06-04 03:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




She is indeed at the cookfire!  Naked. She likes her armored silks, but she also likes being naked, too.

"Ada?" she says, surprised.

2014-06-04 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Isabella made a spell for resurrection, Ranata's getting the herbs, we're getting dad," he says. Then he notices her nudity and his eyes snap shut. "Aaaugh I feel like I should be traumatized but I don't care we're getting dad back, come on why are you sitting get dressed we have to go."

2014-06-04 04:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




His sister stares at him for a few seconds.

"Going," she then says, and that's all she needs to say because then she is getting up and retrieving her clothes to resurrect their dad.  Clothes clothes clothes - 

2014-06-04 04:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Her brother helps, he hands her pieces of silk and knots things that are hard for her to reach because it will mean that they get to Isabella faster. It's not like he doesn't know how witch silks work, anyway, he's married to a witch.Edited   2014-06-04 04:05 (UTC)


2014-06-04 04:5 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Ranata shows up with Castarilan fluttering after her and an armful of assorted herbs a few minutes later.  She is clothed.

2014-06-04 04:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




And now so is Zeviana! She looks at Ranata and grins. "Okay - flight or teleportation, do you want to come and watch?"

2014-06-04 04:8 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"I'd like to, but won't I just complicate things?  I imagine he'll be confused."

2014-06-04 04:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Okay, fair enough - Ada, teleportation?"

2014-06-04 04:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You'd have to do it, I will write you a spell for it," he says. "We can't do it on clan lands, anyway, I've got time."

2014-06-04 04:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Okay," agrees Zeviana. "Last call for coming to watch resurrection, Ranata, otherwise we take the herbs and we bolt while Ada furiously maths."

2014-06-04 04:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Go ahead," laughs Ranata, divesting herself of herbs.

2014-06-04 04:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana takes them, then starts walking towards the nearest clan border. "Ada, math."

2014-06-04 04:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin wants to run but he does need to actually finish the spell.  It's not very difficult, he just teleported here.

"Got it," he says, writing it down in his book of cheat sheets. "Here, trade you."

Herbs and book are transferred, they exit clan lands, and then -

- there they are, outside his and Isabella's house.

2014-06-04 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella is finishing carefully sprinkling ashes into the elaborate shape.  It's not really circular; it's a series of lines at odd angles to each other with runes nestling in the spaces they bracket.

2014-06-04 04:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hi, honey, we have herbs!" exclaims Adarin, setting them down near her and sorting them. To make things easier on her for resurrection.

2014-06-04 04:19 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Thank youuuuu I will need them presently!"  She checks her notes and adds another ash rune.  "Hi, Zeviana."

2014-06-04 04:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Hey!  I would hug you but you are runeing so I will not until after!"

2014-06-04 04:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Thank you for exercising restraint!"

Runing runing runing.

Herbing herbing herbing.

Poeming.

"Okay, ready?"

2014-06-04 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




The twins both nod, with excitement.

(Vern is fluffying up her feathers and jumping around and Lecasryn is currently doing loops in the air.)

2014-06-04 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay."

Isabella makes sure her poem's last verse scans.

And then she recites it.

This one mostly doesn't rhyme.

She starts with her hands clasped together over her heart.

"I call all my goddesses now to behold,
To aid me as I bring life to the dead.
Reclaim what was taken and heal what was harmed.
Return what was lost and salve all its grief."

She falls to her knees, each hand on the opposite shoulder.

"I call all my goddesses now to assist,
Obey me as I call forth who once died.
I restore in new flesh, unwithering, hale
In face familiar, in comfortable skin."

She kills a goose that she had ready in a smooth, fluid motion that ends with her arms both outstretched forward.

"I call all my goddesses now to retrieve
The missing, the lost, the mourned, the deceased
Who shall wake, live, all again, now at my hand
Who shall cease to be ceased at my command."

She stands up, fists clenched and raised to the sky.

"I call all my goddess now to comply!
Veron Antem Barkett no longer hers -
I call all my goddesses now to give back
The life that I summon with herb and ash!"

The second goose dies bloodily in her hands as she collapses deliberately to the ground, knife plunging into its heart.

The ash scatters.  The herbs vanish.  There is a high almost electrical whine and a cold wind -Edited   2014-06-04 04:48 (UTC)


2014-06-04 04:46 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




- and then there is a man with dark hair that is standing there.

He looks supremely confused.

2014-06-04 04:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Dad!" exclaims Adarin, and then Veron is hugged.

2014-06-04 04:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




By both twins.  There is a lot of hugging.

2014-06-04 04:57 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella sits down hard on the ground surrounded by goose blood and ashes and looks supremely pleased with herself.

2014-06-04 04:58 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"Thought you weren't supposed to call me that...?" says a confused Veron, surprised but hugging back. "How did I get here? Why are there hugs?"Edited   2014-06-04 05:01 (UTC)


2014-06-04 05:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




"Mom blew you up.  Along with the rest of the city."

2014-06-04 05:2 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"... And I'm not a smeared stain on the floor?"

2014-06-04 05:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"You were dead," says Adarin, choking back tears. He looks at Isabella, then gives his father a squeeze and departs to go scoop her up and kiss her.

"You did it you lovely woman," he breathes, laughing.

2014-06-04 05:5 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




Eyebrow raise. That's a new one.

2014-06-04 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Ooh, scooping!  Kissing!

"I did I did I did," she trills, "I'm amaaaaazing."

2014-06-04 05:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin laughs. "You are!"

He puts her down, looking at her affectionately, and then gets to explaining to his dad what is going on.

"Dad, so, um - this is my wife, Isabella, she can resurrect the dead as of this afternoon. You are the first person she has brought back."

2014-06-04 05:9 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one






"Well thank you."

2014-06-04 05:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"It's been - five years?  Six?  Fuck it, years are so hard to measure ever since we moved here, I'm so confused - a while! It's been a while!"

2014-06-04 05:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"Excuse me," pipes up a female possum that has gone unnoticed in the reunion. "I'm confused. So very confused, who am I?"

"... Talking possum," mutters Veron. "Adarin's married, we are somewhere weird. I think I'm very confused, too, talking possum."Edited   2014-06-04 05:15 (UTC)


2014-06-04 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, uh, welcome to my world, here people have daemons, that is apparently yours!"

"Hello!" Path says to the possum.

2014-06-04 05:17 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Hello," says the possum, slowly.

"I think that was supposed to help with the confusion but I am just more confused," says Veron.

2014-06-04 05:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin gently explains what has happened while Veron is dead. He includes an explanation of planar travel, daemons, Isabella, witches, and a brief history lesson.

2014-06-04 05:30 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"Okay," his father replies, stunned. "I - will... digest that. All of that."

2014-06-04 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm sorry for the culture shock," Isabella says.  "There wasn't any reasonable way to do this someplace more familiar."

2014-06-04 05:32 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Yeah, I bet, wow. The entire world?"

2014-06-04 05:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah.  We're technically refugees.  From the refugees."

2014-06-04 05:34 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Right.  Okay. And you are married now." Pause. He smiles a bit. "You look happy."

2014-06-04 05:43 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We are!"

2014-06-04 05:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Congratulations," he says, warmly.

2014-06-04 05:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins. "Thanks, dad."

Then, hugs to dad.  Again.

2014-06-04 05:51 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Awwww.

2014-06-04 05:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You should name your daemon," says Adarin. "It's a bit of a shock to get one, but I like having daemons."

2014-06-04 05:55 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Zeviana snorts with laughter. "Adarin named his after you, dad."Edited   2014-06-04 05:55 (UTC)


2014-06-04 05:55 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Did you now," says Veron, some mix between faintly amused and honestly touched.

2014-06-04 05:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I um - well... Yeah, sort of," he coughs.

"Hi!" says Vern. "I'm Vernaia!  It's nice to meet you!"

2014-06-04 05:58 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Likewise, little white bird. Who is named after me."

2014-06-04 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin coughs again, looking embarrassed. "I missed you a lot?"

2014-06-04 06:0 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"I can tell."

And then, more hugs.

2014-06-04 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path preens Vernaia proudly.

2014-06-04 06:2 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"I'll have to get used to 'dad,' you know."

2014-06-04 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Vernaia snuggles Path right back. Preen, preen - she's so proud of Path and Isabella, for making this possible.

"You've got time," says Adarin brightly. "I kept slipping on calling you 'Veron' anyway. So that was practice for now."

2014-06-04 06:5 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Veron snorts. "Guess so, yeah.  Not complaining, though."

2014-06-04 06:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"You get official father status rather than unofficial secret father status!"

2014-06-04 06:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one







Hugs.Edited   2014-06-04 06:08 (UTC)


2014-06-04 06:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




All of the hugs.  All of them.

"What do you want to be called?" asks Lecasryn, landing next to the possum.

2014-06-04 06:10 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"... I've got no idea. I've never had to name myself before - um. Ideas?" asks the possum. "Peanut gallery, ideas for a name for a less confused possum?"

2014-06-04 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do you just want something relatively generic for a daemon?  Lecasryn is just named what Path would've been if he'd been female and both names came out of a baby name book."

2014-06-04 06:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Baby name book, sure," says the possum.

"I get input, right?" snorts Veron.

"Of course."

2014-06-04 06:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Nimersa.  Acair.  Lyderys.  Xahare.  Thiolithai.  Ninyfal," suggests Isabella off the top of her head.

2014-06-04 06:16 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Xahare," says the possum. "Let's just go with that."

Veron looks at the possum. "Well that was easy.  Hi, Xahare."

"Hi!"

2014-06-04 06:17 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Hi!" agrees Path.

2014-06-04 06:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Hello!" says Vern, brightly, hopping over to Xahare to nuzzle.

2014-06-04 06:19 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Xahare is momentarily confused, but then returns nuzzles.

"That's absurdly cute," snorts Veron.

2014-06-04 06:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Daemons do parallel socializing!"

2014-06-04 06:21 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"... Right, okay. There will be a lot of things to get used to."

2014-06-04 06:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yeah," agrees Adarin, "but this is honestly a really nice plane."

2014-06-04 06:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"I believe you, just - culture shock."

2014-06-04 06:24 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We also have a colony on another planet and I have a robot army there!"

2014-06-04 06:25 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again







"... Okay."

2014-06-04 06:25 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"...sorry, should I try to slow it down?"

2014-06-04 06:26 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"... Probably a bit, thank you, though."

2014-06-04 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay."

2014-06-04 06:27 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




He smiles at her. "It's okay."

Then he looks at the twins. "So uh - I kind of have got no idea what to do with myself, now. Since Aliya's gone and so's Kystle."

2014-06-04 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We should make you immortal, and I should put the translation spell on you."

2014-06-04 06:30 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again







"Immortal," repeats Veron. "In - what sense?"

2014-06-04 06:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"You get to be young and pretty forever but if someone shanks you you're dead.  So, bloodline without the time limit. Or the crazy."

2014-06-04 06:32 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




".... That was Adarin's wife, too, wasn't it."

2014-06-04 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins. "She's very smart."

2014-06-04 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Oh, the resurrection does the immortality part as part of the same process!" chirps Isabella.  "No need to do a separate spell for it.  I thought that would have been clear from the verse."

2014-06-04 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"... I continue to be delighted with you," laughs Adarin. "Then I suppose the metaphorical ball is in my court."

He pulls out the book of cheatsheets, thumbs to the correct page, and then gets to casting the translation spell.

"There, all done!"

2014-06-04 06:36 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Thank you?" says Veron. "Are you sure it worked?"

2014-06-04 06:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Yup!" says Zeviana in English. "If Ada says it worked, it worked."

2014-06-04 06:38 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one







"Yeah, it worked."

2014-06-04 06:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Dooooo you want... like... a nap?  A sandwich?  I don't actually know what state of hunger and/or tiredness resurrectees may appear in because you are first."

2014-06-04 06:40 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"No, I'm fine, thank you.  I could go sit down, though, because - lots to take in."

2014-06-04 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Of course.  Come in," says Isabella, heading for the door and opening it with the less goose-blood-y of her hands.  She gestures at the furniture and goes to burn the geese.

2014-06-04 06:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




Onto the couch he goes.  Plop. "Nice house."

His possum follows. Plop, next to him.

2014-06-04 06:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I'm extremely fond of it!"Edited   2014-06-04 06:45 (UTC)


2014-06-04 06:45 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'd tell you how I got it but it might be shock-y!" calls Isabella from the firepit.

2014-06-04 06:46 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Well now I'm curious.  How'd you get it?"

2014-06-04 06:46 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I have an artifact that dispenses absolute truth that I interact with via thingamajigs Adarin made me and I asked it where to find a house in the middle of nowhere I could just kind of take!" she says, coming inside to wash her hands.

2014-06-04 06:47 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Absolute truth.  Uh.  Okay."

2014-06-04 06:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin cackles. "I am the luckiest man alive, you have no idea."

2014-06-04 06:48 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"I am starting to get some idea," snorts Veron. "Congrats."

2014-06-04 06:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Now there is no more blood on Isabella's hands, so she can go up to her husband and kiss him for that, mwah.

2014-06-04 06:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




He is delighted with this! Kiss!

2014-06-04 06:51 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Also cute. Glad you're happy, Adarin."

2014-06-04 06:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"So happy!" he agrees, giggling.

2014-06-04 06:52 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella is happy too!  Look how happy she is, snuggling her husband like that.

2014-06-04 06:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Snuggle, snuggle.

"I wish you could have been at the wedding," says Adarin. "You have pictures, but it's not quite the same."

2014-06-04 06:55 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Veron shrugs. "Nah. But who cares if you light some candles and people clap? You're happy, she's happy, I assume you're taking over the world or something together.  Robot army and resurrection and immortality and everything that you can do. So. No complaints."

2014-06-04 06:57 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"We are ludicrously rich off a portal network and colonizing space and everyone gets to be alive as soon as I have some logistics worked out and it's awesome!"

2014-06-04 06:58 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Veron bursts out laughing. "Wish I could say I was surprised, but. Nope."

2014-06-04 06:59 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella beams.

2014-06-04 06:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins and snuggles his wife.

2014-06-04 07:0 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"I mean, I wasn't expecting the flavor to be 'anti-death economic takeover with colonization of space' but... Kinda knew something big would happen. Adarin's that kind of kid. Glad I get to see it."

2014-06-04 07:2 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I may be contributing more than my share, flavorwise," muses Isabella.  "Honey, was there something big you wanted to do?  We can probably fit in more things somewhere, we're immortal."

2014-06-04 07:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmmm. Colonization's mine, don't worry - I suppose we could start checking other planes? Become a plague of utopias."

2014-06-04 07:5 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Ooooh yes," says Isabella.  "A utopian plague on all their houses."

2014-06-04 07:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"They will curse our names as they live long, happy, and comfortable lives."

2014-06-04 07:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana snorts.

2014-06-04 07:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Guess Kystle's not worth salvaging anymore, huh?"

2014-06-04 07:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"We're helping the refugees, carefully, because mages are prickly, but... Yeah, no.  It's - there's not going to be anything left."

2014-06-04 07:8 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






2014-06-04 07:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin snuggles his wife. "Sorry."

2014-06-04 07:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Eh.  I vote we wait a hundred years or so, then go in spells blazing, beat the fuck out of the bastards, resurrect everyone we can find the names of, and then throw a huge party."

2014-06-04 07:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snorts. "Maybe. As a possible project sometime in the unforeseeable future."Edited   2014-06-04 07:12 (UTC)


2014-06-04 07:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Anecdotally, several clans of witches have gone ahead and started earlier and larger batches of children than they otherwise might have since I figured out the immortalization and they can expect to keep their sons, which means more daughters too, which means more witches to help with mass-production!  Being able to resurrect too will only help."

2014-06-04 07:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Ooo. That's helpful!"

2014-06-04 07:20 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Mm-hm!"

2014-06-04 07:22 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




Zeviana looks between them and wonders if they'll be timing to have kids at the same time, but realizes that her brother would be annoyed with her.  There will always be other batches of witch children, and it's not like they have to be impatient about timing having kids with that. Best to avoid brotherly disapproval.

"Hey," she says, realizing something else. "Can you resurrect Luzia's son?  And her husband, pretty sure she misses her husband, too."

2014-06-04 16:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Luzia can resurrect them, she's in my clan and will have the spell presently," Isabella points out.  "And that would probably be less confusing for them.  I cannot, of course, guarantee that you will get along with your girlfriend's husband when there is no prior arrangement of polyamory."

2014-06-04 16:46 (UTC)









headunbowed: m. Never again




"Okay.  Then she's probably going to. As to what happens after, I dunno. There could be fallout with dead husband, I guess. Dunno what I'd do then. I'll figure it out when I get there. I just figured I should ask, because - girlfriend. She misses them, I'm pretty sure."

2014-06-04 16:49 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's well-thought-of.  Just wanted to be clear that there might be a displeasing surprise involved."

2014-06-04 16:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup. Thanks, Isabella."

Pause. "... Can I hug you now?"

2014-06-04 16:53 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Sure."

2014-06-04 16:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Hug!

2014-06-04 16:54 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Veron is amused with this, but happy that his kids are so obviously happy. Strange new plane, weird funky magic, resurrection, talking possums - worth it, if they get to be happy.

2014-06-04 16:55 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: o ~ path




Path gives said talking possum Being A Daemon 101 instructions.

2014-06-04 16:56 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




She listens raptly and asks occasional questions.

2014-06-04 16:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia switches between snuggling Xahare and Path, obviously ecstatic.  She helps a bit with Being A Daemon 101, but mostly she is going to snuggle.

2014-06-04 16:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn is a bit more sedate about the entire affair, but she perches near Xahare and occasionally gives brief nuzzles.

2014-06-04 17:0 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




It's all pretty cute.

"So, I know Zeviana is not really in a position to offer you a guest room; it would at best be a guest camping site," Isabella says to Veron, "but Adarin lives here with me, and if you would prefer that to a hotel, you can stay here while we find you a nice place on Earth, or you could go live on the colony world, or whatever you want to do."

2014-06-04 17:2 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Not picky," says Veron. Then he snorts. "I'd have no problem staying here, but I get the feeling that it might be a bit awkward.  Considering."

He looks at Adarin, smirking. Yeah.  His son's getting laid.

2014-06-04 17:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin laughs a little, turning a bit red and taking his wife's hand.

2014-06-04 17:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Handsqueeze.  "Well, but we wouldn't turn you out in the cold.  We can get you a hotel room no problem though.  There are lots of cities to choose from, do you have any preferences about - you won't recognize the individual cities, but city size, type, climate?"

2014-06-04 17:8 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Warmish climate, not tropical.  City size I don't care much about. Easiest one works fine for me, is there a city that's easy distance from Adarin and Zeviana?  So they can visit. Or I can. I will knock."

2014-06-04 17:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana snorts with laughter. "I live on clan lands, there is no knocking.  Also, hot naked witches."

2014-06-04 17:11 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




Veron snorts. "No wonder you're happy."

2014-06-04 17:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Anywhere I'd put you is near us, because we're a hop and a skip from the portal hub site.  Nearish Zeviana without any portaling is Seattle, but it rains all the time and is not really warmish most of the year."

2014-06-04 17:14 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Meh.  That's fine," he shrugs. "Not picky."

2014-06-04 17:20 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, we can get you a hotel and start househunting for you.  I might want to delegate that if you don't want to consider it some kind of bonding activity."

2014-06-04 17:21 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Delegate away, I'm sure you are quite busy." He sounds vaguely proud and amused, rather than annoyed.

2014-06-04 17:22 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"It's true!"  Isabella pulls out her phone and dials a staffperson, humming.

2014-06-04 17:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I missed you, dad," says Adarin, smiling. "I can go house hunting with you if you want."

2014-06-04 17:25 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Nah.  Thanks, though - I'll take the delegate. Need a bit of time to settle in before we can properly start catching up."

2014-06-04 17:28 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella descibes the task to the staff person - "help my father-in-law find a house in Seattle and while letting him look at said houses ensure he is not run over by a car, also just sort of roll with it if he does not know what something is okay?" - and then hangs up.  "We can go get you a hotel room now."

2014-06-04 17:30 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Thank you, that'd be great."

2014-06-04 17:32 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Portal hub's thisaway!"  Isabella leads the procession out the front door.

2014-06-04 17:33 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




The procession proceeds to the hub!

"... Huh," says Veron, when he sees the hub. "I am not surprised that you are absurdly rich."

2014-06-04 17:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh yeah, witch magic can do all kinds of things but transit-wise we mostly just fly on cloud-pines," she gestures with hers, which she scooped up on her way out the door, "so this was a big deal."

Isabella and her party are waved through the portals without having to display tickets or passes, and then they are in Seattle.
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steppingup: Hokey magic




Veron glances around at Seattle. "Cars would be the - big metal things?" he asks, eyeing them. "I am not planning to walk in front of them because that looks like it would hurt."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana laughs. "Yeah, those are cars.  Yeah it would, don't do it."

2014-06-04 17:38 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




He snorts. "Yeah, got it."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella pokes at her phone until it coughs up the location of a hotel, and then leads the way to said hotel and gets Veron a room.
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steppingup: Not again




To the hotel room he goes!

He get a brief explanation of how everything in the room works.  He catches on pretty quickly, asks for access to newspapers or the internet, and from there starts figuring things out himself.  The television is helpful. He will need to go shopping for things besides the (kind of culturally strange) clothes on his back, because while he's alive, that's literally the only thing he's got besides the love of his children.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella presents him with a wad of cash for incidentals out of her portal bag.
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steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Thank you," he says, taking and counting the cash. "You're a good fit for Adarin, and not just because you got me a hotel room and money."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I like to think so," says Isabella, leaning happily on her husband.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin snuggles her, happily.
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steppingup: You're my kid




"Also, you are extremely cute together.  Careful, I might die again.  From cute."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Then I would have to get you back again, it would be inconvenient, please don't do that."
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steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Sure. Not allowed to die, got it."
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headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Damn straight."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Nope. You get to die once, that's it, now your dying privileges are revoked."
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steppingup: Taking credit for that




"My heart.  It breaks."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Not literally, please.  That sounds fatal, and we know that's not permitted."
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steppingup: Easy answer to that one




Veron laughs. "Yeah."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin's just going to hug his father again.
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steppingup: You're my kid




Hug!

2014-06-04 18:2 (UTC)





Bindings

Obvious choice





royal_obligation: (Default)




Every system has stupid rules. If you put a system together two centuries ago, with rules that make sense for the time period, they will not evolve to fit a new culture without quite a lot of revisions and help. This is, unfortunately, not something everyone's willing to do. Because of this, often there will end up being stupid rules attached to governments of countries and empires.

But, by far, requiring marriage to ascend the throne is the most idiotic rule Edarial has ever heard of. It's certainly a good idea for producing heirs, but actually requiring it beforehand is idiotic.  Being married, in itself, does absolutely nothing to help with ruling a country. Nothing at all. Edarial's still stewing in just how stupid the rule is when his brother barges into his room, all barely repressed anger and outrage.

Edarial eyes him, worried. "Please tell me they didn't-" he begins.

"Skip it," orders Zevros, pacing the room.

"Okay," he agrees, remaining seated and watching his twin pace. It doesn't take very long for Zevros to break the silence.

"I think," says Zevros, "that we should grab as many royal jewels as we can carry, flee the country, and go live on an island paradise drinking fruity drinks on a beach for the rest of our lives."

"You've mentioned."

"I'm mentioning it again because this is - fucking terrible!" declares his brother, angry.

"It's a little unfair to tell me to skip something but then base a conversation on what the something was," points out Edarial. "One or the other, please."

"Right. It was the obvious thing," sighs Zevros.

"Of course it was," says Edarial, in the same tone. "Fuck. Because you're firstborn?"

"Because they're dipshits."

"That, too." Pause. "Who'd they pick? Some idiotic countess or -"

"Does it matter?" growls Zevros. "You know exactly how much I don't want to marry a woman.  Ever."

"Yes," sighs Edarial. "I know." He is fully aware of his twin's very strict preference for men. Edarial respects it just fine, it's the rest of the court that doesn't.

"So, we ditch, think you can hex things to help us break out? Or get to the treasury, or the map room, so we can get a good route..." says Zevros, laying out various useful places for two princes to get materials to flee the country.

Personally, Edarial doesn't think that fleeing is the best option.  They're the only two heirs, their mother's dead and the former king is acting as a regent until they 'come of age' by marrying. The list of people next in the line is contested and hard to prove, once it's out of the royal family proper. Edarial's almost certain that it would result in a civil war, if the two of them just happened to disappear. Not to mention the absolute mess their mother's left of Marlatia, the country's a tinder-box waiting for a spark. It's got so many problems, but the core - the bureaucracy, the system - valuable infrastructure that could be redirected and used. It just needs someone to fix them.

Edarial would work to fix them, if he were king. The stupid rule, the mess of a country, the famine in the south - and a thousand others.  He's got ideas, he's got plans, he's even managed to get a few of them implemented without too much fuss, but there's only so much a crown prince can do. The choice is as obvious as it is distasteful. Edarial's been thinking about it quite a lot, realizing with growing horror that there's really only one thing he can do.

"Zev. I... Can just marry someone," he says, softly, interrupting his brother's planning. "Become king, cut you loose, fix things and get rid of the stupid, stupid marriage rule."

Zevros stares at him. "Did you find someone you wanted to get hitched with when I wasn't looking?"

"No."

"Then why are you offering?  Not an option, you don't want to so we won't -"

"Because," says Edarial, pained, "I can't just - leave a country to get torn apart by civil war!"

"Daisy, c'mon, if the country falls apart because two people don't want to get married, then it's kind of a stupid country anyway. Kind of has it coming."

"Not the people that live in it," argues Edarial.

"That's their problem, this is ours - you're - you're shaking just talking about it, we both know you're not the cold political marriage type."

Edarial glances at his hand.  As promised, it's shaking - he tries to hold it still, but can't manage it.  He clenches his fist and says, "I'm not.  But I can do it anyway."

"Please," begs Zevros, looking pained. "I don't want to watch you do that to yourself -"

"I'll be fine."

"You're such a terrible fucking liar."

"I know," laughs Edarial, but it sounds something like a sob.

2014-05-24 03:0





Bindings

shindig





come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel is barely related to the Countess.  The Countess is her great-aunt, and there are several layers of not-very-close family in there: the Countess never much liked her sister, said sister engendered little fondness in her only daughter, and said daughter - well, Iobel liked her just fine, which only served to cement the distance between her and the Countess.  Iobel supposes she is technically in line for the title, but only if a rather intimidating number of cousins from that more prolific branch of the family all succumb to mortality first.

So Iobel lives in a little flat above a little store and under the old landlord and his wife, and she cohabits with her cat, and she sells hexes and custom spellcharts and consults on other people's spells in progress.  It's a decent living even though she buys nice, quality things to lay the hexes on, and it's fun, and she has lots of spare time for personal research and reading since she taught the cat to operate the cash drawer and speak the few Marlese words necessary to tell customers "thank you" and "my spellbinder will be back in an hour" and convinced him to actually use those words instead of his choicer acquisitions.

But she is still noticeably related to the Countess, and when the Countess holds a big shindig, when she wants to fill up that manor house and all the gardens with eight hundred people, then Iobel gets an invitation.

So she goes, because why not, it's a holiday party and the shop's getting no business on the Equinox Revel anyway.  She brings Cricket the cat along and takes the ferry up the canal to the estate and is offered a little guest room in the back wing and subtly insulted into borrowing one of her great-aunt's old dresses for the duration of the party.  And then she loiters, cat at her heels making rude private-language comments about everyone they see, and she eats the hors d'oeuvres and lets some cousin teach her a simple dance because she finally managed a spell to cure her clumsiness the other month and this is as good an opportunity as any.

2014-05-24 00:17









aestrix: (Default)




At such a large party, with so many possible spellbinders, a large menagerie of creatures are going to loiter around with their people. Some are not on their person's shoulder or on their heels, though - one such raven lands in front of Iobel and considers her, looks at Cricket, and then flies off.  Apparently this is to retrieve his person, because shortly after a good looking man in his forties shows up, raven perched on his shoulder.

"Hello," says the man with a smile. "I don't believe we've met, and I try to know every spellbinder of nobility. I'm Natariem Oteliar."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Iobel Swan, but I'm only loosely nobility, the countess is my mother's aunt," says Iobel.  "And this is Cricket.  Cricket doesn't know a lot of Marlese but he prefers to be introduced anyway."  Cricket rubs against her calf and purrs.
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aestrix: (Default)




"It's a pleasure to meet you both." He inclines his head to both cat and woman. His raven does not appear to want to be introduced, instead taking off to look at something else in the party. "My familiar does not have much concept of manners," adds Natariem wryly.
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Mine doesn't either or I might have taught him more of the vernacular."  (Cricket sniffs disdainfully.)

2014-05-24 17:9 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He smiles. "He seems perfectly polite to me, but perhaps I am wrong. Is this your first time at one of these parties?"
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I was at one when I was - twelve, if I recall right, but I'm not a regular attendee by any means."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Aha. So you've barely seen what parties were like before the late queen."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Parties are not," agrees Iobel, "my index of the anything much."
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aestrix: (Default)




"That's entirely all right. Most of them are filled with boring people, anyway. Chatting about the latest gossip and such." He lowers his voice, and changes it to sound slightly mocking. "'What sort of hairstyle does the crown prince favor?  Maybe he'll marry me, I'm pretty enough.'"

It's pretty obvious he's got little to no respect for those types of people.

(They're useful, sometimes, but not on their own merits. Easy to manipulate, but without any skills to bring to the table and therefore replaceable and expendable.)
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Does Prince Zevros have much of an opinion on hairstyles?" laughs Iobel.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Not particularly, no. But I doubt he'd marry any of them, anyway, he's still young and experimenting - Edarial's a better bet."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I wouldn't know, never having met either," says Iobel neutrally.

2014-05-24 17:35 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"They're at least both likely to be better rulers than their mother, that's for sure," he snorts. "Though that's really not difficult."

If she were alive, even he wouldn't dare say this out loud in any tongue but his familiar's. But she's not, so he can use her ineptness as a rallying point.
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I would not have been inclined to describe that as a tremendous bar to clear, no, so that says comparatively little about the princes except that they're neither of them her spitting image."

Cricket mutters something in his own individual language. Iobel snorts at him.
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aestrix: (Default)




"I've met them both - I don't know if you'd care for me to give an overview or not?"

And hear her opinions on the subject.
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




She shrugs.  "Sure, why not.  I'd like to know something about whoever's going to wind up on the throne, I live here."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Zevros is a talented young swordsman who is remarkably straightforward and to the point," says Natariem. "But he has a wicked temper, no respect for authority, and little foresight. If he ever does take the throne I'd want to wait a decade, so he's had some time to grow up."

Natariem considers the firstborn prince something of a failure. He's got admirable qualities, surely, but it's unlikely that Zevros will do much to leave a lasting effect. Not the sort of thing Natariem's hoping for.

"Most of the smart ones are hoping Zevros abdicates in favor of his brother, though. Rather standoffish and cold, but he's no fool and has a sense of honor and fairness about things. I suspect there are a few changes to the country that are his doing, but I couldn't give specifics as to what."

It's a lie.  He could explain what he's up to, exactly, so easily.  He keeps a close watch on Edarial - he has high hopes for the boy. He's very much his father's son, patient and thoughtful and clever. The boy still needs to have some of his more starchy morals driven out of him, but as an heir to the throne, he's a good choice.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Does Zevros seem likely to do that?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Anyone's guess. I think he might just to avoid getting married, but I could be wrong. He's volatile and somewhat unpredictable."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"He can't find anyone he wants to marry, I suppose?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"... There are rumors of a few of his habits," says Natariem delicately. "They do not include women."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Oh, I see.  It would be more convenient for everyone if adopting heirs was an accepted practice, wouldn't it?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"It would, quite a lot. Just pick someone that would be a reasonable king or queen and put them in charge."

Natariem would like very much to be in charge, but it's not happening. He's got no personal claim to the throne.
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"There could be trial periods, essay tests..."

2014-05-24 18:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Small-scale problems for them to handle to see if they can handle crises when the stakes are low - I wish for it too.  But, alas."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Alas.  Hereditary monarchy.  You think Edarial will do okay if he gets ahold of the big chair?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"I think so, but he could always use suggestions for what things need doing."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Are you some sort of advisor, is that why you know them well enough to speculate?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Sort of. Not officially, but I like to keep my eyes and ears open for things that involve the future of this country, and ways to help it along."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"You realize that makes you sound like you're a spy."
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aestrix: (Default)




He snorts. "Definitely not. I just try to pay attention."

By employing spies. He's not, technically, one himself.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"What brings you to this party, anyway, are you a friend of my great-aunt or what?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Count of the Northern Isles. Also an acquaintance of your great-aunt, though I wouldn't call us friends."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel nods.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Why," teases the man, "were you worried that I was beneath your station?"
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"No, I just wanted to know what brought you into the princes' orbit, since you are apparently not a spy."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Counthood has its benefits.  I'm trying to see if they will be a good fit for Marlatia, or cause the country to - worsen."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If they do worse than the late queen I might pack up and move to Lathalind."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Indeed.  That's what I'd very much like to prevent."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"What, me in particular moving to Lathalind?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Well, not you in particular, but them doing worse than the late queen, certainly."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I wish you luck in forestalling the eventuality."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Thank you. If you'd like to help, I'm trying to find possible queen candidates."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I haven't met either prince," she points out.
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aestrix: (Default)




"To be entirely fair," says Natariem wryly, "I am not necessarily saying you. Unless you'd think you'd make a good queen?"
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Nobody else is springing to mind.  I like to think I'd make a good queen, all else being equal, but it isn't, is it, there's a wedding involved."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Yes, annoyingly messy business, that.  What would you do with it, if someone just handed you queenhood?"
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"I'd need more details than I have from my vantage point as the proprietor of a magic shop -"

Cricket says something.

"- who is usually not personally staffing the till, yes, thank you, Cricket - about what needs doing, first.  But the canals are disgustingly full of trash and there are plenty of unemployed people capable of manual labor; those seem like problems that could benefit from encountering each other.  The state of general education is a disaster; if my mother weren't a schoolteacher I would have had a hard time even getting into a proper library to self-teach once I got past the age where her job qualified me for a slot at the school itself.  I did okay, but plenty of people don't.  The legal status of familiars is too vague, it's based entirely around trusting spellbinders not to want to do anything bad to their familiars once we've bound them, but even if that works ninety percent of the time there's always the possibility of the relationship deteriorating or never having been very good to begin with; there's plenty of ways to mistreat a dependent animal that don't risk killing it and unmaking the spellbinder.  And as near as I can tell, tropical fruit is expensive because the queen once upon a time took a dislike to the ambassador from Ethayr, not for any sound economical reason, so I'd want to look into the underlying tariffs.  I'd go ahead and make heir adoption legal, too, as previously mentioned.  That sort of thing."
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aestrix: (Default)




He tilts his head.

"Hm. Okay, you would probably make a good queen. I recommend making a trip to the palace and seeing if you can meet them, and if they suit you..." He shrugs. "We get a decent queen."

2014-05-24 23:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Just show up uninvited, you mean," says Iobel skeptically.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Make an excuse that you need to visit the fountain for your familiar, then mention you are nobility and would like to meet them. Or I could send an announcement for you, if that's too troublesome."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'm not, really, nobility," says Iobel.  "And Cricket's generally very healthy and looks it.  And it's a slim chance I'd suit either - I don't want to marry the overwhelming majority of people - or that if I did I could find out on the short meeting that kind of excuse might yield."
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aestrix: (Default)




"It's worth an effort, at least."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's a very slim chance.  And they'd have to like me too, wouldn't they?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Political marriages are a thing that do occur," points out Natariem.
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'd rather not have one, though.  I can accomplish a lot of things that are worth accomplishing without marrying a prince who might or might not like me via elaborate subterfuge."
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aestrix: (Default)




"I suppose it's not for everyone." He does file her candidacy for queenhood away for later, though. No drive to do it herself, would make good queen, might need to be shoved into political marriagehood.

His raven returns, says something to him in its language, and then he says, "I'm afraid I must go.  Someone needs me, over there - it was a pleasure to meet you, my dear."
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Likewise, I'm sure."

And that is the end of that, is it not?

2014-05-25 00:15 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Apparently so!

2014-05-25 00:31 (UTC)





Bindings

Announcement





royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial makes a list of necessities for a wife. He has Zevros check it over, who promptly rips it up and throws it at him. He is of the opinion that if Edarial doesn't actually want to marry a specific person, he shouldn't, and Zevros will have nothing to do with any of it. Edarial sighs, rewrites it, and keeps it and a copy of it away from his twin in the future. 

He makes the announcement to various interested people that he will be looking for a bride. Just saying it makes him feel sick. Edarial manages to keep it together long enough to give a list of the qualities he's looking for before he flees. He says he's busy, no one will look twice at him being curt and disappearing to get work done.  So no one comes after him when he hides in his room and locks the door.

Face buried in his pillow, he realizes that there's no way he can be personable to his - whatever they are.  Potential brides, suitors - whatever, he doesn't care. He'll hire someone to vet them, so he doesn't have to torture himself dealing with women trying to persuade him to marry them.
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aestrix: (Default)




The first two candidates Nataliem sends Edarial's way are rejected outright for being associated with him. The third gets herself thrown out by getting on Zevros's bad side, and then Nataliem has to start finding other options, because it's not like women that suit Edarial's inane list of necessities are easy to find. Iobel is on his list of candidates.  He considers her skepticism and unwillingness to marry the man that'll become king problems, but getting around those will not be as difficult as getting around the prince's pickiness.

He forges a letter from the prince, having already practiced his handwriting years ago, and then finds out where Iobel lives and has the letter sent. In it is a royal order for Iobel to present herself as a marriage candidate at the palace.  That should get around her shyness quite nicely.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation






Nope.  No it won't.

An invitation would have done just fine.  She'd have shown up if invited.  A royal command?  Nope nope and nope.  Iobel starts packing, banking on a few days' grace period to let her get the contents of the store and her books into boxes.
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aestrix: (Default)




Nataliem's familiar is sent to spy on her, and see if she needs any correcting. The raven notices with alarm that Iobel is not packing for a trip, she's packing to flee the country. Her person has miscalculated - and now a fourth candidate's about to be lost. But this is preventable - there is something that only the palace offers, something that would get her where her human wants her.

She flies off, steals a vial of a very slow acting poison, and then returns. Ravens have good dexterity, and she is cleverer than most - she's not even seen. When Iobel and Cricket are both distracted the poison is mixed into Cricket's food, and then the raven finds a place to watch the effects of her plot.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket suspects nothing.

And is thereafter very unhappy.

It's too late to vomit up the poison when he starts feeling symptoms, although he tries, anyway.  He lurches to Iobel and collapses on her foot while she's wrapping a glass hex in paper.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel charges up and deploys healing spells until she's tried the six best candidates and she's out for the day, and then -

she scoops up her cat and gets on the fastest boat to the palace and runs for the fountain gate.
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aestrix: (Default)




Once the poison has reached its intended target, the raven flies off to inform Nataliem. She gets there before Iobel does. She explains the situation, how she handled it, and Nataliem pets her affectionately for her cleverness and reacts accordingly.

There are guards, stationed outside of the fountain gate. They ask for her name.

When they learn it, they refuse to let her in.Edited   2014-05-25 02:23 (UTC)
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"My cat is - my familiar is dying!" Iobel says.  "I'm out of spells for the day!  Let me in!"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Hand me the cat," says one of the guards, "and I will dunk it in the fountain. He will be returned after the prince has chosen a bride."
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"Is that what this is - I can't very well marry anybody unmade!"
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aestrix: (Default)




"So hand me the cat," shrugs the guard. "And you won't have to worry about it."
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain






Iobel gives him Cricket.
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aestrix: (Default)




Cricket is taken.  He is dumped in the fountain, and healed.  Then, he is not given back. Instead, into an out of the way closet he goes. There is already a litter box and food and water in it. How thoughtful.

The second guard looks at Iobel with a stony expression. "Not to worry, miss," she says in what should be a comforting tone but somehow misses it, "he is perfectly safe as long as you're here."
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alicornucopia: cricket




The guard handling Cricket after he's healed is sworn at in two languages and scratched and bitten as much as Cricket can manage in the process of trying to escape, but he doesn't escape.  He yowls from his closet.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Wh- give him back!"
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aestrix: (Default)




The guard handling Cricket gets one hell of a scratching.  That will leave scars.

The one dealing with Iobel says calmly, "He will be returned unharmed, not to worry. Just not right now."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"You're holding my cat hostage to make me stick around and meet the princes.  You're seriously doing that?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"I wouldn't use those terms," says the guard. "We're just trying to guarantee that this country has the best chance it can get."

2014-05-25 02:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel fists her hands in her hair.

"Right.  Hostage cat.  Where am I supposed to go?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"At the main palace gate there's a man accepting guests.  Tell him your name and title and you'll get a guest room."
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I don't have a title."

But she goes.
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aestrix: (Default)




She gets a guest room. It's nice - pleasantly furnished and with a lovely little single bathroom with running and heated water (made by magic).
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Sure.  Lovely place to wait out the hostage-taking.

She wants her cat.
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aestrix: (Default)




Eventually there's a knock at the door.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel goes and opens the door.
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aestrix: (Default)




There is a short, portly old man with a clipboard. "Hello -" he checks the clipboard, "- Miss Iobel Swan. Edarial's feeling ill at the moment, do you mind if I have a word in his stead?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I just want my cat," she says plaintively.  "I just want my cat back safe, is he - where is he?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Your cat?  I beg your pardon? I wouldn't know where your pet is, ma'am..."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"My familiar.  Someone took him."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Your -" The little portly man startles. "- Oh my goodness. Oh my goodness, do you know who took him?"
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"I didn't get their names, the guards at the fountain, he was sick, they wouldn't let me take him to the fountain myself and then they took him - he got a good few chunks out of the one that was holding him but he didn't get away."
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aestrix: (Default)




"The guards at the fountain?" asks the little man. "What?  No, no, you must be mistaken, the guards would never do that!"
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"Then maybe they were fake guards, but they were at the fountain and they wouldn't let me in!"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Oh my goodness! I will have to file the right paperwork -"

Then he looks at his clipboard.

"... Um.  Miss, I'm really sorry about this and you have my solemn word that I will get to the bottom of whatever this is, but I have a job and if I don't do it I can't feed my kids!"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel leans heavily on the wall.  "What is it your job to get me to do, then?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Just an interview, it won't take very long!" assures the bureaucrat.
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Can you get my cat first and then give me the interview?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Trying to find your cat might take a while, I don't know where to begin, there's so much paperwork to fill out!  But the interview won't take very long, I promise."

2014-05-25 03:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I don't want to be here at all, but they have Cricket and I think they'd kill him if I tried to leave," she murmurs.

But this bureaucrat is not very helpful and she doesn't think holding his survey results hostage will get anything more than wheedling, whereas sending him on his way might actually get him looking however ineffectually for her cat.

"What are the questions?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"I'm very sorry for the trouble, miss, I'm just trying to do my job."

There turns out to be a lot of questions. Mostly about how she would react to certain situations, what sort of solutions she'd have to certain problems, that sort of thing. It seems to boil down to be less about her personality and more about if she would be any good as a queen.  Or, at least, in the opinion of whoever is getting the results. The portly little man writes down all of her answers, then thanks her for her time, tells her he will get to trying to find her familiar 'Right away' and then trundles off to go do that.Edited   2014-05-25 03:52 (UTC)
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel closes the door and cries and then goes and splashes water on her face until her eyes stop stinging.
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aestrix: (Default)




The portly little man tries his best to find her cat through normal means.  He files various reports, fills out a metric ton of paperwork, and even makes and gives out little pamphlets to guards filled with information on what to do if they see guards they don't recognize. But he doesn't go to Edarial, or even Zevros - the thought doesn't occur to him that either would want to know this happened in the palace.  So he goes through entirely official channels.

Someone else working through official channels notices. Nataliem is annoyed, but it's not like this is a difficult problem to fix. The bureaucrat is stonewalled by bribed and threatened officials.

Ultimately, he makes almost no progress at all. 
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Except, of course, with his survey.

The answers to the questions go to Edarial, who reads them and sorts them into piles of 'terrible' 'not terrible' and 'actually good.' There is only one set of interview answers that make it to the 'actually good' pile. Edarial stares at it for a few minutes, then puts it back on the table and feels a wave of nausea at the prospect of marrying someone he doesn't know. But if he met her, then it's highly likely that he'd back out the first chance he got, and then Zevros would be the one to get forced into marriage.

Starchy formality it is, he'll write a letter. He writes it, hands it to someone to deliver to her, and flops onto the bed, face buried in his pillow.

Whoever 'Iobel Swan' is, he hopes she's at least personally tolerable.
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aestrix: (Default)




The letter arrives with a knock on Iobel's door. It's not being delivered by the person Edarial thought - instead, it's the guard from before.  The female one, that didn't get scratched.  Nataliem is on his game today, his latest candidate  made it and he is not about to let her flee and ruin the country's best chances for an actual competent monarchy.

She looks at Iobel, without expression, and offers the letter.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Where's my cat?" Iobel snaps, not touching the paper.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Safe," says the guard. "You will want to read this." Letter wave.

(It has a royal seal.)
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel takes the letter, notes the seal, cracks it, and reads.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




It reads, in the same handwriting as the royal order that started all of this:

"Dear Ms. Swan,

I am quite sure you're curious as to the purpose of the interview and questionnaire - I apologize for not being frank with you, but I needed the results to be as accurate as possible, considering the circumstances. This precludes actually meeting you in person, to avoid my personal opinions of aesthetics and good looks get in the way of finding someone competent enough to run a country.

In short - I've read over your answers, and I like them. They're intelligent and insightful, while still tempered by a sense of empathy. Reading them, I think you are the best option for a future ruler of the country. So, I would like to extend to you a proposal of marriage.

I doubt I will make a fairytale husband. It's likely that throughout our marriage I would prefer negligible amounts of personal contact, and focus on various tasks at hand for monarchs. Rest assured if you ask the staff for anything you want, you'll get it.

Thank you for your cooperation, and if nothing else - I do look forward to meeting you.

Signed,
Prince Edarial Cartalian"Edited   2014-05-25 05:26 (UTC)
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

Iobel translates, trying not to cry again.  I'm marrying politics, not a human being.  You probably won't fuck up my country if I give you a tiara.  Marry me or else.  Don't bother me in person about your cat or anything else, my goons will give him back after we're hitched.  Act like everything's normal during the ceremony or I might stop being so pleased to meet you, understand?

She resists the urge to crumple the letter.  She resists the urge to weep.

"The instant I marry him, I get my cat back?" she asks.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Certainly," says the guardswoman. "We would never dream of holding the queen's familiar hostage."Edited   2014-05-25 05:33 (UTC)
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




If it were just Cricket she might be able to leave him.  He might want her to, she can imagine him snarling in his language about how they can all hang for trying this stunt and he'll take bits of them when he goes.  But it's not just Cricket.  If he dies -

(She has a mental image of her mother sitting up a her-shaped vegetable in bed and force-feeding it broth.  Kinder to just kill the unmade, Iobel thinks, but Raney has never believed that, and Iobel supposes unmade she might as well go to serve her mother's preferences since she'll be little fit to do anything else -)

"So when's the wedding?" she mutters.

If they don't give her cat back she will assess the elsewise horror of the situation and maybe she'll just off herself.  Cricket gets a clean end that way, she can't exactly ask him but supposes he'd rather it to being shut up wherever they've secreted him away.
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aestrix: (Default)




"In a week, if you accept his proposal. It can be postponed for longer, if you like."
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I'd like my cat."
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aestrix: (Default)




"I'm sure you would," agrees the guard.
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"How are you planning to sleep at night?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Extremely soundly. Greater good, and all that."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Prettiest architecture in the world will fall apart if you build it out of rotten wood.  Fine.  A week."

If she can't find Cricket in here and get out with him before then, anyway.
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aestrix: (Default)




"You see why we get proper materials, then," says the guard, motioning to Iobel herself. "Thank you for your cooperation."

She departs, uncaring about the cat's welfare.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Sure.  Hostage queens aren't ever going to unexpectedly fail on you, are they?

"Don't give him too much fish it makes him sick," she half-sobs after the departing guard.

And then she flops into the guest bed.

She wants to be at least napped when midnight falls and she gets a new set of spells.
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aestrix: (Default)




Nataliem is of the opinion that this is all going beautifully. As much as can be expected, anyway, if this were going truly perfectly Iobel would have come here herself, but - well, he works with what he can.

He posts a guard outside of her guest room, and sends his raven to watch her window.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel wakes up a little past midnight, full up again, and notices the raven.  Sneaking out via window won't be happening, then.  She doesn't know a spell to walk through walls.  She can be invisible, but that won't fix the fact that she has to open the door.

She tries it, anyway.  If there's someone out the door no point in being invisible, they'll see it.
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aestrix: (Default)




There is, indeed, someone at the door. Oh look, a guard.

"You will," says the guard, "want to go back inside, miss. Someone might think you're up to something."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I want to look around.  You could come with me if you want."

Because she knows a couple emergency spells, too, and they'll work on a guard as well as they would on a hypothetical mugger.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Okay," he shrugs.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel stalks down the hall.  If all she gets tonight is a decent layout of the palace that'll be something, anyway.
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aestrix: (Default)




Layout planning past midnight! It is a big palace. Pretty, too, but the size is the important part.  Lots of places to hide, lots of places to hide things.  Or cats.

The guard follows her - like a bodyguard, except immoral and holding her hostage.

2014-05-25 06:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel uses every mnemonic she's ever tried to force a spellchart to all hold together in her head, attempting to memorize the maze of the place.  She doesn't have a notebook proper in that room, she didn't bring one with her when she expected to be able to dunk Cricket and go back to her boxes and stacks of things at home, but her memory's not a slouch unaided.

She walks and walks and walks.  She whistles a song Cricket'll recognize, if he's awake.  If she hears him answer her this guard is going to be floored with her quickest charging emergency magic and she's going to get him back.
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aestrix: (Default)




It's a big palace. 

But not so big that Cricket can't hear her, from his closet.
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alicornucopia: cricket




The highest, thinnest mew possible emanates from just - there.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel doesn't break stride.  She shuts her eyes to hide the white glow of a charging spell, and when the forty-one seconds this particular spell takes are up -

the guard following her falls unconscious unceremoniously.  He'll have a nasty headache all day tomorrow.

Iobel breaks into a run, and charges up another of the same, ready to abandon it if the closet's unguarded but suspecting that it's not.Edited   2014-05-25 06:20 (UTC)
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aestrix: (Default)




It's not. The guardswoman from earlier is present, along with the scratched up one that grabbed Cricket earlier, still bearing his multitude of scratches, and a third that Iobel doesn't recognize.

Well. That'll make this interesting.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Iobel drops the unfamiliar one as an unknown quantity and instantly starts charging again, for the static deterrent that will apply if the others touch her on top of its release value.

"Here I am," she says in Cricket's language.

"I'm intact and pissed off lemme out!" howls Cricket in the same.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Fuck!" says male guard. He goes to retrieve his sword - but his companion stops him.  

"Nonlethal," she barks. Then she retrieves a hexed bauble, and says calmly to it, "You were right."

That was probably her calling for backup.

"I am not touching that fucking cat again -" says the male guard.

"Then go," she growls at him.

Lady guard will stay and protect the closet door, larger male guard is going to tackle Iobel.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel dances backwards, keeping out of reach as best she can while she charges.

2014-05-25 06:34 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




That's really not fast enough to avoid a guard running at full speed at her.  She is tackled to the ground.
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




The wind's knocked out of her, but her eyes don't quit glowing.  Twenty-four seconds in.  She struggles, trying to kick him somewhere soft or claw at his eyes.
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aestrix: (Default)




The guard's got armor for the kicking, but attempts at clawing do just fine. "Augh! Fuck, you and your fucking demon spawn, lady!"

He grabs at her hair, trying to slam her head into the ground and stop her from charging.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




And he can do that!  She's knocked dizzy, ears ringing, eyeglow sputtering out.  She's still conscious, but now her skull's killing her.  She lets out a little whimper.

Cricket's speaking Marlese, now, he knows a little of it, interspersing his own language where it fails him: "Fucking [scratch] your fucking [eyes] out and fucking eat them I will I will -"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Oh shut up, demon cat!" yells the guard to Cricket.  Then he focuses back on Iobel. "Now! What'd you do to Joal?! Is he dead?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Uuuungh -"

The ability to charge actually requires less wherewithal than the ability to speak.
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aestrix: (Default)




He is not a spellbinder, so he doesn't know that. He shakes her, a little. "Oi! Answer the question!"
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




Her head clonks on the floor again.  "Augh!"

2014-05-25 06:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket is beyond Marlese at this point.  "[I will bite your throat out I will strew your intestines around the whole city you let my Iobel up you let me out you do it right now and maybe she'll heal you after I've had at you fucking poisoner kidnapper bastards!]"
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aestrix: (Default)




"I asked you a -" begins the guard again, but he's interrupted.

"Nonlethal," growls the female guard.

"She ain't dead!"

"Stop it, all the same."

He sighs, then stops shaking Iobel, releasing her hair.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel's head gradually stops spinning -

There is a man on top of her and Cricket's shouting -

She starts charging again.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Son of a-" growls the man. He shakes Iobel again. "Stop that, we fucking won!"
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




She loses the charge.  "Nnnng -"
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[THE CANALS WILL RUN RED WITH YOUR BLOOD BEFORE I'M DONE WITH YOU,]" roars Cricket.
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aestrix: (Default)




The guard stops shaking her. "None of that, got it?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I - I -"
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[DEATH WILL BE A MERCY TO ANYONE WHO LAID A HAND ON MY BINDER!]" caterwauls Cricket.  "[HER PERSON IS SACROSANCT!  YOU ARE ALL DEAD ASSHOLES WALKING!]"Edited   2014-05-25 07:11 (UTC)
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aestrix: (Default)




The female guard says in a soothing voice to Iobel, ignoring the cat, "It's all right. Everything will be fine, okay?  We would just like you to stop hurting people."
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"wan' my cat," Iobel whimpers.
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aestrix: (Default)




"You'll get him back, he's hurt us more than we've hurt him. He's fine," soothes the woman. "He will continue to be fine, we're not monsters."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"wan' my cat," insists Iobel.
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alicornucopia: cricket




"I will out!" howls Cricket in ungrammatical Marlese.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Fucking demon spawn is a fucking menace to the world..." mutters the male guard. His companion shushes him.

"You will get both.  If you cooperated this would be easier, but you haven't, so it isn't," says the woman.

There's the sound of footsteps, down the hallway.  Their companions are coming.
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




Iobel hisses and starts charging again.
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aestrix: (Default)




Slam.  Head, floor, you have got to stop meeting like this.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"nnnnnmmmf"
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alicornucopia: cricket




"I KILL YOUUUUU," snarls Cricket.
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Apparently we're not needed?" asks an unfamiliar voice.

"Apparently not," says the alpha-bitch guardswoman. "Look, Iobel - stop charging, we're not going to hurt you, it'll be okay."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"heal," she whimpers, "head."

She has long abandoned hope of getting anywhere with retrieving Cricket on this night.
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Fine," says the woman. "Go ahead.  Orman, let her. But if you do something offensive, there will be a problem."

The man currently holding the main threat of 'head, meet ground' growls a little, but nods.

2014-05-25 07:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




The charge for the healing spell takes a while.  Her breath is coming in short awkward pants, but she manages to hold onto it until its release point at four minutes, three seconds.

Her head clears.

She scrunches her eyes shut and emits a whimper that is purely about misery and not pain.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




aestrix: (Default)




"You set to walk, now?" sighs the guardswoman.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Just give me my cat," she pleads.  "I won't let him hurt anybody if you just let me have him now."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Not until the wedding.  We've got orders."
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[What's happening?]" Cricket demands.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"[I'm sorry,]" sniffs Iobel.  "[Too many to down now with what I've got even if the charge was instant.]"
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aestrix: (Default)




They will let her converse with her familiar.  Though they will be suspicious, now.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"[The prince wants me to marry him and you're hostage.  And don't tell me to tell them to go fuck themselves, kitty, I can't - I don't even know how bad it'll be - and they say I can have you back after.]"
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[They should all go fuck themselves!  Marry him?  He's so much trash, you shouldn't waste your time to spit on him!]"
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"[Kitty, I think they'd kill you.]"
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[Well, we run away after, then!]"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"[Maybe.  I don't know.]"
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aestrix: (Default)




"How long of a conversation are you ha-" begins Orman.

"Ssh!" says the guardswoman.
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"The fucking least you can do is let me talk to my familiar through the fucking door," hisses Iobel.
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[Are they taking you away?  Do you have spells?  Kill them all!]" advises Cricket.  "[I know you don't like to but these are special!]"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"[I don't know how long they're giving me.  I have half spells but they'll just hurt me again if I charge, kitty.]"
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aestrix: (Default)




The guards will let her talk to her familiar through the door.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"[You okay in there?]" she sighs.
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alicornucopia: cricket




"[There is water, and food, but not enough to last forever, and I will make them sorry if they open the door,]" growls Cricket.

2014-05-25 08:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"[Will it last you a week?]"

2014-05-25 08:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[It could.  They want you to marry him in a week?  Bastards.  I'll bite them.]"

Cricket is usually impolite, not violent.  This is a special occasion.

2014-05-25 08:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"[Don't, don't provoke them, kitty.  They haven't hurt you yet but they can drop you in the fountain as many times as they want to if they decide to do more than lock you up.]"

2014-05-25 08:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




That is, in fact, their plan if Cricket causes too much trouble.  Not that they would know what she's saying.

2014-05-25 08:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[You want me to be their docile little pet?]" snarls Cricket.

2014-05-25 08:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"[I won't tell you to let them touch you.  But don't deliberately - antagonize them.  Okay, kitty?  My brave Cricket.  Wait a few days till we know more?"]

2014-05-25 08:16 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[For you,]" growls Cricket.

2014-05-25 08:16 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Their captors continue to wait for them to finish talking.  It's not like they know what they're talking about.

2014-05-25 08:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"[I'll see if I can get together some paper and chart up something more useful than what I had for muggers,]" promises Iobel.  "[I don't think I'll suddenly crack teleportation, but something to go through walls maybe, I don't know.  And if I can't - then I'll marry him and maybe if I have to I'll kill him in his sleep or something - we'll see.  Patience?]"

2014-05-25 08:22 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[Fiiiiine.]"

2014-05-25 08:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Are you going to move him now I found where he is?" she asks of the guards.  "Or will he be here?"

2014-05-25 08:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"We'll move him," says the alpha bitch.

"'We'? Uh, no," says Scratched Mccatinjuryson. "Not going near it."

"... We'll move it," she repeats.Edited   2014-05-25 08:25 (UTC)


2014-05-25 08:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Are you going to offer me anything to ask him not to mark you up worse?  He does what I tell him."

2014-05-25 08:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You are really not in a position to make demands right now. If he attacks us, we will act accordingly," says lady guard.

2014-05-25 08:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"He knows that too, and I think of his own accord he'd rather take you all on regardless, and I won't feel a thing unless you actually kill him, which you aren't going to do unless I don't marry the prince," says Iobel.

2014-05-25 08:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Then that's up to you both," she shrugs.

2014-05-25 08:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"[They're not giving an inch, kitty.  You be careful for yourself, not me, okay?]"

2014-05-25 08:34 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[If they touch me they'll regret it,]" he growls.

2014-05-25 08:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"[I know.  One of them's terrified of you already.  I don't know how much longer they'll let me stay here and they say they'll move you.  I love you, kitty.]"

2014-05-25 08:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[I love you too.  Kill the prince in his sleep.  If he touches you do it slow.]"

2014-05-25 08:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"[I'll think about it.]"

She will, whether she winds up deciding to do it or not.

2014-05-25 08:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Are you just about done?" sighs one of the newcomers. "We don't have all night, you know, some of us need sleep."

2014-05-25 15:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"My eternal sympathies," mutters Iobel, "that must be so terrible for you, what can I have been thinking?"

2014-05-25 16:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Cut the sarcasm," says the same newcomer, grumpily.

2014-05-25 16:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel doesn't even dignify that with a response.

"[They're getting impatient, kitty.]"

2014-05-25 16:45 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"[Don't let them touch you,]" hisses Cricket.

2014-05-25 16:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"[Love you, kitty.]"

And rather than wait to be dragged, she hauls herself to her feet, glares as much venom as she can at all of the conscious guards, and stalks back the way she came to her room.

2014-05-25 16:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Several guards follow her there and make sure she gets there safely. The rest go to retrieve their two downed fellows, find that they're alive, and dump them into spare beds to sleep it off.

2014-05-25 16:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




The guards are going to wake up with splitting headaches the next day but are indeed alive.

Iobel goes to bed.  Maybe if she waits another couple of days she can go out of her room with a complement of six spells and use them all on an escape attempt and then have the changeover of midnight and - her limiting factor is still charging time.

In the morning she opens her door again to see if there's anybody there to ask for paper.

2014-05-25 16:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There is. He's unfamiliar and looks at Iobel with a bored expression. "Yes, miss? Is there anything you need? Breakfast should arrive in a few minutes, we weren't sure when you would wake up."

2014-05-25 16:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Paper, pens.  Spellchart paper if you have it, the big kind, but I'll take regular."

2014-05-25 16:55 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Eyebrow raise. "Why do you need that?"

2014-05-25 16:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I'm bored out of my mind.  That's what I do with my time when I'm not being kidnapped.  I'd ask for my in-progress work from home but I'm pretty sure no one here can be bothered and I don't like the idea of you lot in my place anyway.  So spellchart paper, pens, I'm not asking for a caged firebird and the Jewels of Valreen."

2014-05-25 16:59 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Fine," sighs the guard. "I'll see what I can do."

2014-05-25 17:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Good."

Iobel shuts the door and waits for breakfast.

2014-05-25 17:3 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Breakfast arrives - with spellchart paper and several pens neatly stacked on the tray.

2014-05-25 17:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Good.

She usually does her spell development in Marlese - she publishes, after all - but it's no harder to do it in Cricket's language.  Spirit animals and familiars don't come with writing systems, but Iobel's always had a lot of private stuff to write down and it wasn't hard to come up with ways to spell Cricket's words.

She eats breakfast with a fraction of her attention while she tries to plot out a spell to walk through walls that will last long enough and combine well enough with invisibility to let her find Cricket.

2014-05-25 17:9 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




While she works, someone has noticed some of the strange results of her captivity.  Two guards that complain of splitting headaches, and a third is absolutely covered in - what are those, claw marks?

Zevros is of the opinion that something is up.

He goes to his brother's door, and knocks. "Open up, it's me!"

2014-05-25 17:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Not in the mood!" replies Edarial, muffled by application of pillow to face.

2014-05-25 17:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Weird things are happening! Two people have splitting headaches and a third looks like he got mauled by an angry pocket-sized bear! You're the magic twin, you figure it out!"

2014-05-25 17:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial sighs.  The door opens, and he looks at his brother.  Edarial is not at his best - he's scruffy looking, his eyes are red and a little puffy, and he's wearing the same clothes from yesterday.

"Yes?" he hisses.

2014-05-25 17:22 (UTC)









royal_pain: j. Should have just left




"... Um!" says Zevros, raising his eyebrows and eying the state of his brother. "You also look like shit. Are you in on whatever the thing is?"

2014-05-25 17:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"No.  And no, I am not in the mood for investigating things right now."

2014-05-25 17:25 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Clearly.  Way to bite my head off."

2014-05-25 17:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Not.  In.  The mood," Edarial sighs. "Please go away."

2014-05-25 17:26 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Okay," says Zevros, "Fine. Leaving now, call me when you're off of your period."

Then he leaves.

2014-05-25 17:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial doesn't dignify that with a response.  The door closes, and he goes back to burying his face in his pillow and wishing there was a simple solution to all of his problems.

2014-05-25 17:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Iobel works almost continuously on her spell.  By the time the wedding day rolls around, she actually has something that she thinks might work, but has yet to succeed in cramming the whole thing into her head for the one minimum instant necessary to have it to keep.  It's big.  Contingencies for different types of walls, affordances to allow the subject to breathe, failsafes to prevent falling through floors, guarantees of awareness of when it wears off - maybe she should prune some of these, maybe she can just hold her breath every time she goes through a wall, she's in a hurry -

She doesn't get her pruning done fast enough.

2014-05-25 17:37 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There's a knock, on her door, on the day of the wedding.  Her wedding.

It's not people with her cat.  It's a bright, perky young woman with a smile that looks like it's had a forced take over and is ruling over all other expressions with an iron fist.

2014-05-25 17:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"What?" Iobel asks.

2014-05-25 17:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hi! I am here to make you look gorgeous for your big day!"

She sounds super excited about the marriage.Edited   2014-05-25 17:46 (UTC)


2014-05-25 17:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"There's no need to sound this obnoxiously pleased about it."  Iobel lets her in.

2014-05-25 17:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"But it's so exciting!" says the woman. "You're really lucky, the prince is really good looking and you'll get to be queen!"

2014-05-25 17:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Maybe you didn't get the notice, but I'm here because he had my familiar kidnapped and won't give him back until after the wedding.  I didn't wake up one morning and say to myself what say I marry a total stranger."

2014-05-25 17:51 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Um?  That doesn't sound like something he would do!"

2014-05-25 17:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Then where," says Iobel, "is my cat?"

2014-05-25 17:54 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I have no idea! Do you want me to tell Prince Edarial, if you think he did it then he might know -"

2014-05-25 17:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I imagine he does know where my cat is," says Iobel.  "I really don't think asking nicely is the sort of thing that will help, though knock yourself out if you want to try it.  I got as far as finding where they were hiding him, the other day, and I got my head slammed into the floor a few times by the guards for my trouble, and then they moved him I know not where, and if I annoy the wrong person the wrong amount the implied threat is unmaking."

2014-05-25 18:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"What?!" cries the woman. "Unmaking? That doesn't sound like him at all, are you sure it's him?!"

2014-05-25 18:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Do you want to read his proposal?" asks Iobel, plucking the letter from the bedside table.  "Here, read that in the context of me trapped here, guarded night and day, cat kidnapped."

2014-05-25 18:5 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Read, read.

Then she makes an 'Eep' sound, and drops the letter.

"Oh all-knowing one above, oh my god! This is against your will and the prince has forced you here?!"

2014-05-25 18:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"My cat," Iobel adds, "was poisoned when I was packing to leave the country because I didn't like being ordered here, and they took him when I brought him to the fountain."

2014-05-25 18:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Oh my god," repeats the woman, both hands closing over her mouth and looking terrified. "And they still have him?!"

2014-05-25 18:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Yes.  I found him the first night, knocked out two guards on my way, but they said they were going to move him after that."

2014-05-25 18:14 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




She nods, shivering. "I'd - in a normal situation I'd get the prince, but that won't work here, do you think I should get - Zevros or, or - oh, no, no no he would be on Edarial's side, wouldn't he, they're always on each other's side..."

2014-05-25 18:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"I wouldn't know.  I've never met my future husband or my future brother-in-law."

2014-05-25 18:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The woman makes a little frightened but sympathetic sound. "They work together on everything, they act like they fight but it's fake, they don't have actual fights at all, oh god I can't get Zevros. The - the former king's useless, no actual power, oh my god I don't know what to do," she squeaks.

2014-05-25 18:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Apparently what you're supposed to do is pretty me up for the wedding," says Iobel.

2014-05-25 18:24 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"B-But - but you're - you're a hostage, you shouldn't be here!"

2014-05-25 18:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Yes.  I know.  Do you think you can get me my cat?  Because if you can't I still have to get married."

2014-05-25 18:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I-I could try but I wouldn't know where to look and if he's guarded I wouldn't know what to do! I'm not a spellbinder, I've - I've got no experience with weapons or - or anything, I'm - I'm so sorry, I'm so, so sorry..."Edited   2014-05-25 18:32 (UTC)


2014-05-25 18:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I could turn you invisible.  I was working on something to walk through walls but I didn't get it finished in time."

2014-05-25 19:4 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I'd still have to open doors. If he's guarded then it would be in a - room or something, they'd notice me opening the doors..."

2014-05-25 19:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Yeah.  That was my problem, too."

2014-05-25 19:9 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I - can look during the - the wedding, maybe? Or - no, then you'd still be married to him..."

2014-05-25 19:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I currently expect to get him back after the wedding, and then I'll see - if it's bad enough to risk running away.  If they don't give him back..."

2014-05-25 19:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I-I can help look?" offers the woman, shivering a bit with fear.

2014-05-25 19:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Maybe.  What's your name?"

2014-05-25 19:13 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Zephrys," says, apparently, Zephrys. "Zephrys Birch, it's um - nice to meet you, but not under the circumstances."Edited   2014-05-25 19:27 (UTC)


2014-05-25 19:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I understand the feeling.  Okay.  What am I wearing?"

2014-05-25 19:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"A pretty dress? I was all prepared to get excited about it before but now it's just..."

2014-05-25 19:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Of the things that bother me about this situation the dress isn't really one of them.  We might as well get on with it.  I don't want anyone to think I'm stalling so I can put together a grand cat rescue plan and have them decide to jump the signal."

2014-05-25 19:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Good point. Okay, dress and hair and makeup."

She gets to work doing her job.  She turns out to be extremely good at it.

2014-05-25 19:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




At the end of it Iobel is attired in lavender satin and draped with periwinkle silk, both shot through with silver threads, and several tendrils of her hair have been woven into complicated braids that form a knot around the loose remainder.  The makeup is pretty enough to supply an extra incentive to try not to cry, even if she'd never want to spend the time on an ordinary day.  The jewelry could probably buy an entire row of houses, all sapphires and platinum.

There's a tiara, but apparently she's supposed to carry that and let her husband put it on her, not wear it yet.

She looks like a princess and she's about to look like a queen.

Fuck.

"Okay.  Do I go now, or later - are you showing me there or is someone else?"

2014-05-25 19:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I'm showing you, I - Iobel, he might not - unmake you, I don't think it's a thing he'd do, so if you - if you run..." Her voice is shaking.

2014-05-25 19:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Then he'd still have my cat, and it would be hanging over my head forever until someone decided my extremely unfriendly cat was too much trouble.  He's already covered one guard in wounds that are definitely going to scar."

2014-05-25 19:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys nods, looking kind of like she wants to cry. "Okay.  Then - then I guess there's... Nothing I can do." She moves to take her hand. "I'll help in any way I can, okay?  It's probably not much, but I'll try!"

2014-05-25 19:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"If you find the cat - want to learn a phrase in his language so he doesn't attack you?"

2014-05-25 19:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes, please."

2014-05-25 19:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel walks her through the phonetics for - "taught this nice brunette lady to say this".  She doesn't really expect this terrified servant to tell anyone else the words, but just in case, she doesn't want it to be a panacea for Cricket's wrath.

2014-05-25 19:51 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys memorizes the phrase, practices a bit, softly, then nods to Iobel and says, "Okay, I think I've got it. Um." She looks guilty and sad. "We - shouldn't be late, it starts soon..."

2014-05-25 19:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Of course.  Let's get on with it, shall we?"

2014-05-25 19:55 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes," she winces.

They leave the room - oh look, a friendly escort. 'Friendly.' Zephrys looks at them with surprise, but doesn't dare question it, she just smiles a fake, happy smile and then starts filling the silence with wonderful things Iobel can do in the palace.

It's a distraction.  She takes Iobel's hand, and gives it a squeeze. She's so sorry that Iobel has to do this.

Off they go.  To the wedding.Edited   2014-05-25 19:58 (UTC)


2014-05-25 19:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Yes indeed.

Iobel manages not to cry on her pretty makeup.

2014-05-25 20:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




The groom, elsewhere, is trying not to freak out.

He's been freaking out for about a week straight, and he's decided that he needs to stop it. He can't let himself fall to pieces, not now. Edarial will be king, and then he will finally have the power to fix the numerous problems with Marlatia.  If he falls apart, nothing gets fixed, and either Zevros is forced into a loveless, incompatible marriage - or there would be civil war. He has three options - his twin's suffering, the country's suffering...

Or his own.

Deep breaths, deep breaths, think about the goal, think about the end result, that's what's important. It'll be worth it.  Not for him, maybe, but for the country, for his brother - yes.  It will be.

He fixes a bit of his hair, hopes that his hands will stop shaking during the ceremony itself, and then heads off to be married.

2014-05-25 20:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




There's a curtain across the center of the ceremony hall.  When Iobel is on one side of it, tiara in her hands, and Edarial is on the other, the priest who's officiating pulls a cord and the curtain falls to floor.

Iobel isn't running, maybe, but she's not whimpering and powerless, either.  She looks Edarial right in the eye, levelly, coldly.

2014-05-25 20:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial is momentarily distracted because the woman who will be his wife is absolutely gorgeous. He wonders, vaguely, if it's even fair that someone he chose for her intellect should be that - ... That. Then he wonders if maybe he's not damned to a loveless marriage, after all.

That little, frail, pathetic hope dies when he meets her eyes.  Cold as ice, without a trace of even basic respect.

He averts his eyes and closes them.  Nope, he's definitely damned to a loveless marriage.

2014-05-25 20:36 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




come_midnight: (Default)




"Edarial Elire Cartalian and Iobel Maryah Swan are here today," says the priest, oblivious, "to join in marriage.  Marriage is a powerful force.  It solidifies love, connects families -"

(Iobel's family is not here.  She supposes they don't even know where she is.  She was going to write them after fleeing the country.  She supposes she'll instead write them after getting married.)

"- begins dynasties, and models commitment for a new generation of children."

(She does not visibly shudder.  How long will it take her to find a sterility spell or invent her own from scratch and cram it into her head?)

"The marriage between the young man and young woman before me will surely do the same, and moreover, it will see new royalty on the throne of Marlatia.  Edarial, do you swear to protect, cherish, and guide Iobel as your wife in sacred ordained marriage for so long as the tie binds?"

2014-05-25 20:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He notices her family's not here.  What, did they not want to come?  That's... Okay, whatever works for them, he supposes. He's not about to call them out for incredible rudeness. Her familiar, too, where is he, Edarial had thought that Iobel was a spellbinder.  Usually they always attended their human's marriages. Did she just - not want them involved?  Or what?

Then it gets to the part Edarial wishes he could have had changed.  'Protect, cherish, and guide' her?  What, like she's a goat? His familiar, the snake Berathyme, agrees with his sentiment and rolls her eyes. She didn't catch all of that, but she caught the gist of it and thinks it's stupid.

But it's what he has to say to become king (and so his brother doesn't have to, and so the country doesn't fall apart).

"I so swear," he says, quietly, so his voice doesn't shake.

2014-05-25 20:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"And Iobel," says the priest, "do you swear to heed, adore, and support Edarial as your husband, in sacred ordained marriage so long as the tie binds?"

She tells herself the promise is meaningless.  Given under duress, the ceremony would be stupidly worded anyway, she's more likely to kill her husband in his sleep than "adore" him.  But she knows her script full well and he has Cricket.

"I so swear," she says in a low voice, still staring down Edarial with eyes full of ice.

"My prince, take the tiara from her hands and make her your queen," says the priest.

2014-05-25 20:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial is trying not to think about the look she has on her face. If he did, he would turn and run, just go with Zevros's half-baked plan and flee the country. The thought of - being bound to a woman who's looking at him like that, like he's a monster - it makes him want to throw up.  What did he even do to deserve this kind of treatment? But he can't think about that, he needs to get married.

The tiara is taken, and onto her head it goes.

Edarial can't help but feel like he's just locked himself in a cage with a tiger.

2014-05-25 21:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"And you may kiss your bride," says the priest.

Iobel

holds

absolutely

still.

2014-05-25 22:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He very nearly asks the priest, 'Do I have to?' He refrains, thankfully, his patience hasn't deteriorated so much as to ask that during the ceremony. Still, Edarial's getting the distinct impression that Iobel does not want to kiss him. Edarial realizes that he doesn't care if the priest or the people watching the ceremony's upset with him.  He will not kiss a girl without her permission.

But he does need a kiss to seal the ceremony. So he leans over, and gives her forehead a gentle peck.

2014-05-25 22:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






Primarily, Iobel is glad that at least for the time being he's not going to insist on putting his lips to hers, but secondarily she is even more outraged that this man has stolen something that means everything to her to collect a prize he doesn't even want.  He has gone to such lengths and caused such misery and he doesn't even want her, and the wanting wouldn't have made anything pleasanter but it might have made it less senselessly heartbreaking.

She makes no sort of protest about the presence or location of the kiss.

"So mote it be," intones the priest, and polite audience members applaud.

Iobel doesn't know where they're going next or when she'll get her cat back.  She stays put, finally breaking her glare to peer around the room and look for a cue.
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royal_pain: l. Not ever changing




In her glance around the room, she can see a man with a circlet on his head, and a sword at his hip. It's pretty easy to guess who exactly he is. This wouldn't be very worthy of note -

- Except he's staring straight at Edarial with the death glare to end all death glares. It beats Iobel's, and that's no easy feat.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




The twins don't fight, huh?  Apparently that information was out of date, or close to it.

"You may get on with your honeymoon," winks the priest.

Iobel swallows.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial's pretty sure that the priest is both blind and stupid. Poor man. He can't even tell when two people do not want to 'get on with the honeymoon.'

But, whatever.  He glances at his brother, winces at the glare, then says softly to Iobel, "Follow me, please?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel nods once.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




He reaches down, picks up his familiar, and deposits her around his shoulders where she's most comfy. He's warm, she doesn't have to slither, and she can offer commentary on things.  Everybody wins.

Edarial leads her off to the honeymoon suite. It's nicely decorated, and a lot of attention is paid towards the bed. For obvious reasons. But it has couches and a table with chairs and what looks like a tiny bar filled with various types of alcohol. Edarial plops into one of the couches, looking tired but otherwise expressionless.

"I'm fairly certain," he says quietly, "that you want absolutely nothing to do with me in - er, bed, correct?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Good guess, well done," she says scathingly.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






... He has absolutely no idea what he did to deserve that.  Maybe she's just naturally kind of mean. Whatever, they can just ignore each other, he supposes. He raises an eyebrow, but otherwise doesn't remark on her comment.

"Then I'll leave you be."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Iobel sits on a chair and hugs her knees and makes no reply.
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... Are you okay?" he asks, peering at her.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I'd say asking me that could be your good deed for the day, but."

Where is Cricket, she wants Cricket, she's supposed to have him back at this point.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"Do you want me to just go?" he asks. "And leave you alone entirely?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"As opposed to?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Sitting here and listening to various insinuations about how he's a terrible person? It's kind of starting to get to him, he doesn't even know why this woman is randomly angry at him, she was the one who accepted his proposal.

"Sitting here awkwardly?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Your letter said you'd prefer negligible personal contact," she points out, icy.
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... Fair enough," he sighs. "I'll go."

He stands, goes to the bar, and carefully chooses a bottle of wine.  And then calmly pours some of it onto the bed. It gets replaced at the bar, without any further ado. Edarial doesn't like alcohol very much. But they are supposed to have had sex, so - wine stand in.  He doubts anyone will care to look any closer than that.

"Have a nice night," says Edarial with a sort of - resignation.  Then, he departs.Edited   2014-05-25 23:56 (UTC)
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel waits for a few minutes to see if anyone's going to bring her Cricket of their own accord.
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aestrix: (Default)




Elsewhere, a guard says to a closet, "Okay, we're about to take you to Iobel, so don't - scratch or maul us or anything, okay, kitty?"

She has a cat carrier. It will be used to transport him. Unless he doesn't cooperate, in which case they might have to throw out the cat carrier idea and just go with a sack or something.
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alicornucopia: cricket




"Iobel?"  (something something) "Iobel!"
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Go to Iobel," says the guard, then - she carefully opens a crack in the closet door, showing the cat carrier to Cricket.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket peers at the carrier.

"I go," he says, "I will, no box."

(Some of the hexes Iobel has been known to sell are boxes.)
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Fine," sighs the guard. "Fine.  But no running."
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alicornucopia: cricket




"I will go Iobel," says Cricket.  It's debatable if he knows the word 'run'.
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aestrix: (Default)




That's probably about as good as they're going to get.  If all else fails, they chase down the cat and throw him into the bag.

Slowly, the closet door opens, revealing a hilariously large number of guards for one cat. They're all in armor. Some of them have weapons, though not sharp ones - nets and such, mostly.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket steps out of the closet and regards them all with utter disdain.  "Iobel?" he asks.  "I go Iobel?  Iobel Iobel Iobel."
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aestrix: (Default)




The guardswoman considers him, then shrugs and says, "Follow me."

She starts walking in the direction of the Honeymoon Suite.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket dashes ahead of her as soon as supplied with a direction and stops at the next fork in the hallway.
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aestrix: (Default)




She points.  Left.
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alicornucopia: cricket




He goes left.  "Iobel!  Iobel!"
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel hears him and opens her door and catches him when he leaps into her arms and hugs him and sobs once.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial's ruminating on why in the world his wife seems to hate his guts.  Was it the letter?  Did he word it badly? As he does, he wanders the halls, hoping that he won't run into anyone who will ask awkward questions.

He thinks he hears something, as he walks - he thought it sounded like 'Iobel,' repeated, but that - can't be right. It's his head playing tricks on him.

But he goes to investigate, anyway.
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aestrix: (Default)




And he runs into another person who's wandering the hallways for an entirely different reason.  She's trying to find a cat.

She stares at Edarial, in surprise.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Hello, Zephrys," says Edarial, politely.
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aestrix: (Default)




That is when she slaps him.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial is more confused than angry, or even hurt. "... Why?" he says, stunned and holding a hand to his now stinging cheek.Edited   2014-05-26 00:37 (UTC)
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aestrix: (Default)




"You know what you did!" exclaims Zephrys indignantly. "Bastard!"

Then she turns and storms off.
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"I beg your pardon?" murmurs Edarial to a soon empty hallway. "... What did I do?"

He's... Just going to stop wandering the halls and go hide in his room.  The great soon-to-be king of Marlatia, hiding in his room. How utterly fitting.

Edarial curls up with his familiar and tries not to cry.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"[Oh my brave kitty.  Are you okay?  Did they hurt you?]"

"[No,]" purrs Cricket, pressing himself into her as though he is a much heavier cat.  "[No I am fine I did not even murder them though they would have very much deserved it are you okay he didn't touch you did he I will make him BLEED -]"

"[No,]" says Iobel, "[no, he didn't, I'm - I'm fine.  All that and he's not going to touch me, looks like.  At least until it's about time he had an heir.]"

"[Will we run away?]"

"[I don't know yet.  Not today.]"
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aestrix: (Default)




There is a frantic knocking on the door.

"Iobel!  Iobel, it's me," says a familiar voice. "Let me in, are you okay?  Please be okay!"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel opens the door, clutching Cricket to her shoulder with the other hand.  "It's okay, we're fine," she says.

2014-05-26 00:54 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Ohmygoodness you have him back!" says Zephrys with a smile. Then it drops and she looks fearfully over her shoulder. "... I also just did something really stupid!"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"...What?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"I may have um - slapped the prince.  It was in the heat of the moment!  He was just looking at me like everything was normal and I was so angry at him and I just -"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I assume you mean the king," says Iobel dryly.  "I don't know how much protection I'll be, but if you can get yourself assigned to work for me or something..."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Oh!  Yes, um - king, the king. I slapped him. I'm not even sure I can be protected at all! Oh all-powerful one above, what if he has me executed?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't know what I can do," says Iobel, "but if I can do something I will and if you're nearby it will be easier to notice if I can."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Okay - um, maybe you can ask for a personal servant and I could - do that? And hide behind you and pray the king doesn't see me again?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Who do I ask?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"... Him, I guess? Or someone in charge?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"The only people in this palace I have met are the guards who took Cricket, and the king, and you, and an incompetent little bureaucrat who told me a week ago he'd look for my cat and never came back.  I don't know who's in charge.  Who are you reporting to right now?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Um.  Mrs. Lyre, who reports to the king."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Okay.  Can you show me where she is?"
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aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys nods. "Yes. Follow me?"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel nods, still holding Cricket; he's purring in her ear.
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aestrix: (Default)




She leads her to a wing of the palace that seems to be set aside for servants - there are quite a lot of them, all around. Zephrys leads Iobel up to a woman who's currently barking orders at people while doing what looks like paperwork. She waits until a moment when she's not barking order to address her.

"Um.  Mrs Lyre?" says Zephrys.

"Hmm?" asks the stern looking woman, not looking up from her paperwork.
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I am," says Iobel, "the queen, and currently don't have my own staff.  I like Zephrys.  Can she be spared?"
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aestrix: (Default)




Pause.  Stare stare stare. "Um! Yes, of course, your majesty!"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Thank you."

Iobel turns to Zephrys.  "What all are you competent to do, besides what went on this morning?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Um - cleaning, some cooking but I'd leave that to the professionals. I can do lots of fashion stuff, too - picking out clothes to wear for the right occasions so you give off the correct feeling."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"All right, I don't care what I wear so I'll leave you in charge of that, do you know how to get miscellaneous - things, from wherever the household source is?  Paper and the like?  Do you know how the palace interacts with the mail system?"
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aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys nods along to this. "I can get you things, and bring you letters and send them out, too."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Okay.  I think I'm going to go back to the room I was in the first time we met.  Eventually I might want my things from home, but not just yet."

In case she runs after all and thinks she has time to stop home for a box or three.

"To start I want envelopes and stationery and the like, there are already pens up there - and more spellchart paper, and blank notebooks.  Can you get me those, and something to sleep in - I've been in the clothes I arrived in for a week except today and this isn't sleepwear - and something to wear tomorrow, and then meet me back there?  Mind anything I put on will get cat hair on it, so ideally it won't show too much or be hard to get off."
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aestrix: (Default)




"I'll go get all of those!" agrees Zephrys. "And find something that will work even covered in cat hair." She smiles at Iobel, brightly.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Thank you," says Iobel.  "What can you tell me about meals around here - where will the queen be expected to turn up for dinner?"
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aestrix: (Default)




Directions to where this is are given - there are sometimes larger official functions but the court fell apart under the delicate care of the previous queen. So Iobel will at least not to eat her meals with huge crowds of people.
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Thank you, Zephrys."

And Iobel goes back to her room, the one without any spilled wine.
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aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys goes off to do what Iobel asked! She retrieves all requested items (along with some chocolates, as a thank you) and delivers them to Iobel.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line






Iobel is startled into laughter by the chocolates.  "Thank you."

Cricket purrs at Zephrys.
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aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys smiles at them both. "You're welcome!"
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That should be everything, at least until after dinner."
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aestrix: (Default)




She nods. "Okay! Let me know if you need anything, and um -" She shifts a little. "Please, please stay safe, okay? With the king and the - everything going on. I want you to be okay!"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'll do my best."
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aestrix: (Default)




Little happy smile. "Good!" Then, Zephrys bows, and departs.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel writes a letter to each of her parents, and then one to her landlord, explaining what's happened (in more detail to the parents than the landlord; the landlord is only asked to make sure everything's locked up and forward her correspondence).

And then, when that's all done, she tucks them into envelopes to give to Zephrys later, and she goes to dinner still in her wedding dress.
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aestrix: (Default)




Edarial is not present.
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royal_pain: m. Skip it




But his brother is.

His feet are on the table, and he's spearing bits of food with a dagger. He's looking just as angry as Iobel saw him last, though not directed at anyone in particular.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel gives him a noticeable berth anyway.

(Cricket hisses at him on principle, though.)
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royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




Zevros doesn't look up from his food-spearing, and wordlessly flips Cricket the bird.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel keeps Cricket in her lap for the entirety of dinner, hand-feeding him bits of everything that appeals to him, murmuring to him softly as he denounces everyone at the table in his private language.
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royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




Food skewer.  Food skewer. He's mostly just stabbing things, at this point, it's not even cutting up the food. Just - stab.  Stab.  Stab.

When he's in a bad mood it does not seem to be subtle.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




As long as he isn't threatening to stab her, or Cricket, Iobel can just - not interact with him.

She eats quickly and then she picks up Cricket and carries him away.
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royal_pain: m. Skip it




Yup. That is a thing the both of them are free to do. Zevros will just be here.

Stabbing his food mercilessly.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel sits and works on her spell, for lack of anything better to do - no need to prune it in a desperate hurry to get it into her head; she can do it the long way, now.  When Zephrys comes back she hands over the letters, one two three.
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aestrix: (Default)




Zephrys comes back, retrieves the letter, and then asks if there's anything else Iobel wants.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm fine for the time being.  If you hear about any - queening that needs doing - then let me know, I guess."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Yup!" agrees Zephrys. "But honestly I have no idea how - 'queening' works."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well, neither do I.  Two sets of ears will find more of it to do than one."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Makes sense. I'll ask around, maybe someone knows!"
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Bindings

Hostility





royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




So, if Edarial wasn't sure that his wife hated him before, he's really, really sure of it now. It's pretty usual that if they're in the same room, he feels nothing but silent, seething hostility from her.  Usually, his reaction to this is a poker face followed by running. He doesn't like having someone hostile just - there at the dinner table, glaring at him with her hissing familiar.

Zevros doesn't hate him, Edarial's certain of it, but he's not helping. He's literally never seen his twin this angry before. This is coming from someone who has seen his twin be angry loads of times. At meals, he just - sits there. Stabbing his food and glaring at Edarial while he does it. He gets why, he knows that Zevros is furious with him for the whole 'cold political marriage' thing.  It still hurts, though, to have his immediate family just be so openly hostile.

He gets more withdrawn. Meals get delivered to his room rather than him eating with Iobel and Zevros right there, being near-openly hostile. He stops sparring with Zevros nearly entirely, spends an unhealthy amount of time in either his office or his room, and Berathyme spends all her time coiled around his shoulders, offering what little comfort she can. 

She's pretty terrible at advice, but at least he has someone that doesn't actively hate him nearby.

He throws himself into being a king, gets lots of things done, and is generally considered by the public to be good at it. A good king. It's sort of tainted by bitterness, now. But the country does not fall apart, it does not break down into civil war - he handles it. The education system gets a shove in the right direction, the canals get cleaned up, various unemployed people get jobs. He wonders what on earth he's done wrong when he's doing good in the world, but he supposes it doesn't matter.

He knew what he was getting himself into, when he made this choice. He knew that Zevros would be upset with him. Maybe to the point where their camaraderie will just never recover. He doesn't know. From the beginning, he knew that he'd be shackled to someone he doesn't love. Edarial hadn't been expecting the random hatred from his new wife, but he certainly wasn't expecting to be happy.

Just, well.  He wasn't expecting to be so miserable, either.

It shows, the misery. Dark circles under his eyes, the withdrawn, blank expression, unkempt hair. He loses some weight due to skipping meals just to avoid his close family. Or, other times, he just forgets, burying himself in work so he doesn't have to think 'What did I do?' over and over again.

But he's a good king.  So that's something.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel keeps Cricket close to her at all times.  He sleeps in her bed, sits at her feet or in her lap, is carried in her arms or drapes himself over her shoulder.

No one is teaching her to be a queen, so she figures it out herself.

She didn't want it but she's willing to use it.  I am the queen.  Explain to me this.  I am the queen.  Have that arranged.  I am the queen.  Fetch me this.  I am the queen.  Leave me alone.

She moves in her stuff.  She sells the excess hexes to a small outfit that does mail-orders.  She goes to meals and looks for things that could use someone who can say I am the queen, do as I say.

And whenever her husband is about she glares at him, and Cricket hisses, but he doesn't compound his crimes any further, so there's that.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Eventually, months after their marriage, there is a knock on Iobel's door. Not unusual, in itself, except for who's outside it.

It's her husband, looking like he doesn't want to be here but is duty bound anyway.Edited   2014-05-26 02:59 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel opens the door, finds herself speechless, and winds up just sort of staring at him.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Hello," he says. "... May I come in?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"What do you want?"
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




He sighs, closing his eyes. "To discuss a subject I've been avoiding for months?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions






"Fine."

She stands aside.  Cricket hisses at him from her shoulder.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




He's not even angry, he just gives Cricket a sad, resigned look.  In he goes.  He finds a seat, carefully sits, and then says quietly, "Would you like me to be gentle, or frank?"Edited   2014-05-26 03:38 (UTC)
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Frank."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Okay. We need heirs."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You weren't really thinking this part through when you proposed, were you."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




She gets a confused look. "... Er?  It was something I thought about and was not looking forward to?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Ah, of course, my mistake."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Am I missing something?"

He sounds genuinely confused.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"A conscience?" she suggests.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"It's intact and present, thank you," says Edarial, dryly.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"What a pity that I know no spell to empirically settle the disagreement."

Cricket murmurs something in her ear and she murmurs back, stroking his fur.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial stares at her.

"... Okay.  Second thing I've been avoiding talking about, but we obviously need to. What in the world did I do to you? Why are you so - dead set on hating me?"

His voice breaks, just a little, on the last few syllables. Berathyme uncurls from his shoulders and relocates herself to his lap, looking at both Cricket and Iobel with judgemental eyes.Edited   2014-05-26 04:46 (UTC)
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"Are you sufficiently sociopathic that you haven't a clue why I'd be upset with you?"
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royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Was it the letter?  The interview?  It was cold, and impersonal, I'll admit, but not - worthy of such - such resolute hatred! What did I do?!"

This is probably the most emotion he's displayed to her in all of their months of being married. He looks frustrated, hurt, and confused.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"It was poisoning and kidnapping my cat!"
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial stares.

"... I beg your pardon?"

He sounds like he's never heard of this before in his life.
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come_midnight: (Default)






She stares at him.

Cricket snarls something.

She asks him a question.

He pauses, then answers.

She says, "Did you send me a strongly worded letter before that demanding that I show up here?"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Um.  No? Why would I demand that you show up here?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




Iobel puts Cricket on her shoulder so her hands will be free to dig through her old notebooks.

She retrieves the original letter, in his handwriting, commanding her presence.
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial takes it, reads it, and then his face contorts in disgust and rage.

"I," he hisses, "did not write this, what kind of -"

He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath, and carefully hands the letter back to her. "That - is a forgery. A good one, but a damned forgery."
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"And I suppose the fact that while I was packing to flee the country my Cricket got too sick for any healing spell I know to even alleviate his symptoms has nothing to do with you and the guards at the fountain who wouldn't let me through but would happily take him and not give him back till I married you is the result of some conspiracy operating under your nose without you having an inkling and you thought that one guard Cricket got his claws into had a fight with a gardening implement."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




More staring. He seems to be at an utter loss for words.

After a few seconds of silence, he says something to his familiar in her language. She nods, he gets up, opens the door for her, and she slithers out.

Then, very quietly, he murmurs, mostly to himself, "I am quite possibly, the biggest dupe in the country."Edited   2014-05-26 05:05 (UTC)
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Cricket says he never saw you till after the wedding, so I am just barely able to believe that it's that and not that you're trying to pretend your innocence so you won't have to fight your way into bed with me."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"No," growls Edarial. "Fuck no, actually, the very idea of - that is - no!"

His hands are shaking.

"Who the hell would even want to-"

Pause.

"... Oh that son of a bitch."

2014-05-26 05:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Oh, I'm quite convinced you're not attracted to me, fear not, but it crossed my mind that when you got impatient about the heiring business - what son of a bitch, exactly?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Did you, at any point in time before the - farce that I'm sickened to call a wedding - happen to talk to a spellbinder that goes by the name of Nataliem?  Raven familiar, probably had the familiar investigate you, then him show up later?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I met him at a party at my great-aunt's."
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"Mhm.  And did he talk to you about, say, politics?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Not for that long, but a little."

2014-05-26 05:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Okay," mutters Edarial. "So it might not be him, but it's probably still him, because he's a wretched bastard and a fucking sociopath!"
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Who's fucking sociopaths?" asks Zevros, poking his head into the room with no sense of personal space and Edarial's familiar on his arm.
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Mind.  Gutter.  Not the time, Zev," growls Edarial.
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royal_pain: j. Should have just left




"... Wait, okay.  Scale of one to ten, how badly are you freaking out?"
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Solid eight. Iobel was coerced into marriage with the threat of being unmade and someone pinned it on me."Edited   2014-05-26 05:20 (UTC)
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royal_pain: o. Won't be a next time




"Oh my god," deadpans Zevros. "It's almost like marrying someone you don't fucking know is a bad idea! Who the fuck would have thought, right?!"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Iobel laughs bitterly into Cricket's fur.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Oh, spare me the fucking lecture, Zevros! Not about us!"
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royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




Zevros rolls his eyes. "Yeah? 'Cause I'm seeing it is, you're the reason she's involved at all!  Fruity drinks on an island! We could have had them!"Edited   2014-05-26 05:24 (UTC)


2014-05-26 05:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial doesn't have a reply to that.  His face contorts to a mixture of guilt and rage and he flops into a chair.

Berathyme decides to defend him. "Go fuck yourself sideways with a rusty spoon," she hisses at Zevros.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel hugs Cricket and starts crying.
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royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Oi!" says Zevros to the snake. "You can't use that on me, I'm the one who taught you it!"

2014-05-26 05:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial glances at Iobel, then says to Zevros, "Skip it.  Lecture me later, hell, you can punch me if you want, fuck do I deserve it right now. Zev, remember the - how did you describe it... Miniature bear?"
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"You mean the guy that looked like he got attacked by an angry pocket sized bear?"
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Yes.  Retrieve him," growls Edarial.
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royal_pain: (Default)




"... In one piece, ooor...?"
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royal_obligation: o. Driven to barbarism




"It's fucking me asking you, what the fuck do you think, that I want him strewn about the courtyard?"
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royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Ugh.  Fine. One piece, all of his liquids in him, nothing permanent, whine whine whine."

Zevros storms off to go do that.

2014-05-26 05:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"You want me and Cricket to leave him in one piece too?"
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I would prefer it, but you're the wronged party here so if you leave him in multiple pieces I will only make disapproving faces at you."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"What are you going to do with him if I tell Cricket to restrain himself to hysterical growling?"
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Tried for treason, tossed into the tallest tower with all of his friends and then I throw away the key."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I'll take it."  She starts murmuring to her familiar, who seems disgruntled but compliant.
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial, meanwhile, goes silent and stares at the floor, deep in thought.

(Fuck, how could he have missed this?!)
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I guess this explains why you didn't try to punish Zephrys when she slapped you.  You are not in fact a sociopath."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Not in the slightest," agrees Edarial. "Mind you, I'm a huge fucking idiot, because I fucking noticed things that were off and I didn't investigate, but a sociopath, no."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I suppose that flustered survey-taking fellow never got to you in person, either."

2014-05-26 05:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Flustered survey-taking... What, did he show up, hear that your familiar was poisoned and kidnapped and then give you the fucking survey anyway?  Please tell me that is not what happened."
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"That is exactly what happened.  I gave him real answers because it was faster than coming up with incompetent-sounding lies and I wanted him on his way being helpful as soon as possible, and then spent months kicking myself for not saying I would solve the housing crisis in the eastlands by printing more money and giving it to the poor."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial laughs one of the most pathetic, wretched laughs possible.  It's not a happy sound, more similar to a sob than actual laughter. "Oh my god, this is all my fucking fault!"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Maybe thirty percent.  It's increasingly clear you didn't actually orchestrate it."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"No, but I could have easily prevented it and I didn't because I was in my own damn head for weeks and freaking out the entire time!"

Okay, he is maybe sounding a little unhinged now.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel pets her cat and doesn't say anything.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial's head gets buried in his hands and he makes a sound that sounds similar to an actual sob.
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royal_pain: a. I win




"Got him!" proclaims a voice from outside of the room.  Zevros kicks open the door because his hands are busy holding a man that Iobel and Cricket would both recognize and dragging him inside. "Say hello to their majesties, jackass!"

The man is not currently capable of making words that aren't curses or pleas to be let go.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket snarls but makes no attempt to escape his binder's arms.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel is watching Edarial curiously.
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial takes a deep breath, sits up, and rubs at his face.  When he speaks, his voice is in a deadly calm.

"Hello," he says, to the guard. "We have questions for you, do please try to answer them."

The guard makes a pathetic whimpery sound that sounds like, 'Please don't hurt me.'

"Sword," demands Edarial.
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royal_pain: j. Should have just left




Zevros's eyebrows shoot up, but he hands his sword over.
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royal_obligation: o. Driven to barbarism




"Thank you," says Edarial in the same tone, taking the sword.

He leans down next to Scratched McScarserson, sword out, but not pointed near the guard in any way. "Let me repeat that.  We have questions."

"Please- your majesty-"

Edarial fixes him with a cold, emotionless stare. "Who were you working for, and who were your associates?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"If he doesn't answer I can let Cricket at him," says Iobel lightly.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"An excellent idea!" agrees Edarial.

The man makes a squeaky sound, then whimpers, "Nataliem!  Oh fuck oh fuck don't let the cat at me it's a demon!"
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royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"... Well that was the most pathetically fast interrogation I've ever seen."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Names," demands Edarial, ignoring his twin. "Of all you knew who were involved."

The guard hesitates.

"Or I could let my brother and Cricket team up and try to out do each other?"

Squeaky sound.  Followed by names.

Edarial notes them, then calmly returns the sword to Zevros. "Pathetically fast, yes."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Me or Cricket would recognize a number of other involved guards who might or might not belong to those names."
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes," agrees Edarial. "So our friend here should pray that he remembered them all correctly, shouldn't he?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"It seems like it would be best if he has, yes."
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




The guard is currently a shivering pile of fear on the floor.

"If he didn't, can I have him?"
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Iobel's choice," says Edarial. "So Cricket would probably get first pick."
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royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Aw, damn.  Guess I can take sloppy seconds, then." He leans down to the guard. "Any names you forgot?"

The man very rapidly shakes his head.Edited   2014-05-26 06:23 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel murmurs a summarized translation of the proceedings to Cricket, who purrs in her lap and lashes his tail and extends a paw delicately in the guard's direction, claws slowly extending.
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"I don't know anyone else!" squeaks the guard.

"Eh, okay. To the dungeons with him, Ari?"

2014-05-26 06:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yup," agrees Edarial. "Unless Iobel has objections?"
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"As long as he's going to stay there for an exquisitely long time I can think of no place better."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"He will grow old and die in them," agrees Edarial.

The guard squeaks.

"But really, it's less than he deserves, considering the usual method of dealing with treason."

Another squeak!
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royal_pain: a. I win




"He'll fit right in with the rats," snorts Zevros, who grabs his arm and gets to dragging him off to the dungeon. "Be back in a bit!"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Mm."

Plop, back into the chair. He looks pensive, again.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"And I suppose next we look at a lineup and next you throw Nataliem in with everyone we point at?"

2014-05-26 06:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Yes," agrees Edarial. "Then they all go to either the tallest tower or the darkest dungeon, haven't decided which yet."Edited   2014-05-26 06:36 (UTC)
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"And," says Iobel, "then what?"
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Divorce?" offers Edarial. "I'm not holding you to a - whatever the hell our marriage is when it was made under threats of violence."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"And then what?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"With me? Or you?"Edited   2014-05-26 06:38 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I imagine I see if the landlord has rented my apartment and my store to anyone else in the interim even though I paid for the whole year just a few weeks before Cricket was posioned.  You, what do you do?"
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




He sighs.  Then, thunk.  Head in hands.

"I get married again," sighs Edarial. "Fuck. It's such a stupid, asinine rule."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"To whom?"
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"I don't know?"

He sounds so pathetic when he says that, like - like he's just given up hope and wants to curl up and cry.
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"According to what selection process?  Nataliem can be locked up.  But I doubt even if you were doing your due diligence for once you'd detect every minor noble whose - parents were pressuring them to try to marry you, or whatever.  For that matter, did I really earn my tiara on the basis of that survey, it was a reasonably well-made survey, how good was second place?"Edited   2014-05-26 06:47 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial gives her a hurt look at 'for once' but doesn't protest it.

"Second place," he says, "was not terrible, but not particularly good, either."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"And," says Iobel, "what if we do not get divorced: what next?"
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I also don't know," sighs Edarial.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Let's focus on locking various people up for treason first, then."

2014-05-26 06:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"Yes," he agrees.
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royal_pain: (Default)




Zevros returns, a little while later. "Okay, let's go kick ass. Edarial, you're my backup."

2014-05-26 06:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... I may not be up for that, at the moment," whispers Edarial. His voice wavers, a little.

He's shaking. Months of misery have not left him very sturdy.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I have a forty-one second knockout spell.  If it were faster I could've got Cricket out when I first tried.  Will that do?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Sure," shrugs Zevros. "You can come too."

He looks at his brother. "Suck it up, Daisy."Edited   2014-05-26 07:01 (UTC)


2014-05-26 07:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial gives Zevros a pained look. Berathyme hisses.
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royal_pain: l. Not ever changing




"Suck. It. Up. Don't act like you fucking can't, you're the smart diplomatic one and I need you."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Fine," says Edarial quietly. He stands, shakily.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel gets up, Cricket draped 'round her shoulders.  "Let me know when to start charging."
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Yup.  Nataliem's the problem, his goonies are shit if we get some guards to help us out.  Don't waste your spells."

He eyes Edarial. "... I'll let you know when to charge, both of you. Ari, know where the bastard is?"
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"He's got a house in this city, if he's in the city it would be there."
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royal_pain: (Default)




"Okay.  Meet me at the gate, both of you - Ari, get your sword, Iobel, uh... Do whatever it is you do when you're going to go attack a spellbinder. I'm going to go round people up."

Off he goes, to do that.Edited   2014-05-26 07:11 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Do you know anything about what spells he knows?  I can be invisible if I'm not going to be doing much else and he might not notice me."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"No idea," says Edarial. "But I'm treating it as 'he should not get any spells off' - they could be lethal."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I'll turn invisible, then.  Lasts an hour, should be plenty of time."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Yeah.  Do it when we're closer, though."

Edarial doesn't even remember where his sword is. He takes a few seconds to think, puts its most likely location as being in his room, and then heads off in that direction.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel goes to the gate, Cricket left safely behind so she doesn't have to blow two spells on the invisibility.
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Yup, that's his sword, all right.  Edarial has a short argument with Berathyme on whether she's coming or not - she wins, and thus is joining him.

Off to the gate.
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




Zevros arrives a bit after them both, followed by seven people. "'Kay, we're overdoing it but you never know with spellbinders. Iobel, what can you do besides knocking people out?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Invisibility.  I have decent healing but it's not perfect.  I finished one to walk through walls a few weeks ago.  I have a shielding hex on me but it won't hold up to a well-made offensive spell or prolonged physical battering.  All my offensively purposeable spells besides the knockout take longer to charge, so while it might entertain Cricket if I came home with stories about boiling Nataliem's brain in its own juices or something, it's not tactically useful."Edited   2014-05-26 07:25 (UTC)
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royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Fair. How many walls can you walk through in one go?"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I can stay wall-walkable for about twenty minutes.  Or put it on someone else.  It specifically excludes floors, so if he's not at ground level you still have to find stairs, you can't just haul yourself up through the ceiling."
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royal_pain: (Default)




"Useful. Can you charge while invisible, no problem?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yes.  And it covers the eyeshine.  I'd still zap anyone who touched me, though."
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royal_pain: a. I win




"Oh, I like you, you're useful. Okay, game plan - Iobel, invisibility to start out, then wall walking, sneak in while we are being large distraction. Charge up a knockout spell, hit Nataliem with it. If there's any problem at all, book it through the walls and yell.  Edarial - protection duty. Iobel in particular, she's vulnerable, you got that invisible shield set up?"
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yes," says Edarial. "I'm not sure how it will interact with wall walking, though."
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Hmm. Okay, perception spell instead.  On Iobel, and me. If it looks like she is having difficulties I will tell you to do stuff."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Charge it now?"Edited   2014-05-26 07:36 (UTC)
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Yeah.  Perception spell, put it on your wife first, she needs some time to get used to it."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Okay," says Edarial, not sure how to feel about Iobel being referred to as his wife considering the circumstances of their marriage.

His eyes start glowing a light blue.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Perception spell?" inquires his wife.
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royal_pain: (Default)




"Sees outlines of people through walls. Really freaky at first, but useful as all hell for this kind of thing."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Okay.  That'll dovetail with mine, I'd like to see a copy later."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Sure," agrees Edarial.
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royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Let me know when you're about to do the spell, Ari. While it's charging we'll head there.  Iobel, start charging on invisibility. Don't freak out and lose it when Edarial's spell goes, your vision will change, just try to adjust and get used to what size of people mean what distance."
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel nods.  Her eyes go brilliantly white.
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Right then!  Let's move out. Lovely volunteers behind me, listen up - protect the squishy binders, but if Nataliem's charging a spell, don't hesitate to tackle him to the ground and hit him in the head until he stops.

"Ari!  Lead the way, if you know where his house is."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods, and then starts leading the way.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel follows in silence, eyes aglow, braced for the perception spell.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




It goes. The world seems to dim and the people around them turn to bright, translucent silhouettes. It's hard to identify who's who - their faces are now shrouded by varying shades of lighter colors. It will take a bit to figure out, but Edarial is a light blue, Zevros a pale green, and their various companions different colors between them. If Iobel inspects her own hand, she'll see it's a brilliant white, and possibly be able to figure out what the colors mean from hers and Edarial's.Edited   2014-05-26 07:59 (UTC)


2014-05-26 07:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




She makes the inference.

Then: "Do you have someone available who knows the binder binding hex?"

2014-05-26 08:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"One of the prison guards knows it," says Edarial. "But she's not about arresting people, just - keeping binders in a prison without them walking out through wall walking or something. So we'd have to bring him to her."

2014-05-26 08:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"The knockout will hold that long, I just wouldn't bet on it sticking till midnight."

2014-05-26 08:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"So no stopping for tea and crumpets on the way back, got it."

2014-05-26 08:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"I could renew it before it wore off if the guard in question has already cast it today, or if we stopped for tea and crumpets.  Just making sure."

2014-05-26 08:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Mhm. No, you're fine, thanks for warning us."

2014-05-26 08:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Of course."

2014-05-26 08:7 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Okay, Ari! Spell on me, next, do the chargy thing."

2014-05-26 22:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial snorts, then starts charging again.

"We're just about there," he informs them. "So we should probably stop and finish charging all our preparation spells, first."Edited   2014-05-26 22:17 (UTC)


2014-05-26 22:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel starts charging her invisibility.  "I don't have a premature ending contingency - I wrote one, but couldn't cram it in with everything else - so when I start being invisible I'll stay that way for an hour," she warns.

2014-05-26 22:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"If I hand you a thing to identify yourself with, like a cloth or something, does it go invisible, too?"

2014-05-26 22:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That part I'm very proud of - I can incorporate new stuff into the invisibility if I want to at the time it's attached or given to me.  So if you want me to carry a cloth after I've done the requisite wall-walking I can not-invisible it."

2014-05-26 22:26 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Aha.  Okay, then after we're done we give you a cloth and use that to not run into you. No downsides, we're good."

2014-05-26 22:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And it means the 'dump a bag of flour on her' trick doesn't work.  Except by making me sneeze, anyway."

2014-05-26 22:30 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Clever!  You're useful and smart, keep it up!"

2014-05-26 22:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"That's the plan.  It's a nine-minute charge, though."

2014-05-26 22:34 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"That's fine. We can wait, we're already waiting for Ari's. Six minutes, right?"

2014-05-26 22:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Right," says Edarial.

2014-05-26 22:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel charges and waits.  "What's the layout of the house like, and what's his eyeshine color so I can recognize him through the perception spell?"

2014-05-26 22:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I've never been on the inside of his house, so I've got no idea, but his eyeshine color is a lavender."

2014-05-26 22:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Well, how many floors is it, do you know that?"

2014-05-26 22:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Three, I think.  Maybe a fourth as an attic, but I doubt that would come up."

2014-05-26 22:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay."

2014-05-26 22:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"How long does the wallwalking spell take to charge?"

2014-05-26 22:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Just two minutes, I got lucky with it."

2014-05-26 22:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Ooo.  Okay, in that case - when your invisibility spell goes, you go look around the house while charging the wall walking spell."

2014-05-26 22:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial notes the smile. He hasn't seen it before. 

It makes him rather sad to realize that and he inspects his shoes.

2014-05-26 22:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I might not even need to go into the house to knock him out, if he's on the first floor and there's a window open."

2014-05-26 22:47 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"If you can manage it, go for it. You don't even need to bother with the wall walking spell."

2014-05-26 22:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel nods.  "If there's anyone else in the house how much should I worry about them?"

2014-05-26 22:49 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"If they're identifiable as a spellbinder, a lot. Otherwise, don't. We'll handle guards, you and Edarial are for dealing with spellbinders."

2014-05-26 22:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"So I down anybody who's got a critter with them or starts charging, right."

2014-05-26 22:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Pretty much! If you run out of spells... Hm, we should make a signal."

2014-05-26 22:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Such as?"

2014-05-26 22:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Uh - something that wouldn't tip off you were there but would let me or Ari know. Of course that narrows it down quite a bit on what we can do..."

2014-05-26 22:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"She could probably just whistle," says Edarial, quietly. "Hard to place where that's coming from and I doubt anyone will guess who did it while things are being all - dramatic."

2014-05-26 23:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  I'll whistle if I'm out.  But I didn't cast anything before this."

2014-05-26 23:0 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




Zevros shrugs. "Just a measure of paranoia.  I hate fighting spellbinders. They never play fair."

2014-05-26 23:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You could have been a spellbinder if you wanted.  Technically you still could, although I imagine at this point you'd have a hard time talking to your familiar.  How's that not fair?"

2014-05-26 23:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"My spirit animal was a turtle, and I did not get along with him."Edited   2014-05-26 23:07 (UTC)


2014-05-26 23:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"That's a pity."

2014-05-26 23:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yup!  Also, unmaking freaks me out like nobody's business."

2014-05-26 23:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Well.  Yes."

2014-05-26 23:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Also, honestly I don't think I have the head for it. Like, I've seen Ari's spell-charts and ugh, they gave me a headache just trying to read them, let alone fit everything in my head all at once."

2014-05-26 23:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It takes practice."

2014-05-26 23:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Eh," says Zevros, shrugging. "I like how I am now.  With no stupid turtle that I hate for reasons I don't even remember."

2014-05-26 23:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I got lucky with Cricket.  He hates almost everybody but he loves me."

2014-05-26 23:18 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Huh. What'd you do to make him love you?"

2014-05-26 23:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"He's mostly just really judgmental.  He thinks I'm smart and reasonable."

2014-05-26 23:35 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Oh, well then.  Congrats to you!"

2014-05-26 23:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Thanks."

2014-05-26 23:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Spell," warns Edarial.

2014-05-26 23:38 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Yup!  Hit me!"

Zevros gets the perception spell.  He takes a bit to adjust to it and says, "Estimated time for your invisibility spell, Iobel? Another three minutes, I think?"

2014-05-26 23:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Thereabouts, yeah."

2014-05-26 23:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Cool.  Guess we will just sit on our asses until then," shrugs Zevros. "Unless there's any topics you want to talk about in three minutes?"

2014-05-26 23:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm not exactly overflowing with ideas for small talk, no."

2014-05-26 23:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Eh. I guess I have a question, are you going to stop glaring at Ari all the time, now?"

2014-05-26 23:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Yes."

2014-05-26 23:47 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Okay, good.  That got a bit awkward, like - he was running from you, basically the entire time."

2014-05-26 23:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel doesn't really have anything to say to that.

2014-05-26 23:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial gives Zevros a bit of a look, but doesn't comment.

2014-05-26 23:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




Zevros looks at his brother, then says, "And you!  Are you going to apologize and say I was right?"

2014-05-27 00:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left






2014-05-27 00:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Yeah, go fuck yourself, man."

A few of the guards are surprised by Zevros telling their king to fuck himself. Not that Zevros cares.

2014-05-27 00:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Am I missing some story about your heroism behind the scenes?" wonders Iobel in Zevros's direction softly.

2014-05-27 00:7 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"I was the one that noticed the results of your cat and the strange convenient headaches at the same time.  Went to tell Edarial, he blew me off and went back to pouting.  Not to mention, I was against the whole 'get married to someone you don't know' thing from the beginning."

2014-05-27 00:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"But you didn't, for example, ask me what was wrong, or present a sufficiently approachable face that the survey-taker went to you with my story, or double-check the intake procedures of queen candidates, or keep a close enough eye on the guards to know that at least half a dozen of them are taking orders from someone else."

2014-05-27 00:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




Edarial laughs, bitterly. With no actual humor.Edited   2014-05-27 00:14 (UTC)


2014-05-27 00:14 (UTC)









royal_pain: l. Not ever changing




"Hey, you didn't exactly come to me and tell me that something was wrong. I was just going to leave you alone because your life is none of my fucking business. This shit is all Edarial's territory for dealing with, and guess who dropped the ball?"

2014-05-27 00:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Oh, believe me, I'm kicking myself for my own missed opportunities.  I could have gone to you, I could have gone to Edarial, I could have simply thrown enough magic and screaming at the top of my lungs around during my rescue attempt that I would be guaranteed attention outside of a handful of bought and paid for guards and helpless servants, I could have burst into tears at the wedding, I could have kept hold of Cricket in the first place, downed those guards, and dunked him myself, I could have worked faster on my wall-walking spell, I could have prioritized cramming my idealized teleportation spellchart into my head last summer instead of setting the project down to pick at an immortality hex, I could have done so many things.  And so could any of us, so why are you being more judgmental than my cat?"

2014-05-27 00:21 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Because if Edarial had listened to me in the first place, none of this shit would have happened. You'd be in your magic shop working on an immortality hex, and we'd be anywhere but here. The two of you would never have met, I wouldn't be pissed at my brother, your cat wouldn't have been kidnapped and poisoned, and Ari wouldn't be a quivering mess of misery. Everybody wins."

2014-05-27 00:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial is currently demonstrating that he is just as good at death glares as his brother is.  Look at him, looking like he wants to wish death on his twin.

2014-05-27 00:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Congratulations, Zevros," says Iobel tiredly.  "I'll write my mother for the 'you tried' stamp she has to encourage students who have not successfully accomplished anything.  We can all have one."

And then she is invisible.

2014-05-27 00:32 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




Zevros sort of growls and shakes his head. "Don't care.  We'll just deal with Nataliem and then go back to biting each other's heads off."

2014-05-27 00:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Mm-hm.  What's the address?" Iobel asks, starting to charge the wall-walking.

2014-05-27 00:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial rattles it off for her.

2014-05-27 00:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel goes to wander around the environs of this house and see what they're dealing with.

2014-05-27 00:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It's a large, fancy house, with pretty gardens and a few fountains. Iobel can see lots of people inside it, some whose silhouettes look like they're carrying weaponry. On the third floor is a lavender figure who's isolated from the others, and who seems to be sitting at a desk. That's probably Nataliem.

2014-05-27 01:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel circles the house, guessing layout based on how people are clustered and plotting a course in so she can sneak up the stairs.  If she's lucky there will be a ladder or a climbable trellis or something.

2014-05-27 01:8 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There are neither of those things, unfortunately - but she can find at least one set of stairs through the walls by looking at how people move. While there are what look to be servant passages for out of the way deliveries, they might be too cramped for comfort if someone else is in them.  The main hallways have guards in them, but at least Iobel would have the ability to go around them if they are walking towards her.

2014-05-27 01:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel's wall-walking spell goes off.  She steps in, walking carefully, breathing shallowly.  She takes the main hallway and starts charging the knockout, abandoning it unused during calm moments and starting up again to have it ready in case she does bump into someone.

Up the stairs she goes.

2014-05-27 01:15 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Figuring out the layout's a bit of a problem, but Iobel can avoid running into people well enough. She makes it to the second floor, then the third - then she just has to make it to Nataliem and use the knockout.

There he is.  In his office. She now has line of sight, and he's completely unaware.

2014-05-27 01:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




And she's got thirty seconds of charge on the knockout.

She charges it the rest of the way and nabs him.

2014-05-27 01:21 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




aestrix: (Default)




Down he goes. His raven squawks with alarm, nudging him with her beak.  Then, she starts crying out, for guards or other help to show up.

It might be a good idea for Iobel to not be in the room when they arrive.

2014-05-27 01:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




She sidesteps into another room on the same floor, looking through the wall in case anyone approaches who might be another spellbinder.  She charges another knockout.

2014-05-27 01:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It doesn't seem like there's another spellbinder arriving, but Iobel can tell that the assault downstairs has begun. She can hear yelling, and several of the guards leave Nataliem to go defend the place. But the others move to pick him up and carry him off while everyone downstairs is busy.

2014-05-27 01:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




There's three of them; Iobel could get them all, but it's probably safer for her to quietly stalk them while they try to drag Nataliem through a combat zone and only knock one out if they get farther than the front door.  If she sees the raven she wants to get her, too.

2014-05-27 01:35 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The raven is still in the room with Nataliem. She pecks at a window for someone to open it so she can fly away to safety, but the guards are currently busy trying to drag her master out. Fortunate for Iobel, not so much for the raven. She gets to trying to open it herself, struggling a little with a device not built for use with a beak. If Iobel's fast enough, she can manage to knock her out.

2014-05-27 01:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel is fast enough.

2014-05-27 01:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Down she goes. The guards dragging Nataliem out don't even notice the bird flopping to the floor in a heap. They're too busy trying to coordinate to get their employer out.

Now it's just waiting to see if the fight's going in her side's favor downstairs, and making sure Nataliem isn't dragged completely out of the house.Edited   2014-05-27 01:53 (UTC)


2014-05-27 01:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




It's really not a long wait.

If Iobel's watching the proceedings through the floor, she can see that Zevros is utterly terrifying in one on one combat.  Especially when combined with his brother's spell - it's hard, if perhaps impossible for someone to sneak up on him. Once he knows they're there, he handles them well enough, and leaves several crumpled bodies in his wake.  A few of their silhouettes flicker out entirely.

Apparently he doesn't mind leaving some casualties.

2014-05-27 01:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel tentatively suspects that she will get to hang on to her last two spells.

2014-05-27 01:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




That's a pretty good suspicion.

The guards with Nataliem are handled. And then, they've won.

Zevros is absurdly pleased with himself.Edited   2014-05-27 02:06 (UTC)


2014-05-27 02:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel picks up a doily, does not incorporate it into her invisibility, and waves it around in the air.  "I got the raven, too," she says, "she's upstairs.  Does anyone need healing, I have two spells left?"

2014-05-27 02:7 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Hey, Iobel. Thanks for grabbing the raven - there's a guy downstairs that got some shallow cuts, another who's going to have a massive headache in the morning and will need to be dragged out, and Ari got punched in the face, but other than that - we're all fine."

2014-05-27 02:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Except for the dead, I suppose.  Do you want to tie people up before I patch them?"

2014-05-27 02:13 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"... Wha?  Oh, no, I was talking about the guys on our side.  Loads of the other guys are hurt, fix em if you want, I guess. Tie them up first."

2014-05-27 02:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I'd rather not leave excess corpses if anyone's bleeding out and I could save them, but I don't know how to safely tie up people likely to be hostile."

2014-05-27 02:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




Zevros sighs. "Okay, fine, I'll help."

2014-05-27 02:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Thank you."

2014-05-27 02:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




Zevros helps. Grudgingly.

2014-05-27 02:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial has found bandages and is currently using them for a mission called 'let's not have more people die.' 

2014-05-27 02:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel triages, identifies the two people at the worst risk of death, has Zevros tie them up, and applies healing magic.

2014-05-27 02:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




They are healed!

Edarial notices, and then smiles.

2014-05-27 02:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"If you have spells and know any healing that fellow's probably next worst off," Iobel says to Edarial, pointing.

2014-05-27 02:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods, then gets to healing them.  He's not the best with healing spells, but - hey, they're useful.

2014-05-27 02:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel goes up the stairs to fetch down the unconscious raven.

2014-05-27 02:39 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The raven is fetched without problem.Edited   2014-05-27 02:44 (UTC)


2014-05-27 02:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




She puts the bird on top of her binder and waits for the party to be ready to go.

2014-05-27 02:45 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




They're ready to go reasonably quickly. Nataliem's dragged out, along with someone unconscious that was on their side. Injured parties are patched up, and then either carried off or escorted to prison. Several guards surrendered - they will be detained for a little while and questioned about Nataliem. Servants and people who obviously had nothing to do with anything nefarious are left to their own devices with the caveat that if they need to be questioned they should be findable.

Once all prisoners have been dropped off at the prison to be processed (and Nataliem's familiar is bound with a hex), there seems to be little else to do besides wait at the palace for him to wake up for questioning.

2014-05-27 03:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Which means that Edarial's run out of distractions. It's okay if he's got a goal, a mission to do, but now that it's gone and he's just waiting for Nataliem to wake up - well.  He's got nothing but his thoughts to keep him company. Mostly the guilt, and all of the various things he could have done better. Things that would have prevented an innocent woman from being married to him against her will.

Out of habit, he curls up in his room. He has a lot of things to think about.

2014-05-27 03:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




When everyone who was found at the house has been handled, Iobel says to Zevros, "What would be the best way for Cricket and I to check over the palace guard and identify the other involved parties, ideally without causing further injuries?"

2014-05-27 03:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Uhh... I could make up a fake training thing that's mandatory for all guards ever, then have you and Cricket show up and point people out to me?"

2014-05-27 03:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"That works.  How long will it take to set up?"

2014-05-27 03:18 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Well, normally this sort of thing takes days of planning and coordination.  But I'm a prince, and I scare people, so - give me a few hours."

2014-05-27 03:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Okay.  Thank you."

2014-05-27 03:21 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Mhm," shrugs Zevros, who goes off to do that.

2014-05-27 03:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel goes up to her room and pulls out a notebook and writes, Cricket on her shoulder.  It's his language she writes in, but he's illiterate, so no one can read her thoughts except for her.

2014-05-27 03:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Her husband's certainly not going to try.

Not only is it against his morals, but he's kind of busy right now.  Wallowing in misery.

2014-05-27 03:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






So, Edarial didn't do it.  He was neglectful to the point that it almost strains credulity, but seems to have been legitimately upset about having to get married, which is - some excuse, if not much - and is now quite willing to resolve the problem insofar as it can be resolved.

She has very little sense of his personality on a social level under all the despair - approximately, what she knows is that he's the sort of person to get married for some combination of national benefit and brotherly sacrifice despite finding the prospect hideous, he is not a rapist (lucky him; that would have gotten her thinking very seriously about murder), and that he smiled when she healed the fallen enemy combatants.  And that he filtered candidates for queenhood on the basis of the quality of their politics in a way that made Iobel the best choice by a significant margin.

(She leaves a note in clearly readable Marlese for Zephrys: she wants the names and addresses of everyone else who was being considered so she can find out if she was the only person being coerced at any point in the process.  She somewhat doubts that Edarial would think of this.)

He's willing to divorce her.  She's not sure if that would be best, although she's scarcely going to cling to his sleeve and weep if he insists on it because he can't stand the sight of her.

But she thinks she's a good queen, and could be better if the king weren't avoiding her; and he has to be married to somebody; and maybe if he ever lightens up he'd be all right; and maybe she can cook up a spell to get her pregnant with the heir to the throne without having to trespass on his distaste or her unease.

It's more complicated than that on paper, but those are the conclusions she has by the time Zevros's few hours have elapsed.
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royal_pain: (Default)




Knock, knock.  Who's there?

Zevros.  The answer is Zevros.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"All set?" Iobel inquires when she has answered the door.
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"All set!" he agrees. "I will actually be training them, because half of them are okay but not great at poking things with sharp objects."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Okay."  Iobel picks up Cricket.  "And we'll tell you which of them we know were involved with taking my cat."
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royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




"Yup! And then I will throw them to Edarial and he will handle it."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel nods.  "Lead the way."

2014-05-27 03:50 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




He does!  Oh look, guards.

Zevros gets to actually training them! This involves calling them out by name for Iobel to hear.  This isn't necessary for the actual training part, but it'll certainly help for identifying who's who.Edited   2014-05-27 03:53 (UTC)
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




Iobel brought her notebook along.  She makes notes.  Cricket helps.
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




How very useful! Once all names are called and there is a bit of training, Zevros pops over to ask for the names.

He has plans.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel produces them.  "Although it's possible there are some we didn't see, who were on duty outside the closet at times when I wasn't there and Cricket couldn't see them."

2014-05-27 03:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Sure, this'll work."

Zevros takes the list of names, then heads back over to his trainees. He clears his throat. Then he starts reading them, in a loud commanding voice. The first few are confused.  Then, they start noting whose names are being called, and that's when they get very nervous. He makes it to the end of the list, rolls up the paper, and then looks at them all, calmly.

"Ladies. Gentlemen. If your name has been called, congratulations. You are now under arrest. For kidnapping, poisoning, extortion, obstruction of an emergency healing thingymadoodle, assault, and best of all treason. Against her majesty. Ladies and gentlemen whose names have not been called - I will buy you a drink for every one of the named people that you arrest. Or stab, honestly I'm not picky. But try not to take too long at it."

Zevros draws his sword, grinning. "Because I'm competing, too."

It turns out that the number of guards that are not traitors outnumbers the ones that are by a large amount. It's hilariously one sided, and soon enough - there are all named parties that Iobel and Cricket know of that were involved, out of commission in one way or another. None are dead, and they are all escorted (or carried off to) the prison, to join their fellows.

"And remember!" calls Zevros, after the remaining guards, "The most important lesson of all!  Traitors get to go to jail, people that are loyal get to party after asswhooping! Know where you stand on that, be on the right side!"

Then he looks at Iobel. "I realized that Ari is probably still sulking in his room.  So I just handled it."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I have no objections whatever to your methods.  Nicely done."
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royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Thank you!" says Zevros, with a bow.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"How long do you estimate he'll sulk?  I'd like to plan my schedule around when he'll want to talk to me about - whatever's next."
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




Zevros shrugs. "I've got no idea. Honestly though, it will probably take a while. If you want to get anything done in the next week or so on the front of talking about where your... creepy double nonconsensual relationship political thing is going, I would recommend talking to him."Edited   2014-05-27 04:19 (UTC)
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Is he much use at discussing that sort of difficult topic while in the process of sulking?"
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Eeeeeeh. Kinda? Why, want me to be nearby and translate Edarial-speak to Marlese?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Maybe.  I don't know.  I suppose it's not urgent on the scale of a week, anyway."
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royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Okay.  But you should probably actually talk to him about something, because he thinks of you as 'wife who hates him.' That not being a factor anymore might affect what the end result of his sulking is."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I can go tell him I don't hate him right now if it's likely to help."
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royal_pain: (Default)




"It might. But then again, he's never quite been like this before, so maybe it's a special case and he'll end up freaking out and agreeing to flee the country and drink fruity drinks on an island with me."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"If you flee the country to drink fruity beverages please first arrange for me to sit regent for and legitimize any children I manage to have or I'll have a mess on my hands."
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"... Oooo!  Oooo that might persuade him, let's go tell him that right now!"
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...Sure, why not."
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royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




Off they go, to do that.  Zevros knows where Edarial's room is.

Knock, knock! Excited knock, knock!
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royal_obligation: (Default)




It takes a bit, but he opens the door.

"Yes?" he says, in a monotone.
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




Zevros pauses a bit to survey his brother's appearance, and loses his train of thought doing it. 

"You look like shit," he says, instead.
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




It's true, he does. He really, really does.  His hair's a tangly mess, and he looks like he's been crying for hours.

"Thank you for the obvious," says Edarial, in a deadpan. "Will you tell me the sky is blue next?"
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Okay, get off of your period for like, five minutes, Iobel had an idea and it might mean we can just flee the country!"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Please don't start that again."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The suggestion is that if you make the right arrangements I can sit regent, work out how to have a child some way or other, and legitimize him or her."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Unfortunately," says Edarial in a tired voice, "Marlatia is very delicate right now and if I made a - sorry for the wording, but - random woman regent, however smart or competent she is, and fled the country with my brother, someone would take issue with it. And that would spark a civil war."

Pause.

"I do not want a civil war."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I assure you I am not attempting to start one.  Since no one has troubled to give me queen lessons, perhaps things are indeed that delicate, but I have been queen for several months now, so I don't think I'm quite that random."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial's eyebrow twitches a bit, at her wording of 'troubled to give me queen lessons.'

"Not completely random, no, but still quite random in comparison to various people that have been on the political playing field for decades. Yes, they are that delicate. I understand that you are not trying to start a civil war, I am not accusing you of doing so, but I am being frank with you because I don't have the energy to be more gentle."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"So much for that idea, then.  Zevros also opined that it might help if I tell you that I do not hate you."
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"... Thank you."
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royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Edarial.  Edarial, seriously, can we just -"
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




He sighs. Then he interrupts his twin's inevitable pleading with, "- You mentioned, earlier, how 'Everybody wins' if I would have never forced myself into marriage."
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"... Uh, yeah, like all of the problems ever would have been -"
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"- No, nope. False. All problems for you would have been handled.  All of the personal problems that you are having in your immediate family right now.  Those would have been handled. But do you know what it would have done for the people that were not us?"
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Jack shit?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial laughs. It's the same not-actually-a-happy-laugh.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel glances between king and prince, unsure that she's getting all of the content of this exchange.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Do you realize," says Edarial softly, "just how quickly this country would devolve into civil war? Do you comprehend that? There are multiple people who have a claim to the throne, several of them would try to use it."Edited   2014-05-27 05:12 (UTC)
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royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Kinda not caring, if a country needs one of two people to get married it's kind of a stupid country. Like, just bend the rules a little and let someone make some decisions, not that hard."
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial stares.

"... You get that a country is not just a nebulous entity, right? That there are people in it that did nothing to choose to live in it but be born in it and who have nothing to do with any of the reasons as to why a country is going to combust?"
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royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Yeah, and?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"And? And those would be the people that would be most hurt by a civil war.  Those would be the people that would really suffer. It would be their homes that are getting pillaged for supplies for armies, their fields that are getting emptied, their children that are conscripted to join one side or another - I could go on. There's a lot of material about how wars are bad. I'll spare you."
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Gee," drawls Zevros. "I am so lucky."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial makes a frustrated sound.

"Do you just - not care if people die, or are unmade, or hurt, or tortured, or traumatized? Do you not feel at least some - shred of responsibility for - knowing that you can at least try to stop it?!"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I do," says Iobel.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




This answer seems to calm him down, a little. "Thank you," he says to Iobel.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"So having established that you don't think Marlatia is stable enough to survive the departure of the only available royal blood even with a queen consort trying to hold things together, what is the plan?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






He sighs. "Right now?  Try to fix myself to the point where I am properly - functional to make lifelong decisions again. Work on things that involve fixing the country in the meantime, because I do better when I have set goals to strive for."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Should I go back to staying out of your way while you do that?"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I don't know.  Sorry."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Then I suppose I'll guess, and if you later come to know, perhaps you will tell me."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Sure," he agrees.

There he goes.  Back to looking - empty and miserable and sad.  Great.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel looks at him for a moment, then reiterates: "I don't hate you."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




He manages a little, sad laugh. "That makes one of us."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I seem to be in much better emotional condition than you.  If there are any - royalty-ing matters - that you could do with having off your plate so you have time to work through your issues in whatever way works for you, I'll take them."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Okay," he says, attempting a little smile. "Thank you."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"You're welcome."

And her guess is that she should get out of his way, so she turns and goes, Cricket trotting at her heels.
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royal_pain: k. You broke my twin




His brother lingers at the door.

"... You think I don't care about things?" he says quietly. "You're hurting that much?"
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial looks down. "Yeah. I - am extremely bad.  At political marriages and - and feeling like everyone in my close family hates me."
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royal_pain: m. Skip it







Hug.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Hug.
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royal_pain: j. Should have just left




"Do me a favor and - fix yourself?  Also hit me if I poke you too hard."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I'm also not really good at hitting things."
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Pff. Daisy," he snorts.

Then he turns, and walks off.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel makes no attempt to approach Edarial again.  She attends meals, she takes the list of names and addresses of the other queen candidates mentioning that some treasonous behavior that might have affected them has come to light and asks if they suffered from any coercion prompting or prolonging their stay at the palace, and she keeps an eye out for any queening that she can do.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial is generally very withdrawn. He does actually start showing up to meals again, though he still skips about half of them and has them in his room, instead. His default seems to be 'quiet,' rather than 'let's talk about ways to fix me.' Occasionally, when Iobel or Cricket enters the room, he stiffens a bit and starts looking for a way to politely flee. Like he did when she was spending all of her time glaring at him.  But it becomes less frequent, slowly, and instead of politely fleeing it becomes a little shy wave, or an attempt at a smile.

He sends her a few things that could require queening.  Shyly, with 'You don't have to deal with them if you don't want to' caveats on every one. It turns out that he was doing a lot on his own, once Iobel starts helping with his workload. He can manage just fine with it, but he feels guilty for not teaching her how to be a queen.

Occasionally, rarely, he will actually make jokes. He is revealed to have a sense of humor. With Zevros. Iobel herself he doesn't quite know what to do with, so he leaves her alone. But he can joke around with his twin, again.Edited   2014-05-27 06:50 (UTC)
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royal_pain: (Default)




Zevros, for his part - stops being hostile and angry.  The ritualistic stabbing of meals stops, though having his feet on the table doesn't. He does occasionally get a little too nosey or pressuring with Edarial, but stops if warned.

He's actually completely fine with talking to Iobel, and occasionally gives her status updates on his brother. "He actually went outside today," or "Edarial's staring at the ceiling again, do you think I should go poke him or would that make it worse," or "I'd drag him off to spar with me if he would stop making that face every time I suggest it."

But beneath the abrasive manner, rude language, lack of care for the country as a whole - it's rather clear that he does care about him, quite a lot.Edited   2014-05-27 06:58 (UTC)
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel neither chases nor avoids her husband.

She accepts every queening task sent her way, takes copious notes, and has Zephrys recommend a co-worker to do more of her random tasks and free up more of her time.

She confines herself to smiling at amusing jokes; she doesn't think they're quite at a laughing stage with each other.

Iobel is fine talking to Zevros too; he kind of rubs her the wrong way, but not enough to prevent ordinary conversations.  She certainly has no opinion on whether poking Edarial will make him worse.  She knows almost nothing about him, certainly nothing compared to his twin.
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alicornucopia: cricket




When Cricket finds out that Zevros is willing to teach him to swear in Marlese more than the incidentals he's managed to acquire from Iobel, he is most pleased.
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royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




Zevros actually is willing to teach some very choicy phrases, too. Violent ones. Because every familiar needs to know that, right?  That's a thing they need to know.



One day, over lunch (with Edarial present) he says, "So apparently Nataliem is pissed because we threw him in prison and then ignored him. Does anyone care?  'Cause I don't."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Does he actually have anything worthwhile to say or does he just want attention?"
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




Zevros shrugs. "Probably the second thing.  Though I wouldn't know, I didn't go in there and ask him, 'Hey, do you have anything worthwhile to say?' So I could be wrong."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I might look in on him at some point just in case, I suppose.  It would be nice to know - why."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I suspect that it had something to do with a twisted desire to help Marlatia. Because obviously everything he did is exonerated because he was doing it in the country's best interests," deadpans Edarial. Sarcasm is also a thing he proves to be capable of doing, as demonstrated here.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It's the escalation pattern that confuses me more than the result he aimed at.  That and how he expected to go unpunished, assuming he did - as it happened we didn't notice for a very long time, but he didn't know me well or do much to prevent any impulse I might have manifested to go to you with my concerns directly."
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royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Could just be crazy. Crazy is a thing this place can do well."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Should I be concerned about contagion?" inquires Iobel dryly.
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes. We're all crazy, can't you tell?"
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royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Oh my god you said a joke to Iobel."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Yes?"
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'm surprised too," Iobel volunteers.  "I have previously observed you to make jokes, but not to direct them at me; I am terrifying and upsetting."Edited   2014-05-27 15:56 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Well that just kind of depresses him, now. She hasn't seen anything of what he's actually like, only when he's freaking out because he's married, or freaking out because he's married to her, who demonstratively hated him.

He sighs. "I am perfectly capable of them."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"So it would seem."
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royal_pain: (Default)




"You are seriously such a killjoy lately," Zevros tells Edarial.

2014-05-27 17:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Yes.  I know.  Sorry."

There he goes.  Back to resigned misery.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel sighs.

"I'm going to go see if Nataliem has anything worth hearing to say.  Are either of you coming along?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Sure," says the raincloud. "It couldn't hurt to know more."
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royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Don't care, should have killed him," shrugs Zevros. "Do whatever you like."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Up goes Iobel, followed by Cricket and presumably the kingly wad of misery.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Yeah, he follows, along with Berathyme.  He's rather quiet, on the trip to Nataliem. Unless Iobel wants to talk about something, he'll just leave it at silence.
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come_midnight: (Default)




She's not going to push it.

And here is the dungeon.  It's so dungeony.
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




It is quite dungeony!

Edarial actually already knows where Nataliem is in this dungeon. He'd checked to make sure living conditions weren't terrible, before dumping him here. "This way," he says.

Then, there is Nataliem.  His familiar is with him, since she can't fit through the bars. He glances up, at them both. "Ah, your majesties," he says, getting up to bow with only a trace of spite, "to what do I owe the pleasure?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Idle curiosity," says Iobel.
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aestrix: (Default)




"Oh?" says Nataliem. "And what would you like to know? Why you should let me go? Or are you simply planning to leave me in here, my familiar bound, until I take my final breath?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"If we ought to let you go, that would be news to me, certainly."
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aestrix: (Default)




"I'll accept the other charges, but certainly not treason.  Everything I did was in the name of the crown."

2014-05-27 18:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him
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aestrix: (Default)




"Really! Tell me you are not better off with her than you would have been with other candidates!"Edited   2014-05-27 18:04 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I have letters out to the other candidates to find out if they were coerced too.  But perhaps you can tell us and perhaps you'll even tell the truth, was I the only one to be so thoroughly kept captive?"
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aestrix: (Default)




"Well there's really no point to lying, considering where I am, so... No. But you were the most troublesome."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Lovely," snorts Iobel.  "Why did you jump straight to commanding my presence at the palace?  I'd have accepted a politely worded invitation.  Perhaps Edarial and I would have gotten along famously under better circumstances."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Most people are more persuaded by commands than invitations," shrugs Nataliem. "And I'd offered to get you an invitation, but you'd turned me down."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I turned you down because I expected you would be able to get me some perfunctory meet-and-greet at best and that wouldn't serve for the kind of information I would have wanted before getting married.  You didn't offer to get me that."
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aestrix: (Default)




"Pff," snorts Nataliem. "It doesn't matter how I got you into the marriage, what matters is that you were married.  I had no doubt that his majesty could win you over from there."
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




His majesty raises an eyebrow. Then, testily, he replies, "I beg your pardon? 'Win her over'? I'm not a rapist, I wasn't about to -"Edited   2014-05-27 18:16 (UTC)
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aestrix: (Default)




Nataliem rolls his eyes. "Oh, please.  I was expecting more from you. I mean charm her."

2014-05-27 18:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




...Iobel looks eloquently skeptical.

"I was under the impression that he had held my cat hostage, and he assiduously avoided me for months."

2014-05-27 18:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Did you," sighs Nataliem. "Edarial, really.  I'd had such high hopes!"

2014-05-27 18:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Kindly," says Edarial with a tone that is anything but pleasant, "do not try to familiarize yourself with me, I want nothing to do with you."

2014-05-27 18:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And even if he had tried to charm me, I was under the impression that he'd held my cat hostage.  If we'd had enough of a conversation early on to produce that information then instead of just the other day, I imagine the ultimate outcome for you would have been the same.  Did you have some plan of getting away with it?"

2014-05-27 18:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Because I was not expecting his majesty to be so cold as to lock me up in prison," says Nataliem primly.

2014-05-27 23:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"You're such a brilliant judge of character I'm beginning to wonder how you could even tell I'd be a good queen," mutters Iobel.

2014-05-27 23:14 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I had other candidates," he shrugs. "You were hardly the best. They were better options, but his majesty ignored them once it became clear they were involved with me."

2014-05-28 04:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial smiles, just a little at the last part. He does not regret ignoring them for being involved with Nataliem.  Not in the slightest.

2014-05-28 04:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel glances at Edarial. "Were you turning women away for having met Nataliem or was that code for 'in his pocket'?"

2014-05-28 04:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"In his pocket. Or possibly sleeping with him, I'm not entirely sure which."

2014-05-28 04:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




Iobel makes a face.

2014-05-28 04:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"That was my reaction, too."

2014-05-28 04:45 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Ugh," says Nataliem with distaste. "No, I wasn't sharing any of their beds. It would feel incestuous."

2014-05-28 04:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Incestuous?"

2014-05-28 04:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... None of them were your cousins or daughters or-"

2014-05-28 04:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I thought you were smart.  You figure it out."

2014-05-28 04:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial stares at him.

While he is the former queen's son, he's not her king's. He's aware that there were several attempts at inventing a spell to cure sterility, and for one very good reason. The former king was sterile. None of the attempts to fix this worked.  This is something he's been aware of for most of his life, and not cared about in the slightest.  What did he care about a father who isn't there?

But with it all laid out in front of him like this... Well.  It's not hard to figure out.

"Shit," he hisses. "Shit, you son of a - are you lying, are you making this up to spite me?!"

2014-05-28 04:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"What am I missing?"

2014-05-28 04:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I and Zevros," says Edarial quietly, giving Nataliem a death glare, "are certainly royal, but one little known fact is that we're not the king's children. But we are the queen's. In other words, we are both bastards."

2014-05-28 04:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions






"Oh."

2014-05-28 04:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"Yes.  But I don't think I believe him, it's -" He trails off. "Improbable."

2014-05-28 05:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You have my eyes," says Nataliem.

2014-05-28 05:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left







He says something to his familiar in her language.

"Eat shit, choke on it, and die slowly while I piss in your throat," says his familiar.

"Thank you, Berathyme," says Edarial dryly.

2014-05-28 05:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel inspects their eyes.

2014-05-28 05:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




They are remarkably similar. The same shade of blue.

2014-05-28 05:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




And the age is right and -

She tentatively suspects that Nataliem is telling the truth, not that she anticipates this causing his children to be inclined to release him.

2014-05-28 05:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"If you," says Edarial a little shakily, "are actually my father - then I'm ashamed to have you. I want nothing to do with you, and frankly you disgust me. So I hope you like your new home, because you will be here for a very long time."

2014-05-28 05:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel smiles a very small, very tight smile.

2014-05-28 05:19 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"After all I've done for you?"

2014-05-28 05:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial barks out a laugh. "Corrupting pretty much everything I stand for with manipulation, kidnapping, terrorizing, poisoning, neglect, torture, treason, arrogance, narcissism, and generally being an asshole. Yes.  After 'all you've done for me.'"

He growls, "You're lucky that my brother isn't here. He would have killed you. I wouldn't have stopped him."Edited   2014-05-28 05:25 (UTC)


2014-05-28 05:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Are you going to tell your brother?"

2014-05-28 05:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... Yes," sighs Edarial. "He deserves to know."

2014-05-28 05:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Is he going to come all the way here and kill him even if told in some less remote part of the castle?"

2014-05-28 05:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"He will probably not bother."

2014-05-28 05:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Is there anything else worth learning from this... person?" wonders Iobel.

2014-05-28 05:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial considers Nataliem.

"... No.  No I don't think there is."

2014-05-28 05:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"All right then."  Iobel picks up her cat and turns to go, murmuring a summary of the information in Cricket's ear.  He responds in repulsed tones.  She pets him and says something apparently soothing.

2014-05-28 05:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial follows. Berathyme asks for a more complete summary, and he provides it on the way. She nuzzles him.

2014-05-28 05:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




She decides not to attempt to begin any further topics of conversation, though she doesn't range far ahead of her husband either.

2014-05-28 05:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




This time, he breaks the silence.

"... So how afraid are you that I'll turn out like him?" he asks, quietly.

2014-05-28 05:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Less than Cricket is.  Not zero.  But I know little about what he was like when he was your age, and the late queen is not a stellar source of traits either, to be frank."Edited   2014-05-28 05:38 (UTC)


2014-05-28 05:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I have such fantastic odds," Edarial says bitterly.

2014-05-28 05:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel swallows several possible responses to that.  She shushes Cricket when he starts muttering at her.

2014-05-28 05:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial isn't going to ask.  Back to silence it is, then.

2014-05-28 05:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Eventually she comes up with one she doesn't feel the need to stifle.

"She didn't seem to care what happened to the country.  He didn't seem to care how things happened to the country.  You have some measure of care for both."

2014-05-28 05:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




That actually makes him smile. "Thank you," he says, sincerely.

2014-05-28 05:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You're welcome."

2014-05-28 05:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Well.  Edarial can't think of anything else to add, so... Silence.  Less awkward silence now, though.  

2014-05-28 05:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel can think of things to say, but doesn't know if this is the time.  She doesn't know when would be the time, but - it doesn't seem to be now.  Maybe if she just leaves him alone long enough Edarial will magically turn into a person again instead of a heap of negative emotion.

2014-05-28 05:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




He does not look to be about to magically turn into a person again anytime soon. Just a heap of negative emotion. That walks, talks and fixes a country.Edited   2014-05-28 05:58 (UTC)


2014-05-28 05:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Well, she assumes there's a person under there, anyway.

Cricket asks her something.

She answers, sighing.  The name "Edarial" appears in her reply.

2014-05-28 05:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial glances up at his name, then looks at Iobel quizzically. What exactly was she saying?

2014-05-28 06:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"...I can tell you what I said if you like but I doubt you will be particularly pleased to hear it."

2014-05-28 06:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Well that's hardly a change in anything.

"Go ahead," he says, after a pause. "You don't have to if I'm prying, however."

2014-05-28 06:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If it were very private I would have referred to you as 'the king' or something," she says, shaking her head.  "Cricket asked what I was thinking and I said - I think you look at me like I'm a walking sign that reads 'contemplate the terrible circumstances of your marriage now' - as opposed to a human being."

2014-05-28 06:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






Edarial opens his mouth. Then he closes it, not having a response to that immediately.

He looks down, at his shoes.

"... I have been doing that, haven't I?" His voice is quiet and shaky. "I'm sorry."

2014-05-28 06:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I would have said it directly to you in the first place if I were after an apology.  I have no particular hope that you are ever going to like me or anything about me beyond my opinions on governance, but it seems like it would be more conducive to forming some kind of working relationship regarding the opinions on governance if you didn't find me and my - context - intolerable to think about.  I'm mostly wondering if that's ever going to happen or if eventually you're going to dismiss me, queen someone else who you might or might like and who might or might not be helpful but who at least isn't associated with so much unpleasantness, and move on."

2014-05-28 06:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"How can I like you when I hardly know you, and you spend most of your time commenting on my various failures while I'm still trying to pull myself together? Because personally I feel like I'm not being treated like a person, either. It's like I'm an excuse for you to - be queen or you're waiting for me to do something you don't want, like kick you to the curb for my own comfort. I don't even hate you or dislike you, I'm just - stuck in the mindset that there is a woman who hates me and happens to be glaring at me every chance she gets and oh wait she turns out to be entirely justified. Honestly most of this isn't even involved with you, you just happen to be a reminder of the shit that's going on in my head. None of that's your fault and I know that and I'm working on it."Edited   2014-05-28 06:28 (UTC)


2014-05-28 06:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I don't expect you to like me.  But how am I supposed to know what will and won't help you pull yourself together?  I know very little about you and less about how to haul you out of a miserable fugue, and if Zevros's likewise inability to do so is any indication I could have known you all your life and still have no idea.  More information and feedback would help me, and you asked me what I said when warned it wouldn't be pleasant, and what else do I have to go on?  I know little about you and less about what you do when confronted with a marriage to someone you - apparently produce no value judgment upon at all.  You could have me packed off home if you like.  My apartment and my store are still there.  You could get rid of me.  Why wouldn't you?  When all I am to you is a terrible reminder of something you never wanted that was worse than you feared."

2014-05-28 06:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I'm not expecting you to instantly and miraculously know how I work, and I'm not going to get upset with you for screwing things up every now and then. Heaven knows Zevros gets it wrong most of the time and I love him. I can't promise I'll react fantastically to everything, but generally I do not write off people entirely without extremely good reason." He motions back to the dungeons, and presumably, to Nataliem.

He sighs. "Yes.  I could get rid of you, but I'm not going to just because it's convenient for me.  Because even if - this was worse than I expected I still took on the responsibility willingly. Meaning that I'm going to listen to your preferences for things, including how you seem to want to stay as queen. You deserve some basic respect for your choices. You are my wife and that is not meaningless to me. Even if the ceremony was a sham and I wanted to shove that idiot priest's stupid misogynistic oaths back down his throat."

2014-05-28 06:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Oh, god, the oaths," says Iobel, almost laughing.  "They were - yes, they could have stood to go back whence they came and maybe a bit farther.  Well.  This is good to know, because if you were going to show me the door I'd have preferred it done quickly.  So.  Since I'm here, since I'm staying - how does one haul you out of a depressive pit, how does one formulate some reasonably cordial working relationship with you, how does one cause you to feel like you are being treated like a person, how does one come by information about you like that of 'willing to consider preferences of wife in wife-relevant decisionmaking' by mechanisms other than speculation or conversational happenstance?"Edited   2014-05-28 06:54 (UTC)


2014-05-28 06:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He shrugs. "I'll... Mostly haul myself out of a depressive pit. This one's a bit - deeper than the others and it's not exactly fun, but I can - metaphorically climb well enough. I think.  If not, Zevros will no doubt kick me until I start again now that he's no longer upset with me."

Edarial attempts a little, teensy smile. "As to the others... Talking? Asking relevant questions? I don't know if you want to talk to me or not, and it's not like I know what in the world to say to you. I've been mostly in my own head, unless you want updates on how much I hate myself at any one point in time, I don't think that's very useful for smalltalk."

2014-05-28 07:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I didn't know if you wanted to talk to me or not.  Gradually ceasing to flee the room at my approach is an improvement but didn't make it look like you wanted to have a chat.  You've been sending me work, we could talk about that if nothing else."

2014-05-28 18:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I mostly have not been wanting to talk to anyone. Talking about work or projects works for me, though."

2014-05-28 23:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I found and allocated funding for that person who wanted to coordinate canal cleanup and had more than sixty percent of an idea for how to go about it," she volunteers.  "I took some of it out of the budget for buying new dishes.  I don't know why there was such a budget for buying new dishes; they aren't exactly unreusable."

2014-05-28 23:47 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"My mother had a habit of breaking them and I hadn't gotten around to moving the funds from there to something else. So, no loss, excellent choice."

2014-05-28 23:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I thought it might be something like that, although I did check with the kitchen staff to be sure.  The rest of it was out of public works fund so I assume that's fine."

2014-05-28 23:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Hmm.  Mostly fine, I was going to use a portion of that for a project to rebuild some slums in Forgrat, but I can manage."

2014-05-29 00:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You'll get some of it back in taxes, since it's mostly going to pay workers, and I think cleaner canals should cut the spread of various diseases.  I can check with you before dipping into that budget again."

2014-05-29 00:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Oh no, the project itself is fine, I'm just thinking of various other things that need juggling, too." Pause. "I should probably give you my notes on those, shouldn't I."

2014-05-29 00:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It would help with setting priorities."

2014-05-29 00:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I have them prioritized, but... Mm.  I'm used to working on this sort of thing by myself, so..."

2014-05-29 00:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I want to be effective; if I can't be effective working on the same thing you're doing because you have a solo workflow that works and shouldn't be perturbed, I'll do something else.  I'm good at inventing spells and cheating at problems and aggregating a lot of anecdotal complaints into patterns.  Deploy me where I'll be useful."

2014-05-29 00:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Okay," he agrees. "I do the same sort of thing with Zevros, but I need to get - used to actually talking to you."

2014-05-29 00:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Do you want my life story?" inquires Iobel dryly.

2014-05-29 00:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I don't know.  Do you want mine?"

2014-05-29 00:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I know more about yours already, I think, but sure."

2014-05-29 00:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Born a prince.  Avoided my mother like the plague, for very obvious reasons. The king I didn't need to avoid - he didn't like either of us, for being bastards, so he did most of the avoiding. He at least threw some tutors and nursemaids in our general direction, so we weren't completely bereft of parental figures. None of them really - stick out to me, they got switched a lot on account of my mother, but it was better than nothing. When I was eight and between tutors I got bored and bound Berathyme, for permanent company - I'd had basically only Zevros - and because magic interested me."

2014-05-29 00:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I was born out in South Fork, but my parents got divorced when I was very little and I grew up with my mother here in Emavan most of the time with visits out to my father now and then.  He's a police officer and she's a schoolteacher, so I got to go to the school she teaches at for several years, even though it's mostly too pricey for the children of single parents.  I bound Cricket when I was seven because I wanted to be a spellbinder and because I wanted to be able to pet him."  She pets him illustratively.  Cricket purrs.

2014-05-29 00:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"... That's adorable," Edarial pronounces.

2014-05-29 00:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"He promised to be my nice soft cat.  He has been my nice soft cat."

2014-05-29 00:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Berathyme promised to keep me company. She didn't even bother learning any Marlese until Zevros started teaching her curse words."

2014-05-29 00:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I taught Cricket the translation of his name - which I now mostly call him even in the private language; he likes the sound of it better - and enough basics that I could send him on little errands like asking Raney when dinner would be, and then a bit more when I opened the store and wanted to be able to leave it open when I stepped out without paying a human shopkeeper.  And he has wheedled me into teaching him a little swearing, although not nearly as much as Zevros has managed to pass along recently."

2014-05-29 00:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"My brother takes an absolute delight in teaching familiars swear words. Berathyme didn't even particularly care much, he just wanted to teach her and she didn't protest."

2014-05-29 00:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Cricket's not even that vulgar when he's just muttering to me about his negative opinions, but obviously it would be hard for him to develop enough eloquence in Marlese to express the same judgmental dislike for virtually everyone but me."

2014-05-29 00:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Berathyme doesn't tend towards vulgarity either. I think it just amuses her to say things that are considered extremely rude to people she takes offense to."

2014-05-29 00:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's a bit of a pity they can't talk to each other."

2014-05-29 00:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It is," agrees Edarial. "I wish there were a spell to help with familiars and learning a language."

2014-05-29 00:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm pretty sure translation magic, if it were even theoretically possible, would take years to chart and a superhuman to learn.  Alas."

2014-05-29 00:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Not to mention a complete fluency in the language itself. So it would be confined to the number of languages the spellbinder speaks."

2014-05-29 01:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It might be possible to do it for familiar languages in particular without.  We do learn those in the first place by magic, so if there were a way to tap into that - I just don't know what it would be, and it'd be absurdly complicated, anyway."

2014-05-29 01:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"True. I just don't know of a way to even begin to figure out how to tap into magic familiar languages. It's rather hard to do something with no starting point to work from."

2014-05-29 01:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Yes.  But in the most farfetched of theory, there could be translation spells that were not ninety percent dictionary."

2014-05-29 01:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Certainly. But the same can be said of lots of theoretically possible but in practice unworkable spells, though."

2014-05-29 01:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel nods.

2014-05-29 01:27 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




They reach Zevros, who is currently playing with a knife.  Idly, not in the threatening manner he occasionally feels like employing.

"Hey!" he says, and the knife is put away. "How went the talk with the crazy?"

2014-05-29 01:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It was - perhaps not productive, but - I think I'll let Edarial tell you what we learned.  Besides that I wasn't the only captive, so I'm going to want some - something drawn from somewhere to send to the others harmed, for their trouble."

2014-05-29 01:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"That would be fine. I'll try and figure out from what we'd be drawing, but - I agree with the sentiment."

2014-05-29 01:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"... Wow did you just sidestep whatever the thing that you learned was.  Edarial.  Don't make me break out the knives."

2014-05-29 01:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Sorry. Nataliem is - says that he is, anyway - our father."

2014-05-29 01:41 (UTC)









royal_pain: k. You broke my twin




This is surprising enough information that it stuns Zevros into silence.

2014-05-29 01:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel has no opinion.  She stands still, watching the twins.

2014-05-29 01:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: l. Not ever changing




"... Okay," says Zevros, after a few seconds. "You know what, fuck him, fuck the horse he rode in on, fuck the raven on his shoulder and fuck our mom. For fucking him."

2014-05-29 01:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I do hope you don't mean literally," says Edarial dryly. He seems to be in a decent mood again.

2014-05-29 01:47 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




Zevros snorts with laughter. "No, but we should have killed him.  You didn't kill him, did you."

2014-05-29 01:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I continue to not want to be a murderer.  Surprise, surprise."

2014-05-29 01:49 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Pff. And I don't care enough to go all the way over there and shank him myself and then explain why I just killed someone. Guess he stays in the dungeon."

2014-05-29 01:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It seems a better place than any other."

2014-05-29 01:52 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"I can think of a few better places but Edarial's giving me the 'stop sounding like a psychopath' look."

2014-05-29 01:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial is, indeed, giving him a look.

2014-05-29 01:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Well.  Anyway, regarding reparations for my erstwhile fellow sufferers - figuring out exactly what it should be can probably wait until we know how many and who, and I already have letters out, so we should know soon."

2014-05-29 01:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Agreed," says Edarial. "I will try to prevent there from being any repeat incidents."

2014-05-29 02:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The culprit's in jail, and you seem disinterested in kidnapping anyone, so I don't think you'll have to try hard."

2014-05-29 02:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I am quite disinterested in kidnapping anyone.  But I am bothered by how it had room to happen in the first place."

2014-05-29 02:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)






Iobel nods.

2014-05-29 02:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"So, I'm going to try very hard even if I probably don't have to."

Is that guilt, coming back?  It's looking like it.  Well, at least he demonstrated his personhood before going back to being miserable.Edited   2014-05-29 02:18 (UTC)


2014-05-29 02:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel nods.

2014-05-29 02:18 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"I would put forth fruity drinks on an island, but I'm going to take a wild guess and say you'd turn that down."

2014-05-29 02:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"How astute of you."

2014-05-29 02:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I should write to my parents," Iobel says abruptly.  "The last they heard was - before.  It is possible that on learning that they run no particular risk of being locked up for my cooperation if they appear here, one or both of them will want to.  Should I dissuade them in advance?"

2014-05-29 02:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I have no preferences on the subject," says Edarial. "So I'll leave it up to you."

2014-05-29 02:29 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"If they're like our parents, skip it."

2014-05-29 02:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I have excellent parents, but if they appear here at all it is likely that they are going to want to meet my husband."

2014-05-29 02:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"That's fine. Just - as long as the entire situation is explained, beforehand."

2014-05-29 02:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"They already know the bad news.  I will inform them of the better news when I write."

2014-05-29 02:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




He nods. "Thank you."

2014-05-29 02:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're welcome."

2014-05-29 02:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Since that seems to be the end of that conversation, he attempts a little smile, and then heads off to go back to being a hermit.

2014-05-29 02:39 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"I seriously swear he is not this much of a killjoy normally," says Zevros once Edarial is out of earshot.

2014-05-29 02:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"What is he like normally?  Who exactly am I married to?"

2014-05-29 02:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"It is really hard to reduce an entire brother into a few sentences.  Uh... Really smart, driven, had a pole perpetually up his ass. Fucking fantastic listener, heart bleeding all over the place, sometimes gets a bit too focused on one thing to the exclusion of everything else.  Treats himself like a resource to be used and not like a thing to be taken care of until he realizes he is hurting. Uh... Sarcastic, and a huge magic nerd."

2014-05-29 02:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"He sounds like a more uptight, less self-centered male version of me."

2014-05-29 02:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




"Huh." Zevros peers at Iobel. "Congrats, I guess?"

2014-05-29 02:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Dubiously.  The more I find out the more convinced I am that a great deal of pain could have been avoided, and without thwarting any particularly valuable goals, if the initial letter had been worded as a voluntary invitation."

2014-05-29 02:50 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Basically. Our dad's a bastard, and considering that I'm a bastard I'm allowed to say that he is an extra special super-bastard. That should die in a fire."

2014-05-29 02:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I will extinguish that part of the palace last if it ever goes up in flames," says Iobel dryly.

2014-05-29 02:54 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"That's the spirit. Uh - I guess I can tell stories about Edarial, that might show his personality a bit better than me trying to ballpark it with small sentence descriptions."

2014-05-29 02:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Be my guest."

2014-05-29 02:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Oooh, I can tell you about when I told him I was gay!  Which is a thing that I am, by the way, try not to be weird about it."

2014-05-29 03:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I will not be weird about it.  There were rumors, anyway."

2014-05-29 03:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Cool, thanks!  So, anyway, I was trying to figure out a way to tell him, since he is a huge fan of duty and responsibility and I'm kind of firstborn. I figured he would tell me it was a phase and that I needed to suck it up for the country or some other bullshit. So I was kind of aggressive and challenging about it, like, 'Yeah I don't like women what are you going to do about it?'"

Zevros snickers. "He kind of just looked confused, then said, 'Nothing? I already knew' and just moved on because he just didn't think it mattered in the slightest. It was kind of funny, I wanted to hug him for it."

2014-05-29 03:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I begin to suspect that he agreed to get married to spare you the trouble, as though there is somehow more justice in a straight man being married to a woman he has no interest than in a gay man being likewise.  Or perhaps that didn't factor in and it was only your preference for absconding for fruity drinks."

2014-05-29 03:10 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Pretty sure it was a bit of both. Me not wanting to be king, and me being gay. He wants to be king, and doesn't seem to be gay, so I guess in his head it was the better option. Honestly though, he doesn't seem to be anything, I don't even know if he likes women.  He's shown absolutely no interest in anyone.  At all."

2014-05-29 03:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Which was a relief on the wedding night yet could prove inconvenient when it begins to look like one of us is doomed to childlessness.  Perhaps I'll find - someone."

2014-05-29 03:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Yup. Warn him if you do, though. Because fairness. Pretty sure he won't demand that you stick to celibacy, but he likes to know things."

2014-05-29 03:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I assure you I am not going to carry on an affair without informing the public-father-to-be of any child I may fall pregnant with."

2014-05-29 03:18 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"See, that's logical. Thank you for being that."

2014-05-29 03:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're welcome."  She sighs.  "I'm probably going to need to have either an actual pregnancy or a story about a tragic miscarriage soon."

2014-05-29 03:25 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"You can probably talk to Edarial about that?  Maybe there's a funky spellbinder solution to get pregnant."

2014-05-29 03:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm not aware of one, although it probably wouldn't be too hard to chart one up homebrew.  I do also have misgivings about having a child in this... atmosphere, though."

2014-05-29 03:29 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




Zevros shrugs. "Yeah, I am not the right twin to talk to about this. Um, if you have a kid take care of it and keep it away from the crazies?"

2014-05-29 03:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I don't doubt that I could manage single parenthood - so to speak - if obliged to do it.  My mother did.  But I don't think the environment of despair would do it any favors."Edited   2014-05-29 03:36 (UTC)


2014-05-29 03:35 (UTC)









royal_pain: j. Should have just left




"Gonna have to agree with that one. Sorry, I swear he's not normally so - despairy. And miserable."

2014-05-29 03:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"The question is how long it will take him to return to that less-despairy state."

2014-05-29 03:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




Another shrug. "Unfortunately he doesn't come with timestamps. 'Will be ready for child-rearing in two years.'"

2014-05-29 03:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What a pity."

2014-05-29 03:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"I know, right? It would make my life so much easier."

2014-05-29 03:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"What a pity he is not in fact a version of me."

2014-05-29 03:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Hey now, I like him how he is."

2014-05-29 03:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"At this time, or just in general?"

2014-05-29 03:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"In general. Right now I mostly just want him to go back to how he usually is."

2014-05-29 03:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The particular aspect of myself I had in mind is my ability to - consciously steer myself.  Decide what it would make sense and be consistent with my self to want and do, and then go more or less directly there."

2014-05-29 03:49 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




".... Neat trick. Pretty sure he can't do that, though."

2014-05-29 03:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I am not aware of anyone besides me who can."

2014-05-29 03:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Yeah. But he'll get out all right, I think.  Probably."

2014-05-29 03:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Probably."

2014-05-29 03:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Hey, I'm still holding out hope he ends the fix it all crusade, throws regency to you, and then we run off into the sunset and he saves kittens from trees while I spend my days with handsome, handsome men."

2014-05-29 03:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'd take it, but he knows more than me about how the regency would go over."

2014-05-29 03:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Which, according to him is 'badly' so... Yeah, dreams crushed."

2014-05-29 03:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




She nods.

2014-05-29 04:0 (UTC)





Bindings

motherly





come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel writes to both parents with the news.

Kalars writes back; she has his utmost sympathy, but if she doesn't want a visit he doesn't need to be there for his own sake.

Raney doesn't write back; she just turns up the next day, dwarf caiman familiar tucked under her arm.

She wants to meet her son-in-law.

2014-05-28 21:3









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial is surprised by this development.  Not that she showed up, but that she showed up so quickly. When he's informed that his wife's mother is here he has a brief deer in the headlights look, and then he flees to find his wife.

"Your mother is here.  Help," he says.

2014-05-29 04:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I would have asked her not to come if you'd told me it would be this distressing.  What help do you need?"

2014-05-29 04:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"It's not distressing, exactly, I just don't know what to do and wasn't expecting her to arrive this soon."

2014-05-29 04:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Are you looking for me to introduce you or keep you out of her way?"

2014-05-29 04:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"First thing."

2014-05-29 04:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"All right then."

Iobel goes to where her mother would most likely be waiting.

2014-05-29 04:23 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Iobel sweetheart - and hello to you too, Cricket - and you must be Edarial - I'm assuming I can call you that, considering, correct me if I'm wrong," says Raney, embracing her daughter and looking over her shoulder at Edarial.

2014-05-29 04:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Hello," he says, a bit shy for a king but a crown definitely on his head. "Edarial is fine.  It's lovely to meet you."

2014-05-29 04:27 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




Raney smiles in a friendly sort of way but does not verbally opine on the loveliness of the meeting.  "It's been too long since I've seen my girl, how are you, Iobel?  Is Cricket quite recovered?"  The hug ends; Raney crouches to give the kitty scritches, about which he is quite enthusiastic.

2014-05-29 04:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"We're both okay.  And you and Nimmen?"

2014-05-29 04:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Nimmen's well.  I've been trying to learn to transcribe music so I can write down those little tunes she makes up.  And I'm well too, between school terms at the moment."

2014-05-29 04:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Well, Edarial can't think of anything to say. So he's just going to be quiet and let Iobel have her meeting with her mother.

2014-05-29 04:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Aww.  Nimmen?  Sing?" encourages Iobel.

2014-05-29 04:33 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Nimmen opens her long toothy mouth and sings!  It is all wordless "ah" and "ooh", and it's very pretty.

2014-05-29 04:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




His majesty smiles at that. It's very cute. "That's quite pretty," he says.

2014-05-29 04:35 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




Raney translates for Nimmen.  Nimmen - sort of smiles, it's hard to tell - and wags her tail in what is probably an affected gesture for communicative purposes than a natural caiman expression of pleasedness.  "She's very musical," Raney says.

2014-05-29 04:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel scritches Nimmen under the jaw.

2014-05-29 04:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial nods, smiling a little. He is not inclined to speaking much, right now. Berathyme uncurls a little around his shoulders to inspect Nimmen.  Yup.  That is a musical caiman. Huh. You don't see that every day.

2014-05-29 04:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Are you hungry, Mom?  There will be lunch presently."

2014-05-29 04:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Oh, I could eat, and Nimmen's always hungry, you know, let's go get lunch."

2014-05-29 04:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Should I ask Zevros to shoo? If not, he's likely to attend, too."Edited   2014-05-29 04:45 (UTC)


2014-05-29 04:45 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Is he offended by little reptiles with bad table manners?" inquires Raney, patting Nimmen on the head.

2014-05-29 04:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Not in the slightest."

2014-05-29 04:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I've observed him to exhibit table manners at least as bad, if not as reptilian," confirms Iobel.  "Come on."  And she leads the way to the dining hall.

2014-05-29 04:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




Zevros is already there.  Feet, on the table.  A model of princely splendor.

"Hey," he says brightly, waving.

2014-05-29 04:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Zevros, this is my mother, Raney, and her familiar Nimmen.  Mom, Zevros."

2014-05-29 04:52 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




Raney waves.  So does Nimmen.

2014-05-29 04:52 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Wow, you got here fast!"

2014-05-29 04:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"I live in town.  I only didn't come before because - Iobel had said I shouldn't try it.  Actually, she told me it might be a good time to go visit my old school friends in Panhar, which I did, but only for a week, and then I had to be back at work."

2014-05-29 04:55 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




".... Pff, okay, I'm sorry, I know that was a serious thing you two were worried about but I'm trying to imagine Edarial having someone assassinated and it's hilariously unlike him."

2014-05-29 04:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"The last time I wrote my mother I thought, based on what I will point out was truly excellent evidence, that people close to me were likely to be kidnapped, not necessarily assassinated."

2014-05-29 04:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Poor kitty," sighs Raney, scritching Cricket.

2014-05-29 04:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yeah, well, that's really not like him either. I mean, you probably should have asked -"Edited   2014-05-29 05:08 (UTC)


2014-05-29 05:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He's interrupted by a hand clamping over his mouth.  Edarial's hand, to be specific. "Zev.  Not helpful."

2014-05-29 05:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"... Mphf," agrees Zevros.

2014-05-29 05:9 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"I'm still a little surprised even though Iobel explained how it could have taken so long to get the facts straight."

2014-05-29 05:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Insufficient communication by all parties, Mom."

2014-05-29 05:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"We've spent most of our marriage avoiding or ignoring each other," says Edarial delicately.

2014-05-29 05:11 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"How sure are you that you're going to stay married?" asks Raney delicately.

(Nimmen is now demonstrating her terrible table manners on a chop of roast lamb.)

2014-05-29 05:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"There's - factors beyond the standard.  Edarial has to be married to somebody, and whoever that is, is the queen, it's not entirely a personal matter.  If there were a better somebody lined up I'd make way.  There isn't.  And we're working on being able to - cooperate."

2014-05-29 05:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




His majesty fidgets a little, releasing his brother from talking time-out. "Mind you, if she wanted to get a divorce, I wouldn't force her to stay," he assures.

2014-05-29 05:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




"I understand," says Raney.  "...Do you know yet what the situation is going to be with, how do I put this - grandchildren?"

2014-05-29 05:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"No, Mom, we do not yet know that."

2014-05-29 05:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial is suddenly and conveniently interested in his plate.

2014-05-29 05:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




His brother pats his shoulder.

2014-05-29 05:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Because if -"

2014-05-29 05:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"No.  Mom.  We do not yet know that."

2014-05-29 05:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




The king is just going to be sinking mysteriously into his chair, don't mind him.Edited   2014-05-29 05:25 (UTC)


2014-05-29 05:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"There are," provides Zevros brightly, "alternate methods, anyway. I mean, I am surrounded by spellbinders - there are solutions."

2014-05-29 05:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel looks displeasedly at Zevros.

2014-05-29 05:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Not helping," squeaks Edarial.

2014-05-29 05:27 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Just saying!"

2014-05-29 05:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Oh dear," sighs Raney.

2014-05-29 05:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"At some point it will need to be a topic of conversation.  It has not yet been, it does not need to be any time very soon, and that's all that needs to be said about it over lunch, thank you Mom."

2014-05-29 05:29 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"... Should I just not talk?" offers Zevros.

2014-05-29 05:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't know, can you avoid saying awkward things?"

2014-05-29 05:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Weeeeell..."

2014-05-29 05:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"No. No he can't."

2014-05-29 05:34 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"It's not my fault that you find the topic awkward!"

2014-05-29 05:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"The question isn't whether you made it that way, it's whether you can predict it before poking it with a stick."

2014-05-29 05:35 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"... Yeah, okay, can't do that one.  I will just not talk."

2014-05-29 05:36 (UTC)









kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"It was my fault, I brought it up in the first place, I'm sorry.  I just - I want to know how you're dealing, Iobel sweetheart."

2014-05-29 05:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I'm safe, I'm emotionally stable, and some of the long-term details are waiting for better moments," says Iobel firmly.

2014-05-29 05:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial fidgets some more but has nothing to add to the conversation.

2014-05-29 05:41 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Sometimes it's like you're hexed, dear," sighs Raney, and she starts serving herself lunch.  "Speaking of which how has your research been going?"

2014-05-29 05:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Not hexed, Mom, just - thoughtful.  I can walk through walls now.  I have another section on my ideal teleport done.  Four more, estimated, and then I can start deciding what to prune so I have a usable teleport.  I'm stuck again on the immortality hex, I ordered a book on some of the medical stuff that should be here in a few weeks."

2014-05-29 05:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Softly, Edarial provides, "I will also give her my spell charts for detecting people through walls.  So if she wants she would just be able to leave at any time."

2014-05-29 05:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'll probably actually want to revise your perception spell.  It's good, but it wrecks a lot of detail.  And I don't think you're trying to hold me here.  I don't think I'd have to charge up one spell to walk out free and clear, all right?  I have fully integrated that information."

2014-05-29 05:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Making sure. I uh - actually made it to prevent - er.  Peeping," he says, looking embarrassed.

2014-05-29 05:52 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Wait," says Zevros, breaking his vow of silence. "You made it do silhouettes only so I couldn't perv on people when you cast it on me, didn't you?"

2014-05-29 05:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Maybe."

(Yes.  The answer is yes.)

2014-05-29 05:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...That hadn't even occurred to me.  That's something, I suppose, but I still think you could let it show faces without making it totally intractable."

2014-05-29 05:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




...Raney giggles.

2014-05-29 05:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I've been trying to figure that part out but still haven't managed it while still - leaving some basic values of privacy."

2014-05-29 05:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Well, maybe I'll make progress.  Probably too complicated to get the spell to actually check whether people are clothed or not, though, the definition of 'clothed' would take up several square feet of chart by itself probably."

2014-05-29 05:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Pretty much. It's annoying, honestly."

2014-05-29 06:0 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Wait so you could have made a spell to let me see naked people at any time?!"

2014-05-29 06:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Could have," agrees Edarial. "But not going to."

2014-05-29 06:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"I'm suddenly glad you didn't get along with your turtle."

2014-05-29 06:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




Zevros pouts. "I don't even remember what I hated about him, Edarial, what did I hate about him?"

2014-05-29 06:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I believe you hated the nasally way he spoke, the way he stuck to rules without discrimination, constant nagging..."

2014-05-29 06:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Yeah, that sounds like someone I would hate."

2014-05-29 06:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel snorts.  And pets Cricket, who purrs.

2014-05-29 06:7 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"I guess if you're not going to be a spellbinder that's a good reason," says Raney, running a finger along the spiney top of Nimmen's tail.

2014-05-29 06:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I also remember him whining about how I got a 'cool snake' while he would be stuck with a 'lame turtle,'" informs Edarial.

2014-05-29 06:10 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"I would totally trade my stupid turtle for Berathyme, she's kick-ass!"

2014-05-29 06:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial smiles a little, and pets his snake.  She nuzzles him.

2014-05-29 06:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Oh, poor turtle," sighs Raney.

2014-05-29 06:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It is sad about the spirit animals that don't - land good places for them," says Iobel.  "But there's no obvious thing to do about it."

2014-05-29 06:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Oh, I know, but what if I hadn't liked Nimmen, nobody else would ever get to hear her singing and she wouldn't know what any of her foods taste like and she'd only sleep all the time and couldn't even talk to me anymore at this point, and it would be such a waste."

2014-05-29 06:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial already knows Berathyme's opinion on the subject, so he'll voice it. "My familiar mentioned once that it wouldn't have bothered her if I didn't like her.  She doesn't really feel the need to talk much. It's nice to be out and about, but she would have been fine to stay in sleep."

He shares a quick conversation with her, then adds, "If I hadn't of wanted it, she wouldn't have even asked me to become a spellbinder."Edited   2014-05-29 06:21 (UTC)


2014-05-29 06:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Cricket wanted out, but I think mostly because we work so well together; if he'd gotten anybody but me I think he would have preferred to nap forever.  But I'm sure there are some familiars that want out - or for that matter that want their sleep - and don't get it.  I think about it sometimes but don't have a good systematic solution for it."

2014-05-29 06:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Rather sad," Edarial agrees, "that sentient creatures rely on another so much to get what they want."

2014-05-29 06:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yes.  But the case of spirit animals is particularly difficult because they are so totally incapable of getting help from anyone else."

2014-05-29 06:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Right, so there's not even a way to make a spirit animal relocation program, to fit the right spirit animal with the right one person to rely entirely on. A pity, that."

2014-05-29 06:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I've considered writing a spell to let people trade them, but I don't think I have enough theoretical foundation."

2014-05-29 06:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Plus there's the problem of trading their languages, too.  Since we're not even sure how those work, they might not be transferable with the spirit animals."

2014-05-29 06:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yes, so the first experiment would involve finding a few people in their mid-teens who don't plan to spellbind and don't much want to chat with their spirits.  But there are plenty of those."

2014-05-29 06:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Unfortunate in most cases about this subject, but not so much in this particular one."

2014-05-29 06:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I mean, I can also understand people not choosing to add the risk of unmaking when they can just skip it.  If they have no head for spells, don't like the animal's company, and don't feel like laying their - self, if not quite their life, on the line to allow another entity that will be unavoidably somewhat dependent.  But it would be nice if there were fewer lost opportunities that could have worked out nicely."

2014-05-29 06:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Right," he agrees. "It's not for everyone, just - rather sad, sometimes."

2014-05-29 06:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel nods and hugs her cat.

2014-05-29 06:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial pets Berathyme, who nuzzles him and then goes back to napping.

2014-05-29 06:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"On the bright side," says Zevros, "you two seem to agree with each other on most subjects. So, yay that."

2014-05-29 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And I'm sure drawing attention to that won't at all cause it to pop like a soap bubble," sighs Iobel.

2014-05-29 06:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Hey, one of us has to be the bright cheery twin, and it sure as hell isn't Edarial right now.  Sometimes I have to take the bright side of the situation and rub it in his face."

2014-05-29 06:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Don't I remember something about you having decided not to speak?"

2014-05-29 06:45 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Oh, right.  Back to doing that. Whoops!"

2014-05-29 06:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel glances at Edarial.

2014-05-29 06:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial shrugs a little. "Has it all popped like a soap bubble?  Is our marriage now doomed?" he deadpans.

2014-05-29 06:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, if it has not popped like a soap bubble, that would be a pleasant surprise.  I dislike lost progress.  In full generality."

2014-05-29 06:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I do not see any lost progress? Am I mistaken?"

2014-05-29 06:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I anticipated it, but it would seem I was too pessimistic."

2014-05-29 06:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Apparently so," says Edarial, with just a faint hint of teasing.

2014-05-29 06:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Ha!"

2014-05-29 06:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




But Iobel has not been made optimistic enough to say what she's now thinking.  She catches Cricket up on the conversation instead.

2014-05-29 06:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket listens - then crosses the table to peer at Edarial up close.  Judgmentally, because he is Cricket.Edited   2014-05-29 07:00 (UTC)


2014-05-29 06:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial looks at Cricket, then inclines his head and says, "Hello."

2014-05-29 07:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Hello," says Cricket, lashing his tail thoughtfully.

2014-05-29 07:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial will just wait for judgment, then.  He does feel like he is being judged.

(He wonders what happens if he fails.  Or, even, if he passes.)

2014-05-29 07:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"You will good Iobel.  Or else," Cricket pronounces.  And then he steps back over to his binder.

2014-05-29 07:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel facepalms.  "I taught him to say 'or else' when I was eleven and have regretted it since."

2014-05-29 07:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial tries very hard not to giggle. "I'm not offended. Yes, I will not mistreat Iobel."

2014-05-29 07:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel translates this for Cricket.

2014-05-29 07:8 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




alicornucopia: cricket




"Not not bad Iobel.  Good Iobel.  Good good good Iobel."  Cricket rubs his face on her cheek.

2014-05-29 07:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"I will," promises Edarial softly, "do my very best to be good to her, as well."

2014-05-29 07:11 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Good," pronounces Cricket, and he drapes himself across Iobel's shoulder, purring.

2014-05-29 07:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






2014-05-29 07:12 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




Zevros observes this.

Maybe, just maybe, the two of them might get along after all.

2014-05-29 07:15 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Cricket has always been one of the most devoted familiars I've ever seen.  Mine and I get along splendidly but she has plenty of her own interests.  Cricket is all about Iobel."

2014-05-29 07:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I'm very lucky.  My nice soft cat."

2014-05-29 07:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"That's adorable," pronounces Edarial. "Berathyme isn't devoted, I would say, but she is quite loyal. She likes me."

2014-05-29 07:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"That's good.  What's she like, anyway?  I don't think I've heard her speak a word of Marlese that wasn't Zevros's obvious handiwork."

2014-05-29 07:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial snickers. "She's quite quiet. I've taught her some things in Marlese, but she doesn't tend to use them. Zevros's handiwork came up because it's been eventful and she's felt the urge to defend me. I would describe her as incredibly thoughtful, and patient. She sort of withholds opinions on most things and people until long after she's introduced, or after something drastic happens. She took a while to decide that she liked me, but once she did she hasn't wavered in it since."

2014-05-29 07:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm leery of asking what she thinks of me."

2014-05-29 16:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"No opinion, actually. She will let you know if that changes.  Berathyme isn't very subtle."

2014-05-29 19:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I imagine I'd get more information about Zevros's vocabulary if she decides she doesn't care for me, but what if she decides she does?"

2014-05-29 20:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"She has yet to decide that she likes anyone but me," snickers Edarial. "But if it happens, you will probably get a snake that wants to cuddle you."Edited   2014-05-29 20:20 (UTC)


2014-05-29 20:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel chuckles.

2014-05-29 20:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Awwww."

2014-05-29 20:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Though if you ask her if she wants to cuddle she'll deny it and say she doesn't like cuddling. She likes warmth. It just so happens that if someone she likes is warm she'll just - curl up on them." He looks at Berathyme. "All the time."

2014-05-29 20:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Well, Nimmen likes warmth too, but she doesn't cuddle, though she'll let me carry her.  When she wants to warm up she goes out in the sun or curls up near the fire."

2014-05-29 20:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Berathyme does both of those, too, but - this way she doesn't have to move and can still understand what's going on."

2014-05-29 20:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"And Cricket has the fortune of being a mammal, although he does like to nap in patches of sun and he is quite snuggly, which he freely admits."Edited   2014-05-29 20:32 (UTC)


2014-05-29 20:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial nods. "Berathyme's also not usually this attached to me, it's only lately that she's felt the need to."

He doesn't expand on the why.

2014-05-29 20:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel doesn't ask.

But she does say, "Cricket, either.  Usually he's more independent."

2014-05-29 20:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He's pretty sure it's for similar reasons that Berathyme is constantly around his shoulders. Cricket's kidnapping and Iobel's marriage, and all. He nods.

2014-05-29 20:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Your familiars make up the independent cuddlers squad who have decided to spend absurd amounts of time with their binders," says Zevros.

2014-05-29 20:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"So it would seem."

Cricket asks a question; she catches him up on the developments of the conversation; he snorts and snuggles up to her.

2014-05-29 20:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Are you going to have meetings?  Which is going to be in charge of it?"

2014-05-29 20:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"They can't really talk to each other.  I'm not sure what the meetings of the independent cuddlers squad could accomplish, considering."

2014-05-29 20:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Lots of cuddling?  And independence?"

2014-05-29 20:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't think Cricket wants to cuddle with Berathyme."

2014-05-29 20:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Nor Berathyme with Cricket," agrees Edarial.

2014-05-29 20:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Awww.  Now my heart's broken."

2014-05-29 20:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Sorry, Zevros.  Cricket would let you pet him, if that would help."

2014-05-29 20:55 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Really?  Is it because I taught him curse words?"

2014-05-29 20:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"It didn't hurt."

2014-05-29 20:56 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




Zevros snickers. "That's me!  The guy that teaches familiars long strings of expletives."

2014-05-29 20:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Why does it amuse you so much?"

2014-05-29 20:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Eh, maybe it's growing up with Berathyme being all - 'I am a royal familiar, I don't give a damn about anyone or anything, leave me' and then having her spout out curse words."Edited   2014-05-29 21:04 (UTC)


2014-05-29 20:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"But Cricket doesn't project that attitude much at all."

2014-05-29 21:5 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yeah, but it's still fun!"

2014-05-29 21:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Well, he appreciates it, even if I don't especially.  He likes to know what what he's saying means and makes me explain it every time he has a new phrase."

2014-05-29 21:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




Zevros snickers. "Sorry?"

2014-05-29 21:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'll live."

2014-05-29 21:12 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"If you didn't I think Edarial would make faces at me, and that would be terrible."

2014-05-29 21:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"That would assuredly be the worst consequence of my death.  Perhaps one day I will complete my immortality hex and you will be spared this awful fate."

2014-05-29 21:15 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"That would be great, thanks.  I hate it when he makes faces at me."

2014-05-29 21:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"All my work will be justified if you can live a life void of having faces made at you.  Hurray."

2014-05-29 21:21 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"I know, right?  Keep up the good work, Iobel, the least amount of disappointed Edarial faces, the better."

2014-05-29 21:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I exist to serve."

2014-05-29 21:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Good queen. Fulfill my basic whims on how I'd like my brother to treat me."

2014-05-29 21:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"By living forever.  I'll be thrilled to comply."

2014-05-29 21:26 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




Zevros snorts with laughter. "Sounds like something you'd like to do anyway."

2014-05-29 21:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Well, yes."

2014-05-29 21:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"It's been on her to-do list practically her whole life," confides Raney.  "I think she's worried she won't get everything else in if she doesn't have literally forever."

2014-05-29 21:29 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Makes sense. Sounds like there's a lot she wants to get done."

2014-05-29 21:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Teleportation, perfect recall, working memory boost..."

2014-05-29 21:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Oooo," says Edarial.

2014-05-29 21:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Lot of groundwork for that last one, and I'm not sure how I'd test it ethically if I were the least bit uncertain about it, but yeah."

2014-05-29 21:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yeah.  Still useful to have, if it's possible."

2014-05-29 21:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Oh yes.  If I actually finish charting workable teleportation, let alone immortality, that's my next project if I don't prove able to load them all up at once."Edited   2014-05-29 21:39 (UTC)


2014-05-29 21:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods. "Makes sense. I've thought about a few solutions to give a memory boost, but... Nothing concrete."

2014-05-29 21:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"My preliminary idea is layers of working memory.  Either a sort of reservoir to drop lost fragments of spell into, or the ability to nest the parts - have the top-level abstract shape of it in normal processing but memorize the other things on other levels."

2014-05-29 21:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Clever! You could also have something to sort what drops lost fragments, points out where they dropped out from, so you don't have to waste processing time figuring out what's what and lose something else while you do it, it just informs you."Edited   2014-05-29 21:51 (UTC)


2014-05-29 21:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yeah, something to keep them attached to whatever you've still got that's closest.  But I think the layers idea would be better if I could make it work.  It'd also have more applications besides learning spells."

2014-05-29 21:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Well, yes, but it's a good idea to have multiple ways to approach a problem in case one goes wrong."

2014-05-29 21:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel nods.

2014-05-29 21:56 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"She's a very gifted spellbinder."

2014-05-29 21:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial smiles at her.

2014-05-29 21:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




"Look, you have someone to geek out about magic with!"

2014-05-29 22:0 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Oh goodness.  I occasionally tried to keep up with Iobel talking magic - but I only know simple spells.  I spend them on boiling water and dusting the living room as often as not."

2014-05-29 22:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Well, you taught me to read, which is certainly the most important prerequisite."

2014-05-29 22:1 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Oh, nonsense, you taught yourself to read and I slightly improved your penmanship."

2014-05-29 22:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Edarial's tried to persuade me to talk to him about magic.  Ugh."

2014-05-29 22:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That doesn't make much sense.  You're no spellbinder."

2014-05-29 22:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I mostly just don't have people to talk to about magic."

2014-05-29 22:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"Well, now there's Iobel."

2014-05-29 22:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"There is," he agrees.

2014-05-29 22:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I should really translate my wall-walking spell into Marlese."

2014-05-29 22:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"And I should give you my notes on the perception spell."

2014-05-29 22:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I may as well loan you my copies of my published spellbooks, too, unless they've already made their way into the library, I hadn't thought to check.  The ones I published are mostly just improvements on standards that are already floating around, though."

2014-05-29 22:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He nods. "Thank you, I'll look into them."

2014-05-29 22:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I did write a few originals just to make sure I knew how to do it in general, for the big complicated projects.  I can fly, for instance.  But it's got about five minutes duration for fifteen charging, which was very disappointing."

2014-05-29 22:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"That... Does sound kind of disappointing, but it could be useful in certain situations."

2014-05-29 22:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Sure.  I'm glad I have it rather than not, but I don't use it for recreational swooping around like I was hoping.  I've considered redoing it from scratch and seeing if I get better luck with a different configuration but I've had other priorities."

2014-05-29 22:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods. "I know the feeling there. I've been trying to work on something that lets food keep for longer periods of time, to help with transporting it to places far away and reduce disease by it spoiling.."

2014-05-29 22:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I have one that freezes water, in, not arbitrary quantities, but potentially large ones.  With the right sort of boat you could turn it into an icebox for at least medium-sized journeys, longer if there were waystations with spellbinders between the starting and ending points."

2014-05-29 22:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Useful, but not quite as permanent as I'd like. I can freeze water, too, I'm just trying to get as much food as possible onto a boat without spoiling things - ice takes up a lot of space if you want it to keep for longer."Edited   2014-05-29 22:54 (UTC)


2014-05-29 22:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Ice floats, but of course then it would melt faster."

2014-05-29 22:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes. Maybe there's a way to make it permanent? Spend a hex on some and it'll never melt, or something?"

2014-05-29 22:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"...I bet I could hex that up.  I'm not sure if the permanent ice would be cold in the same way without a large part of the spell devoted to ensuring it though."

2014-05-29 22:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"We can always test it!" says Edarial, brightly. "That one's got no problems with being tested."

2014-05-29 22:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Except for a dayful of spells, but yes.  As long as we have a good place to put a permanent ice raft if it turns out to be just sort of like glass."

2014-05-29 23:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Tourist attraction. Make a huge, pretty boat out of it, go on journeys to places."

2014-05-29 23:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Well, I wouldn't want to make the prototype too huge to go in a canal, ideally with room to let a canoe pass by."

2014-05-29 23:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Right, but it could be a good money maker."

2014-05-29 23:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Are we hurting for money, or are there just - thousands of potential applications and more everywhere you look?"

2014-05-29 23:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Second thing! I like charities, especially the smart ones that use their resources well."

2014-05-29 23:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel nods emphatically.

2014-05-29 23:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles at her.

2014-05-29 23:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"... Wow, you guys are a lot a like, I didn't think you were right when you said it, Iobel, but damn!"

2014-05-29 23:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I told you.  He sounds like a less self-centered more uptight male version of me, the way you described him."

2014-05-29 23:28 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Or you are a more self-centered less uptight female version of him," teases Zevros.

2014-05-29 23:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I suppose he is a little older, so perhaps it is that way around."

2014-05-29 23:55 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Or you could be completely different but came to the same conclusions, I dunno."

2014-05-29 23:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Also possible.  They are pretty good conclusions."

2014-05-29 23:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I don't know why more people don't come to them."

2014-05-29 23:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Me either."

2014-05-29 23:57 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Iobel, not everyone wants to be immortal or thinks about being efficient over every other consideration."

2014-05-29 23:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I can understand not everyone wanting to be immortal, but I don't get just letting people die after living short lives and not trying to fix the inherent problem causing it."Edited   2014-05-30 00:01 (UTC)


2014-05-29 23:59 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Oh, I'm all for curing any disease you care to name!  But Iobel wants to get rid of old age.  And I think - it's the natural cycle of life.  Besides, that's how a lot of progress gets made, new generations taking the place of the old ones."

2014-05-30 00:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I will gladly postpone any achievement that can only be made more rapidly on the graveyards of people's lost grandparents."

2014-05-30 00:3 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"To be fair - monarch-hood you only got because our mom died. So technically you're doing that, too."

2014-05-30 00:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I have not yet invented an immortality hex, and at any rate she didn't die of old age, did she?  I heard she was sick."

2014-05-30 00:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




The twins look at each other.

"... That's the official story."

2014-05-30 00:7 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"But we're pretty sure that she got poisoned."

2014-05-30 00:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Do you know who?"

2014-05-30 00:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Couldn't figure it out," says Edarial, softly.

2014-05-30 00:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Not that it matters, she's better off dead, anyway."

2014-05-30 00:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"My first thought is Nataliem, but that's only because he's - known to be a bad person and also known to have opinions about the occupation of the throne."

2014-05-30 00:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Yes.  That's why I knew about him, I'd suspected... But I have no proof, and I'm not going to throw anyone in jail on a hunch.  So." He shrugs.

2014-05-30 00:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, he's already there.  I wonder if he'd confess if asked."

2014-05-30 00:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Maybe, but then we would have to talk to him."

2014-05-30 00:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'll do it if you don't care to go back.  I don't like him, but he doesn't get under my skin very much."

2014-05-30 00:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Go ahead.  I'd rather not have to be in the same room with him ever again."

2014-05-30 00:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel writes this down on her to-do list.  And explains to Cricket, when he asks.

2014-05-30 00:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial will snuggle with Berathyme, because he does not like thinking about the man who just so happens to be his father.

2014-05-30 00:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"Er, should I assume all this speculation shouldn't leave this room?"

2014-05-30 00:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"That would be much appreciated, thank you."

2014-05-30 00:22 (UTC)









kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"All right, I'll do my best.  I've been sort of cagey about my-daughter-the-queen as a subject anyway, so probably none of my friends will ask."

2014-05-30 00:23 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel pats her mother's hand.

2014-05-30 00:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I hope you haven't gotten too much trouble for your daughter being the queen?"

2014-05-30 00:28 (UTC)









kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"Trouble, no, not really - curiosity some, though.  And I had that awful letter in the back of my head -"

2014-05-30 00:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I'm sorry I scared you, Mom."

2014-05-30 00:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Oh sweetheart, it's all right, you were scared too - anyway I didn't think I had better talk about it so I sort of - made a face and said I hadn't been invited to the wedding, and that shut down most everyone."

2014-05-30 00:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Wince. "... I'm so sorry that happened."

2014-05-30 00:32 (UTC)









kindestgarden: l ~ something's going on




Raney shrugs a little.

2014-05-30 00:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Dad's not planning to visit," Iobel says, "at least not soon - he lives farther away - but I've explained everything to him, too."

2014-05-30 00:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial nods, still looking sad.

2014-05-30 00:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm just glad you listened to me when I told you not to tell a hundred people and start a riot.  I mean, I guess that would have been one way to find out what was going on sooner, I suppose, but then there would have also likely as not been a riot."

2014-05-30 00:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"Well, I thought about it, but - it seemed like you wanted control of the situation."

2014-05-30 00:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




... Fidget, fidget, look he's guilty again is anyone really surprised?

2014-05-30 00:42 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Oh, I'm sorry," Raney says to Edarial.  "This can't be helping."

2014-05-30 00:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"It's entirely fine," he says quietly.

2014-05-30 00:43 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




Raney doesn't buy it for a second.

"Your dress is beautiful, Iobel," she says brightly.

2014-05-30 00:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It turns out if you're the queen you don't have to handle your own wardrobe.  Zephrys does a lot of good work for me and she's picked up my tastes really well."

2014-05-30 00:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"She is very good at her job," agrees Edarial. He's reminded of when he first saw her at their wedding, and... Yeah, Zephrys is very, very good at her job.

2014-05-30 00:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I don't usually let her work on me for long because it's sort of hard to read while having makeup applied, but I wear whatever she puts out for me."

2014-05-30 00:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Usually?  Do you sometimes sit for her?"

2014-05-30 00:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...I got very elaborately decorated for the wedding.  And once about a month ago I asked her how much she could get done if I gave her fifteen minutes, and it was nice but not really worth my fifteen minutes."

2014-05-30 00:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial thinks that if there is an appropriate time to compliment Iobel on her good looks, now is not it. It will possibly never be it, considering the circumstances of their wedding. He expects that she doesn't feel anything in particular towards him except a business transaction for a smart reason. So, he'll just hold off on making it anything more than it is.Edited   2014-05-30 01:04 (UTC)


2014-05-30 01:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's not like I go around hoping to stun people with the exact color of my eyelids, anyway."

2014-05-30 01:6 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Raney giggles.  "Oh, I know, dear."

2014-05-30 01:7 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"I feel super masculine just listening to this conversation."

2014-05-30 01:12 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




Raney laughs.

2014-05-30 01:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"No one is going to attack you with lipstick, Zevros, promise."

2014-05-30 01:13 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"I will parry with eyeliner. Manly eyeliner."

2014-05-30 01:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Now that would be an interesting departure from ordinary swordfighting."

2014-05-30 01:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Fear my appropriately colored for your specific skin tone makeup's wrath!"

2014-05-30 01:18 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




Raney laughs again.  "Would you have to switch weapons if multiple people attacked you?"

2014-05-30 01:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Yes.  Yes I would. There's a reason I stick to actual swordfighting."

2014-05-30 01:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"And you are very good at it."

2014-05-30 01:20 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"That too! I like being good at swordfighting!"

2014-05-30 01:21 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"When did you start studying it?"

2014-05-30 01:22 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Uhhh- Edarial!  Edarial help, my memory is terrible, wasn't I like ten?"

2014-05-30 01:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Eight.  I remember because you were pouting about me becoming a spellbinder and wanted to guarantee a way for me to not utterly outclass you in every way," deadpans Edarial. "Thus, swordfighting."

2014-05-30 01:24 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Awww."

2014-05-30 01:25 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




"And then I got bored of fighting people twice my size and dragged you into it!"

2014-05-30 01:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan







"Yaaay," he says in a monotone.

2014-05-30 01:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I take it you don't much care for swordfighting," Iobel says to Edarial, "but did it anyway?"

2014-05-30 01:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Essentially. Though I would describe it more as being guilt tripped into doing it. Also threatened."Edited   2014-05-30 01:33 (UTC)


2014-05-30 01:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That's not very nice," she admonishes in Zevros's direction.

2014-05-30 01:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"It was brotherly bonding time!  He learned to enjoy it!"

2014-05-30 01:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Oh, well, that clearly justifies the means, doesn't it?"

2014-05-30 01:37 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yup, definitely.  Besides, exercise is good for him.  And bruises build character."

2014-05-30 01:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I am skeptical of your reasoning.  I think you have ulterior motives to draw these conclusions."

2014-05-30 01:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"He knows self defense now! That's my ulterior motive!"

2014-05-30 01:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I'm beginning to be glad I am an only child."

2014-05-30 01:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




Zevros cackles.

2014-05-30 01:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It took me until just a few months ago to work out a spell that cured my childhood clumsiness.  I very much doubt I ever would have grown out of it otherwise.  Trying to learn to swordfight before that would probably have gotten me maimed if not killed; I suppose since then it would just annoy me."Edited   2014-05-30 01:49 (UTC)


2014-05-30 01:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Well if it would have killed him I wouldn't have dragged him into it.  But have you actually tried it?  You might like it."

2014-05-30 02:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm now more or less capable of walking on a smooth surface without tripping.  I can even run, which I couldn't safely do before.  But by no stretch of the imagination am I actually coordinated."

2014-05-30 02:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Awww. Edarial doesn't spar with me anymore and the guards are all too scared..."

2014-05-30 02:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"If you are in the habit of terrifying even sparring partners who ostensibly know how to use swords I am doubly not going to let you try to teach me from scratch.'

2014-05-30 02:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Oh, fine.  I'll let Edarial do it, then."

2014-05-30 02:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I didn't say I wanted him to teach me either!"

2014-05-30 02:12 (UTC)









royal_pain: k. You broke my twin




"Awww.  Ari, your wife is mean."

2014-05-30 02:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"For not wanting to do a thing that you happen to like?"

2014-05-30 02:13 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Yes! That exactly!"

2014-05-30 02:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel snorts.

2014-05-30 02:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Your definition of mean is different than mine."

2014-05-30 02:15 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Mine is way more valid than yours, though!  Because I said so!"

2014-05-30 02:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... Truly, I am convinced."

Sarcasm.  Dripping from his words.

2014-05-30 02:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Your skills at rhetoric are truly unparalleled, Zevros," says Iobel, rolling her eyes.

2014-05-30 02:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Yup.  Razor sharp wit. I just inherited all two of the good traits from our parents, Edarial's got nothing. Sucks to be you and married to him."

2014-05-30 02:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






2014-05-30 02:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Are you saying that I am just devoid of good traits entirely?"

2014-05-30 02:22 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Yes.  Yes you are. Except for the honesty, and the selflessness, and the altruism, and the intellect, and the - you know what, you just got your traits from a magical star-child, congrats. You are half star. It wasn't mom that gave you the hair, that's fucking starlight."

2014-05-30 02:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It seems like this would put paid to the claim that you are in fact twins."

2014-05-30 02:38 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Nope, I am also half star.  Can't you tell?  It's in my smile."

2014-05-30 02:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial is currently laughing. Quietly, but it's a thing he is doing. This time it sounds like actual laughter, rather than the bitter mockery Iobel's heard before.Edited   2014-05-30 02:40 (UTC)


2014-05-30 02:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"And half-human from the other side, or are you - I don't know, star-ocean hybrids of some kind to explain your eye colors?"

2014-05-30 02:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Half-human on the other side, sorry to disappoint." He winks. "Gotta be royal somehow."

2014-05-30 02:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Of course."

2014-05-30 02:43 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"That's the official story, anyway."

2014-05-30 02:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"That you are royal somehow?  That you are partially human?"

2014-05-30 02:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"That we are royal somehow."

2014-05-30 02:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I had heard that, yes."

2014-05-30 02:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Normally the hair would prove royal blood," says Edarial, motioning to his hair. "But, starlight. Apparently. So."

2014-05-30 02:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Yes, with this alternative explanation the entire lineage is thrown into doubt.  Maybe we lost the last true royalty of Marlatia four hundred years ago sometime after the death of King Aynsee."

2014-05-30 02:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods, sagely. "That's all right. Let's not tell anyone, they would make a fuss."

2014-05-30 02:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"And that would be terrible.  By all means let us avoid fuss."

2014-05-30 02:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Yeah, they're better off, anyway.  Star people are the best!"

2014-05-30 02:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It's the hair.  The hair confers special powers."

2014-05-30 02:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Special powers that I don't have, unfortunately!  Damn my lack of starlight hair!  Damn it!"

2014-05-30 03:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Maybe your star ancestors will take pity on you if you bleach it."

2014-05-30 03:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"It's the only way. Unless - Ari!  Ari, do you have a spell to turn my hair to starlight?"

2014-05-30 03:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts. "Unfortunately, no.  Sorry."

2014-05-30 03:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I doubt it would be hard!  But it might be permanent."

2014-05-30 03:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Shhh!  Don't tell him!"

2014-05-30 03:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Aww, but I am forthcoming and helpful."

2014-05-30 03:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Noooo, you're supposed to say it's impossible!"

2014-05-30 03:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Why?"

2014-05-30 03:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Because the power is all mine, obviously.  Bwua. Ha. Ha."

2014-05-30 03:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Oh, I see.  Zevros, can't whiten your hair for you, I fear the wrath of your star-haired brother."

2014-05-30 03:9 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Damnation.  Foiled again!"

2014-05-30 03:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I mean, unless you want to promise that upon receiving the blessings of the stars for yourself you will protect me always from him and all other threats."

2014-05-30 03:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"No one can protect you from Edarial's disappointed look.  I can't do it, it's impossible."

2014-05-30 03:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It must be truly frightful."

2014-05-30 03:12 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"It's like he's staring into your soul and judging!"

2014-05-30 03:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Maybe he and Cricket should have a contest.  A judgmental contest."

2014-05-30 03:14 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"But how would anyone ever judge that contest?! It's impossible!"

2014-05-30 03:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"It's quite possible to judge judgment!  I judge Cricket's judgment all the time.  So I might be biased in this contest, but still, it's doable."

2014-05-30 03:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Are you sure?  I'm pretty sure it's just impossible.  That much judgment, all in one place - the world would implode."

2014-05-30 03:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I think you overestimate the risk."

2014-05-30 03:22 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"I think you underestimate it!  You're blind, I say!  Blinded by judgment!"

2014-05-30 03:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Only partially!  I can still see you as a sillhouette in your hypothetical eyeshine color!"

2014-05-30 03:23 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"That's still pretty blind, you need to get star-child over there to make you a spell that lets you see naked people."

2014-05-30 03:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I do not wish to see everybody naked, thank you."

2014-05-30 03:52 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Prude!"

2014-05-30 03:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Pervert!"

2014-05-30 03:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'm on Edarial's side here, not wanting to see random people naked isn't even prudery, it's just decent behavior."

2014-05-30 03:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"... Oh, fine.  Not like it would hurt anyone, anyway."

2014-06-03 04:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial rolls his eyes, but otherwise does not comment.

2014-06-03 04:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It would not do them physical injury, but a whole lot of objectionable things don't."

2014-06-03 04:45 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Yeah, but would they know about it or would it affect them in any way?"

2014-06-03 04:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Do you have this opinion on last wills and testaments, and on people borrowing your stuff without permission as long as they put it back before you notice, and on waiters who don't have a disease at the time spitting in your food at restaurants?"

2014-06-03 04:50 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"First, kinda, because it's what they wanted.  Second, nope, don't care. Last, I'd love to see a waiter ballsy enough to do that to me, I'd like to shake their hand."

2014-06-03 04:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay, the not looking at people naked thing is also a 'what they wanted' thing.  People don't want to be seen naked, this is a large part of why they wear clothes."

2014-06-03 04:52 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Laaame. But fine, whatever."

2014-06-03 04:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel sighs.

2014-06-03 04:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"And you see why I made it silhouettes only," says Edarial, dryly.

2014-06-03 04:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I do see.  Of course, you could have just refrained from casting it on him in anything less than a dire emergency."

2014-06-03 05:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes, but then he would bug me about it."

He actually has a non-silhouette version.  He will never let Zevros be aware of this fact. Edarial doesn't use it much, anyway, out of politeness.

2014-06-03 05:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Do you not have better things to do?" Iobel wonders in Zevros's direction.

2014-06-03 05:13 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Only sometimes!  Usually I'm busy doing things.  And stuff. And occasionally people!"

2014-06-03 05:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial facepalms.

2014-06-03 05:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel laughs, a little.

2014-06-03 05:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Besides, he needs brotherly teasing to keep him from being mopey. I have failed as a brother, I need to tease him more, and then he will stop."

2014-06-03 05:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... I don't even know where to begin with how wrong every part of that statement is."

2014-06-03 05:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Do you have any evidence that teasing him helps de-mope him?" wonders Iobel.

2014-06-03 05:20 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Nnnnnooope, brotherly intuition."

He is joking. Iobel might not be able to tell.

2014-06-03 05:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Do you have any evidence that brotherly intuition yields good information?"

She seems like maybe she can tell.

2014-06-03 05:22 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_pain: (Default)




"Hmmmmmm.  Hmmmmm.  Nope!  But I've got jack shit for other information, so, brotherly intuition it is!"

2014-06-03 05:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Have you tried asking him?"

2014-06-03 05:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Naah, that'll never work."

2014-06-03 05:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial snorts.

2014-06-03 05:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






2014-06-03 05:27 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




Zevros will just be incredibly smug, over here, about how he got both Iobel and Edarial to smile at the same time.

2014-06-03 05:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Raney seems to have noticed that too.  She's smiling herself, thoughtfully.

2014-06-03 05:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Well, Edarial's looking less like a raincloud, at least. Victory for brotherly intuition!

2014-06-03 05:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Eventually Iobel shows her mother out of the palace, after lunch has been had.  Nimmen goes too, singing in her own language from where she is tucked under her binder's arm.  Iobel walks them as far as the gate and then comes back.

"So.  That's Raney."

2014-06-03 05:38 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Your mom is adorable!" declares Zevros.

2014-06-03 05:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I liked her."

2014-06-03 05:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"She's very likeable.  She - likes people."

2014-06-03 05:39 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Also she's good conversation!  You can like people and still be terrible with 'em."

2014-06-03 05:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Yeah, I mean that she channels her liking people, she doesn't just think kind thoughts in a corner."

2014-06-03 05:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"There we go.  That's more accurate.  You can think kind things about people in a corner all you want, people won't like you much for it.  You will be the corner goblin and frighten people."

2014-06-03 05:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"The corner goblin.  Wow."

2014-06-03 05:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"It's a technical term.  Very specific."

2014-06-03 05:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial laughs at this.

2014-06-03 05:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"The corner goblin is an elusive creature, believed to emit positive psychic energy but difficult to verify."

2014-06-03 05:54 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Its main food source is stray socks and lost stockings."

2014-06-03 05:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Yeah, he'll just keep laughing, over here.

2014-06-03 05:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Where did that part come from?"

2014-06-03 05:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Well they have to go somewhere."

2014-06-03 05:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That doesn't mean you can just tuck it into the myth of the corner goblins with no further explanation."

2014-06-03 06:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yes it does, I am an expert on corner goblins, I was the one who discovered them!"

2014-06-03 06:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You didn't discover them.  You have speculated that they may exist."

2014-06-03 06:3 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Shhh, same difference."

2014-06-03 06:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It is not the same!"

2014-06-03 06:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Definitely the same.  Shhh, listen to the corner goblin expert."

2014-06-03 06:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Stop shushing me."

2014-06-03 06:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Awwww. Edaaaarial, your wife is telling me not to shush her!"

2014-06-03 06:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial blinks at him. "So don't shush her."

2014-06-03 06:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Daaaamn you, married couples, taking each other's side!"

2014-06-03 06:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yes, that is clearly what is going on here, we could never support positions on their own merits."

2014-06-03 06:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Definitely not," agrees Edarial. "There is none of that here. Blind favoritism, it's the only way."

2014-06-03 06:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Obviously that's what's going on here, why else would you agree with each other."

2014-06-03 06:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Blinding personal loyalty.  It's the only explanation."

2014-06-03 06:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yup. It was the misogynistic wedding vows that caused it, certainly."

2014-06-03 06:14 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"They do that, I hear it's bad for your health.  Misogynistic wedding vows, not even once."

2014-06-03 06:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Ugh those vows who wrote those vows do I have the queenly power to make the standard set be something else?"

2014-06-03 06:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"I am working on it," says Edarial brightly. "Want to help?"

2014-06-03 06:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yes.  Please."

2014-06-03 06:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial explains how he is tackling this problem - he has to make the religion it's based off of be less sexist.  Then he can actually rewrite the vows themselves.

"If we weren't king and queen, no one would care if we changed them for a wedding, but we are, so we're bogged down in tradition," he explains.

2014-06-03 06:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"What a pity this isn't one of those countries where we're supposed to rule by divine right."

2014-06-03 06:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I know, right? I mean, it would bother me that such a thing existed, but - it's annoying for actually fixing annoying problems."

2014-06-03 06:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah.  We have no real religious rank at all.  Frankly, I'm very little impressed by any of the theology I'd encountered."

2014-06-03 06:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Maybe if the god were - understandable, but it's got these these illogical rules behind it, so. It's not the kind of thing I support, either, in what I've seen."Edited   2014-06-03 06:32 (UTC)


2014-06-03 06:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It looks to me like they're trying to use a lot of posts of wood to prop up a lake.  They're going to tremendous amounts of labor to give their beliefs somewhere to sit and they fall through anyway.  I have vague memories of hearing that the Crown funds churches, can we stop?"

2014-06-03 06:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yup.  But we have to do it carefully, it's doing some charity work, too, and I don't want to rip that away entirely."

2014-06-03 06:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Right.  Replace it with more effective charities, ideally ones serving the same general area and population so individual people aren't resentful about having the rug pulled out from under them."

2014-06-03 06:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Right!" he agrees. "And then we can shoo the church to be misogynistic in a corner somewhere.  Perhaps with the goblins."

2014-06-03 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"They can think kind incomprehensibly theological thoughts and possibly take up sock-stealing."

2014-06-03 06:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"It will be a bonding experience. Poor corner goblins."

2014-06-03 06:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"My parents are both sort of passively religious, but in different ways, and not with enough fervor for any of it to get on me."

2014-06-03 06:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Parental influence wasn't really a huge factor in my childhood."

2014-06-03 06:54 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"I guess we learned how to duck when mom started throwing things."Edited   2014-06-03 06:55 (UTC)


2014-06-03 06:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




...Iobel winces.

2014-06-03 06:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"That doesn't count."

2014-06-03 06:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"You're not denying it!"

2014-06-03 06:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Should I just avoid bringing up parenting in full generality around you two?"

2014-06-03 07:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"No, it's fine," says Edarial.

2014-06-03 07:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"I dunno, it's kinda nice hearing about people that had non-shitty childhoods. Least other people were happy."

2014-06-03 07:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Okay, good, because it would probably eventually become awkward to completely avoid it.  Considering."

This is principally directed at Edarial.

2014-06-03 07:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




He closes his eyes and nods. "Yes," he says, awkwardly.

2014-06-03 07:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"We should probably have a conversation about that at some point.  It doesn't have to be today, and it probably shouldn't involve your brother."

2014-06-03 07:12 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Awww, but I could make illustrative hand gestures!"

2014-06-03 07:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... Agreed. Zevros wouldn't help. Even with illustrative hand gestures."

2014-06-03 07:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Especially with illustrative hand gestures."

2014-06-03 07:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Yes. It would be mortifying."

2014-06-03 07:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Aww.  What about illustrative pelvic -"

2014-06-03 07:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Please stop talking."

2014-06-03 07:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: j ~ spellbinder




"Today or some other day with more time pressure, Edarial?" sighs Iobel.

2014-06-03 07:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... Today is fine," mutters Edarial, not looking particularly happy about the topic.

2014-06-03 07:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Okay.  Where's a good place to talk?" Iobel asks, picking up Cricket and tucking him under her chin in a sort of nervous gesture.

2014-06-03 07:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Er. A private room or study or... Something."

2014-06-03 07:22 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Right, I'm out, I know when I'm not wanted.  Call for me if you want illustrative hand gestures. That's about all I would add to the conversation." Zevros waves, and then heads off.

2014-06-03 07:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Nook off the library with all the scrolls?" suggests Iobel, after a pause.Edited   2014-06-03 07:25 (UTC)


2014-06-03 07:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Sure," he agrees.

Off they go, the nook with all of the scrolls. Edarial is back to being quiet. How exciting.

2014-06-03 07:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




And here they are in scroll nook.

Iobel manages to close the door without putting Cricket down.  They've been murmuring to each other in their language softly for the entire walk.

Iobel takes a seat.

2014-06-03 07:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial does, too. He murmurs something to Berathyme, who nuzzles him a bit and says something that sounds soothing.

"Soooo..." begins Edarial, because he has no idea what else to say.

2014-06-03 07:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"The way I see it, there are four basic options for what to do in the immediate future as far as getting a small prince or princess is concerned which don't involve me packing up and going home.  None of them are without drawbacks and none of them are guaranteed to permanently obviate the need to default to one of the others, but we should at least start narrowing it down."

She starts ticking off fingers.

"One or both of us can get to work on inventing a spell for magic-based conception.  Failure mode - dead-end of magical research is possible and could take a long time to be obvious.  If someone notices and can't keep their mouth shut, it could become awkward to prove parentage.  And I don't think the very first test case of completely unprecedented conception magic should be the heir to the throne, just in case it introduces unforeseen problems of some kind.

"We can just do it the way the general population presumably expects us to, but while I have my emotions under control I don't know about what yours are doing and I'm pretty clear that you're not even abstractly interested, so - failure mode: no, we actually can't, maybe.

"I can start - looking for somebody who at least marginally resembles you to have an affair with.  Failure mode: I don't find anybody, which seems likely because it's not like I had a boyfriend before and I'm not immediately turning up any possibilities from people I have met even if I lower my personal standards; also, there is a risk of critical failure of discretion somewhere along the line, which could lead to the civil war sort of problem that has you so concerned.  Outing your parentage would be less problematic because at least you do in fact have royal blood, but that's not the case if I'm revealed to have produced an illegitimate pretender to the throne, as it were.

"And fourth, we obtain some unrelated child from somewhere that will not miss them and pretend they are your secret bastard recently deprived of their mother, how sad and mildly embarrassing, and that meanwhile I am publicly tragically sterile and willing to take this waif into my heart, aren't I sweet.  As a variant I suppose you could also actually father a bastard with someone you find more appealing than me if there is anyone, but Zevros seems convinced you're asexual, so.  Failure mode is again the problem with discretion.  And also I suppose if I am going to be tragically sterile I had better be exceedingly careful not to actually fall pregnant at any point in time, but I imagine that part I can do."

"We can stall on having to get around to most of these if I announce the occasional tragic miscarriage, but people will start getting agitated if there's more than a couple of those.

"And of course in any of these cases I would want thorough agreement on the forthcoming parenting of the child in question, because your personal examples are terrible, the stakes are high, and in three cases of four it would be my baby and in the other it would still be unacceptable to ill-treat some dubiously sourced infant just because their alternatives involve being relatively neglected and may not be dramatically better."Edited   2014-06-03 19:04 (UTC)


2014-06-03 17:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial listens to her layout of the situation, raptly. He frowns when she is on the fourth method, but does not actually comment until she is done.

"I am not planning on taking child-rearing advice from either of my parents, and would not be planning to try to cut you out of raising a child. Whether it's actually our child by blood or not doesn't matter. If we say it is our child I would prefer we treat him or her like it and - give the child the best chance at life possible," he replies, because that part of it is easiest to answer.

Then, the next part that should probably be addressed before anything else - "Also, I am not asexual. Zevros does not know me as well as he thinks he does." Awkward pause. "I am not interested in sex with someone that I do not have a - proper relationship with."

Edarial tilts his head, then asks, "What do you mean by 'not even abstractly interested'?"

2014-06-03 22:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"A proper relationship meaning what?  And - I have commented at least once on being convinced that you weren't attracted to me, I suspected that much even before Zevros spread his apparent misinformation.  This as opposed to it being the case that you might have been more - inclined, if I were not a walking reminder of unpleasantness."

2014-06-03 22:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... Dates, flowers, romantics, actual love? That sort of thing, I haven't had it but I am smart enough to recognize when I want it. Just a business partnership bothers me."

Another awkward pause. "I - am... Somewhat attracted to you. If you were wondering. You are attractive, at least superficially, but I am not going to try to - you seemed like you hated me.  So I was not going to bother you."

2014-06-03 22:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"At least superficially," snorts Iobel.  "I did hate you, I was simply mistaken in doing so, I'm glad you didn't... bother me, but I was further misinformed by the absence, I suppose."

Cricket mutters something and she shushes him.

2014-06-03 22:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Well if you'd like more than superficial attraction I will have to actually get to know you," he points out. "I do think you are smart and have excellent goals and good ways to get there, but that's hardly - something to try and base a relationship on."

2014-06-03 22:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well.  What is?  So that we can map the options, as it were."

2014-06-03 22:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Er. Well, that's sort of a problem, because I don't have any idea. There is a reason why Zevros thinks I'm asexual - I haven't been with anyone before. If you want me to guess - decent sense of humor, good conversation, actual chemistry, similar values... That kind of thing? But it could be inaccurate, I don't know."

2014-06-03 23:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Okay."  Beat.  "This doesn't tell me much about your opinion of the options.  Or if you have a fifth."

2014-06-03 23:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"It was more important that you have updated information on me, first," he informs her.

"Option one is viable, though I don't think we should rely on it overmuch and I am a little - disturbed by experimenting on what would be our child. If it were a proven method that I knew worked, yes, we should go with that, that lets us have an heir without issue.  But it's not proven, so I am skeptical."

He conspicuously skips option two.

"Option three I have no problem with, aside from worry about something happening to the child if its lineage were outed. If the other options aren't viable, we should try it, but when thinking about creating a new life, I am extremely concerned about - that new life's welfare.

"Option four I can do but I think I like it the least of them all - the child would grow up with the stigma of being a bastard. I don't want to inflict that on an innocent life for the sake of convenience."

Pause. "... Option two is probably physically possible. If we try it, though, I would at least want to make an effort beforehand in seeing if there is anything to us besides being able to run a kingdom efficiently together." He then fidgets.

2014-06-03 23:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I may have some difficulty simultaneously trying to see if we like each other's senses of humor and trying to find a suitable affair."

2014-06-03 23:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Then I will leave it up to you, which you go with," says Edarial. "It's you who would be carrying the child, after all."

2014-06-03 23:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Do you have an idea of what meandering timidly in the direction of option two would look like in terms of concrete actions, possibly with a timeline attached?"

2014-06-03 23:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Er. At the risk of sounding corny - dates, talking, walks through pretty gardens, the bestowal of silly presents... That kind of thing? I have no idea what the timeline would be, though."

2014-06-03 23:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Corniness is far from a significant problem," Iobel assures him dryly.  "Do you think it would take more than one tragic miscarriage to have a good idea of whether this would work?"

2014-06-03 23:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"No idea," he sighs. "I have never fallen in love before."

2014-06-03 23:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Neither have I."

2014-06-03 23:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Fidget, fidget.

"... You're being incredibly clinical about all options available, which seems the best to you?"

2014-06-03 23:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I have nothing nonclinical to go on," she points.  "I'm assuming you know more about political instability and what will and won't exacerbate it than I do or I might produce an opinion on that basis.  But how am I supposed to know how much I might like someone with whom I might have an extramarital affair before having met him, or whatever?  All the options are potentially acceptable."

2014-06-03 23:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Okay," he says.

He was kind of wondering if she found him to be anything more than a clinical option on a list, but... Well.

2014-06-03 23:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And as you keep pointing out we don't know each other well enough to have a proper relationship, so of course I'm being likewise about you.  I'm willing to try if you are, but I'm not going to fabricate an emotional connection that has not developed."

2014-06-03 23:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "That's fair. I am... Willing to try it."

2014-06-03 23:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"All right."  Pause.  "So when shall I mark in my schedule the first date?"

2014-06-03 23:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I don't know - what time seems best?"

2014-06-03 23:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Depends on what we'll be doing.  If you had dinner in mind, tomorrow morning would be very peculiar as a choice of timing."

2014-06-04 00:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial snorts. "Just a bit.  Okay then - what sort of... datish... thing seems like it would be fun to do?"

2014-06-04 00:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Do you know a garden that is nice for walking in?"

2014-06-04 00:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"A few, actually. Do you want the one that has lots of flowers, the one with lots of trees, or the one with a lake?"

2014-06-04 00:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Flowers sound most interesting.  Unless it's bee-infested."

2014-06-04 00:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Butterfly infested.  Far worse, I know."

2014-06-04 00:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Save me from the butterflies!  How terrible that you would even think of taking me to such a place, after lunch tomorrow."

2014-06-04 00:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Truly terrible," he snorts. "I apologize for even thinking the thought, butterflies are terrifying creatures.  That come in lots of pretty colors."

2014-06-04 00:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"So.  After lunch tomorrow, butterfly garden."

2014-06-04 00:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Sure!"

2014-06-04 00:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Do I get a silly present?  What is going to be silly about the presents?"

2014-06-04 00:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I haven't decided yet.  Do you want a silly present?"

2014-06-04 00:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It depends on what's so silly about it."

2014-06-04 00:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It could be a silly hat.  That might be fun. Tacky and with puffballs and everything."

2014-06-04 00:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Well, I won't wear such a hat, but it might make me giggle."

2014-06-04 00:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"That's the spirit!"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I have the impression I'm sort of irritating to shop for.  My parents get me books for most gift-giving occasions."

2014-06-04 00:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Oh?  What kinds of books?"

2014-06-04 00:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Spellbooks, novels - usually old ones, nonfiction about people and places and things."

2014-06-04 00:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Hmm. Okay. I'll keep that in mind."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What about you?"
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I like things that involve thought or planning.  Puzzles, books, some games, so on. Some practical things, but I don't think that's quite what you had in mind."

2014-06-04 00:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What, like - socks?"

2014-06-04 00:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




He snorts. "Yes. If I actually need socks."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Well, that might qualify as a gift, but not a silly one."

2014-06-04 00:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You do not have to confine yourself to silly gifts if you don't want to."

2014-06-04 00:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Unfortunately, I am told I have terrible taste in all forms of clothing.  Well.  Not so much terrible as bland."

2014-06-04 00:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"And you also don't need to get me clothes," he laughs.

2014-06-04 00:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Oh, you don't need socks, then?  I will have to think of something else?"
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I don't need socks.  You'll have to think of something else, I'm afraid."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'll keep an eye out."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He nods. "Zevros, if nothing else, usually has hints of what sorts of things I like. Interlaced equally with things that he thinks would be funny for me to have."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Will it be fairly simple for me to tell the difference?  And how sure are you his being mistaken about your sexual preferences is the worst of his errors about what you like?"

2014-06-04 01:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial shrugs. "It's probably the worst of his errors, it's not like I was waving my sexual preferences around on a huge flag. But if you don't think it's worth the risk, feel free to not ask him."

2014-06-04 01:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Worst case scenario with the gifts, I suppose, is that I will bring you socks when you don't require them or something."

2014-06-04 01:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Yes.  Something I will not hold against you."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"All right."

Iobel opens her notebook and makes some notes.

2014-06-04 01:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial will politely not look over her shoulder or anything as she writes.  Because he tries not to be a jerk.

"Are blank notebooks an appropriate item for gifts?" he asks, curiously.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




She looks up.  "I usually get them in bulk, but I always need more eventually, so - I suppose so."
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royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Okay.  I'll keep that in mind."
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color
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royal_obligation: a. Distractions
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come_midnight: g ~ private language






"I keep thinking about what a pity it seems to be that we didn't meet under better circumstances and wondering what can be salvaged."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It does seem like quite a pity, yes. As to what can be salvaged... I have no idea? We will have to find out."

2014-06-04 01:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I suppose so, yes."

Cricket mutters something.  She murmurs back.

"You good Iobel," Cricket demands in Marlese.  Again.
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I will be my very best to Iobel," promises Edarial to Cricket, sincerely.
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel translates the grammatical details.

Cricket purrs in his binder's lap.

2014-06-04 01:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






2014-06-04 01:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Is there anything else going on that I might want to know about?"
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"In what sense? Kingdom wise, relationship wise, or...?"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Anything.  As long as we're here, you know?"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Oh. Er..."

Pause. "I think you are extremely pretty?" he says, shyly.
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen






Iobel blushes.

2014-06-04 01:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Little smile.  That's about all of the bravery he's got in him for today.

2014-06-04 01:46 (UTC)





First Plague

contact





dark_light: c ~ collected




Veron is installed in a nice house in Seattle with the help of Isabella's staff.

The colony gets big enough that Isabella sculpts herself an ice crown and applies permanency to it so it won't melt.  She makes Adarin one too out of cypress branches, wired into shape, magicked to stay alive and shaped like that, and then freed of the wire.  She wears hers on Earth sometimes, as well as on the colony.  Her queen elects not to comment.

Various people are resurrected.  Isabella hires more people to sort more requests; she's not going to be able to handle this via descending on charities.  (She extracts longer-term promises of help - and nonviolence - from the clans she shares this spell with, though.)  She opens an office near San Francisco, puts a lot of poultry in the back yard and makes a deal with an egg producer to save the otherwise unwanted males till adulthood for the purpose in future months, arranges regular deliveries of all the necessary herbs and ashes, and has someone carve out an enormous stencil of all the runes to speed up the process: the diagram may now be drawn with a broom, as long as it's still a witch doing it.  (She also has stencils of the immortalization spell made.)  There is always some witch in residence, working off their favor to her a few hours at a time, and a security team to prevent unruly demands, interference by religious protestors, and a receptionist or two to make sure the people coming in actually have appointments (or standby arrangements, in case of no-shows) to collect loved ones.

She gets into a bit of an argument with the United States military about resurrecting fallen soldiers.  While she originally had no intention of discriminating against soldiers, she insists that resurrected ones be considered honorably discharged and that their re-upping be optional, and absolutely refuses to approve any systematic preferential resurrection of people who are just going to pick up guns and walk into war zones again.

Normally, there would be some clan with access to the spell who'd cut a deal.

On this occasion, with this particular Olympic witch having come up with three (really two, but the portals are still officially credited to her, with everyone understanding now that she's proprietary about the process and capitalistic about the disposition to fund her anti-death projects) revolutionary spells in fewer years than that, they're a little concerned that they won't get a look in the next time she publishes, if they do things she doesn't approve of.

Isabella threatens to move her resurrection office to New Zealand.  The military backpedals.  Resurrections proceed.

(Isabella does open a second resurrection office in New Zealand.  And one in Finland and one in India.  There are witch clans all around the world and they are all beholden to her.)

Insurance companies freak out, then remake their actuarial tables and throw lawyers at their contractual language and calm down again.  Isabella's insurance company of choice has a small head start.  Isabella's insurance company of choice loves her.

Luzia gets her son back.  She dithers for a bit about the husband.  She gets the husband back.  The husband is kind of taken aback by Luzia's activities since then but decides that Zeviana "doesn't count" as cheating.  It's up to Zeviana whether she wants to call that close enough and continue carrying on.

Isabella and Adarin have no such problems.  They continue to be deliriously happy.

Then, there's a relatively slow day.  Isabella flops across her husband's lap on the couch and says, "Want to start looking for places to plague with utopias?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin is delighted to have his father back. Veron gets a cellphone, and then the two of them occasionally call each other or schedule father and son things to do.  Veron gets pictures from the wedding, acclimatizes to Earth relatively quickly, and then happily starts setting up a proper life. He doesn't need a job, not with occasional presents of only slightly ludicrous amounts of money from his son, but he gets one working at the portal hub as a security guard, anyway. Because he dislikes feeling useless.

Zeviana tolerates Luzia's husband, and shows remarkable restraint with not punching the man out. She thinks about it for a little bit, deems Luzia worth the trouble of dealing with her twit of a husband, and carries on as her girlfriend. She's not the jealous type, she doesn't care if Luzia wants to bang her husband, so the change doesn't bother her in the slightest aside from occasionally having to put up with him. 

Adarin continues to be absurdly in love with his wife. He approves of all of her actions after the invention of immortality, giving occasional advice and happily helping in any fashion she needs. But reaction to immortality is her show, he's perfectly content to let her take the reins for it. 

He manages the colony. He manages to make a spell to help with programming, and shortly after the robots get a language update to something more pronounceable. Building projects are planned and then enacted, various little buildings for portals are made, and then have portals put in them.  Adarin has slowed down a bit on portals Earth-side, because they are slowly running out of cities that are easily connected to the portal network, so he takes the opportunity to turn the colony's public transportation system to be entirely portal based.

Crops are grown, electricity is generated and then used, pipes are made, and the colony soon becomes completely self-reliant.  They keep retrieving new refugees, with temporary portals up to move people and then being destroyed once they have moved. Some people are skeptical at first, but upon seeing the colony and how nice it is, and how happy people that live there are - there are still several obstinate people who refuse to go, but overall, it's doing better than Adarin could have hoped.

Back on Kystle, people have started noticing entire towns just - disappearing. Not killed, just gone - their things packed up and taken with them. No one has figured out who's responsible. Not yet, anyway. That's just how Adarin prefers it.

He wears the crown. Less for the sake of wearing it and more so he can match his wife. He'd heard somewhere that marriages get a bit stale after a while, but if that's true then it's not of their marriage.  They are a team, they are fixing two worlds together, and he is enjoying every minute of it.

So obviously he wants to go fix some more planes, too. Two is hardly enough.

"Sure," he laughs, when Isabella asks. "Do you want me to do the same thing I did when we were planet shopping?"

2014-06-05 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"With the mirrors and pausing to let me take pictures of anything pretty.  Yes."

2014-06-05 00:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Mhmm.  Though, fair warning, it won't be as clear since it's other planes, they're harder to scry. So maybe not as many pictures as with planet shopping."

He gets to scrying. There are lots of pretty, pretty planes, though some of them are just bizarre. A place with giant, twisting mushrooms and one planet where water flows up.

Then there is one that looks perfectly ordinary, like Earth or Kystle before it was destroyed - except with cities and towns and what obviously looks to be people. Adarin sends the scry to inspect the people, and finds them to be human or somewhat close to it.

"Probably a decent place to plague with a utopia," says Adarin. "Maybe we can try scrying on their leadership to talk to in order to make it easier?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure.  It's unlikely to be global leadership; you can find whoever's running a specific country okay?"

2014-06-05 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah, I think so. Give me a bit."

He fiddles with his scry, accidentally aims it at a bush, and then gets the leadership of a country.

He is surprised. "... Isabella, love," he says distantly. "Are - those look like us, don't they? I'm not just seeing things?"

They do.  A man and a woman, a man with familiar white hair in a similar style, and a woman with the same shade of brown at a similar length to Isabella's. Adarin fiddles with the scry some more, manages a close up, and through the blurry and smudgy scry - that's recognizably them. In a garden.  With crowns, on their heads.

2014-06-05 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"They.  Look exactly like us.  Down to the crowns.  Well, the presence of crowns, anyway."Edited   2014-06-05 01:08 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"To be fair, ours are unique and magical. What... I have never heard of this before in my life, what should we do?"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward






"Crash their date?"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there






Adarin snorts with laughter. "I suppose, I mean - I wouldn't complain if - a set of us with magic powers showed up and offered to use them to help."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I mean, I guess they could just look like us, there are sometimes strong resemblances between people who aren't even related, but they are together, wearing crowns, identified by your scry as running a country, I'm very suspicious.  Look, they have critters, too - I can't tell if those are daemons or pets, they're not birds though..."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Her husband peers at the blurry scry. "A snake daemon?  I don't see myself as a snake person, love.  I can maybe see you as a cat, but a snake is weird."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Can you see yourself having one for a pet?"
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... Maybe?  I don't know why, though."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm not sure why I'd have a cat, frankly, maybe everybody gets a pet in this country or something."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Possibly. It's still worth investigating, though. I have the mana to take us there now, but we should let my sister know if we plan to crash their date immediately."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"We can mirror her," agrees Isabella.  "Birds come along or stay behind, you think?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Stay, I think. For safety, we know how planes that don't have daemons react to planes that do. Vern, you okay with that?"

Vern nods. "I can cuddle my Path."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Mm-hm," agrees Path, cuddling her.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Vern cuddles right back.

"Okay then, I'll mirror my sister," says Adarin. He retrieves the mirror to Zeviana, informs her quickly of what's going on, where they're going, and asks her to stay on standby if they need retrieval. She agrees.

"All right then, I... Guess we can go crash a date."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Cool."

Isabella grabs her cloudpine and her portal bag and is all set!
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin retrieves his book of cheatsheets, maps out a teleportation spell, takes his wife's arm, and then -

- there they are.  In the garden.Edited   2014-06-05 01:30 (UTC)


2014-06-05 01:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




Iobel is alarmed!
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




So is Edarial!

"What the - how the hell did you get here? Who are you and why are you - why do you look like us?"
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"I second all of those questions!
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Sorry for dropping on you like this!  Okay, next time, we should probably appear somewhere out of the way and, like - knock," says Isabella.  "But we don't know why we look like you either and came partly to find out!"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Agreed," says Adarin, in accented but perfect Marlese. "Sorry, I should have thought of something better than immediately teleporting to you both. Wow, that is weird, you sound like us and everything. Hello!"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial is just going to stand here and be confused. "... What?"
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay I should have made a checklist or something, but, you, what's your name," she asks Iobel, "if you wanted to find out if I was you, what would you ask me?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I... well, you look like me... are you a clumsy spellbinder with parents that also match and a penchant for notebooking?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Clumsy witch, haven't checked parents, notebooking yes!  My name's Isabella Amariah."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I'm not actually clumsy anymore, I fixed it - and - my name's Iobel Swan.  Iobel Maryah Swan."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Witches don't do last names but my dad's is Swan!  Well, in English, anyway."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial eyes Adarin, and the cypress crown. "Are you a prince with terrible parents and a twin that likes fighting a bit too much?"
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I don't know about my birth father, but my mother was quite terrible. My sister likes fighting a bit too much and has the social finesse of a newborn three-legged moose. My adoptive father is quite wonderful, though."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Sister," repeats Edarial. "... My twin is a male."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh wow, boy Zeviana.  Or not-Zeviana, maybe."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Where did you say you were from?"
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm from Earth!  Adarin is from Kystle originally and he's the one with the plane-hopping magic."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yup!" says Adarin, brightly. "This is the fourth plane I've been to, that's how we got here."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"'Plane'?"

2014-06-05 01:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Essentially, another world, but you can't reach it by non-magical travel. Well.  Maybe there will be technology for it eventually, but as of right now my plane-hopping magic is the only thing I know of."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"And you are a magical, plane-hopping prince."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Nope! I am a magical, plane-hopping... Person.  Wait, love, have we declared ourselves emperor and empress yet, or are the crowns just a fashion statement?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I told the robot army that English for Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist is 'Empress', does that count?  I think I told, like, a mayor of a town in the colony but haven't formally announced it.  But prince, no, unless you count the son-of-halfblood thing?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'll accept that.  We are technically emperor and empress, and I am not a prince. Son-of-halfblood really doesn't count, I mean, I suppose she was technically queen but no one treated me in any - princely fashion. Not to mention all titles from Kystle are utterly meaningless. So I'm just - not counting it."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But we are looking for interplanar resonance, whether it counts for purposes of your own life doesn't necessarily have much to do with whether it means he's a you.  Although I'm increasingly convinced!"Edited   2014-06-05 02:05 (UTC)
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"You seem to be a me, all right.  A very... perky... me."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You're wearing a tiara, do you not have enough to be perky about?"
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come_midnight: (Default)






"No."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"No," repeats Edarial, quietly.
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin peers at Edarial. "Did something happen? If you are us, which, you seem to be, then I am perfectly happy to help. With whatever it is."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yeah, um, wow, story of your life, Iobel, go."
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come_midnight: j ~ spellbinder




"...Born in South Fork.  Parents divorced, I moved here to Emavan with Raney.  Became a spellbinder at age seven, acquired Cricket -"  She picks up her cat and switches languages to murmur to him.  "We're figuring it out, kitty, I'll explain when I know enough myself -"  She switches back.  "- who is my familiar.  Attended school, self-studied, opened magic shop, did research.  ...I don't have a tactful way to put the rest of it."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial winces. "I'll try, then."

He pets Berathyme, then says, "In order to take the throne it's required by some stupid rule that I marry. I - didn't want to, but it was better than civil war. Except my -" he closes his eyes. "- my father decided that consent of the - spouse is not required.  So he blackmailed Iobel into marrying me, with me unaware."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"There were a bunch of palace guards in his pocket.  They had Cricket - he'd been poisoned and I had to hand him over to get him healed in a magic fountain on the palace grounds.  I don't know if you have spellbinders - if our familiars die we're vegetables, mentally dead.  I thought it was Edarial behind it; there was - forged handwriting involved - I didn't meet him until the wedding.  Or talk to him enough after it, to find out, for months."
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dark_light: k ~ seriously?






"Well, um, shit."
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject






"... Seconded.  Shit."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Yes," says Edarial, quietly, looking guilty and sad and retreating back into a raincloud of misery.
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs her counterpart.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel drops Cricket (he lands quite neatly) to hug her back.
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prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin does the same with his counterpart.  Hugs.

"I am so sorry," he says solemnly, "that this happened to you. Both of you."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial doesn't say anything, he just accepts hugs and tries not to cry.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm assuming at this point that you two met more happily."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So much.  Do you want the story or would it make it worse?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"...I'm not sure if it would make it worse but I want it anyway.  Edarial might not, I guess."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"It's fine," he says. "I'm... Curious, regardless."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




As gently as possible, Adarin relates: "My former home was in need of a certain type of herb that it didn't have. I traveled to another plane to find it, accidentally crashing her picnic in the process. She explained some basic parts of the plane, and her magic. We got to talking about various ways we could combine our different magic systems, and it sort of spiraled from there. It turns out that our magics combine extremely well."

He does not add that they also work together extremely well.  That would be crass, in this situation.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"That's.  Cute."
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dark_light: (Default)




"...I can make people unaging, although not invulnerable.  And resurrect the dead," volunteers Isabella.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...Trade you for a casting of my anti-clumsiness."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"I don't think you can use my spells, but I can resurrect some people for you.  And I would love an anti-clumsiness."
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I can create portals that let you instantly travel from one far-away location to another.  Among other things, but that was among the most immediately useful, for us."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It sounds it," says Iobel, starting to charge her spell.  "Is that how you got here?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No, but it's probably how we'll get home.  And it is how we are fantastically ludicrously rich back home."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Mhm. They are permanent unless the surface they're on is broken, it's convenient."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"So you can make some for us, possibly...?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yes, but not right now. I used a lot of - magical power to get here, I need to wait for it to recharge a bit before I can do other things."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Out of spells for the day?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Mana's more of a - continuous substance.  Do you run out of spells?  Does any of this have to do with why your eyes are glowing?"
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Spells aren't a continuous substance.  We get six spells or one hex a day.  The spells have to charge.  I'm charging your anti-clumsiness now.  It will take a few more minutes."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That's tidier than mine. It recharges at a fixed rate that goes faster if I'm asleep. Technically if I wanted to I could try and do something else magical today, but uh - something of a bad idea. If I run out of mana entirely, I die, if I get close, I will wish I was dead. Essentially."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella pets his hair.  "Don't do it, love."

2014-06-05 02:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I wasn't planning on it, my dear," says Adarin, amused. "But I needed to explain the system.  I would not actually do it, it's - it would worry you, and be unpleasant for me."

He pats Edarial's head, then releases him from the hug.  He needs to hold his wife's hand, that is a thing that he needs to do. So he does it.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial doesn't protest the release of hugs, but he does look between Adarin and his wife with a complicated expression.
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




Iobel's in about the same boat there.

2014-06-05 03:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"My magic has no intrinsic usage limitations at all except for the time it takes to cast a spell, but for most of it I need to be sprinkling herbs on things or drawing diagrams or sacrificing animals.  Resurrection takes two birds, immortalization takes one mammal, ideally a biggish one, I was using deer at first but now I have something worked out to get cows and pigs.  And to use it you have to be a witch, meaning the daughter of someone herself a witch."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin nods. "Mine is similarly incapable of being passed on - my children will get a diluted form of my magic. They'll still be mages, but they won't have as much mana to work with as I do." 

Pause. "Sorry, I knew you were wondering," he says, to Edarial.
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I am not surprised," sighs Edarial.

2014-06-05 03:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Here, anyone can be a spellbinder if they want, though if you're going to it's best to do it young.  But you need a spirit animal.  Do you have those?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"...I don't think so.  We have daemons, which we left home, but they're our souls and don't enable any practical magic and we have them from birth.  On my world, anyway; Adarin didn't get his till he came to Earth."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Is there a way to check?  It could be a similar situation to Earth, we might have miraculously gained spirit animals when we arrived."

2014-06-05 03:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"How old are you?"
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Um, in my years at least, I'm almost twenty-one, he's a year older, does that sound reasonable for how we look or do we need to figure out conversion factors?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It sounds reasonable.  At that age you'd probably still be able to see your spirit animal if you tried, although I wouldn't bet on you being able to understand their - how are you speaking Marlese, anyway?"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Translation spell!" says Isabella, beaming at Adarin.
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin grins. "I'm actually extremely proud of it!"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"What does it translate, just Marlese?"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Every language.  Ever."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's the best spell."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...Does it just last?  Kitty, these people can understand you by strange magic, you are warned," she adds to Cricket in his language.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It just lasts!  It's awesome.  Anyway, I don't see anything except for your spirit animals."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Cricket and Berathyme aren't spirit animals anymore, they're familiars.  We bound them to physical form to become spellbinders and now they don't fade the way unbound spirit animals do."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"And I don't see any spirit animal, either. Oh, well.  I suppose we can't expect to get all types of magic to fall into our lap."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Having a familiar's obviously a vulnerability, anyway, and it sounds like your magic is probably better in most ways than ours."

2014-06-05 03:31 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...I think, from what you've said, that having a daemon is a much worse vulnerability."

2014-06-05 03:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I am inclined to agree. Are you effected if your familiar is hurt, or touched?"Edited   2014-06-05 03:32 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"No," says Edarial. "Only killed."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Yeah, it's not as much of a vulnerability."
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dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why - what happens?"
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dark_light: (Default)




"My daemon - Pathalan, Path for short - is part of me, not a separate person.  If he hurts, I hurt, and vice-versa, and if anybody but me or another daemon touches him - they're touching my soul, which is incapacitatingly agonizing in any situation where you would not, in fact, literally invite someone to touch your soul with their bare hands."

Isabella squeezes her husband's hand.

2014-06-05 03:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin returns the favor, then moves behind her and wraps his arms around her waist. It's out of a mixture of love, affection, and the desire to comfort her a little about a topic that they've both been on the receiving end of. Snuggle.

2014-06-05 03:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial is a little weirded out by his alt so easily snuggling an alt of his wife. But he doesn't say anything, except, "That sounds terrible."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yyyyep."

Isabella leans into Adarin.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The only things that can happen to me through Cricket - not that I wouldn't strenuously object if someone harmed him - are unmaking if he dies, and magical lockdown if someone casts a certain hex on him."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin nods. "I honestly enjoy having a daemon, but there are risks to having one. I'm glad you can avoid the latter."

He is just going to keep holding his wife, it is comfy and he doesn't see a reason to stop now that they've started.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yeah, it doesn't sound like I want one - what do you like about it?"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Vernaia - my daemon - circumvents some of the social awkwardness I have. She also helps me with my thoughts, and organizing them in general and offering insights that I missed. She offers new ideas to solve problems, except they're still our ideas so they come from the same style of thinking and I don't have to - translate or reinvent them or anything. I'm never truly alone, not with her there, but it's not the pressured sort of 'someone is there,' it's more soothing. Not to mention, she reminds me when I forget to feed myself."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think I would go through notebooks at least two or three times as fast without Path to talk to.  He doesn't count as not-privacy, he gets me, and he can still talk back with his own voice and form memories independently.  Good for multitasking, too."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"But maybe not as useful for a - a you who isn't accustomed to it."

2014-06-05 04:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Perhaps not, but I adjusted well enough.  Though I suppose there would be no other daemons for yours to talk to, which would be a terrible pity."

2014-06-05 04:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"How so? Would they get bored?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, yes, but I mean - daemons talk to each other, and do subtext between two people. Things that would have gone unsaid, if it were just - me.  Or Isabella."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Some people's daemons won't even talk to non-daemons at all.  In general they're working in parallel."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Familiars are kind of limited in their ability to do that because none shares a language - well, much of a language anyway - with more people than their spellbinder.  But otherwise they're independent people."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Do you want me to cast translation spells on your familiars?" offers Adarin.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"No.  Not for Cricket, anyway.  He's - not friendly."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Berathyme would benefit, though."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I can cast it on her, later, then."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You will then have to listen to Cricket commentating," Iobel points out.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, what does he commentate on?"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"People.  Negatively.  He loves me, he's reasonably tolerant of Raney and Kalars, and he despises most everyone else."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do I count as you?" wonders Isabella.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"He hasn't decided, apparently, or he'd be more talkative."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Okay.  Then I can just - not put translation spells on familiars?"
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Familiars are individual people.  Perhaps Berathyme is lovely and everyone around her would benefit from her being able to converse in Marlese.  I don't think you should cast it on Cricket in particular.  But if you already have it on you, you will already have to listen to him, and so will Edarial if you bespell him - I'm thinking about random other people."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Ah, I see."

Pause. "I'll withhold judgement and let my - other decide.  He knows Berathyme better than I do, and would be the one to have to listen to commentary."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"... I would like to leave Cricket and Iobel their privacy."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"We can, if necessary, obtain privacy in the relatively customary way that people who share languages between them all must do.  I certainly want this spell on myself."

2014-06-05 07:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's useful, certainly, I'm just - worried about privacy, some familiars are used to not being understood. Their actions would change if they knew they were understandable."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yes.  I'd tell them as it came up, certainly."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




He nods. "I'll consider it. Maybe it's too useful to pass by, if I consider it. Berathyme can have the spell, at least."
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Do familiars get lonely?  Only being able to talk to one person?"

2014-06-05 20:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"They can learn the vernacular, but it doesn't come naturally to them, they have to learn it all deliberately and don't seem to pick it up from any amount of mere exposure.  But Cricket knows some, enough that he used to staff my till when I ducked out of my shop during the day.  Zevros has been teaching him... choice phrases."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... You let - er, him - teach phrases? If he's - my sister, in male form, that is a bad idea. The ones that aren't curse words will be graphically violent or sexual innuendos."Edited   2014-06-05 20:10 (UTC)
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"They are," sighs Iobel, "but Cricket likes them, and he's reasonably obliging about holding his tongue when I tell him to."
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Good luck."
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"He taught Berathyme phrases, too."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Of course he did. Good luck to you, too."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"She's reasonably circumspect about using them."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Hey, Cricket, can I pet you?" Isabella inquires in Cricket's language.

2014-06-05 20:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket






"I will allow it," deigns Cricket after musing.  He makes his way towards his binder's alt.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Pet pet pet.
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Awww," says Adarin. "That's cute."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Isn't he soft?"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"So soft.  Yes you are.  Soft kitty."
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket purrs quietly.

2014-06-05 20:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin switches to Cricket's language. "May I also pet you?"

He is curious about soft kitties.  He wonders, briefly, if Isabella's going to want to get a cat after this, but then decides that he doesn't mind.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket looks suspiciously at Adarin.  "I don't know.  Are you terrible?  You look a lot like the neglectful one."
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel facepalms.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Eyebrow raise. "I try very hard to not be terrible. Love, have I neglected you?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Never."
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alicornucopia: cricket




"Hmmmm," says Cricket.  "Fine, you may pet me.  But I will bite you if you do it backwards."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Pet, pet, pet, head to tail, gently and carefully.

"You are quite soft."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial doesn't think he wants a translation of the proceedings. He'll just... Stand over here.  Petting Berathyme. Maybe also being a bit miserable.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel... looks at her husband but can't think of anything to say.

2014-06-05 20:34 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella notices but can't think of anything either.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin also notices.  He does have an idea of what to say, though.

"Thank you, Cricket.  Excuse me, please," he says in Cricket's language, then switches to Marlese and addresses Edarial. "May I speak with you?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Sure," sighs Edarial, in his resignation voice.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin gives his wife a quick peck, says, "Be back in a bit, love," and then gently leads Edarial off to have a talk.
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay," agrees Isabella, still petting Cricket.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel watches Edarial and Adarin go, then looks away and watches her alt pet her cat instead.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




When they're far enough away, Adarin says, "Okay, I will be your tactful, non-violent Zeviana with minimal cursing. What are the exact things that are making you miserable?"
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... Everything?"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Everything? Forgive me for the language but while I am standing in for our twin - I am calling bullshit."
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial shrinks a little. "All of the - everything dealing with the throne, or Zevros, or marriage, or Iobel, and it makes it worse that you and - yours are so... Happy. Like if I'd been stronger or cleverer or something I could have prevented it and we could be happy, too."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Hug.

"Thank you.  Okay. Analyzing that - the throne itself doesn't bother you, it's how you got it that does, which ties back into the marriage. Zevros we both know is volatile but there's no bite to his bark, not with you involved. The marriage to Iobel is the real problem here, yes? Everything involving it?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial is hugged.  He nods, then buries his face in his alt's shoulder. "I don't know what to do."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hair pet.

"That's all right. I could tell you what to do, but then you would wonder if you'd have ever gotten there on your own, and that would make it worse. So, I'll just help you come to your own conclusions. Okay?"
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Okay," mumbles Edarial. "How do I - fix my marriage?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Tell me, how valid do you consider a wedding that neither party wants?"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Not... Very?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"So you're not married. A large amount of people just happen to think you are."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"It's... Really not that simple."
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prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Yes it is. Because if you are unofficially not married, that means that you can do it again and get it right."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... But..."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Okay, if your marriage is valid then what sorts of things have you done together?"
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Not really all that much," sighs Edarial.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Mhm.  Bare minimum, what is in your head for what makes a marriage a marriage?  Besides the vows, the vows we both know are meaningless if you don't mean them."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Whatever it is, it's missing, and the fact that it's missing hurts. Right?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Nod nod.
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"So, the marriage is invalid. It does not exist. Then nothing is missing, and you can stop being stuck in your head thinking about how horrible it is. Because if you keep doing that you're going to lose the second chance entirely."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there







Nod.
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Okay, now - good news. If Iobel is even vaguely similar to Isabella, she is a delight. You will get along fantastically if you give it a chance. Stop reading too much into her words, don't act like you're not. I know better, I saw. That's not fair to her, and we both know it."Edited   2014-06-05 21:25 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I... Should probably stop that, yeah..."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"With love, yes, yes you should. You are the emotionally complicated one of the pair of you. You're the one that's all subtext. So - display some actual text or she won't know what to do with you."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... You're meaner than Zevros," complains Edarial.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No, I am being selectively mean and brutally honest. Sorry, but it's the best way to help."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Sigh. "I don't know how to display text anymore. I'm working on it."

2014-06-05 21:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin considers his alt. He considers pushing some more, but... Mmm, no.  Bad idea.

"Okay.  Good, and - hug?  I'm sorry I had to be mean."

2014-06-05 21:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Hug.

"So, in summary - not a valid marriage, and have text."Edited   2014-06-05 21:35 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Essentially.  Are you okay with going back?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Nod.

Back they go.

2014-06-05 21:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you, we're done," says Adarin.

2014-06-05 21:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial is looking less like a raincloud and more thoughtful.  Improvement!

2014-06-05 21:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I am intensely curious, but you probably went off by yourselves for a reason."

2014-06-05 21:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin scoops his wife up into a hug. "Sorry, love."

"I will explain later, I promise," he adds in English.

2014-06-05 21:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Did this conversation have any immediate ramifications I should know about?"

2014-06-05 21:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Yes." He looks at Edarial expectantly.

2014-06-05 21:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






Fidget. "He said that we shouldn't consider ourselves married even though we still would legally be. Also that I need to... 'Have actual text' rather than subtext."

2014-06-05 21:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about






"What content were you previously imagining 'being married' to have besides our actual day-to-day behavior and a legal status?"

2014-06-05 21:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin facepalms.

2014-06-05 21:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial is... Just going to look down at his shoes.

2014-06-05 21:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Do you want me to try and explain it?"

2014-06-05 21:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Oh wow, I want to help her and I do not even - I haven't seen you like this so my expertise is kind of limited," sighs Isabella in her husband's direction.

2014-06-05 21:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Yes.  Please.  Explanations are good."

2014-06-05 21:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin takes his wife's hand and gives it a squeeze. "It's okay, dearest."

To Iobel, he says, "Okay, in a marriage - he and I don't just want it to function.  Lots of things function, but that doesn't make them automatically good.  He has wanted, perhaps expected a marriage he is one member of to do more than function as a government body together. Which is a fancy way of saying that he wants to be in love. And he is extremely distressed that your marriage doesn't have that."

2014-06-05 21:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I was under the impression that was why we were in this garden in the first place," says Iobel.

2014-06-05 21:58 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"The - the layer of detachment is not actually going to help with any things," says Isabella.

2014-06-05 21:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It really isn't," sighs Adarin.

2014-06-05 21:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I'm - aware that I'm doing it but not aware of an alternative."

2014-06-05 22:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... I don't really know of a way to help with that.  Isabella?"

2014-06-05 22:1 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Uh - hmm - let's you and I wander off?"

2014-06-05 22:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"Okay."

Wandering.

2014-06-05 22:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods at his wife, and then goes and gives Edarial another hug.

2014-06-05 22:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Wander wander.

"What?"

2014-06-05 22:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How much of this is you wanting to be queen?"

2014-06-05 22:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Some that, some inkling of might-have-been I had even before you showed up, some concern about political instability if the king gets divorced - he'll also have to re-marry, for legal reasons, so I don't think it would really improve anything if I stepped aside."

2014-06-05 22:6 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay.  I have a small colony over which I am empress.  If you want I will take you home with me and declare you to all and sundry to be my sister and you can be a princess in your own right and help me with my numerous projects and we can set up useful trade and contact between the relevant worlds and you can accomplish things with at least as much scope as you're currently looking at and there will be a portal so you can still visit your parents.  I'm not worried that much about the country - this situation is, in fact, unstable until you fix it, eventually one or the other of you will have officially had it, and he'll make a fine king as long as his consort is no worse than 'vaguely inoffensive'.  So.  On the what-might-have-been basis, and any concern you have for his personal life and its comfort if he marries some vaguely inoffensive girl.  What do you want, Iobel?"Edited   2014-06-05 22:12 (UTC)


2014-06-05 22:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation






"You look happy."

2014-06-05 22:13 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"We are deliriously, preposterously, flagrantly happy."

2014-06-05 22:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"But yours seems - better adjusted than mine."

2014-06-05 22:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well.  Yes, considerably, but yours will work on it - not as fast as we do, but that doesn't mean he can't get anywhere."

2014-06-05 22:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"How fast is not fast, I don't know how to undetach when all I have to attach to is acting like I'm an acid-spitting porcuipine."

2014-06-05 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Good question.  I'm not saying you should leap instantly into being as sappy as Adarin and I are, that would probably be uncomfortable for everyone involved even if you managed the choreography.  I'm not sure.  I wonder if you'd be well-served talking about things other than the two of you?  Like, going for a walk in the garden is a reasonable idea but I'm not sure it's the best idea.  Mine didn't exactly ask me out for milkshakes and quiz me about my childhood as a bonding exercise, there was no explicit bonding exercise, we had stuff to do."

2014-06-05 22:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"We have things to do, but we haven't exactly been collaborating.  I've been finding bits and pieces without help for months and more recently he's been - delegating."

2014-06-05 22:22 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"...Okay, maybe my resume will help him promote you to actual cooperative work of some kind if you don't have enough of a concrete accomplishment collection on your own."

2014-06-05 22:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't think it's entirely lack of confidence in my skills; he's also just used to working by himself, I think."

2014-06-05 22:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Maybe Adarin can help him on that front."

2014-06-05 22:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I also actually don't know anything about running a country but what I've managed to piece together recently."

2014-06-05 22:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Then he should teach you.  Front-load some effort now and collect on the investment later.  And then he can watch you be awesome, if he's an Adarin he is equipped to notice you being awesome in exactly the right way."Edited   2014-06-05 22:28 (UTC)


2014-06-05 22:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"What, exactly?"

2014-06-05 22:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I have not detected any deficiencies in the noticing of my awesome, although I hesitate to declare improvement literally impossible."

2014-06-05 22:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Heh."

2014-06-05 22:29 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You have stuff to do besides running this country, now, anyway, you have first contact with a new world to manage, and he's no better or more practiced at that than you are."

2014-06-05 22:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






2014-06-05 22:30 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"C'mon."

And back to their husbands they go.

2014-06-05 22:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hello," says Adarin. "Anything you need me to do, my dear?"

He and Edarial have stopped hugging.

2014-06-05 22:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Vouch for my competence at running political units and give your alternate tips on collaborative political-unit-running so he will work with her and teach her what he knows instead of just assigning her things."

2014-06-05 22:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That I can do!" 

He looks at Edarial. "Speaking of my knowledge of Isabella: extremely, absurdly competent. If she doesn't know what's going on she will catch on quickly. She is good at being empress, or in this case, queen. I do not mean that she is just good at running the place, I mean that she has an extremely good set of priorities. So if nothing else, she is fantastic to collaborate with. Just - share what you are doing, why you are doing it, ask her to do the same with you and I promise it will just work."

2014-06-05 22:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Semi-skeptical look, but Edarial nods.

2014-06-05 22:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel detects skepticism.

Sigh.

2014-06-05 22:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin frowns at Edarial. "You're being subtext again.  Stop it."

2014-06-05 22:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"I'm a little concerned about trusting an entire country to..." He trails off. He gets a look from his alt. "Fine!  Okay, she has been nothing but cold and - and distant and I keep trying to tell her things and I get no emotional response from her. I am worried that if I hand her a country she will react the same with the people under her care."

2014-06-05 22:55 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Wow, ouch, but, not subtext, so that's good."

2014-06-05 22:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Emotional responses do not feed the hungry - they could conceivably stop wars under the right conditions but my skills do not lie in rhetoric so I focus my efforts elsewhere - emotional responses will not get contraptions invented or cram spells into my head any better or line up economic incentive neatly - and if they don't help, and if I can control them, I will control them and have those pieces of energy left for being useful.  You've seen me with Cricket and with my mother, you know I'm not some kind of ambulatory statue."

2014-06-05 22:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Immediate family members and total strangers are two different beasts. I saw you heal some people, that was promising, but it very well could have been a political move so that if things went south you would have people indebted to you. Other than that - I know you as the woman who glares without explanation and gives no response when I try and explain myself!"

2014-06-05 23:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Oh, my, that's half of the problem, right there. She's not under your wall of paranoia, is she?"

2014-06-05 23:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"No."

2014-06-05 23:7 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...Wait, what?"

2014-06-05 23:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"You think I healed people who were most recently found in the employ of the man who poisoned and kidnapped my familiar because I thought they'd do me favors later?  What kind of plan is that?  And you have since learned the reason!  Why hasn't it percolated yet?"

2014-06-05 23:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"That doesn't mean that you're going to miraculously get good at explaining why when it concerns me to know! The lack of that is extremely bad!"

2014-06-05 23:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"... Okay, hold on, please, both of you. Iobel, there is a thing you should know about my alternate.  He is extremely paranoid.  As in, my list of people I trusted was at two before I met Isabella. One of them was dead at the time, and the other was my sister."Edited   2014-06-05 23:15 (UTC)


2014-06-05 23:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"What does he think I'm going to do, then?"

2014-06-05 23:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Well I'd have to know the specifics of his life to get things exactly, but from what I can guess - right now, he is aware that you want to be queen. Because of that single fact alone, he is probably quietly worried that you're going to do any combination of the following: kill, depose, imprison, emotionally torture, or manipulate him. Not because of anything you, personally, did, but because that is what he is used to. And you haven't gotten past the wall of paranoia yet, so you are at a disadvantage."Edited   2014-06-05 23:23 (UTC)


2014-06-05 23:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain






Iobel pinches the bridge of her nose.

"Maybe I had better go home with you and be Isabella's sister-princess after all.  Daemon or no.  I don't suppose it helps at all that I considered killing him only during the period of time when I expected to be raped and dismissed the idea when that expectation was disconfirmed even though I still thought he'd taken Cricket."

2014-06-05 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin sighs.

"That, right there, that doesn't help. That's you expecting him to know you and what you're like. This is not insulting, this isn't - him being vengeful against you because you glared at him a lot, this is him being too scared to let anyone in."

2014-06-05 23:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I do hope for basic charity of interpretation from even total strangers."

2014-06-05 23:36 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs her.

2014-06-05 23:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... Sorry," says Edarial.

2014-06-05 23:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




Iobel looks at him but doesn't say anything.

2014-06-05 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Would it help," says Adarin, "if he told you about what his childhood was like and why exactly he is paranoid?  Or if he doesn't want to, I can tell you about mine, and you can extrapolate what his was like and get why he is paranoid."

2014-06-05 23:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I really don't know.  So far all of this seems to have plausibly worsened the situation.  But I have a standing job offer on another planet now so why not, go for broke."

2014-06-05 23:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Okay.  Mine, then, because I've pretty neatly moved on and give no fucks about it anymore. My mom was insane, waffling between creepily saccharine sweet and absolutely terrifying. To the point where I did not know what would set her off, so I avoided her. Birth-father, nonexistent, I had guardians, but they were not - parents. If you recall that thing I mentioned about my magic if I'm almost out of mana - I went through it.  When I was eleven.  Because they blackmailed into doing it to see what my actual mana reserves were, so they could more accurately use me to make things. They did it to my sister, too, multiple times because her reserve's higher than mine and they wanted cool magic things."

2014-06-05 23:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial stares at Adarin.

2014-06-05 23:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Now, it wasn't all bad, that was when Veron got involved, and he was basically the best father ever, but he couldn't always be there, because they wouldn't let him.  So for most of my childhood it was me and my sister against basically everyone. Consent was basically not a thing that either of us were allowed to have, she got men thrown at her - and she is extremely gay - and I got badgered endlessly to fuck everyone. When I was - fourteen, fifteen. Then they gave up badgering me, and started using drugs.  I only barely escaped getting raped because my sister caught on and beat the everliving shit of out the perpetrator."

He looks at Edarial. "Any of this sounding familiar?"

2014-06-05 23:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... I didn't have the - dad."

2014-06-05 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin scoots over and hugs him.

"I can go on, but - essentially, it is not your fault, but you need to be aware of it because apparently it is just destined for me to be surrounded by terrible people."

2014-06-06 00:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Anticlimactically, Iobel's spell goes off.

"There's your anti-clumsy, Isabella," she murmurs.

2014-06-06 00:2 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Thanks," says Isabella, equally quiet.

2014-06-06 00:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin keeps hugging Edarial, because he is pretty sure he needs it right now.

2014-06-06 00:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... I-I am... Extremely sorry, that it - does this," mutters Edarial. "I don't mean to just - assume everyone is plotting something terrible."

2014-06-06 00:7 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I mean, a lot of the people around you legitimately are.  Iobel isn't, I can state that roughly as confidently as I can state that you're an alt of my husband and she's an alt of me for any definition of 'alt' worth considering."

2014-06-06 00:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Okay. Thanks."

2014-06-06 00:9 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"You're welcome."

2014-06-06 00:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel picks up Cricket again.

"I want to be queen because I think I'd be good at it if y- with practice," she amends.  "Good queens get more done than good magic shop proprietors.  I very much doubt that whoever you'd marry if I divorced you would be a better queen or for that matter that much more comfortable a spouse.  But if there is this much indelible suspicion - if I can't have even the minimal benefit of the doubt from you that I extend to people I have not even met - then I'm not going to be a very good queen in practice and I should go be a very good princess now that I've been offered it, even though I don't overmuch want a daemon.  If I cannot have that today, then I do want to know how long I am supposed to wait."

2014-06-06 00:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I do honestly want the country to have the best chance it can. Meaning if you will be a good queen, then I'll help you do that. That being said, it's - I mean, it's really helpful to have another me telling me that it will be okay. But I keep trying and you keep being incredibly cold and that doesn't exactly make it easy to trust you. So I don't know what the timetable would be for me letting you in? But I could help you be queen. By... Actually teaching you."

2014-06-06 00:28 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...I think we have a nasty catch-22 here."

2014-06-06 00:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"You think?" mutters Iobel.

2014-06-06 00:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial makes a little sad sound.

2014-06-06 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin hugs him. "Would a - trial period help?  Where he shows you how to queen and you both see if you work together as well as Isabella and I do? Then after that you can decide if you want to be a sister princess or a queen. We'll need some time before making the portal anyway, mana and all."

2014-06-06 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm not actually sure that's going to help - Iobel has a point that we are plausibly making things worse.  I'm - hm.  The catch-22 in question is that Iobel is having a hell of a hard time mustering personal warmth for someone who not only does not especially trust but also apparently mistrusts her, and Edarial's having a hard time trusting someone who's coming off as cold, and I'm not sure how to - cut the Gordian knot, so to speak - Iobel, why do you love your cat?  He's so obnoxious you don't want him to be able to talk to other people if you can help it, why do you like him?"

2014-06-06 00:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about






"Are you looking for a list or a pivotal insight?"

2014-06-06 00:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Second thing."

2014-06-06 00:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"This is about the noticing thing you mentioned, isn't it.  Cricket detests most everybody, but he produces reasons on inspection - that they're careless or cruel or stupid or whatever - and they are reasons that he has observed legitimately don't apply to me, and consequently he's fond of me.  He isn't just indiscriminately affectionate or loyal to me because I'm his binder, he loves me for reasons."Edited   2014-06-06 00:40 (UTC)


2014-06-06 00:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Noticing thing?" asks Adarin.

2014-06-06 00:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Your wife," says Iobel dryly, "mentioned as a perk of the relationship that you are good at noticing how awesome she is in precisely correct ways."

2014-06-06 00:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Head tilt.

"Well that's convenient. I hadn't even meant to do that but I am not complaining, my wife is awesome. But on topic - I think queening would help," he says.  He looks at Isabella, and adds, "Recall that I find you talking about economics incredibly hot. It would probably help."Edited   2014-06-06 00:54 (UTC)


2014-06-06 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Supply.  Demand.  Compound interest," deadpans Isabella.  "I'm not completely optimistic - I mean, presumably they can do the work, but if she just does the work and isn't smiley and friendly while she's doing it because everything about him is screaming I actively dislike you and expect you to do potentially horrifying things?  Remember that when we met I was in a fairly good mood and managed to impress you with pretty much the first substantive thing I said beyond 'yes of course you have a talking bird why wouldn't you have a talking bird'."

2014-06-06 00:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Oh goodness, keep that up and I'll tackle you where you stand," drawls Adarin, amused. "And we would scar my poor alt."

More seriously, he says, "I don't think I am capable of actively disliking someone who does what you do. Even if Iobel isn't smiley and friendly, she would still be doing that. So admiration of some kind would follow."

2014-06-06 01:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I don't actively dislike her," says Edarial. "She's just - frustrating. And occasionally distressing."

2014-06-06 01:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It's not like I have been eating bonbons and playing board games with my cat for the last several months," Iobel points out.  "I've been doing my best."

2014-06-06 01:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Yeah.  Thank you for it," he says, sincerely.

2014-06-06 01:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And you're welcome.  But Adarin's optimism seems already contradicted, is the point."

2014-06-06 01:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Well, during most of the last few months I was avoiding you because you were - not personable for completely understandable reasons. So I - admittedly might have missed most of it?"

2014-06-06 01:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well.  I took notes."

2014-06-06 01:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan






"... May I read them?"

2014-06-06 01:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'll have to translate them into Marlese and separate them out from neighboring personal things, but yes."

2014-06-06 01:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "Thank you."

2014-06-06 01:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You're welcome.  Shouldn't take me more than a day or so, I haven't found that many things to do."

2014-06-06 01:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I've liked what you've done so far with the things I've given over."

2014-06-06 01:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel rejects two potential responses and finally settles on, "I'm glad."

2014-06-06 01:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles at her, a bit.

2014-06-06 01:22 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella leans on her husband with a hopeful smile.

2014-06-06 01:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat






2014-06-06 01:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"They'll figure it out, love," he murmurs to her, in English. "I kind of feel like if there's a next time with another pair of us I should just... Not mention the paranoia."

2014-06-06 01:24 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It would still be there, wouldn't it?" Isabella replies.

2014-06-06 01:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah. So it might not solve anything after all. But you made it past my paranoia wall pretty nicely, and I don't think you were aware how deep it went at the time."

2014-06-06 01:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I wasn't, but - she was aware that he wasn't treating her like a trusted ally, even if the exact underlying psychology was a mystery."

2014-06-06 01:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"True. He's also more of a - mess than I was."

2014-06-06 01:29 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.

2014-06-06 01:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle.

2014-06-06 01:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial notices the conversation, but obviously doesn't understand a word of it.  He raises an eyebrow, but doesn't ask.

2014-06-06 01:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Anyway," says Iobel.  "It sounds like you need to be in this world for a while, but I'm not sure how we are going to explain both suddenly having identical twins.  Who are, I think, slightly younger than us.  Did you come with a plan for that in mind?"

2014-06-06 01:34 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yep, I can cast notice-me-not spells on me and Adarin and we can follow you.  The drawback is that you won't be able to see us and he won't be able to see me - I will still be able to see him because I have a blessing that covers this sort of thing - but we will be able to follow you until you tell us all clear."

2014-06-06 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I will endeavor to be a duckling," says Adarin dryly.

2014-06-06 01:37 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Assuming you want us in your place, of course.  If you don't we have sufficient stuff to camp out and I can fly around on this thing," she gestures with her cloud-pine, "to someplace appropriate for camping."

2014-06-06 01:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I don't see any obvious reason you shouldn't be in a palace guest room as long as you are unobtrusive as you say."

2014-06-06 01:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Agreed."

2014-06-06 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good, I can leave the camping to my sister."

2014-06-06 01:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Should I cast those spells now or is there more to discuss first?"

2014-06-06 01:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I can't think of anything we need to discuss right now." He looks at the other married couple. "You?"

2014-06-06 01:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You'll be able to hear us if we think of something to say on the way there, yes?"

2014-06-06 01:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yep!"

2014-06-06 01:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Then, no, nothing we couldn't handle indoors."

2014-06-06 01:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods.

2014-06-06 01:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Then in that case - all free for spelling, I am excited to be doused in herbs."

2014-06-06 01:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella kisses him, rummages in her portal bag, comes up with some herbs, douses him in them, and recites her verse.  He is unnoticeable.  She does the same to herself.  She is also unnoticeable.

2014-06-06 01:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...Okay," says Iobel.  "Home, I guess."

2014-06-06 01:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Home," he agrees.

2014-06-06 01:53 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin likes his wife's magic, but he kind of wishes he could at least like - hold her hand while she was unnoticeable.  Oh well.  He will follow Iobel and Edarial.

2014-06-06 01:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The canal boats might be awkward," remarks Iobel as they head for the exit of the garden.  "But you - they - it is hard to address unnoticeable people - flying would be a reasonable way to follow us, we won't be traveling that fast or become untrackable at any point."

2014-06-06 01:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




...Now Isabella has to figure out how to wrestle Adarin onto her cloudpine while he's incapable of paying attention to her or anything she does.  Well, if she can't manage it she can break his spell and start over while he's on the branch.

2014-06-06 01:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




While he is briefly confused by being wrestled onto a branch, he is still capable of logic, and puts the pieces together as to why he's being wrestled.  So, he doesn't resist. Onto the branch he goes!Edited   2014-06-06 02:04 (UTC)


2014-06-06 02:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Okay, cool.  Isabella will fly after the canal-traveling monarchs.

2014-06-06 02:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Walk walk walk.  Boat boat boat.

2014-06-06 02:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




All of those things!

Edarial isn't very talkative on the trip back to the palace.

2014-06-06 02:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Neither's Iobel.  Well, she's talking to Cricket, summarizing the conversation for him, but not otherwise.

2014-06-06 02:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Yeah. Berathyme is a bit curious about the conversation, but accepts a brief explanation without fuss and goes back to sleeping.

2014-06-06 02:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin is a little annoyed with them for being so blatantly awkward, but - well, not much he can do about it. He'll just keep being flown by his unnoticeable wife.

2014-06-06 02:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




And here is the palace.

Iobel heads to a corridor that she knows to contain empty and little-trafficked guest rooms.

2014-06-06 02:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




They are free of people! How convenient!

"Think this would be a good spot for them to reveal themselves?" he asks.

2014-06-06 02:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"In a room, I think, in case someone comes up the stairs unexpectedly."

Iobel picks a room, holds the door open for a good long time, and then closes it.

2014-06-06 02:17 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella breaks her own spell by poking her alt hard in the forehead.

2014-06-06 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"What sorts of things break the spell?" asks Adarin, when he can see his wife again.

2014-06-06 02:19 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Anything a little too - attention-getting.  I don't think you can do anything to me to end it because I can already see you, but if you - I don't know, pull Edarial's hair or try to take his shoes off or something."

2014-06-06 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Okay," he says.  Then he decides to be boring and pokes Edarial in the forehead. "Hello."Edited   2014-06-06 02:23 (UTC)


2014-06-06 02:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Hello.  So, this is the palace.  You can have this room, if you keep the door locked the servants shouldn't bother you."

2014-06-06 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Thank you," says Adarin. "If we find them anyway, do we uh - pretend to be you, or something?"

2014-06-06 02:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I... don't really know how that would be taken.  People don't know very much about me, so Isabella can probably get away with being my sister, but everyone knows Edarial's twin is not identical.  That spell was pretty fast, maybe just recast it if someone bangs on the door?"

2014-06-06 02:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That could work.  Or I could hide, I suppose."

2014-06-06 02:32 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And if we're going to have to prowl the castle we can just cast it beforehand and be fine," says Isabella.  "Worst case scenario you can tell people the truth or claim to have produced us by magic."

2014-06-06 02:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Your clothes are a bit strange, though I suppose we could explain it away as us inventing a doppelganger spell.  Or something."Edited   2014-06-06 02:35 (UTC)


2014-06-06 02:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I suppose we could loan you clothes."

2014-06-06 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"You could, but these are magic."

2014-06-06 02:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin grins. "Yup! I like practical things."

2014-06-06 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"They're armor!  Fancy armor."

2014-06-06 02:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Well, I suppose the situation where you're observed closely enough to be noticed wearing anything at all is also the case where you might conceivably want to be wearing armor."

2014-06-06 02:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Paranoid!" says Adarin. "You're fine, Edarial's fine, my love is fine, but for other people, I am going to wear armor. Besides, Isabella likes her silks."

2014-06-06 02:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I do!  They're pretty and you decorated them for me."

2014-06-06 02:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aww, thank you!" He gives his wife a kiss, because she is his wife and he loves her. 

2014-06-06 02:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial is vaguely weirded out by an alt of him kissing Isabella so casually.

2014-06-06 02:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel's more - wistful.

2014-06-06 02:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Anyway.  Do you want to do your monarching-together supervised or un-?"

She's mostly asking Edarial.

2014-06-06 02:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Unsupervised, please. I do agree that you might have made things a bit worse overall."

2014-06-06 02:47 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sorry."

2014-06-06 02:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"It's okay," he says, smiling a bit. "You meant well, and - some parts of it were honestly comforting."

2014-06-06 02:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Which parts?  If there's two sets of us maybe there's more, who knows how many times we'll be doing this."

2014-06-06 02:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"General information that the relationship isn't doomed from the start, confirmation that she would make a good queen. That I could be happy." He motions to Adarin.

2014-06-06 02:55 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella pulls a notebook out of her portal bag - it's one of the decorated ones - and writes this down.

2014-06-06 02:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial looks at Iobel. "What about you?  Things that helped, things that didn't?"

2014-06-06 03:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"More talking, less flaunting, more figuring out the details of our situation before making assumptions based on yours."

2014-06-06 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Fair.  Sorry."

2014-06-06 03:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It's understandable.  You seem - very comfortable with each other - and it's probably barely conscious.  The flaunting."

2014-06-06 03:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I was not trying to flaunt," he agrees. "... How much were we flaunting?"

2014-06-06 03:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"A lot. It's very obvious."

2014-06-06 03:4 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I was trying to tone it down a little..."

2014-06-06 03:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Then you must be virtually unbearable under ordinary circumstances.  Congratulations."

2014-06-06 03:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We're very proud."

2014-06-06 03:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You're very lucky."

2014-06-06 03:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I will not agree with you aloud because flaunting."

2014-06-06 03:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin just smiles and resists the urge to kiss his wife.  He takes her hand, though.

2014-06-06 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Squeeze.

2014-06-06 03:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"...So, we should go do some unsupervised monarching, is I think the takeaway."

2014-06-06 03:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yup!"

2014-06-06 03:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Apparently so."

2014-06-06 03:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Is there anything on your plate right now?" Iobel asks Edarial.

2014-06-06 03:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




He names off an entire list of things - there's a thing having to do with unrest two cities over, some ambassadors arriving, his attempts to get some nice potential trade routes paved to poke the economy, and a new canal that's being constructed. Apparently he has been busy.

2014-06-06 03:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel takes notes and departs the guest room so that the rest of this business can be conducted without flagrantly cheerful alts breathing down their necks.

"What are they unrestful about?" she inquires.

2014-06-06 03:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"A mess my mother made. She ripped a nice house out from under a noble family and handed it to someone else entirely on a whim. They've caught on to me generally undoing things she's done, and now they're demanding they get their house back.  Problem is, the people living in it now have actually been extremely helpful towards country-fixing purposes. Except, favoritism. Leads to other problems."

2014-06-06 03:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Are they helpful enough that you could honor them with an invitation to live in the castle for a year doing helpful things, then give them a different house?  Nataliem's maybe, I'm assuming you went ahead and confiscated his stuff."

2014-06-06 03:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Confiscated his stuff, plied some of his family members with a few heirlooms so they didn't raise a fuss, but his house is mine. I could honor them, but they have children and I'm not sure how they would feel about uprooting them and bringing them to court."

2014-06-06 03:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"How old are the children?"Edited   2014-06-06 03:52 (UTC)


2014-06-06 03:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Uhh... One's four, one's seven, and the last is twelve.  I think."

2014-06-06 03:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Do they want to attend the school my mother works at?  I'm an alumna and can get them reduced tuition even if I don't ask my mom about it.  It's a good school, I can talk it up given the chance.  And it's in Emavan."

2014-06-06 03:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Hmm.  Maybe, that's a good idea. We can always ask."

2014-06-06 03:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Also, we should absolutely be using our wealthy alts to render all forms of relatively physically compact trade goods fungible.  They said they're rich, and I think they're helpfully disposed enough that they'd be willing to trade us anything for anything and dispose of what they can't use themselves within their own economy.  If we have any shortages of anything in particular and comfortable surpluses of anything else that they don't have strictly better version of in their world."

2014-06-06 03:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"The problem with that is I'm not sure what kinds of things they'd need. I don't know the full extent of their magic or technology levels, it's entirely possible that we are completely eclipsed. But, we don't know, so - we should go ask."

2014-06-06 04:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"She uses herbs.  We have those.  If her immortality and resurrection spells also use herbs, she needs lots of them - there weren't any left on the ground after she cast the notice-me-not spell, they vanished completely.  There was a bow and arrows strapped to her tree branch, so at least some people in their world use those too.  They wear fabric."

2014-06-06 04:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"The arrows - yes, possibly, but the herbs, I'd have to know more in order to talk of anything more than theory. But it's kind of pointless if we don't know what herbs they want. They might have herbs we don't have here, or vice versa. I'm not against the idea, but I think we should find out more from them before we make assumptions about what they need. It's worth looking into, certainly, but only if we find out the scope of what sorts of things they're looking for."

2014-06-06 04:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't know what we have or need yet, either.  I'm just tossing out the general principle and pointing out that they're not so far advanced that they have grown past the need for things like... plants."

2014-06-06 04:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial doesn't really think it's very useful to mess around with 'what ifs' of trade agreements for people he knows nearly nothing about other than being a more flagrantly cheerful version of them. Especially when the people are not actually present.

"Okay. Feel free to bring it up to them," he sighs. "I never said I was against the general principle, just against the lack of any knowledge about the subject."

2014-06-06 04:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel looks away, frustrated, and picks up Cricket again from where he's been following at her heels.

2014-06-06 04:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




This is going to be a long day. This is why he was delegating, with easy problems.

"The ambassadors are to try and coax a trade route out of Lathalind - that's where the roads would be going if we can manage it," he tells her, because he is going to at least try to work with her.

2014-06-06 04:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why do they need coaxing?" she asks.

2014-06-06 04:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Because my mother single-handedly fucked everything over."

2014-06-06 04:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...and Lathalind in particular is irritated, apprehensive, skeptical of our ability to produce useful trade goods, what?"Edited   2014-06-06 04:27 (UTC)


2014-06-06 04:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Apprehensive and skeptical that we are a safe place to travel and trade with.  I think several members are irritated, but not the country as a whole."

2014-06-06 04:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Safe as in controlling the risk of highway robbery or safe as in not planning to declare war on them or safe in some other sense or all of the above?"

2014-06-06 04:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"In the sense that they are worried they will randomly lose their property to the crown, but highway robbery is a problem, too. I am also trying to fix that, but that's more of a long-term thing."

2014-06-06 04:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"As in - seizure of loads of this or that on the road.  Is the current plan to be handling all of the trade expeditions under the direct auspices of the Crown?  I would imagine that given most conditions of the prevalence of bandits and public confidence in your ability to keep your hands off random cartsful of dye and rice and candles some private traders would be inclined to take the risk and then the leadership of Lathalind would risk nothing in particular by encouraging the road unless they expected you to actually invade them by it."Edited   2014-06-06 04:38 (UTC)


2014-06-06 04:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"It's not, but I'm having trouble finding private traders of Marlatia that are not terrified of royalty. So."

2014-06-06 05:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Would they be noticeably less frightened of me?"

2014-06-06 05:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Possibly? It would depend on the trader, but it's worth a shot, certainly."

2014-06-06 05:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  I'm willing to talk to them as long as I go in having an idea what I can and cannot commit to over the course of the conversation."

2014-06-06 05:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial nods. "I can give ideas of both. That would be extremely helpful." Pause. "Thank you."

2014-06-06 05:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You're welcome."

2014-06-06 05:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




And then it's back on to fixing things. Obsessively. There are a lot of problems with one country. 

2014-06-06 05:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel is deficient in experience and detailed background information.  And occasionally tact.

But not in other requisite attributes.

After a while she sends Cricket to talk to the visitors, since he can and he promises to be cordial and no one else will be able to eavesdrop effectively if they speak his language, and ask about the fungibility through interworld trade thing.

Cricket comes back with a list of recognizable herbs that Isabella is willing to trade pretty much arbitrary things for in large quantity.Edited   2014-06-06 05:20 (UTC)


2014-06-06 05:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial takes a bit to adjust to her competence, but once he does, he starts laying out problems with requisite detailed background information and his potential solutions and their effects, and works from there, rather than being patronizing. He is no slouch in other requisite attributes, either, but he tends towards thinking economically and politically rather than branching out a bit more. Iobel turns out to be helpful in several situations, though many he's got covered and just handles.

He is less awkward and distant when running a country. Actually, he warms up to Iobel a bit as they work, though not to 'flaunting' levels. It's progress, though. Some.

2014-06-06 05:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel's focused almost absolutely on the tasks presented and not on Edarial at all.  She relaxes a little, around the shoulders, in her voice, when the patronization goes away.  It streamlines the conversation; she no longer has to fight down the feeling that she's being actively goaded.  It would be premature to describe her as "warm".

2014-06-06 05:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




That is something. Probably.

2014-06-06 06:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




She's not really speeding up his work at this time.  There's too much time spent on filling her in.  But she's taking notes and will probably be less time-consuming to have around on future occasions.

2014-06-06 06:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial does get time investment, logically. It's a thing he supports, even. So he manages to be reasonably patient with her and fill her in every time it's necessary, he just - has to force himself to slow down and explain for her. He's not used to actively going slow, he's used to multi-tasking large amounts of things and bouncing between then as they gestate. It quietly bothers him, but he does like having someone to actually talk to about work, so he deals with it and slows down. Though she will probably have to remind him a few times.

2014-06-06 06:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




She stops him and asks questions whenever she has them, certainly.

2014-06-06 06:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




That works. He answers them, gives reasons for why he does what he does, and then moves on to the next problem.  Occasionally his actual top speed shows a bit, but he slows down when she needs him to. Obviously he is actively trying to help her with being a queen.

2014-06-06 06:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




That is good of him.

It's not so much that she does any given thing very slowly, it's only that she needs to do more steps than he does.  Including the notetaking.  She refers to things she wrote down earlier in the conversation once in a while.

And, every once in a greater while, the questions she asks lead to clever sideways - cheats, sidestepping part of all of a problem or subtask.

2014-06-06 06:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He waits for the notetaking, and eventually he starts helping with background information necessary to skip the steps completely unprompted by a problem to solve.

When she finds clever cheats, Edarial is extremely pleased. He compliments her every time, honestly, and genuinely.

2014-06-06 06:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Well, that's a way to get a smile out of her.

2014-06-06 06:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




That was not why he was giving the compliments, he tries not to be in the habit of ignoring good work.  But he's not going to complain about the results.

2014-06-06 06:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel sends Cricket to the kitchens to have food sent to where they're working, after it's been long enough.  And then sends him to ask their alts if they have enough food or if someone needs to bring them some.  Cricket obligingly runs these errands.  It's the most she's had Cricket away from her person since Edarial has known her to have access to him.

2014-06-06 06:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




This is a good idea.  Edarial forgets to feed himself, sometimes, at least someone remembers.

He's not going to ask why Cricket is away from her person so much recently. He's tempted to, but doesn't dare, because they are functioning and he does not want to screw that up. Work, work, work.

(Berathyme is bored by obsessive work, she finds a sunny spot by a window to curl up at.)

2014-06-06 07:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




When Cricket returns with the news that the visitors have plenty of food for the duration of their stay if it would be inconvenient to discreetly feed them, Iobel translates this message for Edarial while flipping through pages of notes to find something in her records about the personality of some relevant member of gentry.

2014-06-06 07:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Probably a bit inconvenient, but we can manage it if they're going to be living off of bread or something for however long they're here," he replies. "It seems excessively mean to have helpful guests that are - us - and not make sure they're treated well.  Even if they're extremely flaunty."Edited   2014-06-06 07:07 (UTC)


2014-06-06 07:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"They didn't tell Cricket what they'd be eating, and the word chosen was 'inconvenient' as opposed to something more like 'intractable', but I do imagine if we have the chance to bring them something hot they'd appreciate it."

2014-06-06 07:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Mhm. Maybe not an entire fancy meal, but probably some hot chocolate or something," he agrees. "I can just blame it on my brother and say he is feeling voracious." 

2014-06-06 07:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Should we tell your brother about our alts?"

2014-06-06 07:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Pause. "... Yes. Yes we should. It'd slipped my mind, sorry."

2014-06-06 07:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"There's no need to apologize to me about it.  Should we wrap up all - this?"  She gestures at paperwork and notes and scrolls.  "And do it now?"

2014-06-06 07:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Mm. Sure, sooner I tell him the less annoyed he will be with me."

2014-06-06 07:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Do you want me there or should I find something else to do?"

2014-06-06 07:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"No preference. Would you like to be there, or do something else?"

2014-06-06 07:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I suspect I might be useful at explaining.  Perhaps we should show him the pair of them, and then if he spends any amount of time staring with his jaw hanging open I can catch up on comparing life stories with Isabella in the lull."

2014-06-06 07:18 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Sure, let's go with that. We'll find him and ask him to come with us."

He organizes the various items necessary for running a country, and then, off they go to find his brother.

2014-06-06 07:20 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




There he is! Doing something that does not involve weaponry, even. Look at him... Napping. Just, in the middle of everything, on a bench. He twitches awake at footsteps.

"Mmrh?" he says, then he peers sleepily at Edarial and Iobel. "Oh, hey." (Yawn.) "Have fun on the date?"Edited   2014-06-06 07:24 (UTC)


2014-06-06 07:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, we found something interesting."

2014-06-06 16:55 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Ooo.  Did you find a pony? Or the secrets of the universe?  I bet it was a pony."

2014-06-06 22:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial snorts. "It's not a pony."

2014-06-06 22:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It is, to a significant extent, the secrets of the universe."

2014-06-06 22:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"... Oooo!  Possibly better than a pony, if it makes Edarial stop being mopey.  What'd you find?"

He hops off of his bench and looks at them expectantly.

2014-06-06 22:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's easier to just show you."

2014-06-06 22:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Okay!  Then show me, what's the thing?"

2014-06-06 23:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's people, as it happens."  Iobel leads the way to the relevant corridor.

2014-06-06 23:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Ooo, people. I bet they're spellbinders, you and Edarial would not be excited if they weren't magic. Did they give you charts on fancy, fancy spells?"

2014-06-06 23:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"No new spellcharts."

2014-06-06 23:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"... Okay, so I am kind of confused about why you are excited, but I will roll with it. Are they fun people? Or boring?"

2014-06-06 23:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I think they're very interesting.  And I think you will too."

2014-06-06 23:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Seconded."

2014-06-06 23:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Ooo, okay. Interesting but not necessarily fun.  Hmm. What's interesting but not necessarily fun..."

2014-06-06 23:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"You're not going to guess it," says Iobel as they approach the corridor.

2014-06-06 23:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"That's no reason to not try! Are they another set of monarchs that are going to help you monarch or something? Ari's mentioned wanting allies, is it that?"

2014-06-06 23:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Sort of."

2014-06-06 23:10 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Soooort of, hmmm."

2014-06-06 23:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Sort of," agrees Iobel.  "But that's not why they're interesting."

And she knocks on the door and says in Cricket's language, "It's us, with Edarial's brother."

2014-06-06 23:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh boy," laughs Adarin in English. "This'll be strange.  Love, ready to meet my other me's male replacement of my sister?"

2014-06-06 23:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sure, why not."

2014-06-06 23:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin opens the door. "Hello," he says brightly in Marlese.

2014-06-06 23:15 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better







"... Yup.  Definitely would not have guessed that."

2014-06-06 23:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"In our world, you're a girl!" Isabella says brightly.

2014-06-06 23:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"What."

2014-06-06 23:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Zevros, this is a second set of - us. From another - what did you call it? World?"

2014-06-06 23:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Plane's more precise, but world works, too.  Hello!  I'm Adarin and this is Isabella. Lovely to meet you."

2014-06-06 23:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"And I am a girl in your world."

2014-06-06 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yes.  Yes you are, honestly this is quite strange. You're taller than I am but you're - my sister.  But not."

2014-06-06 23:20 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"You think it's strange. Pfff. Am I a hot girl?"

2014-06-06 23:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Her girlfriend seems to think so."

2014-06-06 23:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Well it's not like I'm going to fuck her, I just want to be sure that I am fucking gorgeous in every world."

2014-06-06 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin facepalms. "Oh yes.  You are definitely my sister as a man."

2014-06-06 23:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Let's all go in the room, in case someone comes into this hall."

2014-06-06 23:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Agreed."

Everyone is ushered inside, and the door is closed. "Questions, Zevros?"

2014-06-06 23:28 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Uhhh... Does girl-me get all of the ladies?"

2014-06-06 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin rolls his eyes. "She lives in clan lands, where there is no such thing as money and no nudity taboo," he sighs. "And in her words, it is filled with 'hot witches.'"

2014-06-06 23:30 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Ooo, score. Go girl-me."

2014-06-06 23:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel snorts slightly.  "Anyway.  They have different magic in their respective worlds of origin.  Isabella is a witch and Adarin's - I don't remember if we learned the word - another kind of magic person.  They're not from the same world but are now both living in hers.  And they came to visit and be helpful."

2014-06-06 23:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Mage," provides Adarin. "We came because we saw a pair of us and we would also like to start a plague of utopias."

2014-06-06 23:39 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Okay. Cool.  Now, on to the important stuff - is girl-me any good with a sword?"

2014-06-06 23:40 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I think her girlfriend is teaching her to use a dagger," sighs Isabella, "I haven't seen her with a sword.  Also her name is Zeviana."

2014-06-06 23:41 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Huh!  I would have guessed Zephrys, but Zeviana works too. A dagger?  Pfff, I hope she's not a wuss, that would be such a let down."

2014-06-06 23:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Eye roll. "She'd punch you for even implying it - are we not going to focus on off world magic of two different types?  We're going to focus on aspects of my sister's life? Really?"

2014-06-06 23:43 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win






"Yes.  Yes, really, why, are you surprised?"

2014-06-06 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Sigh.

"No."

2014-06-06 23:45 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"When there's a portal set up perhaps she can visit.  You probably don't want to visit her, you'd get a daemon if you came to my world.  You guys are going to have to decide where you want Adarin to put that, by the way."

2014-06-06 23:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"A whatsit?"

2014-06-06 23:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"We'll think about it.  It should be reasonably out of the way, I think."

2014-06-06 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"A daemon is an external animal-shaped soul.  It presents a worse vulnerability than a familiar and there's much less point to having one if you don't live in a world where they're a thing.  We left ours home, but most people can't get more than across the room from theirs."

2014-06-06 23:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Yeah, pass.  She can come visit me, we can get into a fight or something."

2014-06-06 23:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Riveting," drawls Adarin. "New source of power in the multiverse... But getting into a fight with yourself is more important."Edited   2014-06-06 23:51 (UTC)


2014-06-06 23:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"... Um, yeah? C'mon, not-Ari, snap to it, keep up."

2014-06-06 23:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella pats Adarin on the shoulder comfortingly.  "At least we know for sure that you have the same general sort of twin in both worlds."

2014-06-06 23:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"At least we know," he agrees. "Ana will be happy. It'll be insufferable."

2014-06-06 23:56 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I wonder how many of us there are."

2014-06-06 23:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"If there are legions of us with all sorts of different types of magic and technology, that would be the best thing."

2014-06-06 23:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It would!  I'm excited."

2014-06-06 23:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"In their world," murmurs Iobel, for Zevros's information, "they met in - more comfortable circumstances and are now flagrantly happy together.  They are supposedly trying to tone it down."

2014-06-06 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Sorry.  Uh.  It would... Be helpful to lots of projects if there were legions of us?" says Adarin, a bit more sedately.

2014-06-07 00:0 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together






"That's excessively adorable.  Awww, happy Edarial."

2014-06-07 00:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'll get used to it eventually," Iobel tells Adarin.

2014-06-07 00:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm trying anyway," he says sincerely.

2014-06-07 00:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well.  Thanks."

2014-06-07 00:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"So!" says Zevros, to make an honest attempt to dispell the awkward. "Not-Ari! Want to spar?"

2014-06-07 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"... I beg your pardon?"

2014-06-07 00:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"You know.  We both get some sticks and then hit each other with them! It's fun!"

2014-06-07 00:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






"Pass."

2014-06-07 00:7 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...I want to see how good Iobel's anti-clumsy spell is, so if you have something I can tuck my dagger into that doesn't mess with the balance too much and won't leave me at risk of cutting you, I'll try it for a little while, although I can't promise more than like fifteen minutes, and I want to wear my armor silks."

2014-06-07 00:9 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Ooo! Ooo, I like you, okay, uh - leather, cloth, or what?  How sharp's the dagger?"

2014-06-07 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It's blessed.  So, very, the approved method of sheathing it involves having the sharp part touch nothing at all and just have it cinched up around the unsharp part near the hilt.  My actual sheath has straps on it so I can't just use that."

2014-06-07 00:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"... Ooooo.  Ooo, a blessed dagger. Is it super sharp?  Can you bless other things too, to be super sharp? Can I get a super sharp sword that kills all of everything?"

He sounds disturbingly excited.Edited   2014-06-07 00:17 (UTC)


2014-06-07 00:12 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...It is super sharp.  I can bless things to be super sharp.  I am really not sure I should bless anything you own to be super sharp."

2014-06-07 00:18 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Well I wouldn't use it on everyone, but it's a really useful thing to have in case we have another Nataliem!"

2014-06-07 00:19 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Who's that?"

2014-06-07 00:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat




"Worst dad.  Of all time.  Ever."

2014-06-07 00:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Nataliem is the one responsible for the - situation Iobel and I find ourselves in."

2014-06-07 00:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin is kind of disturbed, but doesn't comment.

2014-06-07 00:21 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"...He's your dad?"

2014-06-07 00:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Yes," says Edarial, quietly.  Looking like he hates being connected to Nataliem even slightly. "We're - fairly certain."

2014-06-07 00:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Adarin's just going to take his wife's hand. "I suppose," says Adarin, "that it's incredibly fortunate I never met my birth father."

2014-06-07 00:25 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Lucky bastard," says Zevros, without heat.

2014-06-07 00:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I am seeing that, yes."

2014-06-07 00:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And you guys don't have a Veron.  I wonder if at this point in your lives you could even profitably borrow him or if that would just wind up being weird for all concerned."

2014-06-07 00:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Veron being the surrogate father?"

2014-06-07 00:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin nods. "He's wonderful."

2014-06-07 00:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... It would be too weird, I think."

2014-06-07 00:32 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"At least if he dads all over the place, maybe we can be buddy buddy, but that would also be kinda weird."

2014-06-07 00:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Oh well."

2014-06-07 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"And now we know not to bring him back to life - honestly I don't want to call him my father, what's a good word for him?"Edited   2014-06-07 00:36 (UTC)


2014-06-07 00:35 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Babydaddy?"

2014-06-07 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sperm donor?"

2014-06-07 00:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"One of those, certainly. Either way, he can stay dead."

2014-06-07 00:40 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I don't expect anyone to turn up at a resurrection office requesting him, but I can put out the word when we go home just in case some mage turns up and wants him for some reason."

2014-06-07 00:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Nod. "Thank you, love."

2014-06-07 00:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Wait, hold on.  Resurrecting the dead?!"

2014-06-07 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Oh yes.  I can resurrect the dead.  And make existing people immortal - not heavy duty immortal, but unaging."

2014-06-07 00:43 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




".... Sign me the hell up for that one, I want to live forever!"

2014-06-07 00:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Can do.  It takes kind of a while to draw the magic diagram, though."

2014-06-07 00:44 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"I'll wait, no worries. Thanks a ton if you do it!"

2014-06-07 00:45 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I figure I'll get Iobel and Edarial and you in that order."

2014-06-07 00:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Sure. Go for it."

2014-06-07 00:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Thank you," says Edarial.

2014-06-07 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You're welcome."

2014-06-07 00:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You have all the things you need in that magic bag, or do you want us to bring you ingredients?"

2014-06-07 00:48 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I have enough for three," says Isabella, patting her portal bag.  "But I do also need sacrifices which are alive until the moment I cast the spell.  Any largish mammal will do, at home it usually winds up being wild deer if I'm doing it on the fly but the efficient version involves cows.  So you might want to wait until we're stashed somewhere other than in your palace."

2014-06-07 00:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Probably when you are stashed somewhere other than the palace.  Unless you have an easy way to dispose of several deer?"

2014-06-07 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I generally burn them, which, not ideal for inside a palace."

2014-06-07 00:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Not really.  Thank you, though."

2014-06-07 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're welcome.  I am very proud of my magical breakthroughs."

2014-06-07 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"They are delightful," says Adarin brightly. "And I approve wholeheartedly of every one."

2014-06-07 00:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"You are flaunting again," sighs Edarial.

2014-06-07 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Wince. "Sorry."

Wife hand pat. If he can mentally send how delighted he is with her, he would be all on board with that. But hand pats are all he can do.Edited   2014-06-07 00:55 (UTC)


2014-06-07 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Sorry," echoes Isabella.

2014-06-07 00:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Our names aren't exactly alike," says Iobel, changing the subject, "but they bear obvious resemblance.  If we find a lot of us it's going to be hard to keep an Isabella and an Iobel and another handful equally similar all straight."

2014-06-07 00:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And my second name sounds like your middle and you have my dad's last name, in meaning if not sound," sighs Isabella.  "Hmm.  I guess we could just pick nicknames."

2014-06-07 00:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I suppose so. Should we work it out now, or wait until we find a lot of us?  It could be premature." Pause. "Though kind of fun to do, anyway."

2014-06-07 01:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I don't have any ideas for myself, but I think we should start thinking about it."

2014-06-07 01:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, ideally, it would be something hard for another one of us to choose, so we don't have to switch later if it gets confusing."

2014-06-07 01:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Maybe let's wait until we find one or two more and have more of an idea of how much we'll be all over the map and how much we cluster?"

2014-06-07 01:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Agreed. It's hard to figure out what would work right now. Or even what would fit me."

2014-06-07 01:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Very," sighs Edarial.

2014-06-07 01:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




...Isabellla stifles something.  No excess flaunting.

2014-06-07 01:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Fascinating as this is," says Zevros, obviously bored, "I am going to go grab a thing to wrap your dagger in so we can fight!  Be back once I find something!"

He departs to go do that.

2014-06-07 01:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do you need to see how big it is?" calls Isabella.

2014-06-07 01:15 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




".... Yes!" he replies, doubling back to do that.

"How big is your dagger?" says Zevros, in a tone that is laced with innuendo. "Can I... touch it?"

2014-06-07 01:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No."

2014-06-07 01:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Aw, it was a joke!"Edited   2014-06-07 01:18 (UTC)


2014-06-07 01:18 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: f ~ why yes




Isabella raises an eyebrow, but she draws her dagger.  It is about six inches long, symmetrical, and shiny.

2014-06-07 01:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Cool!  Okay, I will go find something! Hey, not-Ari, take a joke! She doesn't even have the right plumbing!" Pause. "... I think?  Right?"

2014-06-07 01:21 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




...Isabella tucks her dagger away and tucks herself under her husband's arm.  "All witches are women.  The overwhelming majority have your alt's preferred plumbing.  Mine is none of your business because I'm extremely married."

2014-06-07 01:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin snuggles his wife. He has a few replies to Zevros, but decides against saying any of them. He gives Isabella a somewhat sappy look, instead.

2014-06-07 01:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Pact when we were twelve," says Edarial calmly. "Extends to alts, too. Unless you want several versions of me to be upset with you?"

2014-06-07 01:27 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"... I wasn't even - pff, fine. No touching your love interests, even as a joke. I'll go grab the thing for your dagger."

He goes off to grab the thing.

2014-06-07 01:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"What pact is this exactly?"

2014-06-07 01:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Basically, we do absolutely nothing romantically with anyone the other twin is with. Because that would just end badly for everyone involved."

2014-06-07 01:31 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And I suppose at least one of you didn't know yet about how the orientation dice would turn up?"

2014-06-07 01:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"He already knew. I suspected, but wasn't sure until later. Besides, it's still valid," shrugs Edarial.

2014-06-07 01:34 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"And occasionally requires reminding, it would seem."

2014-06-07 01:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Apparently so."

2014-06-07 01:47 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Fun fact, I was not prepared to guarantee to anyone that I was definitely straight till I was fourteen."

2014-06-07 01:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Me either."

2014-06-07 01:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I didn't realize just how little I cared about gender in the slightest until I was sixteenish," shrugs Edarial. "It was bewildering how it mattered to other people but I assumed that I was missing something."

2014-06-07 01:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






Iobel blinks at him.

2014-06-07 01:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella looks curiously at her husband.

2014-06-07 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Is that weird? It's probably a little weird."

2014-06-07 01:52 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It's uncommon.  I did not have this information."

2014-06-07 01:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sorry," says her husband. "It didn't seem to matter, really, I've only ever been honestly attracted to you."

2014-06-07 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"...Even a little bit?  No wandering down the street and going 'oh that person is pretty'?"

2014-06-07 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Not really? I can tell if someone is pretty or not, I just - don't tend to care unless it's blatantly flaunted in front of me."

2014-06-07 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And the people who have been flaunting their pretty at you have been terrible mages and... me.  Okay."

2014-06-07 02:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Snuggle. "I do not tend to go to places where people pointlessly flaunt their pretty. You are the exception."

2014-06-07 02:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And the naked witches all over clan lands just make you look at the sky," she giggles.

2014-06-07 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yup!"

2014-06-07 02:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Y- not flaunting, not flaunting.  Insert counterfactual flaunting here, my dear."

2014-06-07 02:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Your attempted restraint is appreciated."

2014-06-07 02:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "Thank you for trying."

2014-06-07 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Counterfactual flaunting has been filed away for future notice.  Thank you, love."

2014-06-07 02:8 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"You're welcome.  I'm sorry this is so - sad and weird for you guys."

2014-06-07 02:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I honestly had suspicions along the lines of 'what might have been' before you showed up to confirm them in spades."

2014-06-07 02:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... It's less sad and weird, but still a little weird.  I mean, at least I am obviously capable of being in love.  I'd wondered."

2014-06-07 02:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why wouldn't you think you were, under - the right conditions?"

2014-06-07 02:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mostly because I tend not to have the right conditions. So I wasn't sure if I could even manage it if they were present."

2014-06-07 02:13 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think it may be a property of Adarins that you are mostly surrounded by awful people."

2014-06-07 02:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Joy."

2014-06-07 02:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yaaay."

2014-06-07 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Only mostly.  You can find the good ones and keep us and get rid of everybody else from your life."

2014-06-07 02:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Actually sincere yay," says Adarin. He stops there, because flaunting.

2014-06-07 02:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






2014-06-07 02:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mm-hm.  Of course, my Adarin had to move out of his entire world to do it, so."

2014-06-07 02:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"That part's not as comforting. I don't want to just - abandon a country to kill itself."

2014-06-07 02:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, we've been siphoning off the salvageable parts of his original population and putting them on our colony world."

2014-06-07 02:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"... I'm not sure we have the infrastructure for that."

2014-06-07 02:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  I mean, your problem probably isn't alike and you have official political power so you may be in a better position to stay put."

2014-06-07 02:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I'll just avoid the awful people."

2014-06-07 02:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Or lock them up as the case may be."

2014-06-07 02:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Or that.  That also works."

2014-06-07 02:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're very lucky you don't have a live Nataliem to deal with."

2014-06-07 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"It sounds it."

2014-06-07 02:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Very." Wife snuggle. "I'm sorry that you don't have a Veron."

2014-06-07 02:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Nod. "I've gotten on all right this far."

2014-06-07 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Kind of a loose definition of all right," murmurs Isabella.

2014-06-07 02:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... I'm not raving and killing people?"

2014-06-07 02:28 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I think it would take a ludicrous situation to get you doing that, and even then you would probably only kill people who kind of needed it."

2014-06-07 02:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial frowns. "It's kind of crossing a line for me to kill anyone. I don't see myself doing it, there are usually other ways to solve the problem, even if they're harder."

2014-06-07 02:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"... You are entirely capable of killing people," says Adarin, quietly.

2014-06-07 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs her husband's arm.

2014-06-07 02:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial stares at Adarin.

"You didn't."

2014-06-07 02:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Beat.

"It was extremely justified."

2014-06-07 02:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




Edarial backs away from Adarin, kind of horrified.

2014-06-07 02:34 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"They had my daemon," says Isabella.  "They took him and they were holding him."

2014-06-07 02:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"It's still - very horrifying to hear a - version of myself speak so calmly about it."

2014-06-07 02:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin is of the opinion that he needs to be holding his wife, now.  So he goes and does that.

2014-06-07 02:38 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella presses her face into his shoulder.

2014-06-07 02:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Why had people taken your daemon?"

2014-06-07 02:38 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Because," mumbles Isabella, "they didn't like my influence on Adarin because I am not encouraging him to do what the terrible mages tell him to and have a million babies with anything female that winks at him, and they know enough about daemons to know it would hurt me and not enough to comprehend it as an atrocity."

2014-06-07 02:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Adarin pets her hair, soothingly. "They will not do it again, love," he murmurs.

2014-06-07 02:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know






2014-06-07 02:45 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I know," she sighs, snuggling closer.  To hell with not flaunting, right now all she's flaunting is trama.

2014-06-07 02:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions






"I'm sorry."

2014-06-07 02:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Very," says Edarial. "I'm sorry."

2014-06-07 02:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin nods, then goes back to snuggling his wife.Edited   2014-06-07 02:48 (UTC)


2014-06-07 02:48 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Snuggle.

"So yeah.  Anyway, we can get them back now.  After every person nicer than them has been brought back and we can be sure they're containable, anyway."

2014-06-07 02:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah. Not for a long, long while, anyway. I don't even know how you'd go about containing mages, so - quite a long while."

2014-06-07 02:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"For spellbinders there's a hex you can cast on their familiar, if you have the familiar to hand.  That's how Nataliem is still in the dungeon."

2014-06-07 02:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Mages have no such neutering.  It's rather annoying."

2014-06-07 02:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I would say 'not for the mages', but I suppose that's what got them killed."

2014-06-07 05:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






"Yes."

2014-06-07 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"Maybe when we go home I'll ask the alethiometer about mage-neutering."

Isabella gets out her notebook and writes this down.

2014-06-07 05:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Your notebook's pretty."

2014-06-07 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged






"Thanks.  Adarin made it for me."

2014-06-07 05:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin laughs a little. "Technically I didn't make the book.  I just - decorated it. And spelled it."

2014-06-07 05:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"What magic thing does it do?"

2014-06-07 05:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"No one but her can open it," says Adarin, brightly.

2014-06-07 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's pretty great!"

2014-06-07 05:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I just write in a transliteration of Cricket's language, but I guess if there are going to be language spells around - I assume it works on print?"

2014-06-07 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yyyyes but I'm not sure it'll work on a transliteration.  Unless we read it aloud."

2014-06-07 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It isn't built to work on transliterations.  It's just as terrible at cypher and code, actually. We might be able to figure it out with some effort but uh - honestly I respect privacy."

2014-06-07 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"He does, and me too obviously, fear not."

2014-06-07 05:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, you're going to cast it on more people - right?"

2014-06-07 05:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I've actually been kind of careful about handing out the translation spell. It's exceedingly useful, but - not handing it out like it's candy and there are small children to placate about. So, yes, but not - everyone I ever come across in life."

2014-06-07 05:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"But Edarial and maybe Zevros."

2014-06-07 05:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial frowns. "I am not going to invade your privacy, either."

2014-06-07 05:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Okay.  What about Zevros?"

2014-06-07 05:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"If you blatantly write things in front of him he'll be curious about it and the why behind it, but when you tell him that it's private he'll get that and respect it."

2014-06-07 05:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"He wants you to cast spells on him that would let him see people naked through walls!"

2014-06-07 05:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Zevros categorizes people." Wince. "If he doesn't know you and doesn't know your preferences he will assume that your preferences are the same as his and he therefore doesn't care.  But if you tell him otherwise he will listen."

2014-06-07 05:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Are you quite sure?"

2014-06-07 05:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Yes. He's my twin, I've known him all of my life."

2014-06-07 05:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Okay."

2014-06-07 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Does Zeviana do that?"

2014-06-07 05:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Unfortunately."

2014-06-07 05:28 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Ick."

2014-06-07 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"It's a bit... questionable, yeah. But she consistently remembers preferences that people have, so if you tell them, she won't step on them again.  It's just the 'figuring out what the preferences are' that's the hard part."

2014-06-07 05:30 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"She can't just - note common ones and use them as a baseline?"

2014-06-07 05:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I think she can, she just... Doesn't know how or doesn't want to bother with it. It's easier to use herself as the baseline."

2014-06-07 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"But she is in many ways unconventional."

2014-06-07 05:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Remember that for a large part of our lives... Surrounded by terrible people. So since she is better than the people around her, noticeably, then using herself as a baseline is giving people the benefit of the doubt."

2014-06-07 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"In terms of expecting them to be - decent or competent, yes.  In terms of expecting them to care about privacy not so much."

2014-06-07 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Yeah.  That's a downside." Wince. "I have tried to get her to work on it."Edited   2014-06-07 05:38 (UTC)


2014-06-07 05:38 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"No luck?"

2014-06-07 05:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Nnnot really, she doesn't understand the 'why' on some privacy stuff, so she thinks it's stupid."

2014-06-07 05:40 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"...What's to understand?"

2014-06-07 05:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"If I knew the answer to that question, my dear, it would no longer be a problem."

2014-06-07 05:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I wonder if any of us have difficult dubiously moral twins or if that's just you guys."

2014-06-07 05:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"If it's just us, I feel special," deadpans Edarial.

2014-06-07 05:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I wonder also who else there are duplicates of between - evidently - me, my parents, you, and Zevros.  And plausibly also your parents although this doesn't seem to have been confirmed."

2014-06-07 05:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Crazy mother?" asks Edarial, to Adarin.

2014-06-07 05:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Absolutely batshit. So, probably a duplicate."

2014-06-07 05:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"What about our grandparents?  It seems implausible that it goes back forever.  Too many things would have to line up."

2014-06-07 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I don't know... only one of my grandparents is still alive and I was never close to any of them so I don't think I could even confirm a match."

2014-06-07 06:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Same here, but I don't have any of the four left."

2014-06-07 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"And I've got no idea who my grandparents are, either," shrugs Adarin. "Except maybe the knowledge that my grandmother prooooobably sold my mother as a baby.  Which does not endear me to her."

2014-06-07 06:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"There are some records about my grandparents since they were... Well, monarchs, but I didn't know them personally."

2014-06-07 06:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And I suppose if Adarin knows that little you can't even match the names.  But I know the names of mine at least -"  She supplies them to Isabella.

2014-06-07 06:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"No suspicious similarity," says Isabella, shaking her head.  "Weird."

2014-06-07 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Very. Planes are confusing."

2014-06-07 06:17 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We will have to do more exciting research.  Do you think you can scry specifically for alts of us?"

2014-06-07 06:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hmmm.  Maybe?  I'd have to look for similarities between Edarial and I and aim for those specifically. Worth a shot, at least."

2014-06-07 06:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And similarities between Iobel and me, we might have strays who aren't in pairs.  We weren't in a pair till you crashed my picnic."

2014-06-07 06:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Good idea. Zevros and Zeviana, too, since we seem to come in pairs. From our - two observances."

2014-06-07 06:31 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But perhaps in the multiverse you are available in singlet."

2014-06-07 06:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Possibly, there's - no way to know, honestly. Working with the information given, no reason to not at least scry for it. Scrying's easy."

2014-06-07 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella nods.

2014-06-07 06:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"I hope there's lots of me."

2014-06-07 06:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Despite the vanity in saying so... I hope there are lots of me, too. To spread the plague of utopias."

2014-06-07 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Is that what you're calling it?"

2014-06-07 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yep!"

2014-06-07 06:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial snickers. "That's funny."

2014-06-07 06:43 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"What's funny?" says Zevros, poking his head back in the room, bits of leather retrieved to wrap Isabella's dagger.

2014-06-07 06:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We are referring to our plan as a 'plague of utopias'.  I hope you don't require that leather to remain intact, if it's for my dagger."

2014-06-07 06:46 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Ooo. Cute! Feel free to slice the leather into itty bitty pieces!"

2014-06-07 06:47 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"All right then."  Isabella draws her dagger and wraps it up.  "I think there's room here if you don't rely on a lot of footwork.  I don't."

2014-06-07 06:49 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Meh.  Don't need to, can, though."

He has a practice stick, all nice and ready.  He is not going to use his actual sword on her.  Because safety. (Also Edarial would make faces at him.)

2014-06-07 06:50 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella tests the leather binding against her silks; the dagger doesn't bite through.  "Okay," she says, and she drops into stance.  "Anti-clumsy is nice, let's find out how nice."

2014-06-07 06:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




Zevros grins at her.

He drops into a stance of his own. Wisely, Adarin and Edarial scoot out of the way.  Then, without warning - he launches an attack. It's fast and brutal.

2014-06-07 06:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella knows only the basics.

But she practiced them thousands of times with limbs less cooperative than this.  She is now textbook perfect in the introductory moves of a fighting style he has never seen before.

This isn't going to let her win, but it'll probably give her a few minutes.

2014-06-07 06:59 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




It's true, he hasn't seen her fighting style before. It gives him a bit of trouble, she catches him by surprise a few times and the dagger almost lands a hit, once.

But he knows more than introductory moves, and he has been doing this obsessively since he was little. He knows how to adapt. So he does.  That's when he starts winning.

It doesn't take long, after that.

"That was fun, I liked whatever that - weird fighting style thing was!"

2014-06-07 07:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Olympic clan witch style," says Isabella.  "Same thing your alt is learning, if you want to pick up with her later."  Thanks to her armor silks she has only been knocked over, not harmed; she gets up and sits down on the bed again.

2014-06-07 07:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Ooo, cool.  Might do that, wouldn't have thought a dagger would do much but it was cool, anyway!"

2014-06-07 07:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin scoots next to his wife.  "Enjoying not being clumsy?"

2014-06-07 07:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"So much.  You must take me dancing."

2014-06-07 07:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Certainly. What type of dance?"

2014-06-07 07:28 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"No idea.  Do you not already know any?  Have you not  been practicing for a ballroom competition in your copious spare time?"

2014-06-07 07:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I'm afraid not. I'm sorry, love, we'll have to learn how to dance together."

2014-06-07 07:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh no!  The horror!  I have to learn a skill with someone I l- sorry sorry no flaunting sorry."

2014-06-07 07:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin laughs. "We are hilariously bad at this."

2014-06-07 07:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You really are," snorts Edarial. "It's kind of cute, in a - freaky weird sort of way."

2014-06-07 07:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And, in a depressingly roundabout sort of way, vindicating."

2014-06-07 07:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Vindicating?  How?"

2014-06-07 07:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I had - inklings - that - if we'd started on a better foot - it might have worked."

2014-06-07 07:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Ah, right.  You'd mentioned those.  Sorry."

2014-06-07 07:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's all right."

2014-06-07 07:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How did cooperative monarching go, anyway?"

2014-06-07 17:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well, we - got some things done."

2014-06-07 17:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"We did," agrees Edarial. He's rather pleased about how it all went, but - well.  It might be a bit premature to actually be optimistic.

2014-06-07 17:46 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"That's it, huh?"

2014-06-07 17:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I have the impression that you built your little empire from near-scratch.  Marlatia has a lot of preexisting - baggage.  So perhaps it's not quite as good a fit for my skills until I've learned more."

2014-06-07 17:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"She has handled it very well so far."

He doesn't add 'for someone who has absolutely no background in this' because that does not seem very wise.

2014-06-07 17:49 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella sighs.  "Yeah, I mean, the people already existed but they'd been recently uprooted already and the planet was empty of anything except alien ruins and my robot army.  Maybe a better luck of the draw there."

2014-06-07 17:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel shrugs, looking - small.

2014-06-07 17:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin notices.  He then gives Edarial a look.

2014-06-07 17:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees






"You've been doing extremely well and I have high hopes for when you are up to speed," says Edarial. "It's all right."

2014-06-07 17:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"Thank you."

2014-06-07 17:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Plus you've already come up with several clever ideas."

2014-06-07 17:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Thanks."

2014-06-07 17:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Little smile.

2014-06-07 17:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I think," says Adarin, "that I need to introduce you to gummy worms.  Also chocolate."

Mostly because he kind of wants to give his alt a reward for not being a total twit. Only mostly a twit.

2014-06-07 18:0 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I think I have a little chocolate of some kind in here, lemme see," says Isabella, rummaging in her portal bag.  "Ooh yes here I have truffles."  She produces a plastic-wrapped ball of chocolate.

2014-06-07 18:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You do not have to share it if you were saving it for yourself. You do love chocolate, after all."

2014-06-07 18:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I can get more at home.  I just have assorted food just-in-case in here."  She offers Edarial the truffle.  "Uh, unwrap it first, I'm getting a distinctly 'plastic has not been invented' vibe from this world."

2014-06-07 18:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




He takes it, and unwraps it. "I don't know what that is, so... I think you're correct."

Nom.

"This is delicious," he declares, and then it is gone.

2014-06-07 18:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Chocolate!  If you have a rainforest to grow 'em in I can get you chocolate plants."

2014-06-07 18:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Not in Marlatia, but they certainly exist. I suppose I could make some trade deals with someone who has a rainforest and get them to grow it."

2014-06-07 18:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I could also just get you chocolate directly.  Cocoa beans or whatever stage of the process you want."

2014-06-07 18:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"... Ooo."

2014-06-07 18:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers.

2014-06-07 18:15 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"And for that matter plastic, but that'd be way harder to explain - also, we are ludicrously rich but I'm funding some large scale charitable efforts and diverting a lot of resources up to the colony, so I'm not necessarily arbitrarily able to funnel you guys cool things no extra charge, but Cricket mentioned Iobel thought maybe you could trade me herbs?  I need herbs for some of the things I am doing, in pretty large quantity."

2014-06-07 18:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"We can," agrees Edarial. "That was Iobel's idea, it's a good one. We can buy some farmland in the name of the crown and grow the right herbs there, and just - be seen as kind of weird for doing that."

2014-06-07 18:19 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"And then I can bring you cocoa beans for 'em, it'll be great, the weird journalists who think my spending habits are fascinating will have more to write about than 'Isabella Amariah seen having a meal at a restaurant' and 'Is she building a new hub yet?  The answer may surprise you.  It's no.'.  They will get to run headlines like 'why is she buying so much fair trade chocolate what the hell'."

2014-06-07 18:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aw, but that might shove aside my favorite ones. 'Mysterious husband - innocent lover, manipulative benefactor, or secret power behind the success?'"

2014-06-07 18:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And what kind of a name is Adarin and what the heck kinda accent is that and is hair bleaching the new fashion trend for this fall?"

2014-06-07 18:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Iobel giggles.

2014-06-07 18:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snorts. "Won't they be upset when they find out it's not bleached. 'Invaders from another world - here to take our hair colors."

2014-06-07 22:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Hair doesn't just sometimes come in white, where you're from?"

2014-06-07 22:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Only for albinos and old people, mostly.  Some people have very light blonde hair, but not outright white, at least not without something weird going on."

2014-06-07 22:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Same here. The 'something weird' would be my mother's genes, so - white hair."

2014-06-07 22:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Huh. That's strange, it's just - sometimes a hair color, here."

2014-06-07 22:52 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"We just have blonde and orange and brown and black in various shades on Earth.  Gray and white for old people.  It's weird that we're similar in so many ways, to be honest, I would have expected - aliens like the ones that left behind my robot army.  Although at least the aliens had daemons."

2014-06-07 22:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah.  It's strange to - deal with people that don't have them.  Which I realize is hypocritical, but I've acclimatized to Earth. It's like I'm only speaking to half of you."

2014-06-07 22:55 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You don't even have the relevant magical sensitivity to tell by just looking, even.  My magical senses are going zombie!"

2014-06-07 22:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"In your world people without daemons are like the equivalent of some kind of half-dead monster?"

2014-06-07 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"In my world people without daemons is an oxymoron unless you're talking about the bears, who at least have their armor.  You are horror - uh, literature - material.  Congratulations."

2014-06-07 22:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"We're very proud," drawls Edarial.

2014-06-07 22:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...'Uh, literature'?"

2014-06-07 23:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Where I'm from we have a way to record theater so you can watch it later after the actors have all gone home.  It's basically its own genre now.  The recorded things are called movies."

2014-06-07 23:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It's delightful! They can even add other things to make it look different after it's recorded - making something look like it's magic or adding a creature where there wasn't one before."

2014-06-07 23:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Listening to you explain movies might be the cutest thing."

2014-06-07 23:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Flaunting."

2014-06-07 23:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Sorry, sorry.  Maybe you should only talk to us separately or something, that might be easier?  If it's that bad."

2014-06-07 23:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It probably doesn't help that Path and Vern are cuddling at home, I keep wanting to join in and snuggle her," admits Adarin.

2014-06-07 23:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




At Iobel's confused look, Isabella says, "We left our daemons home, but they're still connected to us.  We have - first person subjective access to what they're doing, especially if it's associated with strong emotions - not to the point where we can see through their eyes or anything, but it's not strictly a matter of hurting when they hurt and vice-versa.  So our birds are at home on the couch all snuggled up and if I get at all distracted it's like I'm mid-snuggle too."

2014-06-07 23:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Huh.  That's - no wonder you two are so flaunty."

2014-06-07 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We are admittedly also kind of flaunty when I have sent Path on some kind of errand.  But yes, it's contributing."

2014-06-07 23:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We're trying, though.  Promise."

2014-06-07 23:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I believe you," sighs Iobel.

2014-06-07 23:13 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I wonder if you two would get along better if you had daemons.  They're useful, they're good at - feelings.  But it would be kind of a drastic shift to make and there are the aforementioned vulnerability problems..."

2014-06-07 23:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"The vulnerability problems make me quite nervous, I think we should try to see if we can manage it without them.  Unless you particularly want them, Iobel?"Edited   2014-06-07 23:16 (UTC)


2014-06-07 23:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'd be worried someone would try to pet it, since no one here would know what it was.  If someone who Cricket doesn't like tries to touch him he can just resort to violence but it's sounding like daemons can't do that."

2014-06-07 23:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain







"They can't. Not - not really."Edited   2014-06-07 23:20 (UTC)


2014-06-07 23:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"So.  If I move to your world - we should name those I think - then I'll get one because I'll mostly be around people who'll know how to act.  But not as long as I'm staying here."

2014-06-07 23:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Fair.  The world's name is Earth, we could name the plane, though, since the colony isn't on Earth."

2014-06-07 23:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Chamomile," says Isabella whimsically.

2014-06-07 23:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory






Adarin bursts out laughing and then hugs his wife. "That's absolutely perfect, let's call it that!"

2014-06-07 23:24 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay!"

2014-06-07 23:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Why is this so perfect?  And hilarious?"

2014-06-07 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"It's the entire reason I went to the plane in the first place.  Finding Chamomile."

2014-06-07 23:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial is pretty sure that counts as flaunting, but he's starting to give up trying to get them to stop being so - flaunty.

2014-06-07 23:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"You use interplanar travel to find chamomile?"

2014-06-07 23:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"He was living on a hastily colonized plane on a tidally locked planet and the eternal twilight thing was screwing with people's sleep cycles."

2014-06-07 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Right, and plants are more scalable than magical solutions - I set a farm to grow them and within a few years there's enough to at least alleviate the problem. I was going to also work on magical solutions in the time that the chamomile bought me, but - then I decided to just leave the plane and work with Isabella."

2014-06-07 23:32 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella opens her mouth and then closes it.  No flaunting.

2014-06-07 23:32 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




Zevros is maybe a little bored out of his skull by all of this talk. He'd been hoping they'd talk about interesting things, but - flowers?  Scalable solutions?  Daemons?  He does not care.

"Right, fascinating, flowers. You all have fun with that, I am going to go back to napping.  Bye!"

He turns to leave.

2014-06-07 23:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Bye."

2014-06-07 23:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Your alt's daemon is a black harrier if you care."

2014-06-07 23:39 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Meh!" he says, and then he's gone.

2014-06-07 23:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Is there any sort of meaning to what your daemons are?"

2014-06-07 23:46 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Some.  Witches all invariably have flying birds - so Zeviana can pass as one but if she'd gotten something else she might not be able to.  And there are stereotypes or real correlations, it's hard to tell which, with various things and personality traits.  Daemons tend to wind up seeming - fitting."

2014-06-07 23:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Hm.  Interesting.  What are your daemons?"

2014-06-07 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Kagu." Pause. "... Pretty, nearly flightless, travels quickly on foot?"

2014-06-07 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Eastern screech owl, gray morph.  Yea big."  She gestures.

2014-06-07 23:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"He is extremely fluffy and adorable," declares Adarin.

2014-06-07 23:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Children's daemons can change shape.  He sort of wanted to be a dragon or a firefly - I was more friendly to the first idea - but we had to be a bird so we could be a witch properly."

2014-06-07 23:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"So you can influence what you'll end up as?"

2014-06-07 23:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's an open question, really.  Not completely, or far fewer people would wind up with really inconvenient or unattractive or impractical daemons."

2014-06-07 23:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Huh.  All right.  Interesting to know, though."

2014-06-07 23:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yup.  And when they can change they can be anything at all, even animals that don't really exist.  If they're reasonably creative children."

2014-06-07 23:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"That sounds useful.  Also kind of fun."

2014-06-08 00:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It's very much both!"

2014-06-08 00:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's a pity Vern missed out on it.  Oh, well, I like her as she is. And she's quite happy, so it's fine."

2014-06-08 00:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think I still haven't gotten around to showing you the old photo albums with pictures of me and Path being a musk ox or an ostritch or an eel, I should fix that when we get home."

2014-06-08 00:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Yes.  Yes, please do, those sound adorable and I support their existence wholeheartedly."

2014-06-08 00:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial snickers.

2014-06-08 00:18 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"They're pretty adorable."

2014-06-08 00:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"This all must have had an amazing influence on your society, it's a pity it's such a big deal to visit and look around."

2014-06-08 00:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "It took some adjusting to - would it help if I explained what it was like?  As someone who spent most of my life not having a daemon.  I've got a comparison point."

2014-06-08 00:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Yes, please."

2014-06-08 00:26 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Well, architecture and layout's a bit different to allow for daemons.  Restaurants have spaces for daemons to sit that are out of the way, but still nearby, that kind of thing. Not obvious or in your face, but it's noticeable if you pay attention.  Uh - there's a bit of preconceptions about what daemon you have and how you'll get along with other people.  It's faster to guess if you'll like someone on sight or not by their daemon, easier to avoid the people you won't get along with and aim for the ones you will."

2014-06-08 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The only thing I've noticed consistently is that I don't care for biting or stinging insects.  Never met a venomous snake I liked either but those cases have seemed more - incidental."

2014-06-08 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right, but it's more than you get without daemons. It's not - the one true thing to judge everyone by, though.  Just... Helpful.  In general."

2014-06-08 01:7 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Discrimination by daemon type - except in cases where particular types are practically necessary, like, if you want your daemon to train to do surgery to other people's daemons you need something with good dexterity like a monkey - or practically impossible to accommodate - like a dolphin, most anyplace - is illegal for most public and corporate contexts.  I mean, in my native country.  But people do it anyway."Edited   2014-06-08 02:46 (UTC)


2014-06-08 02:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"That's - kind of horrifying.  To have your soul incarnate get judged."

2014-06-08 03:1 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'm used to it as a background fact.  People discriminate based on - height, attractiveness, skin color, accent.  At home; do they not here?"

2014-06-08 03:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"There seems to be some of all of that, although it's hard to tell from just existing in the society how much."

2014-06-08 03:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Nod. "I don't like that much, either."

2014-06-08 03:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That daemon discrimination was certainly an... interesting addition.  I think I'm kind of fortunate kagu aren't exactly common."

2014-06-08 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Vern falls very comfortably into the category of 'difficult to place bird-of-some-kind', you have it about as good at it gets on that front," Isabella says.  "Cats and dogs and rabbits and the like have the shelter of sheer commonness, but difficult to place birds-of-some-kind are vaguely weakly positive for almost everybody."Edited   2014-06-08 03:16 (UTC)


2014-06-08 03:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin nods. "... That doesn't happen to you, right? People being discriminatory against owls?"

2014-06-08 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I might get tasteless jokes if I attempted to buy coffee early in the morning, and people with mice and shrews might be slightly wary of me, otherwise no."

2014-06-08 03:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Okay.  I'd offer to buy you coffee early in the morning, but uh..." He grins. "I don't think that would work out."

2014-06-08 03:22 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I know, love."  She glances at Edarial.  "Are you hopelessly groggy for a prolonged period when you wake up in the morning too?"

2014-06-08 03:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Well.  Um.  Yes."

2014-06-08 03:24 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"When I invented my immortalization spell and wanted to immediately cast it on Adarin it was six in the morning and I woke him up and dragged him outside stark naked to do it right then anyway."

2014-06-08 03:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






Iobel giggles.

2014-06-08 03:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin turns a shade of pink and laughs, embarrassed.

"You had to add the 'stark naked' part, didn't you, love," he says, no real heat to his voice.

2014-06-08 03:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






Edarial raises an eyebrow, but snickers.

2014-06-08 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"It is relevant flavor.  It conveys information about how thoroughly excited I was."

2014-06-08 03:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"The embarrassing part is just a benefit, I imagine. Complete coincidence."

2014-06-08 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Innocent unintended side effect.  See how innocent I am?"  She bats her eyelashes.

2014-06-08 03:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Snort.

2014-06-08 03:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes.  Innocence incarnate, surely."

2014-06-08 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Entirely."

2014-06-08 03:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Nevermind the entire reason I was naked."

2014-06-08 03:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






Edarial turns an interesting shade of red and looks at his shoes.

2014-06-08 03:48 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I didn't bring it up, you brought that up."

2014-06-08 03:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snickers. "Mhm. I did.  It's a valid point."

2014-06-08 03:53 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Nuzzle.  Followed by abruptly stopping and going "sorry, sorry."

2014-06-08 03:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I actually don't even mind anymore, myself."

2014-06-08 03:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts. "It's kind of cute.  Besides, I don't think trying to stop being flaunty is even working."

2014-06-08 03:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"We're so bad at this," laughs Adarin.

2014-06-08 03:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Yes.  To the point where we've got used to it and you may stop trying."

2014-06-08 03:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Are you sure?  I don't want to find that if I, say, actually kiss him in front of you, you will suddenly be upset."

2014-06-08 03:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'm fine.  Can't speak for Edarial."

2014-06-08 03:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Upset, no, uncomfortable, probably."

2014-06-08 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Normal levels of uncomfortable at public displays of affection, or extra special uncomfortable?"

2014-06-08 04:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"... Former."

2014-06-08 04:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"This is not technically public.  I do not really get the discomfort at public displays of affection even when they are in fact public."

2014-06-08 04:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"It's kind of hard to explain and whenever I try it never seems to work. Agree that I and my other are weird?"

2014-06-08 04:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay.  Weirdo."  Snuggle.

2014-06-08 04:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Snuggle, and snickering. "Yup. It's part of my charm."

2014-06-08 04:11 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Oh, that explains it, here I was blaming cosmic rays."

2014-06-08 04:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line






"You're so comfortable.  You can't have started out this comfortable with each other."

2014-06-08 04:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin snorts. "It did not start out as this comfortable. Isabella, you get to tell her how much of a dork I was."

2014-06-08 04:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You weren't that bad.  Except when it got hot in the kitchen that one time and I proposed taking my clothes off, and I don't think these two have that particular cultural clash to deal with."

2014-06-08 04:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "That was... Gah that was embarrassing."

2014-06-08 04:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Am I... Missing something, why would you take off your clothes?"

2014-06-08 04:20 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Witches have no nudity taboo, it simply and completely fails to matter to us.  We wear silks when we feel like it or in front of uptight mortals and not otherwise.  And it was really warm!  It was the middle of summer and cooking was going on!"

2014-06-08 04:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Blink. "Okay."

2014-06-08 04:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It took some getting used to." Pause. "I'm still not used to it with other witches."

2014-06-08 04:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Or twin sisters who are pretending to be witches and acting very much like 'em!"

2014-06-08 04:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That, too. Traumatizing."

2014-06-08 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella pets his hair soothingly.

2014-06-08 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He leans into her, happy. "Thanks, love."

2014-06-08 04:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"... Ugh, naked twin.  You poor man."

2014-06-08 04:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"This is also confusing to me but I think I'm the odd one out in this respect."

2014-06-08 04:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Yep."

2014-06-08 04:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It's okay," assures Adarin. "It's part of your charm."

2014-06-08 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"My copious, copious charm!"

2014-06-08 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Mhmmm. I am quite charmed."

2014-06-08 04:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"But apart from now being married on purpose and therefore presumably having more comfort around that extremely specific topic - can you explain - the development of the comfort level?  At all?"

2014-06-08 04:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hm. I... Learned how she worked, liked her company, and we got used to having each other there?  I... Don't know what you'd like to hear, Isabella, you might be better at this?"

2014-06-08 04:44 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I... didn't meet you before, but I'm starting to suspect I have a higher baseline comfort level around new people in general than you do, Iobel, probably cultural reasons.  I was surprised by his sudden appearance but never really that awkward around him - over time he just sort of naturally progressed from 'some restraint is probably necessary because I haven't known this guy that long and don't know what his sore spots might be' through 'we are friends and I know the general shape of what's what, I can make jokes and tease him' to - flaunting.  Path and Vern talked to each other and Path reported back to me, but except for telling me that I ought to wait for him to kiss me first instead of doing it myself that didn't have much in the way of verbally describable effects."

2014-06-08 04:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Right. That. I have to agree. Sorry, wish I could give more information."

2014-06-08 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Unrelatedly, I'm going to make a checklist of things we should definitely do for you guys as opposed to maybe figuring out how to do.  Immortalizations, portal wherever you want it, language spells, a mirror pair so we can chat without traveling, what am I forgetting?" Isabella asks, writing.

2014-06-08 05:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Uhhh.... Possibly armor their clothing because paranoia, protection tattoos for the same reason..."

2014-06-08 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ooh, do I have the fixings for the protection tattoos..."  Isabella peers into her portal bag.  "I will need vinegar, but otherwise yes, I can do a set of those and still have enough for immortalizations, but I'm going to need to restock at home.  You guys have vinegar?  Any kind works."

2014-06-08 05:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"We have vinegar.  Tattoos?  Really?"

2014-06-08 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  I can hide them if you don't want them even somewhere less than visible, though.  On my world it'd be useful because it'd be a sign you were protected by a witch but here nobody would know, so if you don't like them cosmetically..."  She shrugs.

2014-06-08 05:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"You have tattoos?" Edarial asks Adarin, bewildered.

2014-06-08 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes. Isabella's fond of them. I've gotten used to them."

2014-06-08 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"There's a half-dozen of them offering - limited, alas - protection against various things."

2014-06-08 05:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Limited is not none," says Adarin, fondly. "Thank you for giving me them."

2014-06-08 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome, love.  Fair warning, they don't tickle, but it just hurts for a second, it's not like getting a nonmagical tattoo."

2014-06-08 05:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well.  If they'll help - just a temporary bit of pain is doable."

2014-06-08 05:16 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella nods.  "It's not that bad."

2014-06-08 05:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"How long does it take and how thorough is the hiding?"

2014-06-08 05:18 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you bring me some bowls so I don't have to use the same one for every mixture and wash it in between, and you're willing to have the to-be-tattooed locations exposed while you're in the same room instead of requiring weird logistics about that, start to finish less than an hour."

2014-06-08 05:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Can it be an arm or something?"

2014-06-08 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure.  Adarin's are on his back but there's no reason it couldn't be anywhere you like."

2014-06-08 05:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"And you can make sure they're not visible? Or just strategically place them so no one will see them?"

2014-06-08 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"After I place them I can say a verse over them that will make them completely invisible.  Sorry, Iobel, I think you asked that too."

2014-06-08 05:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Nod. "Then my arm will work just fine."

2014-06-08 05:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Back of my calf, I think.  How many bowls?"

2014-06-08 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Six."

2014-06-08 05:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I'll go get them."  Iobel ducks out of the room.

2014-06-08 05:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"And the vinegar, too? I can go grab it."

2014-06-08 05:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I remembered the vinegar," says Iobel through the door.  "I've got it."

2014-06-08 05:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Little smile. "Okay, thank you."

2014-06-08 05:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Off she goes.

2014-06-08 05:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I can read her - really well - but not you quite as much.  How are you doing?" Isabella asks Edarial.

2014-06-08 05:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I'm coping. ... Though I'm pretty sure she hates me, so." He sighs, and looks depressed. "That's nice."

2014-06-08 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"She doesn't hate you.  She hasn't hated you since she found out you didn't take her cat."

2014-06-08 05:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Fidget, fidget. "Dislikes being in my presence, then."

2014-06-08 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"This is the catch-22 I mentioned again.  If you were just some random person she could - not care what you think of her as long as you weren't operating under any slanderous misapprehensions.  But you're not some random guy.  She has to care, and she's not getting a -"  She gestures at Adarin, "perpetually delightful shower of approval like I am, or - I mean, you were complaining about her being cold, but I'm trying to imagine what would happen if she started being warm to you.  I think she expects that would just be uncomfortable, extra intimacy you're not either of you set up to handle.  How are you hoping she would show it if she did like being in your presence, exactly?"Edited   2014-06-08 05:45 (UTC)


2014-06-08 05:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I keep trying to be a decent human being, and she's - it's like she wants me to just expect her competence or constantly approve of everything she does, when I don't know her? Like she wants me to shower her with praise until I win her approval. But I'm trying to be nice and open up a bit and she - keeps not reacting and it's kind of difficult to be pleasant towards a cold brick wall."

2014-06-08 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






Isabella facepalms.  "And what, please, would constitute reacting?  Is she not saying 'thank you' and 'you're welcome' and so on where appropriate?"

2014-06-08 05:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"... She is? But I keep feeling like it's through gritted teeth."

2014-06-08 05:59 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Why?  What exactly is causing you to suspect this?"

2014-06-08 06:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Because she has every reason to hate me."

2014-06-08 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So you're assuming she hates you and that her politeness is grudging because you think it would be reasonable if that were the case."

2014-06-08 06:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Kind of, not to mention - I'm... Pretty used to her hating me now and it's just - expectation. By now."

2014-06-08 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin frowns, and then hugs him.

2014-06-08 06:4 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella decides to wait to continue to elaborate on her point until they seem done.

2014-06-08 06:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




The hug ends.  Adarin will turn this over to his wife because he isn't sure how to handle this, anymore. 

2014-06-08 06:7 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You know that's not fair, right?"

2014-06-08 06:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Yes," says Edarial. "But I can't rewrite my own head, do you want honesty or do you want me to lie to you? I can't fix it because it's convenient."

2014-06-08 06:9 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What did I say that sounded like 'lie to me'?"

2014-06-08 06:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I -"

Sigh. "Nothing.  It's - it's my own head.  All of this shit is my fucking head."

2014-06-08 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"If you need her to help you with assumptions you're making about her - if it would help you if she told you every hour on the hour in so many words 'I don't hate you' - you could tell her that.  She wants to make it work or she would already be making plans to move to my world with me.  She will do reasonable things that are suggested as possible helpful steps if she knows how to actually do them."

2014-06-08 06:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Okay.  I'll try to think of things that will help."

2014-06-08 06:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"But 'not being cold' isn't a thing she knows how to actually do, so it's sort of like thwacking her on the head if she goes left and thwacking her on the head if she goes right and never supplying her with a ladder to indicate that going up instead is even an option."

2014-06-08 06:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Sigh. "I don't know what the ladder is, though."

2014-06-08 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella shrugs.  "So you tell her that, and she will start figuring out how to fly."

2014-06-08 06:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Okay."

2014-06-08 06:22 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella flops on her husband.  "Any questions about our likely-shared internal workings before she gets back, as long as she's stepped out anyway?"

2014-06-08 06:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it






Edarial shakes his head. "No, thank you."

2014-06-08 06:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin snuggles his wife. "I think the more you think about it the worse it will be," he informs his alt.

2014-06-08 06:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"I can't exactly turn my head off."

2014-06-08 06:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No, but - don't hover on it so much.  There's - surely lots of projects for you to work on, switch to those, put the thoughts on hold."

2014-06-08 06:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And if you're sitting on any kind of assumption about her please turn it into a question instead of building up elaborate theories on top of it.  She doesn't hate you.  You'd know it in a dozen ways already if she did.  If that assumption has any neighbors ask about them."

2014-06-08 06:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Nod. "Okay. Thank you."

2014-06-08 06:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome."

2014-06-08 06:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Presently Iobel lets herself back in, carrying six bowls and a bottle of vinegar.  "This is apple cider vinegar, but if it has to be a different kind I can go out again."

2014-06-08 06:31 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Apple cider's fine."  Isabella lays out the bowls and starts pulling stuff out of her portal bag.

2014-06-08 06:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Is there anything in particular you need me to do?"

2014-06-08 06:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"When I've got something mixed up hold your arm out and stay still while I verse the ink in, that's all."

2014-06-08 06:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Oh, okay then. Easy enough."

2014-06-08 06:35 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Mm-hm!"

The first batch of ink is full of crushed bayleaves.  She has a paintbrush for it in her portal bag.  "All right, who's first?"

2014-06-08 06:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel holds out her leg.

She makes a little hssst noise when the verse is over and the marks is sunken in but that's all.

2014-06-08 06:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Then Edarial holds out his arm for painting. Yaay, tattoos.

2014-06-08 06:39 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella paints a bayleaf on him and speaks the same poem and it burnsburnsburns for just a second and then it's over.

2014-06-08 06:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Ow," he says, scrunching up his face but otherwise not reacting.

2014-06-08 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"They're all going to be about like that."  Isabella starts mixing up the second batch.

2014-06-08 06:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah, just not fun."

2014-06-08 06:44 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Yup.  Sorry."

She paints five more tattoos on each presented limb, then renders them all invisible.

2014-06-08 06:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Thanks."

2014-06-08 06:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Thank you very much," Edarial agrees.

2014-06-08 06:46 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No problem!"

2014-06-08 06:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Since they are allowed to flaunt now... Adarin scoops his wife up into a hug and kisses her forehead. She is a delight and her magic is so useful.

2014-06-08 06:48 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Eeeeeeee!  Snuggles.

2014-06-08 06:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






Iobel pulls her sock back up over her invisibly tattooed leg.

2014-06-08 06:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial raises an eyebrow, then retrieves his jacket and similarly hides invisibly tattooed arm.

(They are incredibly adorable, why are they incredibly adorable?)

2014-06-08 06:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"I'm going to go notebook for a while."

Iobel gets up and leaves, Cricket following her at a murmured word from her in his language.

2014-06-08 06:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Awkward pause. "I'll leave you two alone, thank you very much for your help."

2014-06-08 06:53 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome.  Adarin should have enough mana to do some of his useful spells after a night of sleep - right, love?"

2014-06-08 06:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Nod! "Or possibly a nap, but I'd prefer a full night's sleep and not wreck my sleep schedule."

2014-06-08 06:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Thanks," repeats Edarial, and then off he goes to think about various ways to - get Iobel a ladder.

2014-06-08 06:56 (UTC)





First Plague

breakfast





come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel gets up fairly early.  There's a large table full of work from yesterday available, and she thinks Edarial sleeps later than she does - so Adarin probably does too, and so even if Isabella's awake, she can't visit without disturbing her.

She orders two people's worth of breakfast - hot cereal with fruit, fried eggs, buttery toast, on a hexed platter to keep it warm, the palace is practically lousy with expensive hexes - and nibbles slowly on her half while she goes over yesterday's notes and what still remains to be done.

She has drafted a letter to her great-aunt (who is, after all, a countess and related to her and occasionally inclined to remember this, and may be able to help in some ways with some things - the loan of this property in the moors, these words in those ears, her recommendation on who to hire for this project) for review by her husband before she sends it, and begun to tediously pick apart some of the incoming mail full of requests and separate out the sincere from the strategic from the insane, by the time Edarial is likely to so much as wander out of his bedroom.

2014-06-08 00:11









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




He does, eventually, wander out of his bedroom.  Berathyme isn't with him, and Zevros isn't following him to badger him about something.  He recalls the pile of work left to do, and groggily decides to sort through them.

Edarial's caught off guard by Iobel's presence here. "Er, hello."

2014-06-08 07:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Hello.  I didn't commit to anything on our joint behalf while you were asleep, just - wrote a letter to my great-aunt and started reading the mail we hadn't touched yet.  Rest of the food is for you."

2014-06-08 07:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it





"Thank you," he says, caught off guard again.  He sits down and nibbles the food. "What sorts of letters so far?  Any interesting ones, or another letter asking me to do my spellbinder mojo to make it rain over the crops at appropriate times?"Edited   2014-06-08 07:28 (UTC)


2014-06-08 07:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Someone nearly drowned in a canal while blind drunk and wants them all fenced.  Someone - here, I wrote summaries of all of it," Iobel says, pushing one of her ever-present notebooks at him; this one's in plaintext.  "The most interesting one is probably the person whose familiar has run away and who wants her dragged back."

2014-06-08 07:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Read, read, read.

"I'll have to think of a way to properly personalize a concise 'No' while still sounding suitably monarchy," snorts Edarial. "For the person who wants the familiar dragged back."

2014-06-08 07:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I was thinking it would make a good test case for the general principle, especially since sometime today at least one of us will acquire the ability to talk to arbitrary familiars."

2014-06-08 07:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Hmm.  Good idea."

Pause. "Thank you, for the help."

2014-06-08 07:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You're welcome."

2014-06-08 07:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He goes back to reading.

"Anywhere you'd like to start on work, today? Or just - whatever seems to need our attention the soonest?"

2014-06-08 20:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Before we quit for the day before, I felt like I was nearly at something clever but I need to know more -"  She looks up the notes she had in mind and reconstructs her state of mind and starts asking questions.

2014-06-08 20:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial answers them! He is Question Answering Person.

She was, as it turns out, nearly at something clever. She is now officially at something clever, and Edarial thanks her for it.

2014-06-08 20:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"You're welcome."

2014-06-08 20:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles back.

Then, back to work. They get to skip patronizing entirely, he will go right to where they were yesterday with helpful explanations and how he was planning to approach the problem, along with reasons why some of the things she suggests won't work. Worded nicely.

2014-06-08 20:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Excellent.  She is very glad to be past the patronizing stage.

After it's been a while and there is a lull in the rhythm between tasks she sends Cricket to see if the visitors need anything, or prefer this time to other possible times for further spellcasting.

"We should pick a place for them to put the portal, too."

2014-06-08 20:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"We should.  Probably some place out of the way that no one will happen to find.  A pity that the palace doesn't have secret passages, that would have been perfect."

2014-06-08 20:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"But you do think it should be within the palace?"

2014-06-08 20:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Hmm. Or near it, the palace is pretty big. If we had teleportation spells or flight that didn't last such a pitiful amount of time, I'd say far away.  But we don't, so nearby-ish so we can keep an eye on it in case anyone stumbles across it."

2014-06-08 20:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I am working on teleportation, but I certainly can't guarantee having it done anytime soon, let alone in a form that keeps all the features I'm designing," sighs Iobel.  "The dungeon didn't look terribly full when we visited Nataliem... but then we'd have to pass him on our way to and from every time.  Is there an obscure tower, maybe?  Does anyone use the south one for anything?"

2014-06-08 20:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"The south one's for guest overflow, but other than that, no. I'll take that over Nataliem - we should ask if it's possible to put it on something portable or easily hidden. I don't know the rules of their portals well enough.  Should we go ask them, once Cricket returns?"

2014-06-08 21:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Unless he comes back and says they're busy."

2014-06-08 21:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Mhm. Then we can just put the project on hold and work on other things."

2014-06-08 21:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




She nods.

2014-06-08 21:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Meanwhile, Cricket is addressing the door to their guest room.

"Iobel wants to know if you need anything and if this is a good time to cast spells on her and the neglectful one!"

2014-06-08 21:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin doesn't comment on this label for his alt. "I'm fine, love - up for watching me cast some spells?"

2014-06-08 21:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure.  Cricket, you can tell her now is fine, thanks!"

2014-06-08 21:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I will," confirms Cricket, and he goes back to his spellbinder and hops on her lap and says, "They say now is fine."

2014-06-08 21:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Now is fine," translates Iobel.

2014-06-08 21:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Then we can go there right now!  I will grab Berathyme, she wants the language spell."

He goes to go do that. Look, there is his familiar, sunning herself nearby. Edarial says something to her in her language, and she slithers up to be draped about his shoulders.

2014-06-08 21:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"I am concerned you are going to get along very badly with Cricket," Iobel says, scooping up said cat and heading for the guest room.

2014-06-08 21:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"How so?  Aside from the... Occasional hissing."

To the guest room, yay.Edited   2014-06-08 21:18 (UTC)


2014-06-08 21:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well, he doesn't care for you at all and I don't think he'll stop expressing that just because you'll be able to understand him."

2014-06-08 21:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




"... I suppose I can ignore him? Or... Try to get him to stop disliking me?"

2014-06-08 21:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"He dislikes most people.  But yes, either of those."

2014-06-08 21:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Well.  I'm guessing he dislikes me for the obvious?"

2014-06-08 21:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"...He usually refers to you as 'the neglectful one'."

2014-06-08 21:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






"Accurate, I suppose."

2014-06-08 21:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I can try asking him to stop, but he's more receptive to requests about his behavior than about censoring how he talks."

2014-06-08 21:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"It's fine," sighs Edarial.  He doesn't sound insulted or angry, just - sad and resigned. Also guilty.Edited   2014-06-08 21:27 (UTC)


2014-06-08 21:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...You're sure?"

2014-06-08 21:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Nod.

2014-06-08 21:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Okay."

Here is the guest room.  Knock knock.  "It's us."Edited   2014-06-08 21:30 (UTC)


2014-06-08 21:30 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella opens the door.  "G'morning."

2014-06-08 21:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Good morning," says Adarin, from his spot sitting on the bed.  His book of cheat sheets is out, he is reviewing.

2014-06-08 21:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Hello," says Edarial, still in raincloud mode.

2014-06-08 21:37 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What's the matter?" Isabella asks the raincloud.

2014-06-08 21:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"... Cricket calls me the neglectful one.  Kind of depressingly accurate."

2014-06-08 21:38 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Ah, yeah, he... does.  I guess Iobel warned you."

2014-06-08 21:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It seemed like it would be worse hearing it for the first time out of Cricket's mouth."

2014-06-08 21:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Nod. Sad Edarial.

"Thank you for the warning, Iobel," he says mechanically.

2014-06-08 21:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin frowns, then gets up and gives his alt another hug.  That's about all he can do.

2014-06-08 21:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I'm sorry," says Iobel.

2014-06-08 21:46 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It's a really useful spell and I don't think there's a way to see that it works on every language except Cricket's, but I am... let's go with 'concerned'."

2014-06-08 21:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"... I don't think I can manage to make a spell to translate every language except Cricket's anytime soon. It's not built that way, I'd have to teach it how to specify a certain language from the others and it would be something of a nightmare," Adarin says apologetically. "Sorry."

2014-06-08 21:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Not your fault, Iobel," sighs Edarial. "I'll be okay."

2014-06-08 21:50 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"You don't look okay."

2014-06-08 21:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... No.  But I'll get used to it."

2014-06-08 21:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"...can you see why this might not be the most reassuring thing you could say in this situation?"

2014-06-08 22:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Sigh. "I will get used to being called the 'neglectful one' and stop caring?" he tries, again.

2014-06-08 22:8 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool






"One only hopes that you know your own mind, I suppose."

2014-06-08 22:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Nod.

2014-06-08 22:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel's hand twitches - and then she puts it back by her side.

"I'll go first?" she suggests.

2014-06-08 22:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure," agrees Adarin. He gives his alt a squeeze in the hug, and then retrieves the book of cheatsheets, and casts. It looks like nothing, and it feels like nothing. But then he says, "Done."

2014-06-08 22:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What do I need to do to work it?" asks Iobel.

2014-06-08 22:14 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You need a bit of a sample of a language and then - it's pretty intuitive."  Isabella switches to English.  "Now I am speaking my native language which is called English and by the end of this sentence you'll have it."

2014-06-08 22:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"And it will do that for all other languages that you don't understand. Mind you, the speaking you have to do yourself, but it's built to help with actually learning the language, not just doing it for you."

He looks at Edarial. "Iobel and your familiar can translate for you, if you don't want the spell?"

2014-06-08 22:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






"... It's too useful to turn down."

2014-06-08 22:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin frowns, but then does the spell. Twice, once for Edarial, once for Berathyme.

"There you are.  Your familiar, too."

2014-06-08 22:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Thank you."

2014-06-08 22:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Here is a sample of English, isn't my language pretty," says Isabella helpfully.

2014-06-08 22:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"He did the thing?" Cricket asks Iobel.  "Everybody here could talk to me now if they were worth talking to?"

2014-06-08 22:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel sighs.

"Yes, kitty."

2014-06-08 22:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I did the thing," agrees Adarin, in Cricket's language.

2014-06-08 22:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"And no, kitty, you cannot have the thing too.  Maybe unless you are very well behaved with just this small group of people."

2014-06-08 22:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I do not lie or say stupid things that do not make sense or fill the air with pointless small talk," says Cricket.  "Everyone should be glad to understand me."

2014-06-08 22:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Berathyme decides that now is the time for her to actually talk.

"Not filling the air with pointless small talk doesn't mean you have anything useful to add to a conversation," points out Berathyme.

2014-06-08 22:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Well, this is just going to work out beautifully, isn't it," says Iobel before Cricket can reply.  "Kitty, why don't you go - bother the cooks for cream.  You remember how to say 'cream'?  It's cream -"  She repeats the word a few times as she puts Cricket out of the guest room and then closes the door.

2014-06-08 22:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"That was awfully confrontational of you," says Edarial, in her language.

"Was it?" muses the familiar. "I hadn't noticed." She curls back up, around his shoulders, to go back to napping.

"Sorry," apologizes Edarial.

2014-06-08 22:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I suppose some familiars are going to be a bit more predictable than others in how they'll cope with being able to talk to more than one person."

2014-06-08 22:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Apparently so. She's always nice to me," sighs Edarial. "And she's not particularly vocal about disliking others."

2014-06-08 22:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Well, if Cricket's the only one she's at particular odds with I suppose that's as good as could be expected."

2014-06-08 22:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Nod. "I suppose so."

2014-06-08 22:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Anyway.  Hello, Berathyme."

2014-06-08 22:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Hello," says Berathyme agreeably. "Were you worried about what your familiar would say?"

2014-06-08 23:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"He's judgmental and impolite, so yes."

2014-06-08 23:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Berathyme laughs a very... Snakey laugh. "I would not have been offended."

"She is extremely hard to offend," explains Edarial.

2014-06-08 23:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Noted.  I won't shoo him so promptly again in the future."

2014-06-08 23:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"It is entirely up to you whether you shoo him or not," says Berathyme, noncommittally. "I don't think I care either way."

Edarial snorts.

2014-06-08 23:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Understood."

2014-06-08 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"D'you like the spell?  Isn't it great?"

2014-06-08 23:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"It's lovely.  Pity I don't think I can duplicate it for use by spellbinders."

2014-06-08 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "I'd show you my notes on it, but I don't think it would be very useful."

2014-06-08 23:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What sort of notes do you produce in the course of inventing spells?  We wind up with huge - charts, with if-then sequences and so on, on enormous paper.  It's possible we could still crib some of your work for some of your spells even if not all of them."

2014-06-08 23:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Mine... Don't quite work like that. I would describe my magic as tricking reality, and my notes are on what's necessary to keep it fooled. But you can read my notes, if you like."

He produces the book of cheat sheets, turns it to the right page, and offers it to her.

2014-06-08 23:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Iobel reads, blinking as the unfamiliar alphabet reveals its secrets to her.

"This is - not directly adaptable because there's too much reference to things a spellchart would have to break down into component parts, but the format is sort of promising if you have spells that don't refer to things like languages that spellbinders can't take as givens."

2014-06-08 23:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I think I might have a few, yeah. I'm not sure how useful some of them would be, they're pretty basic, though."

2014-06-08 23:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"We might not take the same things as basic.  Isabella showed up still needing the anti-clumsy spell I invented," Iobel points out.

2014-06-08 23:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"True.  How useful's a spell to heat things up or cool them down?"

2014-06-08 23:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Mmm, how big of things?"

2014-06-08 23:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That one I can tweak depending on the casting, I've got the notes for it, here." He retrieves the book, flips to the right page, and shows her.

The basic concept is the same, but it can be resized based on what the caster wants to do.  Adarin's version, anyway.

2014-06-08 23:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I don't think this unfolds into a meaningful improvement on what we've got," she says.  "It's interesting anyway though..."  She starts paging through the rest of the book, then stops: "Is everything in here okay to look at?"

2014-06-08 23:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He considers. "... Yes. Though do try to be safe, please."

2014-06-08 23:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I can't accidentally cast a spell, and I can't learn one without completely understanding all its component parts," Iobel says, skimming the pages.  "It's not impossible for a spellbinder to have a magical accident, but it's hard.  Is it commoner with mages?"

2014-06-08 23:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It is," he agrees. "If you miss something important, you could die or kill someone. I have to specify in my shields that people will not be cut in half and oxygen will circulate freely and - so on."

2014-06-08 23:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And I'd have to specify that in the spellchart, but once I had the spell I wouldn't have to think about it again," says Iobel.  Skim skim.

2014-06-08 23:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




There are absurd amounts of safeties in these spells. Iobel probably approves. Lots of them refer to concepts Iobel can't put easily in spell-chart form, especially anything involving scrying, teleportation, or portal creation. 

"I have to specify it every time.  It's more flexible, but kind of annoying."

2014-06-08 23:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It sounds it.  But you don't have charge time, so there's that.  Charge time and duration are both luck per spell for us.  I have a flying spell that has a completely stupid ratio between the two - it's otherwise perfect but I never use it because it takes too long and doesn't last long enough."

2014-06-08 23:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"That's a pity.  Ours can last as long as we fuel it, and cast as fast as we can think.  Which, for some people, is really fast."

2014-06-08 23:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Lucky.  The shortest charge is thirty seconds."

2014-06-08 23:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That must be annoying.  I suppose continuous effects are more useful, in that case."

2014-06-08 23:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Yeah, the only problem is if you want to make a hex you can't cast anything else all day.  I made a lot of them when I had my shop."

2014-06-08 23:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I think I might need that explained - make a hex?"

2014-06-08 23:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Oh - we get exactly six spells a day, every spellbinder exactly six.  But if we cast an entire day's batch all at once we can make something permanently magical.  There's a fountain on the grounds that will heal any familiar immersed in the water, for example - although we don't know how to make more of those anymore, the chart's been lost - and that's a hex.  The palace is climate-controlled and plumbed and in some rooms lit with hexes, too, although most people can't afford that many.  Anybody can be a spellbinder but not everybody can fit a hex into their head."

2014-06-08 23:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Nod. "Ahh, I see. That's interesting. We don't have the issue with fitting things in our head, we can take our spells slow if they're complicated."Edited   2014-06-09 00:07 (UTC)


2014-06-09 00:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Different sets of drawbacks and advantages."

2014-06-09 00:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yeah, same with mine.  Materials and setup, but no use limit and I don't have to know much at all about what I'm doing if I follow the procedure - though I usually do because I'm a magic specialist."

2014-06-09 00:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"But I guess that means once you invent something lots of people can use it, no problem."Edited   2014-06-09 00:15 (UTC)


2014-06-09 00:9 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yeah, that part's great, very important for the immortality and resurrection things." 

2014-06-09 00:16 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




 Nod. "Isabella's powers are a delight," says Adarin, grinning. "I was very lucky to find -" He snorts. "-Chamomile."


2014-06-09 00:16 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And vice-versa!  Alethiometer says I can't do interplanar travel no matter what I try, with witch magic."

2014-06-09 00:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"...Alethiometer?"

2014-06-09 00:18 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Did I forget to mention that?  I did, didn't I.  I have an artifact that dispenses absolute truth!  But it stops working if I take it out of Chamomile.  I can work it through my portal bag from wherever, but it doesn't know about things outside Chamomile regardless.  It's super useful for narrowing down spell research, though, even though it's cryptic - Adarin made me things to help read it, but it's just meanings, no grammar and it's bad at numbers and doesn't really do long sentences."

2014-06-09 00:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I might revisit the things to read them, see if I can throttle grammar out of them.  It's more - intuitive, though, I don't know how to work that into my magic."

2014-06-09 00:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"That is the best kind of artifact.  I'd want one if it would work here."

2014-06-09 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And I would get you a spare and hand it over!  But it won't, alas."

2014-06-09 00:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"It does sound very, very useful.  Pity. Oh well."

2014-06-09 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"On the bright side, I can scry. Not nearly as good as an alethiometer, but if there's something you'd like to know I might be able to find it."Edited   2014-06-09 00:42 (UTC)


2014-06-09 00:39 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"And there is pretty scenery on the way even if he doesn't find it immediately!"

2014-06-09 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snorts. "Sometimes, yeah, there is."

2014-06-09 00:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"We found lots of neat things while looking for the planet we put the colony on but there was something wrong with most of them.  Poisonous water, excess earthquakes or hurricanes, giant bugs."

2014-06-09 00:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"How giant?"

2014-06-09 00:45 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Some of 'em were like the size of this bed."  She gestures at the guest bed she and Adarin slept in.

2014-06-09 00:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It was the stuff nightmares are made of," shudders Adarin.

2014-06-09 00:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Sounds it."

2014-06-09 00:47 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I still think it would make an interesting big-game-hunting tourist destination.  You could use the beetle casings as sleds after."

2014-06-09 00:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Sure. I would just only go there to make a portal and then I would never come back. Other people can go there just fine."

2014-06-09 00:49 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella walks her fingers up her husband's back, buglike.

2014-06-09 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Adarin squirms away, laughing. "Would you be at home in the world with giant bugs?  Should I take you there so you can feel at home, love?"

2014-06-09 00:58 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella giggles.  "Noooo.  But I'm not as freaked out as you are."

2014-06-09 01:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"They're a size that bugs should not be, it is wrong and unnatural.  Even though it's perfectly naturally occurring, as demonstrated by the bug world."

2014-06-09 01:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, they could have been genetically engineered by yet more aliens who liked having giant bugs around."

2014-06-09 01:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"They could have been what?"

2014-06-09 01:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"...Oooh, this is another 'intro to germ theory' kinda world, isn't it."

2014-06-09 01:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes.  Yes it is. Aren't you glad you've had practice with mine?"

2014-06-09 01:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial is confused.

2014-06-09 01:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Okay, so, my world in addition to having witches and daemons and stuff has so much science -"

Isabella presents an introduction to germ theory, internal combustion, genetics, atoms, and gravity.  As a gentle overview of "so much science".

2014-06-09 01:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"... That is incredibly useful. We need to use that - as soon as humanly possible."

2014-06-09 01:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Pity you can't use Wikipedia. But we can give you the highlights."

2014-06-09 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We haven't actually tried running cable through a portal yet.  If they can keep it open somewhere unobtrusive maybe we could give them a little router and an extension cord and get them laptops?"

2014-06-09 01:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"...whatever further largesse you're attempting to bestow I assume I'm all for it.  My best current idea for a portal is to put it on a hinged plane of wood on the ceiling to take down as needed and put back up, perhaps with some kind of decorative canopy between it and potential observers, when it wasn't in use."

2014-06-09 01:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That would work just fine," agrees Adarin. "You'd have to open it for us if we want to come through, but other than that - yeah, fine."

2014-06-09 01:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We can leave you mirrors to talk to us with.  I don't have any blank ones, though, so you will have to supply those.  And wait for Adarin to have more mana again probably."

2014-06-09 01:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes please. I will be useless for a while, eating all of your food and crashing in your guest room."

2014-06-09 01:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"We really should bring you food - should I just assume we have the same tastes...?  I can go get something now."

2014-06-09 01:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, trail mix and unadorned bagels and stuff gets old after a while.  Probably safe to assume we match there unless you have anything culturally specific and also weird?  Stay away from things fermented, very aged, containing any currently living things or air-breathing arthropods, more than modest amounts of spicy, or like - really strongly flavored in any way."

2014-06-09 01:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  And - what do you like?" Iobel asks Adarin.

2014-06-09 01:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Same. If it works for Isabella, chances are it will for me, too.  I'm really not very picky."

2014-06-09 01:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Okay, I'll bring something up."

Iobel lets herself out.

2014-06-09 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Thank you," says Adarin.

2014-06-09 01:40 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




When she has gone, Isabella says to Edarial:

"How are you doing?"

2014-06-09 01:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Okay. The - cat thing threw me for a loop but I'm fine."

2014-06-09 01:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Perhaps he'll come around eventually."

2014-06-09 01:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Possibly," sighs Edarial.

2014-06-09 01:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




As it happens, Cricket is back before Iobel is and he scratches at the door before remembering that the people inside can understand him.  "Hey, let me in."

2014-06-09 01:59 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella lets him in.

2014-06-09 01:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




In saunters Cricket.  He hops up onto Iobel's chair to keep it warm for her.  "Cream is very good," he observes.

2014-06-09 02:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'm glad you enjoy it," says Adarin, because his alt isn't going to say anything. "Hello there."

2014-06-09 02:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Hello.  You do not seem so bad.  Are you teaching your other to not be terrible?"

2014-06-09 02:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial frowns, but doesn't challenge this assertion and sort of scrunches in towards himself.

2014-06-09 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






"Thank you.  What - sort of thing would make him not terrible? I don't think he's terrible, just hurting."

2014-06-09 02:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I think he is terrible," says Cricket, lashing his tail.  "He ignored a tiny rebellion in his own home even though they kidnapped several people and I left lots of marks on one of them.  He didn't talk to Iobel enough for her to find out what was going on until he tried to start a conversation about having babies with her even though if he touches her without her wanting it I will shred him."  Cricket displays a pawful of claws.  "He acted like she was stupid when she was first trying to do queen things even though she is very very smart so smart the smartest.  And he has not apologized, I know, I know what Marlese is for 'sorry', Iobel made me learn it years and years ago.  He has said the word but it was not about the whole thing, I asked her, she does not lie, Iobel is good."Edited   2014-06-09 02:14 (UTC)


2014-06-09 02:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






Quietly, Edarial says, "I don't think there's an apology that's - apologetic enough. For what's happened."

2014-06-09 02:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Neither do I," says Cricket.  He licks his paw.

2014-06-09 02:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial scrunches in towards himself some more, looking kind of like he wants to cry.

"I'm sorry," he says. "That it happened.  That you were kidnapped under my roof and she was - forced into this."

2014-06-09 02:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Paw-lick paw-lick.  "She is not even here to hear you.  Where did she go?"

2014-06-09 02:21 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"She went to get us some food."

2014-06-09 02:21 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Iobel is nice and a good hostess," says Cricket.  "Best."

2014-06-09 02:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I was apologizing to you, you need one, too."

2014-06-09 02:22 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Yes," says Cricket.  "But I do not think I care as much."

2014-06-09 02:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Nod.

"I'll apologize.  I - don't know why I hadn't."

2014-06-09 02:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"It's because you are terrible, probably."

2014-06-09 02:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Whine. More curling in towards himself.

2014-06-09 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That is incredibly harsh," says Adarin.

2014-06-09 02:27 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Maybe he did not apologize because Iobel was too nice to tell him to.  I am not."

2014-06-09 02:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin's got a reply to that, but he decides that there's nothing to gain by antagonizing the cat and proving the 'terrible' pronouncement correct.

2014-06-09 02:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial will not be saying anything and will just - keep being over there.  Miserable.

2014-06-09 02:30 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket continues to wash his paws.

2014-06-09 02:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




And Iobel comes in with a tray containing soup and bread and fresh fruit and cake.  "Hi, sorry that took so long."

2014-06-09 02:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"It's okay," says Edarial. Pause. "... I'm sorry.  For - everything that's happened.  It shouldn't have happened, and I'm partially responsible, and... I'm sorry."

2014-06-09 02:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






Iobel blinks at him as she sets the tray down on the guest room's little table.  "I... accept your apology, what brings this on just now?"

2014-06-09 02:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Cricket informed him that he hadn't apologized," explains Adarin.

2014-06-09 02:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...And was probably unforgiveably rude about it, too, wasn't he," sighs Iobel, picking up her cat and sitting on the chair he's been occupied and setting him on her lap.

2014-06-09 02:40 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yyyyep."

2014-06-09 02:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yes."

2014-06-09 02:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Edarial declines to comment, just - continues to be miserable.

2014-06-09 02:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Cricket, that was mean.  I don't understand how you can admire how nice I am and then show no restraint yourself."

2014-06-09 02:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I am not you," says Cricket.  "And he was being terrible and I could tell him so, so I did."

2014-06-09 02:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Please try to behave."

2014-06-09 02:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I have said the important things already," says Cricket, and he snuggles into her lap.

2014-06-09 02:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"Sorry," repeats Edarial, quietly, misery incarnate.

2014-06-09 02:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin scoots over and hugs him.  Again.Edited   2014-06-09 02:46 (UTC)


2014-06-09 02:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It's all over and done with.  I'm okay."

2014-06-09 02:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Nod. "No thanks to me," he mutters, darkly.

2014-06-09 02:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It could have been much worse if you had been actively out to do me harm," Iobel says.  "Really, the fact that it wasn't should have clued me in right away."

2014-06-09 02:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Still.  Sorry."

2014-06-09 02:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I know.  Please stop beating yourself up about it.  It's over."

2014-06-09 02:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Nod.

2014-06-09 03:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And - just ignore Cricket.  I don't think he's likely to monologue at you if you don't interact with him."

2014-06-09 03:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"He wasn't really interacting with him, actually," says Adarin. "He just sort of - leveraged addressing me into attacking Edarial."

2014-06-09 03:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, maybe I'm wrong.  I'm not used to him being able to talk to people."  She sighs.

2014-06-09 03:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"It's okay," says Edarial, quietly.

2014-06-09 03:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Believe me, if I thought I could get Cricket to apologize to you I'd do it."

2014-06-09 03:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems






Little smile. "Thanks."

2014-06-09 03:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You're welcome."

2014-06-09 03:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




And then he goes back to being quiet and hugging his alt.Edited   2014-06-09 04:28 (UTC)


2014-06-09 03:12 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"What going on?" Cricket asks Iobel.

2014-06-09 07:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"You have caused considerable social awkwardness and I have had limited success in cleaning up after you.  You are very rude and you are not getting the language spell any time soon."

2014-06-09 07:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin snorts. "Sorry," he says.

He is not.Edited   2014-06-09 07:41 (UTC)


2014-06-09 07:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel snorts.

When Cricket whines at her she pets him, though.  "Soft kitty," she murmurs.

2014-06-09 07:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You are remarkably attached to your little beast."

2014-06-09 07:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah, I am."

2014-06-09 07:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin doesn't see the appeal, himself. Rude cats.

But Edarial's improved enough for there to not be hugs, so - release from hug. Out of habit, he takes his wife's hand and smiles at her.

2014-06-09 07:51 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Hand squeeze.

2014-06-09 07:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"He's been around my whole life and he's terribly devoted, just - it's not so bad when no one else can understand him."

2014-06-09 07:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin raises an eyebrow. "I see," he says. He glances at Edarial.

2014-06-09 07:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






"... I think that it's better I can at least understand him now. Even if I don't like what he says."

2014-06-09 07:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I would have translated for you if you wanted very much to know and had told me.  I told you what we were saying that time you gave me a look after we visited Nataliem."

2014-06-09 07:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It seems like prying to ask what your familiar says. That one directly involved me, but general conversation - I'm not going to intrude."

2014-06-09 08:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, now the - natural boundaries of privacy are redrawn, I suppose."

2014-06-09 08:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He nods. "Apparently so."

2014-06-09 08:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Familiars are starting to come across as the opposite of daemons, practically."

2014-06-09 17:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"To the extent that I can tell I think Raney has a lot in common with hers."

2014-06-09 17:42 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yeah?"

2014-06-09 17:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Dwarf caiman named Nimmen who likes to sing.  Behaves very - portably; Raney usually brings her places, but quite independent, too, and easy to bore, she starts singing if no one gives her anything to do.  Although unlike Raney she has very bad table manners."

2014-06-09 17:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Is your dad a spellbinder?"

2014-06-10 00:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Nah, I think it's only something like - one in three, one in four? - people who bind their familiars, and most of those don't learn more than a handful of simple utility spells.  Raney knows a first-aid thing for her students and one to cool things off in the summer and that's about ninety percent of what she uses most days."

2014-06-10 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I'm having trouble understanding why people wouldn't just - be spellbinders and do nothing with it if they don't want it after. I mean, I suppose the fear of unmaking, but - still.  Magic."Edited   2014-06-10 00:22 (UTC)


2014-06-10 00:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's not for everyone.  Sometimes it's people not getting along with their spirit animals, sometimes it's a lack of desire or capacity, sometimes fear of unmaking. Personally I think I would have bound Berathyme even if I didn't like her, but not everyone would. Spirit animals are easier to ignore than familiars."

2014-06-10 00:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's considered a reasonably weighty decision.  I did it when I was a child and so did Edarial, but by the time most people feel ready to make weighty decisions they're old enough to have just a little trouble understanding or even waking up their spirit animals to chat.  And if you can't learn the spells and don't want the familiar..."  She shrugs.

2014-06-10 00:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"... So what you're saying is that you were both precocious."

2014-06-10 00:28 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Why am I not surprised?"

2014-06-10 00:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Precocious, acquisitive, and wanted to hug my nice soft cat."

2014-06-10 00:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Those, except add lonely to the mix, too.  I wanted company."

2014-06-10 00:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"And remove the soft cat part of the mix, too, I'm assuming."

2014-06-10 00:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts. "Well.  Yeah, okay. That too."

2014-06-10 00:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Raney thinks more people should bind their familiars, but there's an obvious problem with collecting information on how the spirit animals feel about it."

2014-06-10 00:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Just a bit. If I have time in the next eternity, I'll see if I can make a scry for it." Adarin winks.

2014-06-10 00:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"...Huh, do you suppose that's possible?  You have the language barrier solved, but spirit animals aren't making real audible sound or really visible..."

2014-06-10 00:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I wouldn't be able to do it in a weekend, or - probably not in a year. Or possible ever. But... I can always try."

2014-06-10 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And find someone who we can warn about attempting to spy on their spirit animal so we don't accidentally listen on something that was supposed to be two layers of impossible to eavesdrop on."

2014-06-10 00:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, the spirit animals can perceive their surroundings, so you could warn them directly if - I guess you need a language sample so you'd still have to talk to the human though."

2014-06-10 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Nod. "Yeah. So we'd need someone to help us out if I tried it, but volunteers shouldn't be so hard to find?  ... Even if they're children?"

2014-06-10 00:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"They would have to be at least loosely within the definition of children, yes."

2014-06-10 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That... Would be a complication."

2014-06-10 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"What exactly happens if you don't bind your familiar as a child?"

2014-06-10 00:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You start getting rusty on the language, your spirit animal starts sleeping more and more and getting harder to see.  People seem to forget about details of their spirit animals almost like they dreamed them."

2014-06-10 00:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"... That's a little terrifying, considering that familiars are sentient."

2014-06-10 01:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yyyyes.  I revisit the question occasionally and have consistently come down on the side of 'the unfortunate dependence of familiar on potential binder does not oblige the binder to take responsibility for and risks on behalf of a familiar against their will' - but yeah, it's not great."

2014-06-10 01:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Berathyme apparently wouldn't have minded, but - I don't think it's true of all familiars."Edited   2014-06-10 01:17 (UTC)


2014-06-10 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin... Looks extremely upset.

2014-06-10 01:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: j ~ spellbinder




"There are some theories that they get recycled - reincarnated, except without necessarily any better chances of properly incarnating the second time - but I think this is mostly wishful thinking; I've never heard of a spirit animal claiming to remember being someone else's."

2014-06-10 01:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Nod. "I'll look into trying to scry them."

2014-06-10 01:30 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"But what would we do with what we found, whatever it was?"

2014-06-10 01:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Try and figure out a way to help them.  Or - give them a way to talk to each other, keep each other company. Something."

2014-06-10 01:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The alethiometer won't be able to comment unless someone with a spirit animal moves to Chamomile, will it."

2014-06-10 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Alas, no, and it's hard to lose it as a tool for any given project, but it's not like I can't do anything without reference to it."

2014-06-10 01:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin nods. "And I'm used to not using it much at all.  Considering how a lot of what I do involves other planes."

2014-06-10 01:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Makes sense.  It would be really great if you could do something for the spirit animals.  Bound familiars sometimes have problems, too, we were actually looking this morning at a letter from someone whose familiar has run away."

2014-06-10 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Wince. "That one I don't think I can magic away.  Sorry. The ball's in your court, your uh - majesties."

2014-06-10 02:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I was thinking it'd be a decent test case for familiar rights as long as the binder has authorized us to step in to begin with.  But it'll have to be done carefully, we don't want to just drive mistreatment of familiars underground."

2014-06-10 02:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "It's something of a delicate situation. Your magic research is more straightforward."

2014-06-10 02:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yes.  Draw out spellchart, revise, attempt to memorize.  Fail, prune, retry."

2014-06-10 02:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Essentially. But we can do this, too."

2014-06-10 02:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel nods.

2014-06-10 02:17 (UTC)





Door

into a magic





namesthesky: o ~ the obvious thing




Labor rental outfit.  Could be a disaster if it's for fetching and carrying, could be all right if she's hired out for writing, could be mediocre if it's for caring for people's invalid maiden aunts, could be intolerable if it's code for "whorehouse" - and there are more girls than boys in the batch she's currently shackled in a wagon with.  Aya's debating whether to start a conversation with the slave next to her to see if she knows more when -

An embroidered bear that looks like it's wearing a suit of lace-bordered plate armor and has tiny useless metal wings to match and is at least four times its likely original size charges the horses, who startle madly and go completely out of control.

The wagon goes over.  There's a fence, at the side of the road, there's posted warning signs, beware Magic in this ravine until post marking its end, but the wagon with all the slaves in it crashes right through the fence.  Gravity's upended, everyone's screaming, some of the screams cut off abruptly as they tumble end over end down the slope.  Aya flings manacled hands over the back of her head, feels a familiar snap in her arm as something strikes it - that's broken; and now her nose is too - there's a splinter of wood through her calf and her ear's ringing and wet with blood and she's got to have cracked a rib -

She's completely unharmed, unperforated, not even embroidered as far as she can tell.  The steel around her wrists and ankles is gone.  She doesn't see any of the other slaves - no, on second though, maybe she does, there's a bright orange snake with a tail that splits into five fish-finned ropes and a beetle the size of her head with the lyrics of Midnight Lightning written across its wing casings in block letters and a surprised-looking rabbit with wheels for forefeet and a broom-end for a tail.  Everyone else is either much less recognizable or vanished entirely.  But she's fine.

(She checks her heel.  It's still marked.  So she's unrestrained and unsupervised, but not, technically speaking, free.)

She needs to get out of the magic soonish, before it gets bored with its minimal alterations of her person, decides she'd be prettier as a glass music box decorated with butterfly wings, or a leather-upholstered down pillow that drinks blood, or a goose with windmill blades spinning around its neck.  She's not, however, sure that she can climb the hill.  It's likely she'd get just far out enough to count as having exited the magic and then fall, taking her chances a second time, and while this occasion she was lucky, nobody else was - she doesn't think she's been lied to all her life about the general safety of the environment.  She'll have to go out the other way.  She wades into the waist-high grass, routing around the clump made of swords and the clump made of swaying violin strings and the patch that might just be pitch-black flora but might be something else - but most of the grass seems only to be grass; plants tend to be safer in magics than animals.  She winds up startling a dozing bird-eel-cat hybrid so thoroughly mixed up that she has no best guess as to what it was originally.  It flap-flop-flees.

And then, when she hasn't seen an embroidered plant for a while since the shrub that appeared to be growing assorted national flags for leaves and onions by way of fruit, and thinks she might be close to the edge, there's a door.

It is freestanding in its frame, painted bright and glossy red with a few words in other colors on it running in various directions ("entirely", "yellow", "jump", "choristers", and "melting"), has pink fringe growing out of its hinges, and has where a handle might normally be, a slender open jar affixed with its mouth pointing up which is full of small-denomination coins, dried cloves, and what looks like it might be olive oil.

Aya has no idea how big this magic is.  She doesn't know if drinking the water or eating anything vaguely appetizing that she finds around it will be taken as a second invitation to turn her blue or centipedal or dead.  She could turn back and try to climb out the way she came, but - then what?

She's nowhere near the border.

Her legal owner is the employer of the fellow who was driving her and the others to the labor rental office.

The magic hasn't given her a set of papers and it has not unmarked her heel, and provoking it is more likely to make things worse than better.

And she's never heard of a door in a magic before.

She gingerly touches the jar, which is cool under her hand - and she pulls - and the door opens, tufts of pink in the hinges squeaking, to reveal what looks like a bar, which definitely isn't behind it if she peers around the frame.

Aya takes a deep breath and she walks in.

2014-05-12 14:2









onthewind: Come on now




Trying to get herbs to grow in a desert is a recipe for disappointment.  Trying to do so when you're the acolyte of a god who's currently having a spat with some prissy nature god makes it a recipe for thorns in things that should not have them. This is why Idania is not particularly surprised by the results.  Argentleaf - the most harmless herb ever, now has thorns. She pokes it with a stick. It hisses at her, like a cat in plant-form.

The situation is so utterly absurd that Idania giggles. 

She's fairly certain that if she tried using it for anything, it would be toxic and kill her.  When gods are petty, they go all out. That's fine. Idania knows how to play this game. She retrieves oil and a match, and the possessed Argentleaf is promptly set on fire. For good measure, she retrieves some of her deity's holy sand. It's unceremoniously dumped on the smouldering remains of the thorny menace.

That will handle that quite nicely.

With that dealt with, she heads off to the temple. The temple, because it is the important one for her, the one she is duty-bound to show up to every now and then. Acolyte status is fun, but also kind of a drag sometimes. It's got a fancy name, but Idania just sort of calls it 'the windy place.' Because that's what it is. There is always wind, always sweeping around and messing up people's hair. (Not hers, she's blessed. Perfect hair in the middle of a sandstorm is one of the perks. One of the more useless ones, but it counts.) Up the temple's stairs, open the door, and -

Wait, what?

That's not the temple. That's a bar.

Idania retrieves the vial of (holy) sand around her neck, and addresses Raezenoth. "Did you renovate windy temple?" she asks, confused.

"No," he replies, on a breeze.

"Huh. 'Kay, then I will be investigating a thing." In she goes.

She sees a girl she doesn't recognize. Impossible, because she knows everyone who lives near here. How in the world did she get here? Obvious, security risk, that's just asking for something holy to get desecrated. Idania doesn't have many rules in being an acolyte, but trying to prevent that from happening is one of the main ones.

"Um.  Hi, person who brought a bar to the temple. How did you get here?"

2014-05-12 23:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"...I didn't bring this anywhere.  I found the door in a magic," says Aya.  "And going in it seemed like a better idea than tromping through a swampy bit infested with embroidered bugs and frogs."

2014-05-12 23:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Embroidered.... Bugs and frogs? What kind of funky god do you worship? They just gave you a door to windy temple? It's - what, is there a desert god of embroidery now that can touch a place that is holy? Because this is definitely super holy."

2014-05-12 23:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"...We are obviously working from different assumptions here.  Where are you from?"

2014-05-12 23:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"... Um.  Parvallo desert? Domain of a god called Raezenoth? God of the desert winds?  No, not ringing any bells?"

2014-05-12 23:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"No, no, and no.  I'm from Eseo, religion has been falling out of favor but if I had to ascribe my current location to a deity it'd be Aelare because she's usually held responsible for magics as a category, and there's not a desert - or a bar - for miles around from where I walked in, although I have no reason to expect to still be anywhere near it because I opened a door in a magic and walked right through it and who knows what doors in magics tend to do."

2014-05-12 23:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




Idania looks at her, then tilts her head. "... I think we are working from very different assumptions. Like - okay, what domain does Aelare the goddess of embroidery preside over? Does she not have one?"

2014-05-13 00:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"...Magics," says Aya, "are a kind of place, such that if things go into them, magic is likely to happen to them, whereas if things do not go into them, magic will not happen to them.  'Embroidered' is the colloquialism for 'had magic happen to it', especially relatively tolerable effects - if you go in a magic and are turned into an inanimate dollhouse replica of the Yerayine Theater you're more likely to be called 'sleeved' than 'embroidered'.  And in various mythology, Aelare makes and possibly micromanages the magics."

2014-05-13 00:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Okay," replies Idania distantly. "Okay.  Um.  When I was speaking of gods I was speaking literally. As in, it is not myth, it's not part of mythology, it is day to day life. They are around, in their various domains doing their own things, and they do magic. They don't turn people into dollhouses, there's no point to it. I am an acolyte of one and I am blessed, this has completely beneficial effects, because he knows I will go where he can't to do his deeds. Is that just not a thing where you are from? At all?"Edited   2014-05-13 00:19 (UTC)


2014-05-13 00:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Not that I'm aware of.  I'm not exactly educated, let alone well-traveled, but I have read a lot."

2014-05-13 00:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"It's really the kind of thing that everyone would notice, gods aren't exactly subtle. So you are from extremely far away where there are no gods except in myth."

Pause.

She looks intensely curious! "What's it like?"

2014-05-13 00:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"...Compared to having gods of what quality and effectiveness?"

2014-05-13 00:24 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"That really depends on the god?  They really don't get along with each other, for the most part. Some are powerful with huge domains, some not so much. There are gods of everything, even plagues, famine - so on.  But there's also gods of healing, of harvest, of freedom, of safe travels. I can give you specific examples of my god, if you want them, but you seem to want a general overview."Edited   2014-05-13 00:34 (UTC)


2014-05-13 00:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, compared to having gods that fight a lot, I suppose it's - simpler, and depending on how often humans are caught in the crossfire as opposed to receiving useful divine assistance, possibly also safer."

2014-05-13 00:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Honestly, if humans stay out of it they will generally be left alone.  I mean, sure they'll get some effects of their godly neighbors, and will want to live in an area with a god that they don't hate, but... Gods don't tend to just murder everyone that they can? Even the scary psychopathic ones, like the ones of plagues or something are usually trying to frighten people into asking for protection from their onslaught.  Just killing everyone that they could would be suicide."

2014-05-13 00:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"...Would it?"

2014-05-13 00:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Yeah.  Very, very suicidal - if a god doesn't have anyone that worships them, no one that gives them offerings or acknowledges their existence, they die."

2014-05-13 00:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Then why are there still terrible ones?"

2014-05-13 00:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




"Because people hear that there is a plague god nearby and they freak out because they don't want to get sick, so they throw offerings or lip-service to the god so the god will pass them over. It's actually kind of terrible, I have a rant about it but I will spare you, suffice to say it is counterproductive in the long term."

2014-05-13 00:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"It sounds like it.  So - neighbors, 'nearby' - they have places, they don't just go wherever?"

2014-05-13 00:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"They've got places. If they grow more powerful then they can have larger places, but the smaller ones will get just a glade, or something. If they have acolytes, then they can be sent to places they can't go.  Usually with something holy of theirs, so they can help." Idania holds up the necklace with holy sand. "Acolytes get blessed, and if they're really favored the god will bestow abilities."

She's actually got several vials of holy sand on her person, but it is nice to have a really obvious one to throw people off her scent. Thus, necklace.

2014-05-13 00:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"That must make mapmaking interesting."

2014-05-13 00:57 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"It really does," laughs Idania. "It's kind of a pain! Like you will come back to a place a decade later and say, 'Why is there a desert where an ocean used to be?' Though it usually doesn't happen that quickly. It's a slow, gradual thing, over centuries."

2014-05-13 01:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Mapmaking and tourism.  Huh.  ...I wonder if where the door leads if we try to leave."

2014-05-13 01:1 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"... I should go check that.  Right now."

Idania does.  She opens the door and - outside of windy place.

"To my home, apparently."

2014-05-13 01:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Okay."

For someone who may have just permanently departed her homeland and supernatural regularities, Aya doesn't seem very bothered.

2014-05-13 01:6 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




Idania connects the dots about 'if the door leads to the temple then Aya can't go home.'

"Um.  Do you want to see if there is a way you can get back to your home?  Or do you never want to go back and want to hang out in the windy place?"

2014-05-13 01:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"If it takes me home it's pretty likely to spit me out in a magic, even if not necessarily the same magic," says Aya.  "I'm ridiculously lucky to still be shaped like myself and not have scales or clockwork elbows or be partially made of wood having gone into one just once.  And even if it was going to put me somewhere outside of a magic I'm - well, I wouldn't want to be in the same country I came from, and of the other countries that exist there's no overwhelming reason to prefer my set to yours."

2014-05-13 01:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Okay. Makes sense. I'm pretty sure you can just come with me, Raezenoth might want to ask you some questions but if I vouch for you you should be fine.  You're not going to desecrate any holy ground, right?"

2014-05-13 01:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I wouldn't know how to do it if I were inclined to try," says Aya.  "Raezenoth is - your god?  One tends to pick and choose these things?"Edited   2014-05-13 01:18 (UTC)


2014-05-13 01:15 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"If you want acolyte-hood, yeah, you tend to. I don't even know how you'd go about being an acolyte to more than one god, but I suppose it's technically possible under the right conditions. If you just want to be left alone, though, you can give offerings to lots and they won't get snippy with you."

2014-05-13 01:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"...Offerings are... what exactly?"

2014-05-13 01:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Basically, you give something up at a temple to a god. It can be something simple or small, something that doesn't matter to you much, but if you do that don't expect anything big in return. If it matters to you a lot it means more, and the god or goddess you sacrifice it to will take more notice. If you put a lot of thought into it, as well, it does the same. However, if you are disguising an insult as an offering, it will go badly so you shouldn't do it unless you want to pick a fight with a deity."

2014-05-13 01:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"I walked through the door with literally nothing but the clothes I'm wearing, insofar as I can be considered to own those or for that matter myself - I suppose it's unlikely anyone's going to chase me, but still."

2014-05-13 01:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




Idania pauses, then frowns at Aya.

"... You don't own yourself?"

2014-05-13 01:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"No one's going to chase me into a magic.  They have no reason to believe I'm still in useful condition and I wasn't that expensive anyway.  But no, technically not."

2014-05-13 01:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




"You may be interested to know," says Idania, "that Raezenoth's domain is considered one of freedom. As in, if you step into it it's considered sacrilege to try and declare ownership of someone else. So if anyone tries it in his domain he will smite them so fast they won't make it out of the door."

Pause. "I would help."

She considers slavery to be one of the most wretched abominations known to man.  Worse than death, even.

2014-05-13 01:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I really don't think anyone is going to be chasing me into a magic.  But that is nice to know."

2014-05-13 01:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania nods. "Yeah. Hold on, let me just tell him what's up."

She takes the holy sand necklace and gives it a shake. "Found a person you might like. Dunno if she'll worship, but I am sensing vague approval from her."

(Silence.)

"She was in the not so renovated windy place. I still have no idea what happened but it appears to be a bar now. Yeah, uh - former slave. ... No, I don't know where they are.  If I did they would be a pile of ash on the ground by now. Pff. 'Course I would have. No kidding, right?"

She appears to be talking to the vial of sand around her neck.

"Mhmm. Yeah, thanks. Ha! You're the best god, keep being awesome. Of course I will. Mhm. She's cleared to show up at the windy place?  Cool!  Thanks! Have fun!"

And then, like she did not just have a conversation with a vial of sand, she drops it and smiles at Aya. "He's fine with it.  Out we go, then?"

2014-05-13 01:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"...The god can hear you if you talk to the sand?" hazards Aya.

2014-05-13 01:59 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yup!" says Idania brightly. "I probably came off as bonkers there, huh?"

2014-05-13 02:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Just a little.  What did he say?"

2014-05-13 02:3 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Asked where I found you, what happened to the temple, if there was anything about you he should care about, then where the slavers were so he could smite them. Then he was like, 'Well if my temple is now a bar I'm taking advantage of this.' Which is a thing that he would do, by the way. Then he said it was fine for you to come here as long as you didn't desecrate anything."

2014-05-13 02:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Again, I have no idea how to do that, so if it's the kind of thing I might do by accident you probably want to specify."

2014-05-13 02:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"It's the kind of thing that you can only really do on purpose.  You get the exact opposite of a god's domain - or something that is antithesis to whatever they are. I'm not actually going to tell you what would work to desecrate Raezenoth's holy land, but if you were to put - diseased corpses on a healing god's domain, that would do it."

2014-05-13 02:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Noted.  I have no plans to do that to yours."

2014-05-13 02:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"I figured, but I am an acolyte and it is my job to keep that from happening to my deity.  So it's not like - me being suspicious of you, it's general policy. Thanks, though, for not!"

2014-05-13 02:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"What exactly do you do as an acolyte besides talk to your magic sand?"

2014-05-13 02:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"I spend lots of time on the move, doing errands, or if there's nothing for me to do I'm basically... Do you have priests?  We do, but an acolyte is higher ranked than a priest."

2014-05-13 02:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"There are priests, yes.  Religion isn't completely out of favor.  But somehow I suspect the priesthood might differ."

2014-05-13 02:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Right, well.  Priests run around trying to convince people that their god is the best god and people should worship them. They usually get a part of their god's domain to carry around, and they'll try to talk to them, but often the god won't answer. I am like that, kind of, except I am less - spout out religious drivel and more, 'Here let me befriend you!' Also Raezenoth replies to me, just about every time unless he's extremely busy."Edited   2014-05-13 02:46 (UTC)


2014-05-13 02:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"What are the advantages of having this job?"

2014-05-13 02:46 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Well.  For one, I can fly. I am also under his blessings, which gives a number of minor benefits.  But mostly I get the excuse to see the world and get to... I don't think the right word for it is righting wrongs, but I can fix things.  Give people some chances where they don't have any.  Raezenoth's not big on just handing people stuff, but he loves giving people chances to prove themselves."

2014-05-13 02:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Does it also pay money or do you have to have a second job for room and board and the like?"

2014-05-13 02:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Oh, that.  Well if I meet any followers of Raezenoth they're usually pretty happy to feed me and let me borrow a bed if I put in a good word for them. If I'm going on a longer trip Raezenoth will give me money that I think he got from donations or offerings or something?  I haven't asked. I don't care if he pays me, anyway - he makes sure I am reasonably okay and fit for duty, and that works out all right for me."

2014-05-13 02:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"How did you become an acolyte?"

2014-05-13 02:58 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Basically?  I wandered past when Raezenoth needed an acolyte very desperately and he decided to go with trial by fire and essentially said, 'Okay, look, these people are terrible and they are trying to ascend to godhood by killing me I can't stop them please help.' I'd known of him, before, never had him talk to me directly, but I didn't want him to die, sooo... I helped. Then I got acolyte status and I just kind of kept at it."

2014-05-13 03:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"People can ascend to godhood?  Gods don't just sort of start existing?"

2014-05-13 03:15 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"Gods do just sort of start existing, but um - people can ascend to godhood, though.  They've got to gain a god's trust to near absolute levels, though." She looks like she has a bad taste in her mouth. "Then betray and kill them."

2014-05-13 03:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"How many gods are there, anyway?  Of each kind?  Approximately."

2014-05-13 03:18 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Just on the continent I'm on? I'd put the overall number at around thirty, total.  There are a few with large domains and a lot with smaller ones, but - there are a lot. I think the most common kind's harvest gods, and there's only one other desert god besides mine that I know of. Other than that, it varies a bit. I could tell you about all the gods I know of, but there's a bit of bias as to the ones I can meet. Like, I don't know many ocean gods because I am kind of a huge glaring danger when sailing and therefore don't tend to do it."

2014-05-13 15:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"...Your god doesn't get along well with any of your continent's surrounding ocean gods?" Aya guesses.

2014-05-13 16:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"One, in particular, she has got it out for me so much. The other ocean gods might tolerate me if it weren't for her, but they can team up, if there is a common enemy. They find desert gods easy to pick on. Haven't had enough reason to chance seeing if the others will not try to kill me. Maybe they won't if I throw a lot of offerings at them, but one definitely will and it's hard to tell where borders are for ocean gods. Thus, not trying it. I like not being dead."Edited   2014-05-14 01:05 (UTC)


2014-05-14 01:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"And they can identify you and your affiliations from a ways off?"

2014-05-14 01:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Apparently I do the religious equivalent of screaming them?  I don't see how, I'm not really preachy, but every god I've talked to besides Raezenoth has mentioned it. So, yeah.  It's probably the same with other acolytes."

2014-05-14 01:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The acolyte status is a formal - magical? - thing, not just a social arrangement, then?"

2014-05-14 01:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Formal magical thing. It definitely makes some kind of connection, to get magic super powers from a god. I think some gods don't call them acolytes, foreigners I've met have different words for them. I can't remember what they are, haven't met that many."

2014-05-14 01:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"...I wonder how we can understand each other.  I'm speaking Esevi..."

2014-05-14 01:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"I'm... Not speaking that.  At all.  I'm speaking in Jorten. I know a bit of Virnoku, too, but I wouldn't call myself fluent. How in the world can we understand each other?"Edited   2014-05-14 01:15 (UTC)


2014-05-14 01:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"And I can read Ancient Sudre but, obviously, our linguistic skills aren't coming into play here.  Maybe it's the magic?  A magic could have made me - surreptitiously polyglottal just as easily as it could have given me seaweed for hair."

2014-05-14 01:17 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Maybe. I know gods speak all tongues, so if you lose the ability you can still petition and ask for help from them.  Probably not useful for day to day life, though, unless you're an acolyte and a god will just be nice and translate everything for you."

2014-05-14 01:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"And you're sure this will apply even to very faraway languages?  I wouldn't mind learning a new language or two, but it will hardly be instantaneous."

2014-05-14 01:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"I asked Rae once," she says, dipping into her casual nickname for him. "It's all languages, ever.  I actually made up some gibberish and applied it to meanings and used them and not only did it not phase him, but he didn't notice at all."

2014-05-14 01:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"...that begins to sound like mindreading."

2014-05-14 01:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"Hm. I can see how it would, but I'm pretty sure they can't. Rae asks me questions, and I spend a ludicrous amount of time in his holiest temples, so if he could mindread he wouldn't really have much point to asking some of them. Not all of them were loyalty or truth testing questions, some of them were just 'Hey how is that person over there doing.'  Plus, they can definitely be lied to. If they couldn't, no one would be able to manage to betray them, they would just notice someone was thinking bad thoughts and off them."

2014-05-14 01:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I didn't say it was necessarily comprehensive or arbitrary mindreading."

2014-05-14 01:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"True. I could always just ask. Want me to do that? As a rule, Raezenoth and I don't lie to each other, if he doesn't want to tell me he or doesn't think I should know he will say so."

2014-05-14 01:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"If you wouldn't mind."

2014-05-14 01:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




"Nope, it's a perfectly reasonable thing to be concerned about."

Necklace retrieval, sand shake, then, "Hey, Rae. So the person I met is wondering if you can read minds." There is a rather long pause. "Hm.  I'm not sure if she will count that or not, but thanks a ton! You're the best."

She looks up from her vial of magic sand and informs, "They can't directly read minds.  But if you say something to them or give them an offering they will understand the meanings you had behind them.  Like, if you give them a thing that's an insult to them but honestly didn't know it was an insult they will recognize that.  Same with words that you speak to them, they will understand the meanings you, personally, give to them. So that's kind of close? If you squint?"

2014-05-14 01:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Does that mean they can tell if people are lying to them by - creatively interpreting the literal definitions of words, or whatever?"

2014-05-14 01:48 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Hmmm," she says, and then she retrieves the sand vial and repeats the question. 

"Wow, okay, was not expecting that. Yes," she relays. "Apparently if you lie to a god it needs to not be by creative interpretation, just by - straight up lying. You might be able to get away with the creative interpretation but the god would know which definition you mean rather than taking you at face value and making assumptions."Edited   2014-05-14 01:54 (UTC)


2014-05-14 01:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Interesting.  But if you're not trying to communicate with a god at all they don't get any special insight into what you're thinking except possibly being able to watch you from a number of angles?"

2014-05-14 01:55 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yup. Which they are not likely to do unless you attract their attention through some other method.  They are usually pretty busy."

2014-05-14 02:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"But yours has the time to supplement a casual conversation."

2014-05-14 02:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"He kind of, um, finds a way to have time," says Idania awkwardly. "For me. Did I mention he is awesome?  Because he is."

2014-05-14 02:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You've said, yes.  Can I get as close to an unbiased account as possible of who else is in the general region the door leads to?"

2014-05-14 02:22 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: Calculating




"Sure! North's got Cartolomir, a harvest god who's kind of focused on livestock and people blending in with society. Very boring, doesn't make nice with Rae but he's far enough away that they don't have many spats. It's also got Tamaryse, more small scale but not nothing, goddess of - I forget the exact thing, but it's basically summarized as 'clouds and rain and stuff.' It rains a lot, there. It's kind of annoying.  Don't know about the secondary things she shoots for, but people seem kind of melancholy there. Probably not something cheery.

"The east has got Perinixu, Opedist, and Kalandax. Perinixu is actually a semi-ally of Rae right now, since Rae's basically moonlighting as a god of runaways and she is moonlighting as the goddess of sanctuaries. So there's a bit of camaraderie there. They're enforced sanctuaries, mind you, they don't like anyone causing any sort of trouble and take that extremely seriously. She's a goddess of recovery and regrowth and such, I think she focuses on plagues? I'm not sure. Opedist is super old, god of mountains and stubbornness. He's just like - sat on his domain for centuries now, stubbornly not doing anything and not moving except through what's necessary. Kalandax, who is right next to him, is a god of volcanoes.  Violent change, sometimes necessary, but usually with no regard to who he stomps on.  He and Opedist do not get along.  They have been going at it for most of my life. It's not so much a war zone on Opedist's side, but Kalandax's, ooooh boy should you watch your step.  Might fall into a lava lake or something.

"South's ocean, and home of the bitch goddess herself, Varkalosix. Storm goddess, gets sailors to pay offerings so she doesn't throw a storm their way and sink them to the bottom of the sea. I guess she'll also give some favorable winds if she likes people. She and Rae are kind of worse than Opedist and Kalandax. It doesn't help that their domains are practically cuddling because Varkalobitch decided that she wanted - you know what, this is not unbiased, I am trying to be unbiased.  Ahem.  She focuses on - er, creative tactics and helping out lots of established systems.  Like whaling. Or fishing.  She does fishing too, I guess. Also some mercantile commerce. If you trust her to not sink your boat I guess you can make a ton of money."

Idania coughs, then continues, "West has several smaller gods. One of them - Evardeit? Evardeat? something like that, anyway - is a god of the thicket and hunting and is kind of prissy about it. Raezenoth is not making nice with him right now. He can be kind of petty, but I guess if you're not his target you're good. There's also a spring goddess past him, but I know absolutely nothing about her, she's new and Evarsomethingorother's domain is in the way to getting to her. Bereth's there and is another god of harvest, something about dependability, less boring than Cartolomir but rather small scale. There's also a god or goddess of decay, but I didn't even check the gender, when I saw the domain I just left. It hasn't come up with Rae since he's busy with Evarsomethingorother and Varkalobitch."

2014-05-14 03:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"So they tend to have - two things that they do, loosely a thing about where they are and a thing about what they find - interesting about it?"

2014-05-14 03:10 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yeah, basically. Sometimes you can find gods with wildly different domains but they have the same thing they find interesting about both of 'em. It's weird, when that happens."

2014-05-14 03:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"What's non-divine politics like on the ground there?"

2014-05-14 03:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"I am way less aware of non-divine politics than I am of divine-politics, I just kind of ignore country borders and they let me do it because I am an acolyte. I'll give it a shot, though.  There's Santelos, where women are apparently beautiful creatures to be worshiped and are very much in charge. Uh - have a queen? Royal family? Lots of backstabby politics? That's about all I know about them, unless you want to hear about how they have great pastries. It spans several domains - some of Opedir's, some of Cartolomir's, and I think they have all of Tamaryse's. Rae's in Aragrail, which is a loose collection of lords that agree to back each other up in case of war. Other than language it varies a lot what sorts of customs are in each. I was born in the Tarvincial province, I can tell you a lot about that, but less about the others because I kind of stopped caring when I got acolytehood. Uh... The others I'm not sure about, I don't even remember their names anymore, I can identify them but by things like 'Oh that's the place with the weird guards' and 'That place smells but they have great pancakes' or something."Edited   2014-05-14 03:39 (UTC)


2014-05-14 03:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Is it largely safe for you to travel around sampling the pancakes because you're an acolyte or is tourism more or less a reasonable lifestyle choice for anybody?"

2014-05-14 03:41 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Bit of column A, bit of column B. It's reasonable, but expect to not have as easy of a time of it as I do. You would probably need to explain who you are and why you are not terrible, maybe where you're from. If you say you're from Rae's domain they will probably not expect you to have anything official, so that's a plus. Also, just - give a few offerings to the local gods in case of bandits or something.  I'm an acolyte and it's usually still smart to give a petty trinket so they don't get annoyed with me and send something nasty my way."Edited   2014-05-14 03:46 (UTC)


2014-05-14 03:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I really, really don't have any things unless I'm going to be able to get away with pulling out strands of hair.  The magic even vanished the manacles I fell in with when it healed me."

2014-05-14 03:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Well, you can usually find suitable offerings if you look, even without money.  It can actually even come from the domain of the god you're making the offering to. You can go pick a flower and that will work if you put thought into it or it struck you as something you liked or found appropriate. Maybe not on like, Rae, but for the nature gods I know they would go for it. It's actually really not focused on 'you have spent lots of money on me therefore you get nice stuff' - it's about how much you care, and how much respect you are paying. So if your hair is important to you and you offer up a lock of it, that means a lot, but if you are just giving up strands of it because you don't want to take the time to find something else, then that would probably not."

2014-05-14 03:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Okay.  Flowers, I can pick.  What are the offerings for, exactly?  Do they do something that the gods are so fixated on them?"

2014-05-14 03:55 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Kind of! They're... I think gods can live without them, but they certainly help with that. It's people taking the time to consider them and give them attention that they need to survive. The more you care about the thing you give, the more they get from it, and... They kind of need that. I guess maybe there are some foreign gods that might not care about them and focus on like - people singing about them or something, but offerings is the way to go for this continent, for sure."

2014-05-14 04:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"So if I follow you through that door - what's the immediate situation?  Where does lunch come from, how can I get started learning the language, where could I find a safe place to sleep, and what does my ability to travel away from the nearest population center look like if I want to do that?"

2014-05-14 04:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"Immediate situation is, Rae tells you, 'There are a ton of ways to survive here I'm not a mean god go figure them out.' It's actually not a - harsh desert, it's pretty fair, and basically everyone's expected to figure out how to feed themselves when they're in it. It's not mean about it, it's not unforgiving, and it's not like - Immediate Death: The Domain. Rae's a fan of giving people the means to take care of themselves rather than handing it to them. Sorry, I know that annoys some people.  Uh, I'm willing to help with learning the language when I have time, but I might not always have time, so you can probably ask someone who lives by windy place to help. Ability to travel - hitch a ride with a caravan, or pack up some things and walk."

2014-05-14 04:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"I'm - bright, I think, I haven't had that much opportunity for direct comparison - but physically clumsy, narrowly experienced, and as we've discussed incapable of speaking your language unless the fact that we can understand each other now is a persistent effect the magic slapped on me, which means my most marketable skill is now un-.  I'm not sure a place designed to be - however exquisitely - fair for the independent survival of locals will be hospitable to me.  It's possible I should explore this bar more instead."

2014-05-14 04:24 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"That's up to you.  I mean, I'm not gonna drag you in after me. But I was just some idiot girl at like - seventeen and I had absolutely no life experience. I did just fine. Better than fine, actually. It's not just - fair to the people that live there, it's... I mentioned Rae was moonlighting as a god of runaways? Because he will not give them an unfair situation. Like, if you need water, the most obvious thing to need in a desert, there will be - hints. To where to find some, to where to go to retrieve it. Shrubs that are only in a certain area, a place with some shade, wind that incessantly goes in a certain direction.  It will never be nonexistent or unreachable unless you give up. That sort of thing."

2014-05-14 04:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"...Okay, that doesn't sound too bad.  What is the death rate like in this desert?"

2014-05-14 04:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"From the desert itself?  Usually about a dozen or so each year, I'd estimate. It's... Usually not the people that are trying to find refuge, it's the people that aren't and stick to their guns and ignore every sign that there's something that could save them just around the corner."

2014-05-14 04:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Out of how big a population?"

2014-05-14 04:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Estimating it's... ten thousand?  Ish? Not counting the caravans?"

2014-05-14 04:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Okay, that's not so bad.  Even if I assume you were leaving old age out of your estimate."

2014-05-14 04:54 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




"I was. Do you want to leave with me to windy place, or see if there's another option that's better? I won't be insulted if you don't want to come with me, I know it's not for everyone."

2014-05-14 05:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"...How long can I convince you to wait while I check this place out a little bit?"

2014-05-14 05:3 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"An hour?  Maybe two?  If nothing comes up, which, something could.  If something does I'll warn you and let you choose then before booking it to do acolyte duties."

2014-05-14 05:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Okay.  That's reasonable.  Thank you."

Aya starts walking slowly around the area of the bar.  There's nobody else in it at the moment.  No bartender, no patrons, no waiters, no janitor.  There's stairs, over there -

As she passes the bar, a napkin appears by the hand she's trailing along its surface for balance.

It says Welcome.

Aya stares at it.

2014-05-14 05:10 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Mhm!  Let me know if you find anything, I'm kinda curious about this place, too."

She would explore it, but she decides that if it's a permanent feature she will have time to, later.  Aya seems to want time to explore her options, and Idania doesn't want to give the impression that there is a magical woman looking over her shoulder as she does it.  So, she finds a nice place to sit at the bar, retrieves her necklace, and murmurs to it.

Obligingly, Raezenoth starts telling her about his day.

They have a strange relationship.

2014-05-14 05:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Where did this come from?" Aya asks, aloud.

I'm the bar, replies a new napkin.  The first drink is on the house, if you'd like something.

"Hey - uh - I didn't get your name - the bar is magical in some way," says Aya, picking up the napkins and waving them.

2014-05-14 05:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"... Is it really? Huh," she says, surprised and looking up from listening to her vial of holy sand. "My name's Idania, by the way."

She informs Rae of what's going on, softly. It's his temple, after all, he should know. 

"How is is magical?  Is it like... Your brand of magic, or mine?  I do not want to be an embroidered acolyte."

2014-05-14 05:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm Ayabel, Aya's fine - and I don't know, possibly neither.  Excuse me - bar - can you settle the question?"

Neither, confirms a napkin serenely.  Also, I am afraid I must disabuse you of the notion that the establishment is a permanent fixture.

2014-05-14 05:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




Idania gets up to read the napkins. "Um? What, is it going to move?  Do I need to leave right now so I don't lose my home forever?"

2014-05-14 05:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




The door will, says another napkin, remain a suitable exit to the same place whence you came until you allow it to close behind you, at which time the bar will no longer be there.

"Why does it lead to hers and not mine?" asks Aya.

It doesn't.  It was she who tried opening it, and her result that she saw.  If you wish to go home with her I recommend following her closely on her way out.

2014-05-14 05:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"So I guess you could go home, if you want," says Idania. "I'm not sure if you want to, considering, though."

2014-05-14 05:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Again, don't want to walk out into a magic and spend the rest of my life as a cross between a coffee table and a mouse or something.  But - Bar, what happens if I stay here?"

It is typically more crowded than this.  There are rooms upstairs, which may be acquired with any form of currency, and rooms on the ground floor, which belong to staff who clean, staff the infirmary, work Security, or otherwise assist with establishment operations; sleeping in the main bar area is permitted if these options do not suit.  Food and beverages of absolutely all sorts are also available for any form of currency.  It is possible to run up an arbitrary tab but generally considered advisable to pay it down now and then.

Then there's another napkin as an afterthought: But the first drink is free.

2014-05-14 05:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Yeah, I figured," she agrees. She reads the next few napkins. "So... Um, bar, will anyone else show up?"

She thinks about the applications of a bar that can sell all sorts of food and drink.  Well, at least while she's here, she can experiment with that.  Once Aya's situation is decided, anyway, one way or another.

2014-05-14 06:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




I don't control the comings and goings of the doors or have a way to address whoever does, apologizes a new napkin.  Other people may or may not appear while you're here.

"What's involved in getting one of the jobs you mentioned and do they pay outside of access to a room?" Aya asks.

I can hire cleaning staff on my own recognizance, but by and large that comes only with a room, not board.  Infirmary and security staff require additional qualifications which I do not think you have at this time.

"...So I can't stay here past when Idania leaves unless I'm planning to starve or experiment with incurring large amounts of debt, and any other way to earn money in here would probably rely on more people showing up and needing something I have, which might or might not happen."

That is approximately the situation, yes.

2014-05-14 06:14 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"My offer to stick around for a few hours stands," confirms Idania. "But after that Rae will probably need me for something. I can maybe pay a bit of a tab if you choose to stay and try your luck for something better, but I don't have tons of money and I can't exactly throw all of it away."

2014-05-14 06:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"...Bar, I'd like whatever will keep me capable of exploring my options in Idania's god's desert for the longest period of time while still falling into the free drink category.  It would also be nice if it were pleasant-tasting, but the energy content is the important thing."

I rarely have reason to sacrifice taste for other concerns, napkins the bar primly.  Aya gets a huge glass of something creamy and purple.  It has a straw and an umbrella and chilly condensation forming on the outside of the vessel.  She sips it.

"This is the most delicious thing I have ever tasted," she remarks.

2014-05-14 06:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Tempted to have what you're having, but that would be boring.  Bar?  Something strange and interesting, please?  I am curious and I like trying new things.  I promise not to get weirded out if it's lime green."

2014-05-14 06:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




And here is a lime green something smelling of mint and apples and honey and liquor in a sugar-edged glass with a crazy straw.

2014-05-14 06:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles with delight, and sips it. She finds it new an interesting and tasty. She approves. "This is fantastic, thank you!" Sip, sip.

"So!" she says to Aya. "Want to wait for a while to see if anyone that lives in a fantastic utopia shows up?"

2014-05-14 16:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"At least till we finish our drinks," agrees Aya.

2014-05-14 16:42 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yeah. They're nice drinks, it would be sad if we didn't finish them."

2014-05-16 23:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"What is this thing, anyway?" Aya asks the bar.

Approximately, a fig milkshake.  But a very fortifying one.

"Cool," says Aya.  Sip sip.

2014-05-16 23:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Sip! "What's mine?  I'm pretty sure it's alcoholic, but other than that I have no idea.  Except that it is delicious."

2014-05-16 23:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Minted apple mead, napkins the bar.  I'm glad you like it.

"Do you just spend all your time... being a bar, for whoever the powers that be pick up and send in?" Aya inquires.

Yes.  I find it very fulfilling.

"Have you always done it?"

Yes.

2014-05-16 23:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well, I'm glad you're doing something you like. You seem to be quite a nice bar. If strange and transporting to multiple freaky worlds with no gods."

2014-05-16 23:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Most people have never met anything quite like me before, acknowledges the bar.

Aya is about a quarter of the way through her huge milkshake.  She peers out the window.  "What's the lightshow out there, anyway?"

Exploding stars.  The bar is technically located at "the end of the universe", although as discussed you will find your own universes where you left them if you return.

2014-05-16 23:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Huh.  The end of the universe? Is this how all universes end?  With exploding stars?"

2014-05-16 23:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




It does tend to depend on the universe, but it is fairly conventional.

"I'm accustomed to stars being... smaller."

Farther away, napkins the bar gently.

"Oh.  Okay."

2014-05-16 23:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Hm.  Well, at least it's a pretty way to go out, I guess. If you've gotta go at least leave a pretty corpse, and all that. Do they get bars, too?"

2014-05-16 23:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Does who get bars? asks the bar.

2014-05-16 23:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"The universes, when they're ending.  Or is it just you?  I's curious!"

2014-05-16 23:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




This bar does or can serve all the universes of which I am aware.

"And there's only one of you?" Aya asks.

I've never met another.

2014-05-16 23:48 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Aw, there goes my dream of a society of bars at the end of the universe.  I could have gone multi-universe bar hopping."

2014-05-16 23:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




I should hope that I can provide anything you need out of a bar, replies the bar, without the need for supplementation of that kind.

"No offense was intended, I'm sure," says Aya.

2014-05-16 23:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"No, you're a great bar," says Idania reassuringly. "It wouldn't be for - you not being a great bar, it would be so that I could see lots of other great bars and get a feel for the sorts of people that are in each."

2014-05-16 23:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




Alas, as far as I know, I am a species of one, the bar says.

"Where did you come from?"

If I ever knew, I have forgotten.

"...How old are you?"

Well, it's always the end of the universe, here.  Time can get a bit peculiar.

"I mean in terms of - time experienced."

If I ever knew, I have forgotten, the bar repeats.

2014-05-17 00:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"That's interesting. So you don't - have a method of telling time?"

2014-05-17 00:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Oh, no, I can tell the difference between seconds and minutes and weeks easily enough.  There have just been a great many of them.

2014-05-17 00:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Huh. Okay, that makes sense. You look good, for your age."

Idania is teasing.

2014-05-17 00:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Thank you, replies the bar.  If she is being sarcastic, it's very hard to tell, since it comes in the form of another napkin.

Aya giggles a little.

2014-05-17 00:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




Grin.  Drink sip, drink sip. "So how does the - drink conjuration work? Can you just make everything? Ever?"

2014-05-17 00:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




I do not dispense dangerous things, and beyond the first drink I charge reasonable prices, the bar says.  But essentially yes.

2014-05-17 00:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Huh. What about inedible things?"

2014-05-17 00:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Such as the glasses you are sipping your beverages from? inquires the bar archly.

(Aya laughs.)

2014-05-17 00:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "Yes, but those are so the edible things don't end up on our laps or floating in a watery sphere! They don't count, that is food supplementation."

2014-05-17 00:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




I can make inedible things.  I also tend not to disseminate anything that is still alive, or anything that is illegal for the recipient in their home jurisdiction, though.  And I am handicapped in manufacturing things that are inherently magical.

"I wish I had money," mutters Aya.  "I don't even know what I'd buy, I'm suppressing my impulse to try to buy things, but I wish I didn't have to do that."

2014-05-17 00:16 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Makes sense! That is very neighborly of you to other universes."

She glances at Aya, then pulls out a purse and counts out several coins. Once counted, she picks out several of them, and she nonchalantly drops them onto counter, next to Aya.

"Oh dear, my purse has a huge hole in it. Look at the money just falling out of it conveniently. Quick, Aya, I'll give you a reward of this exact amount of money if you can pick it up for me."

2014-05-17 00:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)






Aya collects the coins.  "Oh, look what I found."

2014-05-17 00:22 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"What a fortunate find, as your reward you get -" she peers, recounts the coins, and says, "Three dredges, twelve scraps, and twenty-seven pinches. Congrats!"

She pauses. "Incidentally, don't tell Rae I just did that. If it comes up I won't lie to him, but he will make faces at me."

2014-05-17 00:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Does he usually have a face?" Aya asks, investigating the details on the coins.

2014-05-17 00:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Sometimes!  Not all the time, though. He doesn't always manifest because he likes being the wind."

The coins are all a dull and dark grey, and quite utilitarian. There aren't any faces of people stamped on to them, but they have engravings. By size and design, she can identify three types. One is about an inch and a half in size, another an inch, and the last, half of that. The largest has an image of what looks to be a temple, the middle some kind of cat, and the last, an adorable bunny.

2014-05-17 00:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How much are these worth in buying power?"

2014-05-17 00:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well they came from measuring salt, so that's the obvious answer. But uh - you could buy a few horses with that amount, or a small house. A little itty bitty one in a shitty neighborhood, mind you. If you want me to break it down per coin - a dredge is about fifty scraps.  One scrap will tend to feed you for - about a day? And thirty pinches is one scrap."

2014-05-17 01:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Bar, will you charge me if I borrow a pen?"

No, says a new napkin, which is accompanied by a pen.

Aya writes down these numbers.

"Bar, how are you on books that have technically never been written, like dictionaries between Esevi and various languages from Idania's world?"

I think I could come up with something for you.  You're awfully pessimistic about what has and hasn't been written, don't you think?

"...Point taken.  Idania, besides what you're speaking, what's common on your continent?"

2014-05-17 01:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Jorten, Virnoku, and Karish, but that one's only in use in the south near ports. It's not anyone's official language, but it could be useful."Edited   2014-05-17 01:14 (UTC)


2014-05-17 01:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




Aya writes this down too.  "Bar, I'm gonna start listing things and thinking aloud, if I could get price sheets on some options and any suggestions you'd consider helpful I would very much appreciate it."

Of course.

"No live things, so no horse, but what do you have in the way of non-live vehicles - is there anything that would let me get around in a variety of environments without any - food or equivalent support - that I couldn't get there?"

Anything from a bicycle to a solar-powered hovercraft, though the latter would require the overwhelming majority of your funds.  A bicycle will not perform well in the desert, however.

"I am curious about the hovercraft, it sounds very... magic, but I'm guessing it's not?"

It needn't be.  I would supply a picture but there are so many possible designs and I would not want to limit your selection artificially.

2014-05-17 01:22 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"... I have so many questions about how it can hover but not be magic!"

2014-05-17 01:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




I would be happy to supply you with relevant engineering textbooks, to borrow or buy, though if you leave the bar with them the most relevant instances will no longer be readable in any languages you know.

"...Do you have an idea of what sorts of engineering textbooks, in whatever language, would be most useful for attempting to learn to build hovercrafts?"

I'm not a teacher, nor a general expert on Idania's world, so I doubt I have useful recommendations there.

"Right.  Hmm."

2014-05-17 01:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Huh. Just a general estimate - if someone knows nothing about engineering, at all, and tried to learn it from scratch with the best teachers available - how long could it take to reach the ability to build hovercrafts?"

2014-05-17 01:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




This depends significantly on the background infrastructure.  Out of already-machined parts, perhaps a weekend for a simple one.  Out of difficult-to-refine ore and beginning with stone tools with petroleum miles underground, decades if not centuries.

"Yikes," mutters Aya.  "If I get a hovercraft and it breaks I'm not getting a new one, am I."

It would certainly be difficult to replace.  There are some extremely durable ones available, but you cannot afford one that would take a direct lightning strike or a hundred-mile-an-hour collision and continue to function with no repair.

"...Those are pretty extreme examples."

There are some extremely durable models available.

2014-05-17 01:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Huh. Okay.  Wow. That's - you know, against my better judgement I want to know why they would need to be that durable.  Just being thorough, or what?"

2014-05-17 02:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




In some worlds the armed forces travel on hovercrafts.  On others they are intended for harsher environments than you are familiar with.  In many the materials to make them so are simply cheap and plentiful.

"...How often," wonders Aya wistfully, "do people usually get doors?"

It varies, and by what I can't say.  Some people get doors on demand.  Others at random but several times weekly.  Some never more than once in their lives.

"I'd better make this count."

She starts writing on the napkins.Edited   2014-05-17 02:24 (UTC)


2014-05-17 02:24 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Is there any information I can offer that would help with shopping for your very own hovercraft? Environmental conditions and hazards, and so on?"

2014-05-17 02:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I'm not positive I'll leave here with a hovercraft.  It'll depend on how much I can fit into the budget.  But - well, first of all, are gods likely to attack my hovercraft with direct lightning strikes or by causing it to crash into things?"

2014-05-17 02:33 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Not unless you upset one that could do those things. If you use it in their domain they will be curious, though.  A wind god like Rae will think it's the best thing ever, one that's more boring and hates flight will think you are strange and probably ask you not to use it in their domain."

2014-05-17 02:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"How hard it is to get from any given point A to point B without traversing specific domains?"

2014-05-17 02:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"You can usually always manage it, but sometimes it's annoying and requires long detours."

2014-05-17 03:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Okay.  How do curious or annoyed gods deal with that when the person who is intriguing or irritating them is not one of their acolytes with - magic vials of sand?"

2014-05-17 03:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Curious, they will probably find a way to talk to you and be really surprised that you are not an acolyte. They will ask questions and if you're nice they will probably let you keep walking. Irritating, they will check first, be surprised, and either leave you alone or threaten you for a good offering and or try and swat you."

2014-05-17 03:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"...Maybe I'd better go with less conspicuous things."

2014-05-17 03:18 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: Come on now




"That's up to you," shrugs Idania. "Rae will let you use it, for sure, though. He will seriously think it's the best thing ever."

2014-05-17 03:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"This might not be especially tactful of me, but given the list you gave me I expect to get along better with the healing god."

2014-05-17 03:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "That's fine! I am not a touchy acolyte. Go worship whoever, I like Rae, you don't have to."

2014-05-17 03:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Is that one nearby?  I may as well ask about the specific one I have in mind..."

2014-05-17 03:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Perinixu, right?  She's the one you wanted? Yeah, pretty nearby. It's a bit of a walk, but only about two weeks just by walking."

2014-05-17 03:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Bella writes the name down.  "In general how hard is it to become an acolyte?"

2014-05-17 03:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"Pretty hard. Usually it takes years. She might throw you some blessings and let you be a priest, though."

2014-05-17 03:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Makes sense."  Aya taps her fingers on the bar, then says, "Bar - how do you price things?  Do you know something about how they're priced in other worlds?"

Yes, that's how I translate prices into appropriate currencies.

"Can you change currencies - is there anything that's currently very expensive in Idania's world compared to at least one other - or anything I can both buy and use as currency - is -"

A napkin interrupts her.  The word you're looking for is 'arbitrage'.  I'll help you along with it enough to buy a reasonable shopping list including a nice hoverbike, some books, some travel gear, a bag for them, and enough pay her back, so you don't keep your friend here all day, if you don't tell anybody else should you find me again, or try to break the system badly enough that the landlords step in.  I prefer to be sneaky about arbitrage and I can just tell you're going to get nonsensical about it if I let you.

Aya grins.  "Deal."

The pile of coins is succcessively replaced with a wide variety of things, including assorted shells, other kinds of coins, a pile of salt, a plastic rectangle, a bar of gold, a series of glass rods, a large ruby, and a chunk of bismuth, and then there is a much larger pile of the sort of currency Idania might recognize.

2014-05-17 03:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"... Oooo.  Ooo.  You are the best bar," says Idania, laughing. "Kinda tempted to try and do the same and makes tons of money, but - nah, it's cool. I'll get by just fine.  You're still a lovely bar.  Can I tip you?  I want to tip you."

2014-05-17 03:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




If you'd like, although it's uncommon, as I don't personally have anything to do with my proceeds.

Aya counts out the amount of money Idania loaned her, separates it out, and starts designing herself a dream hoverbike, set of dictionaries and grammars and phrasebooks for local languages, travel ration package, emergency kit, outfit, and bag.

2014-05-17 03:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well, can I give you a pretty thing to decorate yourself with?  Or something? You are a lovely bar!"

2014-05-17 03:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




I try to remain completely unadorned.  You wouldn't believe the sorts of cultural sensitivity problems one can run into with patrons from literally everywhere.  But I very much appreciate your flattery.

2014-05-17 03:55 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Fair point.  Okay, then um - keep being awesome, bar. My normal method of 'I will put in a good word for you with my god' is kind of useless here. Oh well."

2014-05-17 03:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




It's quite all right.

"Price?" Aya ask the bar, holding up her current list.

The bar gives her a napkin with an itemized accounting.

"Hmm, I think I want a little more slush money for incidentals..."  Aya continues arranging her wants.

2014-05-17 03:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania gives the bar a friendly sort of pat. "If it were useful to you in the slightest I would do it in a heartbeat!"

She'll wait for Aya to finish with her math.  No one else seems to be arriving, so it looks like Aya will be coming home with her.  Unless someone from a utopia shows up in the next five minutes.

2014-05-17 04:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




You're too kind.

Presently, Aya has a list she likes.  She sits without writing much for a couple of minutes, checking it over, then gets a new price list.

"All right.  Let's do it."

What color do you want your bike?

Aya laughs.  "Sky blue?"

Done.

And then Aya has a respectable slew of objects indeed, all packed up neatly for her.

"I think I love you."

You, too, are too kind.

2014-05-17 04:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Well, want to wait a little while longer and see if anyone shows up, or head out now?" Their drinks are, after all, long finished.

2014-05-17 04:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Let's go.  I don't think anyone else is coming in a reasonable time frame."

2014-05-17 04:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"All righty! Thank you so much for your help, bar.  I would recommend you to all of my friends, but I don't think they will get doors guaranteed.  I'll remember you as the cool bar, though!"

Up she goes, to the door. She holds it open for Aya. Outside, it's hot, windy, and sandy.  It's pretty obvious why Idania named it the 'windy place.'

2014-05-17 04:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya hops on her hoverbike.  It's pretty slim and she has no trouble getting past Idania through the door on it.  It handles very nicely.

"Yep.  Windy place," she remarks.

2014-05-17 04:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




The door closes, and - there goes mutual understanding.  Idania says something brightly in her language. Of course, it's unintelligible.

2014-05-17 04:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya rummages in her new bag for her new Esevi-Jorten phrasebook and tries it out.

"I do not speak Jorten," she says.

2014-05-17 04:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania looks at her, then giggles. By way of explanation, she says very carefully and clearly what translates to, "You have an adorable accent."

She'll wait for Aya to find the right words in the dictionary.

2014-05-17 04:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya starts looking things up.

And then bursts out laughing.  "Adorable?"

2014-05-17 04:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




She nods. "Comparable to a bunny," says says, carefully, so Aya can look it up. "A bunny that speaks Jorten."

2014-05-17 04:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"A bunny that speaks Jorten," Aya repeats while she hunts through her dictionary.  She laughs again.  "Adorable.  Mmm."

2014-05-17 04:46 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania giggles and nods. "Tour, Perinixu, or language?"

She's keeping her sentences simple and short. Because she's nice.

2014-05-17 04:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya flips through her dictionary.  "Tour," she says.  It's convenient she made sure to get a dictionary with a section organized by phonetics.

2014-05-17 04:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




She nods, and now that she's home - well, there's really no reason not to fly. Up into the air she goes. There's a swirl of a breeze around her, and then she is just sort of casually floating there. She likes walking, too, but right now she wants to fly.

"Since we're here." She points at the temple.  Aya isn't going to be expected to offer up anything, but Idania's pretty sure it will be helpful for her to understand how temples typically work. "Less confusion with Perinixu. No pressure for offerings." 

Idania will repeat sentences if Aya seems to need her to.

2014-05-17 04:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya looks things up.

"Less confusion?" she asks, when she's done translating.

2014-05-17 04:58 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"You'll know how it works," explains Idania. "Less chance for accidental insults."

2014-05-17 05:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Flip translate flip flip translate translate -

"Okay."
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onthewind: Got something planned




Idania nods.  The same door they came out of is opened again, and - nope!  Not a bar.

What it is, is large and pretty, though. The floor looks like some kind of green quartz, perfectly flat but shimmering and catching the light. Sandstone pillars with lovely and visible layers give support to the place - it's got walls behind them, but on the inside it feels quite open and airy.  Light, gauze fabric curtains waft inside, in whites and yellows and greens. The ceiling is some kind of quartz or glass, flooding the entire temple with natural sunlight. The entire place has a natural breeze inside it, made more evident by the curtains. 

There's an open area, in the center of the temple, with an archway to designate that it's an entrance. Less obviously, though - there are paths both to the left, and the right, that go behind the columns.  Idania floats to the right, and motions for Aya to follow her.

2014-05-17 05:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Oooh," says Aya approvingly.  She bikes in - well, Idania said her god would approve of the bike, and it hovers, it's not going to scratch the floor.

2014-05-17 05:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Yeah, Raezenoth is not going to be upset that Aya is using a hoverbike in his temple. Maybe something like a plow and he would be annoyed, but something that flies? It's perfectly at home here. Welcome, even.

Off they go, behind the columns.  Now that they're here - there are carvings mounted on the sandstone and marble wall, out of the same quartz the floor is. It tells stories, through pictures. One set shows a set of people chained and whipped, then a breeze leading them to the desert, then their shackles being broken. A carving later and they're shown thriving and flourishing. It's hardly the only story on the walls, but it's the first, and the most applicable to their guest.

This is maybe an appropriate place for Aya to be.

Idania looks over each carving, though not very carefully.  She's been here before.  She knows this place by heart, by now.  She checks to see how interested Aya is in looking at the stories on the wall, but otherwise - she'll just keep floating and head to where offerings are left.

2014-05-17 05:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya rides slowly, peering at the pictures, piecing together their narratives, smiling.  And follows her host.

2014-05-17 05:33 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Not all of the stories on the walls are nice ones, at it turns out. There's one with people begging what is obviously Raezenoth for help - but he offers none. They bemoan their fates, upset and angry at the god who abandoned them. The next panel shows one of them who decided to take fate into his own hands, and finds water, and flourishes. The others, the ones who kept at begging for Raezenoth's assistance - they died. It's pretty obvious what the meaning of that story is.  This god is a fan of people that help themselves.

Float, float, float - past all of the stories and carvings, and they arrive at an altar.  There are various items, just on the table - jewels, money, daggers - everything there is expensive or an obviously well-loved item. In normal temples, the offerings are a bit more modest, but this is Raezenoth's holiest temple.  People travel here from far away, to curry favor from him with their best offerings.

Idania floats in front of it, for a little while, considering what she'll give. Aya's not expected to give anything, but Idania certainly is.

Money is obvious and uncaring. She could give a lock of hair, but that seems like copping out.  Idania's not a fan of buying expensive things beforehand, either - if she were, she would have gotten bar's help. So, obvious choices are all out.  It's a good thing Idania likes the less obvious ones. Off come her shoes.  She lands, and places them onto the altar.  It's a strange offering. It's also a measure of trust - for the blessing's he's put on her, and the power she's been granted. Walking on the desert sands without fear of being burned - flying above any who could touch her. She likes having shoes, though, likes walking in streets on the ground and meeting new people. This isn't something she casually throws away. Only because of him, will she consider it.  Appropriate, for an offering. She bows to the altar where they're left, and that's that.

With that done, she smiles at Aya. That's how you give an offering.
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namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Aya flips through her phrasebook.  Just to make sure: "Should I?"  She's kind of short on things that are neither essential nor potentially insulting.

2014-05-17 05:55 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Only if you want to," says Idania, serenely.

2014-05-17 05:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya furrows her brow, finds nothing like the correct phrase in her phrasebook, resorts to the dictionary:

"Is this a test?"

2014-05-17 05:57 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




Idania giggles. "No."

It really isn't. More worshipers - or, at least, more offerings can be won with honey, instead of vinegar. Raezenoth's about freedom - and in Idania's opinion, that includes the freedom to not give something up.

2014-05-17 06:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Good -"  Slightly distorting the intended meaning of her phrasebook phrase: "I'm broke."

2014-05-17 06:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania nods. "That's okay."

Ah, well.  Can't win them all. She's not sure why Aya seems to think it's about money - but she suspects that when someone's been without anything for all of her life, she'll hold onto what she has.  That's understandable. Idania won't hold it against her. She'll find another offering for Rae to make up for it.

"Tour?" she prompts.

2014-05-17 06:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Tour."

2014-05-17 06:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Tourward they go!

There is a cute little town near the windy place.  Idania seems to know everyone there, and waves brightly at them all. It's not particularly fancy, but there are interesting things to see - a well's present, so Aya is guaranteed a steady source of water if she is in the area. There's a bar, a few shops of various types, a modest little school, and neat little houses, scattered all around in a 'We didn't plan out layout beforehand' kind of way. Soon enough, the tour of the town's done. Idania stays on the ground about half of the time, occasionally zipping up into the air to get to somewhere quickly, or just because she feels like it.
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namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Aya stays on her bike.  She notes the location of the well - and points it out to Idania and asks, "How much?" (rather than 'is it free', because the former is in her phrasebook and the latter isn't).
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onthewind: (Default)




"Free," supplies Idania. "But don't waste it."

2014-05-17 16:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Dictionary dictionary dictionary -

"Is filling a bottle 'wasting'?"

2014-05-17 16:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"No."

She'd give a general layout of what's considered wasting water and what's not, but that's a little above Aya's phrasebook.

2014-05-17 17:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Okay."  Flip flip.  "Where can I find lodging?"

2014-05-17 17:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"No inn," supplies Idania. "You can stay with me, or find someone who will let you stay with them."

2014-05-17 17:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Flip flip.  "Thank you -"  flip flip - "I want to learn more Jorten first."

2014-05-17 17:30 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania nods. "Want to see my house, then?"

2014-05-17 17:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Translate translate - nod!

2014-05-17 17:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Off they go to do that!  Her house is a ways away from the main town, but still situated near windy place.  It also happens to be hard to get to without flying or a hover-bike, situated on top of a rocky outcropping. Once they're up there, though - the view's spectacular, with a good view of the windy place and the town below. There's a slight danger of a fall to imminent death, but the house is a reasonable distance away from the edge and it's not likely to be a danger.

The house is little and it's cute. There are lots of little baubles, just all around - interesting things from far away places, things she liked, things she doesn't but wants to remember, and so on. It gives the house an interesting lived in and wordly feel. She doesn't have a spare room, but she has a couch, and Idania informs her that Aya may borrow it to sleep.
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namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya translates this offer, thanks her in her adorable Eseo accent, and sets down to study her dictionary, supplementing with the phrasebook for grammar.  It's one of those multi-layered books, with the sentence in Esevi followed by Esevi with Jorten word order followed by Jorten phonetics in the Esevi alphabet followed by proper Jorten, very handy for picking up sentence patterns.
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onthewind: Acolyte




Idania hangs around for a little while, but eventually the door opens of its own accord and a breeze goes swirling around the acolyte.

"Duty calls," she informs Aya. "Be back later, do whatever you like, food's in the cupboard if you want it, borrow things if you need 'em, don't break anything please."

Then, off she goes, flying at top speed.  Aya gets the house to herself.

2014-05-17 18:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya translates this as best she can, fills in the rest by common sense, and continues studying till her milkshake wears off and she starts looking for lunch.

2014-05-17 18:3 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Lunch is available in cupboards.  A large amount of it is ready to eat as is, but there are proper cooking supplies if Aya would like to use them. Things aren't very organized, so finding everything necessary for cooking might be a bit of a challenge.

Idania also has paper and writing utensils, obviously for quick notes but they can be used for other purposes. 
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namesthesky: (Default)




Aya decides to go ahead and make a nice lunch that will keep a while, since there's fixings and Idania has been very nice to her.  Let's see, what is there?  There is enough stuff to make that nutty flatbread the old lady liked, and bean spread to put on it.  Assuming Aya has correctly recognized this herb.  She tastes it.  Yep.  Mix mix knead knead mash mash fry fry.  She eats hers folded in half around its filling, leaves the rest of the spread in a covered bowl and the bread under a cloth on the counter.

2014-05-17 18:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




It's quite a long time before Idania returns.  Long enough that the sky darkens to night and for the desert to get colder, something it does surprisingly quickly.

When she does eventually fly in for a landing, she is somewhat worse for wear.  She's bleeding from a few (minor) cuts and is covered in dust and grime. Besides the injuries, she looks tired and worn out, like she's been running a marathon. Wherever she was, it was probably not a nice place.

She waves at Aya, too exhausted to do much else.

2014-05-18 00:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"...I made food."

(Aya has learned enough pronouns, generic verbs, and common nouns to say this without recourse to the dictionary.)

2014-05-18 00:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania smiles at Aya. "That was really nice of you.  Thanks!" she says. She goes and retrieves it, and eats like she hasn't had anything all day. She had some water and a bit of bread, but other than breakfast and bar's drink - nothing else.  It's been a long day and she is kind of hungry.

"Delicious," she declares, once it's very thoroughly gone.

2014-05-18 00:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Meanwhile, Aya translates the words that surround the thanks, and then what she wants to say back: "You're welcome.  What happened?"

2014-05-18 00:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Nature god decided to set an acolyte on Rae.  I won," she explains, carefully.

2014-05-18 00:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




(After more page-turning): "What happened to the other acolyte?"

2014-05-18 00:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




Wince. "Dead," she explains succinctly. "He attacked a town. Hurt some people."Edited   2014-05-18 00:48 (UTC)
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namesthesky: l ~ my papers




(Turn turn turn.  Immersion is the best teacher but it's labor intensive.)  "Are they okay?"
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onthewind: Caged




"Most.  Two died, one's severely injured. Lots of others with minor injuries."
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namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Happen often?" Aya asks.  Then she finds the sentence pattern she was having trouble locating: "Does this happen often?"

2014-05-18 00:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




"No. Usually people are left out of it, too."

2014-05-18 00:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Good."
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onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"Very," agrees Idania.

She considers flopping on the couch, but decides against it because she is likely to fall asleep where she drops.  "Thanks for the food," she says again, then adds, "I'm going to crash."

She wanders off to her bedroom, to do just that.  Flop. Zzzzzz....
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namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Aya stays up a bit longer studying, then goes to sleep on the couch till dawn intrudes.

2014-05-18 00:58 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Dawn intrudes! Idania is not up that early.  She needs her sleep very much, right now.

"Hey," she says sometimes late morning, emerging from her room and looking groggy. 

While she wants breakfast, she's going to make sure her cuts are properly cleaned and bandaged, first. A pitcher of water's retrieved, and Idania starts cleaning and dressing her various injuries. She's got bandages, and she knows how to use them.
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namesthesky: (Default)




Aya decides to fix breakfast.  She puts together something with oats and milk and dried fruit and sugar and makes enough for two.
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onthewind: Got something planned




Idania smiles at her when she notices that there's enough for two. "You're a good roommate. Thanks!"

Before she grabs breakfast she makes sure all injuries are tended to. It doesn't take very long, sadly enough she's got practice with this kind of thing.  Her cuts are cleaned and neatly bandaged - the Argentleaf was for helping with healing, but obviously that's a lost cause, now. They'll just have to heal on their own.

Then, breakfast. Delicious, delicious breakfast.
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namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"You're welcome."

Om nom nom.

Aya's plan is pretty much to crash here for a week or until she can get through an entire non-contrived conversation without having to look anything up or accidentally insulting her hostess, whichever comes first.  She'll cook; she's in a rather grateful mood.
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onthewind: (Default)




That's fine by her hostess.  Idania doesn't much like cooking, at least not for the purposes of making food.  It's fun to mess around with, though.

"How long before you head off to Perinixu?" asks Idania, once breakfast is handled.
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namesthesky: (Default)




"I think a week.  I want to learn more Jorten."

2014-05-18 04:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania nods. "Sure.  I can help you while I'm here if you have problems."

2014-05-18 04:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Conversation practice helps," Aya says (she has to look up 'conversation', but not 'help' or 'practice').  "Just - talk, and I'll learn to hear the words right."
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onthewind: Got something planned




"All right!  I'll keep going slowly, though. This is a strange and kind of fun way to have a conversation.  Slowly and with pauses for looking things up."

2014-05-18 04:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"The pauses will be less over the week."

2014-05-18 04:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"I might get nostalgic and say, 'Aya, speak slower, use the dictionary to find words, I miss when conversations took ages.'"

She is joking.

2014-05-18 04:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya has to look up 'nostalgic', and, ironically, 'dictionary'.  "Maybe in a few years," she says.  "When I am very eloquent."
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onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles. "You'll get there pretty fast, I think.  Getting thrown into a place that speaks an entirely different language gives quite a 'sink or swim' mentality."

2014-05-18 04:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Yes, this is faster than when I learned Sudre."

2014-05-18 04:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Step freely




"You're picking up the grammar pretty well.  I guess having a customized phrasebook from a magic bar helps, huh?"

2014-05-18 04:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




(Page page) "It's only a little customized, but yes."

2014-05-18 04:31 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Hey, a little customized is better than what people normally get. Usually it's a book that isn't customized at all or a teacher that is terrible at teaching."

2014-05-18 04:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It's helping that I already know two languages."

2014-05-18 04:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"That too. Previous experience and practice at it helps. I doubt you can use Ancient Sudre to help with Jorten words, though."Edited   2014-05-18 04:38 (UTC)


2014-05-18 04:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Yes.  It's about how to organize the learning."

2014-05-18 04:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania nods. "Makes sense. Glad it's working! I don't know how I would say half of what I say in mime rather than speaking."

2014-05-18 04:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I guess you'd say different things."

2014-05-18 04:45 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"I'd keep it simple if I had to speak in mime. None of my usual wit."

2014-05-18 04:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I would be impoverished."

(The word she wants is 'deprived', but no dictionary is perfect.)

2014-05-18 04:48 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "But I would get into miming after a while!  Lots of large, extravagant hand gestures, head tilts, so on."

2014-05-18 04:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"You could use objects in your house."

2014-05-18 04:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"I could! It would be delightful, I would juggle them.  While flying."

2014-05-18 04:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya takes this opportunity to learn "delightful", "juggle", and "flying".  "That would not say much," she opines.

2014-05-18 05:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"No, but it would be really fun!"

2014-05-18 05:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You could do it anyway."

2014-05-18 05:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"I could!" she says.  Then she goes to do that.

It is a hilarious failure. She can sort of juggle, but she'll go flying after something when she misses and it just screws up her whole rhythm. One of the items ends up bonking her on the head - she laughs and stops, when this happens.

"Okay, I think I need to practice that more."

2014-05-18 05:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Then you'll be good at it."

2014-05-18 05:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: Tell me more




"Yeah!  Then I can show the trick to all of my friends."

2014-05-18 05:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"They will be so impressed."

2014-05-18 05:17 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"They will be.  Who else can juggle while flying? Mostly because not many people can fly, but, whatever."

2014-05-18 05:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Who else can fly, anybody?"

2014-05-18 05:18 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Rae just has me as an acolyte, but there are other gods who grant flight. So other people can definitely fly."

2014-05-18 05:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"It's different things for each god?"

2014-05-18 05:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Yeah. Based on personality and what they choose to grant. Gods pick an ability to gift to all of their acolytes. One per god. The acolyte I got into a grudge match with had something with plants that could turn them into constructs."

2014-05-18 05:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya has to look up a lot of those words.

"What does Perinixu do?"

2014-05-18 05:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Her acolytes do a thing that cures plagues and sickness.  If I remember right.  I might not be remembering it right."

2014-05-18 05:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"That's a good one."

2014-05-18 05:29 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"It's good for helping people and for getting followers.  Not so much with self-defense. If Rae and Perinixu make an official alliance I will probably end up pulling double duty."

2014-05-18 05:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Is it looking like they're going to?"

2014-05-18 05:33 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Honestly it's hard to say! Right now they've agreed to not poach from each other and mostly leave each other alone.  Past that, I dunno. She doesn't like some of the things Rae does, and vice versa.  But they don't hate each other, and have a sort of - grudging respect thing going on."

2014-05-18 05:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"What doesn't he like of what she does?"

2014-05-18 05:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




"If you don't fit in to the society she's got going, then you get basically ostracized. If you cause trouble, she's got some kind of blessed knights group to throw you out, in lieu of an acolyte. I mean, I get why, but it's kind of against Rae's 'if you can prove yourself then you are good with me' thing."

2014-05-18 05:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"She doesn't have an acolyte, or her acolyte isn't her bouncer?"

2014-05-18 05:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"She's got two acolytes, but they're not her bouncers. Seeing as how it's kind of hard to use 'cure plague' in an offensive sense."

2014-05-18 05:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You could transport sick dangerous animals, then cure them in the middle of enemy camp."

2014-05-18 05:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeees, but that's not really worth the trouble, it's easier to just bless a bunch of guys, hand them swords, and tell them to be threatening and punch people."

2014-05-18 05:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Okay.  What are blessings like?"

2014-05-18 05:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Depends on the god.  Usually they're useful but comparatively minor. The ones I have, for example mostly just make my life easier. If it's windy it won't send me off balance or screw up my person in any way.  I can walk on hot sand barefoot no problem, I don't need to drink water as much as other people, I've got slightly enhanced reflexes for reactions and I'm flexible - that kind of thing."

2014-05-18 05:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Nice deal."

2014-05-18 05:55 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Very! They're basically guaranteed to always be useful in some way. Some people have managed to get blessings from multiple gods, it's not an either-or sort of deal.  A lot of effort, but I guess it's probably worth it if you can pull it off."

2014-05-18 05:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I guess the gods have to like each other?"

2014-05-18 05:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Step freely




"Not necessarily like each other, but definitely not be at war like Varkalobitch and Rae are. They just have to not be snippy about their followers having a blessing from a god they don't like. I think if you travel to domains far enough away from each other that neither god has an opinion of or a reason to fight the other, it could work."

2014-05-18 06:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"And the blessings stay put forever?"

2014-05-18 06:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Unless the god rescinds them, yeah.  I think there are like - traces of the blessing left over after even if they do, but it's sort of a shadow of what it was. Acolyte specialness can't be taken back, though, that's why there are so few of them running around."

2014-05-18 06:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"That makes sense."

2014-05-18 06:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Plus acolytes are the ones who can usurp their own god," says Idania, with the same distaste she had before. "So, another limiting factor."

2014-05-19 20:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Have you ever known it to happen or have you just heard of it?"

2014-05-19 20:14 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




"Well.  I got acolytehood because someone tried to do it to Rae and he was basically powerless to stop them. So he grabbed me, gave me impromptu acolytehood, and set me on them.  He was getting some blessed people to go do it, but the rogue acolyte was faster because of flying and kept hopping between temples and desecrating them."

2014-05-19 20:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




Aya nods.

2014-05-19 20:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"So uh, yeah, it's a thing that can definitely happen."

2014-05-19 20:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I believed you that it could, I wanted to know how common it is."

2014-05-19 20:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Pretty uncommon, it's hard to pull off. I think there's a god out west who usurped? Can't remember her name, though."

2014-05-19 20:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Raezenoth's lucky to have you, I think."

2014-05-19 20:29 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania smiles. "Thanks. I like being an acolyte, so I'm lucky to have him, too."

2014-05-19 20:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Now Aya's out of things to say about that.

Flip flip.

"Why your shoes?" she asks.  "Yesterday."

2014-05-19 20:38 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Symbolism and a sign of trust.  Walking barefoot's less hazardous to me than other people, but only because I'm his acolyte. But I still like having them, because I like walking, so it's still giving something up, it's not frivolous for me. So by giving them up I am saying 'You are important enough to me to give up a thing that I want due to circumstances you have given me that makes it viable.'"

2014-05-19 20:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Aya has to look up a lot of those words.  "What happens to the offerings?" she asks.

2014-05-19 20:44 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Some are re-purposed, gods have power but sometimes they need things, like money and shoes and stuff. But most of the time, the offering is - I don't know the word for it. Eaten? Destroyed? It gives more power but you lose whatever the offering was."

2014-05-19 20:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"It disappears?"

2014-05-19 20:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Yes.  That."

2014-05-19 20:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I would have given something but I wasn't sure how to pick something, and I'm not sure how much margin of safety I have on what I brought with me."  (Composing this sentence requires a lot of reference material, but she gets it out fluidly enough in the end.)

2014-05-19 21:0 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"It's entirely all right," says Idania. "You're not used to the system, and you kind of - just got used to having things for yourself.  Kind of understandable, not immediately giving things up to a thing you haven't even met."

2014-05-19 21:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya nods, and glances at the tattoo on her heel, and smiles a little.

2014-05-19 21:2 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania doesn't know the significance of the tattoo, but she doesn't ask. "Actually if you're any good at crafts I know some people who do glass working and use Raezenoth's sand to make pretty things.  It's really not a 'person with the most money wins forever and always' kind of thing."

2014-05-19 21:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I don't know how to work with glass," says Aya.  "I took dictation and cooked and cleaned and gardened and did laundry and ran errands and translated old books, that's most of what I know how to do."

2014-05-19 21:13 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"Hm.  Okay, off of the top of my head from just those - write something to Rae, give that as an offering. It can be a story or what you think about him or - whatever you want, really. Cook something delicious and put aside a portion of it for him to give later. I think the - riches and splendor of the offerings altar gave you a bad impression of it, this is windy place and it is Rae's center of power, essentially.  So there are pilgrims and sometimes they splurge."

2014-05-19 21:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Interesting.  I don't know about a story - I'm not an author - but okay.  I can certainly make extra food."

2014-05-19 21:24 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania nods. "I think it's a pretty forgiving system, but then again, I grew up with it, so I guess I'm used to it by now."

2014-05-19 21:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"In Eseo people would mostly donate money to temples, not things, and usually posthumously or if they're particularly rich."

2014-05-19 21:33 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Huh. If you don't have - obvious gods running around doing things, then why?"

2014-05-19 21:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"People think there are gods, and appearing to be favored by them, which mostly means being lucky, makes those people look good.  And the people who work at the temples do some worthwhile charity work.  If the old lady had freed me like she said she would I would have been able to stay at one while I saved money."

2014-05-19 21:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Well, I get the charity part, that's worthwhile, but - status symbols? Strange.  If you don't actually have gods around to back up that you're favored, it seems kind of silly."

Idania tilts her head. "Old lady?" she prompts, gently.

2014-05-19 21:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"She bought me when I was six.  She said she was leaving me to myself in her will.  She didn't."

2014-05-19 21:58 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"She was a bitch," says Idania, in a calm certainty. "And the world is better that she is gone."

2014-05-19 22:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It could have been worse, but I do not miss her."

2014-05-19 22:0 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Well, yeah, things can always be worse. It doesn't make what occurred good because it was less bad.  She was still terrible for doing - any of that. I'd go spit on her grave if I could get to it."

2014-05-19 22:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I mean - if she had never existed - it is likely that it would have been worse.  Most people buying six year olds are worse.  Staying on the farm would have been worse, in most ways, except I would have been with my parents.  More than her would have to change to make it so my life was better."

2014-05-19 22:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"... Mm.  Fair point.  I suppose I don't know enough about a society wretched enough to support slavery to truly get what it's like. That it exists at all is a travesty."

2014-05-19 22:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




Aya nods.

2014-05-19 22:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




"If your door hadn't of opened into a magic I would have asked Rae to give me permission to go, he would have been all for it, and then there would have been consequences to their actions."

2014-05-19 22:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"There are a lot of slaveowners in Eseo, and some in some neighboring countries too."

2014-05-19 22:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Then I would ask you to hold the door, grab as much holy sand as I could carry, dump it somewhere in your world and hope that's enough for Rae to get a foothold so we could tell people I free, 'Hey go pick up some flowers and rocks and stuff and give them to this guy and it'll help with freeing other people' and moved on from there. I do not like slavery.  It would go away."

2014-05-19 22:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I wouldn't stop you, certainly, that would represent an improvement."

2014-05-19 22:22 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania smiles a little. "I don't even know what I'd do after it went away. I guess go back to doing my normal thing, with the knowledge that Raezenoth's basically untouchable by other gods because he would be in another world."

2014-05-19 22:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"That would be interesting.  I wonder if more gods would start popping up in my world if there was one to start it off, though."

2014-05-19 22:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"I don't think we'll be able to find out," shrugs Idania. "But maybe? I'm not sure if that would be considered a bad thing or not."

2014-05-19 22:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Apparently some of them aren't as nice as yours."

2014-05-19 22:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeah, there are some bad ones, but I'm pretty sure there are nicer ones, too.  Most of them are just kinda bland, really. So I'm not sure if it's bad or not, it would depend on the ratio."

2014-05-19 22:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Aya nods.  "I wonder how gods would interact with magics."

2014-05-19 22:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Hmmm. No idea, they'd probably end up as dead-zones between domains if they did stuff to make the area desecrated or something. Then they'd just be the same, except gods would probably put huge walls around them because it would annoy them to lose followers to embroidery."

2014-05-19 22:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"There's fences around the known ones, for the most part.  The one around the one I fell into broke."

2014-05-19 22:59 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Oh, well. So not much would change at all, except maybe less breakable ones. That's very intelligent, I am surprised and impressed that your backwards and terrible society of slavery thought of it. No offense to you, of course."

2014-05-19 23:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"None taken," says Aya when she's translated this.  "Sometimes people jump into magics on purpose, but mostly they're just dangers no one wants.  I don't think it's the same kind of not-terrible to think of fencing magics and to think of manumitting slaves."

2014-05-19 23:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Huh.  Why would people jump into magics on purpose?"

2014-05-19 23:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"If they were desperate or crazy."

2014-05-19 23:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Ah.  That's kind of depressing."

2014-05-19 23:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Occasionally the embroidery is positive, or mixed.  Mine worked out pretty nicely."

2014-05-19 23:15 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well - fair point.  I guess it's less depressing, then. Slightly."

2014-05-19 23:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Everybody else who was with me was turned into something or vanished, though."

2014-05-19 23:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"And now it has jumped straight from depressing to extremely horrifying and alarming."

2014-05-19 23:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Magics are not nice.  Magics are random.  Most random changes you can make to someone make things worse for them."

2014-05-19 23:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"Yeah, I wasn't saying it was rainbows and sunshine or anything, but - yikes."

2014-05-19 23:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"It was actually unusually extreme.  It's hard to get good statistics on people, because people usually don't want to experiment with going into magics while someone supervises, but if you throw animals into magics, they usually are still recognizable as whatever they started out as.  I didn't see anyone but me still remotely human when I looked around."

2014-05-19 23:29 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Throwing animals into magics seems exceptionally mean. Does it not work on inanimate objects?"

2014-05-19 23:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It can work on both plants and inanimate objects, but it's less likely, and it's harder to get them out again afterwards if you want to study them, whereas you can usually lure a modestly embroidered animal out of the magic.  I doubt it's much meaner than eating them.  Embroidered animals I've seen both in the magic I was in and that have been in cages in town when I've run errands don't seem particularly unhappy about it.  I don't think magics tend to make persistent changes that hurt."

2014-05-19 23:34 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Huh.  Okay, then. It's still kind of strange, though. I don't even know why magic would work like that, it doesn't consistently make sense."

2014-05-19 23:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"It doesn't have a person guiding it, and it's magic, so it's not following rules like ordinary places do, so it makes sense to me that it would be like it is."

2014-05-19 23:41 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Well, yes, but - I don't know, even things that don't tend to make sense make sense when you look at the components that caused them. What made the magics?  Do they just exist? Have they always been like that, since the beginning of time?"Edited   2014-05-19 23:42 (UTC)


2014-05-19 23:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"By and large magics have been around as long as anyone can remember, although occasionally there's an earthquake or a volcano erupts or something and then an area starts or stops being magic."

2014-05-19 23:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"... Eh, okay.  I guess I'll just have to accept that because I can't go there myself and check anymore."

2014-05-19 23:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"How would you check?"

2014-05-19 23:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Obsessively studying things.  Checking places that used to be magics and places that became magics and looking for correlations, then going from there."

2014-05-19 23:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"People do study magics.  The animals are also useful for getting an idea of where their borders are.  The old lady had a good library, I think I've read a decent fraction of what there is to know."

2014-05-19 23:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Then if I couldn't be an acolyte I think I would do that," says Idania.

2014-05-19 23:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I wasn't sure what I wanted to do in the long term.  In the short term I was going to work at the post office and save up to go to school."

2014-05-20 00:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania nods. "There are schools here, too, if you would like to stick to your plan."

2014-05-20 00:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I might, once I know the language and what there is to study."

2014-05-20 00:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"That is an entirely fair thing to wait for! Would it help if I gave you a brief overview?"

2014-05-20 00:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Yes please."

2014-05-20 00:28 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Right, well - there's the basics of math, science, and some medicine and language everywhere, but how good the schools are depends on country and the domain. Some places don't have them at all, Evarsomethingorother doesn't put much stock into them, for instance. If you're looking for the best stuff close by, I know Opedist's domain has got a lot of libraries and schools. His stubbornness applies to keeping knowledge that's there safe, so if you don't mind the ongoing war with the volcano god, go for it. Or did you want me to give you a curriculum?  I'd need to think about it, it's been a while since I was in school."Edited   2014-05-20 00:37 (UTC)


2014-05-20 00:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I am fairly good at studying independently without much telling me what's meant to be next."

2014-05-20 00:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Okay! Then hit up the libraries in Opedists' domain, the ones at Kardaliche and Ornen are lovely. Some schools there, too, if you can afford it, but honestly they are prissy nitwits a lot of the time. If you're good at making a curriculum and self-teaching, you can probably skip them."

2014-05-20 00:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Thank you."

Aya writes this down.

2014-05-20 00:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"You're welcome.  Oo!  Hold on, I have a map, I can show you where they are."

She goes and retrieves the map, finds the cities, and shows Aya where they're at in comparison to both Perinixu's domain and where they're located now.  The cities are closer to Perinixu's domain than Raezenoth's; it's likely to work out in Aya's favor.

2014-05-20 00:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya copies the map down into her notebook too.

2014-05-20 00:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Then that is done. Idania starts explaining various routes and their levels of safety, and how domains and country borders interact with both.  She's helping to map out a good route to get to both Perinixu's domain and to the libraries when the door opens and a scruffy looking man walks in.

Wordlessly, he finds his way to the couch and sits down. No greeting, no acknowledgement, just - sit.

2014-05-20 01:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Aya is very distracted from the mapping by this eventuality.

2014-05-20 01:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Hey, Rae," says Idania, barely looking up from the map. "Bored again?"

"Yes," says the scruffy man, in a voice that echoes across the entire room. He doesn't need to be translated.  His voice echoes in Esevi, Jorten, and the vaguest hint of Ancient Sudre, at the same time but not mixing in the slightest.

Aya can probably put two and two together, considering Idania called him his name.

2014-05-20 01:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning






"Hello."

2014-05-20 01:16 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




The god looks up and looks at Aya as if he's seen her for the first time. He tilts his head, but otherwise doesn't say anything else.

"Hello," he says. Then he looks at Idania. "You're helping her find a route, aren't you."

"Yup!" says Idania, in a singsong voice.

"She should find her own and become stronger for it," replies the god, with utmost dignity.

"You're being naggy again."

Her god doesn't deign to reply. But he smiles, just faintly.
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Aya takes this general reception to mean that he doesn't want to talk to her, which is reasonable enough in its way.  She falls silent and goes back to mapping, a bit slower than before.
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Mapping, mapping, then Rae says, "This one isn't as annoying as your last one."

"She can definitely hear you," says Idania, rolling her eyes.

"Yes.  You are not throwing yourself at my feet and singing my praises," says Raezenoth, to Aya.

"It annoys him," provides Idania in a stage whisper.
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"...I'm not," agrees Aya.
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"Good," he says, unconcerned about her obvious trepidation. "Keep it up."

"She," teases Idania, "is not going to stay here, so she doesn't need to.  She's heading off to Perinixu."

"Ah.  At least she has good taste when it comes to other gods," says Raezenoth, eying Aya. It's impossible to tell if he's insulted or not. His expression is near-blank.
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...The "not saying much" strategy seems to be doing okay, so far.
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onthewind: Come on now




It does, certainly.

Pause.  Mapping, mapping.

"I continue to be bored," says the god.

"Well what do you want me to do about it?" his acolyte replies with a snort.

"Dance," he says, in an utter deadpan.

Idania laughs. "Okay. You know what?  Fine, I will dance." She puts down the pencil she was using, and then does a little jig. It's kind of hilarious, she isn't much good at it.

"Riveting," drawls Raezenoth. "Your mastery of the dance astounds me."

"Oh, shut up."
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Okay, this is funny.
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"Happy?" she asks, stopping her dancing.

"Moderately," says the god serenely.

"I will throw something at you, you realize."

"I recommend the pillow," he replies, unconcerned.

"Okay," she shrugs, and that is when the god gets hit in the face with a pillow. Flop. Pillow fatality.
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Hee hee.
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"Your aim's gotten better," observes Raezenoth, from under his pillow. "Or perhaps that was luck."

That earns him another pillow, to the face. Flumph. That'll show that god who's boss. "Take a guess at which!" laughs Idania.

"I don't dare," he drawls. "You will throw another pillow at me regardless."

"Yup!" Pillow. Soon he will be buried in a pile of them, and he doesn't seem to care. It's starting to become obvious why Idania has a lot of pillows, scattered around. Eventually, she does still manage to run out. Raezenoth is buried under feathery and fluffy doom, barely visible.

"Still bored?" she asks, amused.

"No," he says.  Then he gets up easily, dislocating all pillows.  He stands. "Thank you." He pats her on the head, then walks out, like nothing happened.

"So!  That was Rae," says Idania brightly, plopping down to get back to maps.Edited   2014-05-20 02:21 (UTC)
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"I see."
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"We have a strange relationship," she explains. "That's not typical with gods and acolytes, if you were wondering."
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"I would be a little surprised if it was."
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Idania giggles. "He's started giving me more pillows, too. Just shows up sometimes and drops one off and leaves without explanation."
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Ha ha.

"What are the others like with theirs?" she wonders.Edited   2014-05-20 03:51 (UTC)
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"I think it's way more formal, less... Us being ourselves.  But I wouldn't know very well, I suppose, I'm not an acolyte to another god."
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"Does he come sit on your couch and provoke you into throwing pillows at him while making no facial expressions often?"

2014-05-20 03:54 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "Sometimes. He does other things, too. Occasionally he'll ask me to tell him about my day or distract him from something he doesn't like, too. Once he walked in, stole my Arabek board, and set up the entire game then looked at me expectantly."
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"Who won?"
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"He did.  I put up a fight, though."
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"Is the game fun?"
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"Yeah, pretty fun.  Why, want to play it?"
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"Maybe."
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"Do you want me to explain the rules first and see if it's any fun?"
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"Yes, thank you."
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Idania grins, and then gets to explaining the rules. The game is based around each player being a god of a randomly chosen domain and working to defeat all other gods present.  There are different (simplified) methods available to convert mortals to your religion, including sending priests, acolytes, armies, plagues, or the like. When you gain more followers, you get more of a domain to work in and more power to use in various methods.  Overall it's quite strategic, requiring a lot of forethought and planning, but is relatively simple to play once set up.

"I think it's best with more than two players, but if you want to play with just two that's fine by me."
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"There's no one else here," Aya points out, when she's finished translating all the instructions.Edited   2014-05-22 02:38 (UTC)
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"We can invite Rae, or other people that I know, but they stopped playing against me because I kept winning and they are sore losers."
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"Rae - or do only you get to call him that? - just left," Aya points out.
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"You can call him that, he really doesn't care. I can always ask him if he's busy or just wasn't bored anymore. He might be up for it, he might not.  I dunno.  Want me to ask?"
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"...sure, why not."
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"Okay!"

Vial of sand is retrieved, and she asks.

"He's -"

Her door opens again, and in steps Rae.  He goes immediately to a cabinet and starts riffling through it for the game set.

"-excited," laughs Idania.
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Aya giggles.
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Rae produces the board, and starts setting it up. Actually he's not just setting up his own part, he starts setting up Aya's and Idania's, too.

Idania notices. "Rae, Aya's not going to learn how to play if you do it for her," she teases.

Pause.  He looks at his acolyte with consideration. "It was only the setup," he defends.

"Uh huh.  Except she needs to know what's going on from the get-go."

"Fine," sighs Raezenoth. 

Idania helpfully starts explaining what's going on to Aya and helps her set up.  There is a little dice with eight sides and symbols drawn on them, for various domains. Desert, plains, mountains, volcano, swamp, tundra, deciduous forest and rainforest. Aya gets to roll the die, and get her domain randomly selected from the eight.

Rae informs Aya a little smugly, "My favorite part of the game is that ocean gods are not included."

Raezenoth rolls first, and gets tundra. Idania gets plains, and then it is Aya's turn to roll and see what she gets.
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Aya has more trouble keeping up with two interlocutors instead of just one - she's still running to the dictionary for every sentence of Idania's, and even though Rae's fully comprehensible, Idania speaks faster and with less pausing to him than to Aya - but she rolls the die when she catches up.  She is apparently a rainforest.Edited   2014-05-22 03:18 (UTC)


2014-05-22 03:14 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Then, they get to playing.

Both Raezenoth and Idania are very good at it. Thankfully it is straightforward enough that Aya can pick up what's going on with Idania's explanations and observation.Edited   2014-05-22 03:23 (UTC)
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Aya has no practice at this game, which is an obvious disadvantage, but for a beginner she does pretty well.  She spreads out into adjacent empty domains first before trying to engage the others on their own turf.Edited   2014-05-22 03:24 (UTC)
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That is the smart move. Aya lucks out, because Raezenoth and Idania get into a grudge match over a key location early-game, and lets Aya gain power while they recover from their power-struggle. Idania managed to win, and is now in control of a tactically important location, but she took some hard hits in the process. Rae consolidates and then starts trying to box Aya in so she has no choice but to engage him rather than taking empty domains.
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Aya gives ground on Rae's front where it's convenient so she can wipe Idania out while she's weak.
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Idania is alarmed by this! She recovers fairly well considering her lack of power, trying to draw Aya's followers into various traps by giving ground in certain places and then surrounding them to regain the space. Meanwhile, Rae starts attacking her from the other side, attempting to take the strategic location while Idania is distracted by Aya. This leaves him open to attack from Aya herself.
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Aya puts a vicious dent in Idania's defenses just long enough to make it look safe for Rae to ignore her on that border - then turns around and goes after him there.Edited   2014-05-22 03:47 (UTC)
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Raezenoth laughs when Aya does this. Finally another mortal that will play this game properly and not roll over and let him win. (He likes to win, but he likes to do it properly.)

Idania consolidates and goes on the defensive, giving Rae an annoyingly hard time in taking control of her domain. Luckily for her, Aya's attack on Rae distracts him and gives her a breather she can use to recover. She retreats, going after a few scattered empty domains rather than facing either Rae or Aya.

Rae, meanwhile, starts showing Aya that when it comes to this game, he means business. She caught him off guard by not helping him finish off Idania, but soon he recovers and starts fighting back against Aya.
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Aya doesn't expect to win, but she'll put up a fight.  Have at you, Rae.
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onthewind: Got something planned




Rae proves to be really, really good at this when he is not distracted with fighting Idania. Aya starts losing a lot of ground. Thankfully, Idania recovers enough to strike a desperate attack against Raezenoth, considering him the biggest threat on the board and teaming up with Aya to try to take him down. The strategic location Idania took in the beginning of the game proves to be incredibly useful against Rae, and she knocks a huge dent in his forces.
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Maybe together they can knock the god out of the game!  And then viciously backstab each other!

Frankly Aya thinks that she's got the best chance of winning if she lets the two of them both continue to exist and distract each other from her for the longest possible period of time before taking them both out in one fell swoop, though, so she may start defensively consolidating once the two of them have been cut down to roughly equal size with each other.
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Yeah, Rae is not having any of that. He manages to keep up a meager defense against a slowly marching Idania, but he knows what Aya's trying to pull and is not going to tolerate it. He keeps attacking Aya, while Idania slowly chips away at Rae's power reserves to weaken him.Edited   2014-05-22 04:10 (UTC)
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Oh well.  If he doesn't want to let her fall back and set them on each other she can just attack him right back instead.
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That is entirely the point! Because Rae, as it turns out, is really good at this game. To the point where he can outplay Aya while he holds off Idania's weakened assaults - Aya goes down first and there's nothing Idania can do to stop it. Then he sets his sights on her with his now smaller force, and what proceeds is a vicious and merciless battle involving both parties pulling out all of the stops.

Raezenoth wins.  Barely, scraping by with a measly twelve followers after throwing morality and future planning out the window with a plague.

"That was fun," he says, pleased with himself and looking incredibly smug.

"I will get you eventually," Idania says stubbornly. "One day."
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"You never win?" Aya asks her.
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"In a one-on-one battle with him?  Nope.  I've managed to get some people to team up with me and taken him out that way, but never on my own when it's just us," explains Idania.

"It's because I am a better player," says Rae, smugly.

Idania throws a pillow at him.
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"It's not a game of luck, so that is the obvious reason," agrees Aya.
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"I wasn't disagreeing," says Idania primly. "I was throwing a pillow."

Raezenoth is smiling. "Completely different," he drawls. "Had nothing to do with the conversation at all, I'm certain."

Idania throws another pillow at him. "Yup!"
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Aya starts putting the game away, giggling.
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Rae stoically helps with putting the game away, while Idania hits him with a pillow. Over.  And over.  And over.
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Hee hee hee.

2014-05-22 04:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




The game is put away, and then Rae looks at Aya and says, "I like you."

Then he walks off, and leaves without another word.

Idania snickers. "We should play that again later!"
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"I'll be here for a few days more."
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"Yeah," agrees Idania. She giggles, then says, "You should definitely team up with me against Rae next time, though."
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"Maybe I will.  Then perhaps I can come in second."
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Idania giggles. "You did great for your first game. Mine I got horrifically curb-stomped by Rae."
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"Was anyone else playing?"
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"Nope! It was hilariously one-sided!"
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"It sounds it."
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"It's okay, though, because I took that horrific beat down as a challenge. Eventually, one on one - I'll win."
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"Good luck."
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"Thank you!  It's not a game of luck, though, except what you get at the start. I need skill, wish me skill, not luck."
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"Wishing luck has as much influence on luck as anything does," says Aya, after some looking up words, "but wishing skill does not have this property."
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Idania snorts. "Fair point."
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Aya smiles.
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Idania smiles back! She's glad Aya's feeling welcome, here.
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Aya feels welcome enough to stay the rest of the week.  She makes extra portions for Rae when she cooks, which is most of the time, and she studies Jorten intensively enough that she can have simple conversations about nouns she has previously encountered without recourse to her dictionaries, though she keeps them.

And then she thinks it is about time she got going, but she bids Idania goodbye first and receives a copy of the board game (a travel version, with a quilted cloth board and small cone-shaped tokens) to take along with her.

And Aya gets on her hoverbike and heads Perinixu-ward, hoping that the goddess will be sufficiently interested in the device to say hi of her own accord because she's not sure how long it will take to find an actual temple.
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The trip to Perinixu's domain is fairly uneventful, though it does get her some strange looks from ordinary people and a few think she's some kind of acolyte. It can be a little annoying at times, but it keeps her safe from unsavory characters, fearful of a god or an acolyte's wrath.

When Aya arrives in Perinixu's domain nearly immediately a multi-languaged voice, based from everywhere and nowhere, says, "What manner of contraption is that? I, Perinixu, goddess of the highland spring commands you answer."
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Okay, that's kind of disconcerting on two levels, but. "It's called a hoverbike," Aya says, with the first words in adorably-accented Jorten and the last the loanword Bar supplied.
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"... You do not sound like any that I have heard before, and I have heard many. Where are you from?" asks the goddess.Edited   2014-05-22 05:45 (UTC)
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"I am from a country called Eseo in a world called Tayane where the rules of magic are different from those here."

2014-05-22 05:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Different in what ways? What gods do you have there?"
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"None, or if we have them, they are very quiet.  Magic is a condition that can affect a smallish location, within which unpredictable and usually displeasing things happen to things that enter."Edited   2014-05-22 05:52 (UTC)
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There is a silence, from the goddess.  Then, she says, "That is a travesty, child. You are better to be rid of the place."
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"I have no plans to return."
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"Good.  Is that where your contraption came from? If it taints the land with its presence I will not stand for it."Edited   2014-05-22 06:00 (UTC)
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"That is not where my contraption came from, although if you prefer I can depart your domain contraption and all.  I fell into a magic in my home world, and instead of harming me it healed the injuries from my fall and removed my chains and offered me a door, which I opened, and it led to a place between worlds, where I was able to purchase anything I chose from any of those worlds with a loan from a native of this world who I found there, and this was what I wanted."
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"I see. You have the smell of Raezenoth on you, was it there that you fled to?"
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"That was where the door led when I left the place between worlds, yes."
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"Mm. You decided to come here, after, or is this pure chance?"
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"I asked for a list of all of the gods around once I learned that there were real gods here and decided to come here, although I'll leave if you don't like me."
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"And what brought you here, over all other gods?

This sounds kind of wheedling, like she's expecting a very specific type of answer.
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"I liked the sound of a god who chooses to use that power on something like healing.  It is one of the most straightforwardly good things there is to do.  So I thought I might like to meet you."
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"Thank you," says the goddess, not at all surprised by the compliment, but pleased all the same. "I prefer for things to remain whole and unmolested by disease."
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"It is a good thing to prefer."
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"I think so, certainly!" agrees Perinixu. "Go well in my domain, little world-walker. Raezenoth was right to send you here."

And that seems to be a dismissal!  She has goddessy things to do.
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Raezenoth didn't technically send her, but oh well.

Aya bikes onward in search of someplace to settle and collect some income, since it looks like she's not getting spontaneously handed an acolytehood for being shiny.
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Nope, that's not how gods typically work.

Aya has several options available for income gathering. She could be a farmhand, messagenger, laundry-woman, maid, and other things - but the job that will most likely interest her is working at Perinixu's temple, as an aide. It doesn't pay exceptionally well, but overall it seems geared towards helping people, if in ordinary ways than with magic.
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That does seem the most interesting of available options, especially, though not solely, because no one is interested in paying her to draw and her translation skills are now approximately useless and her dictation-taking well below par.  Temple-ing it is.
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Temple-ing doesn't pay well, and there are an awful lot of rules and regulations to it, including an obsessive hygiene regiment, but it consistently helps people. Aya is sent with medicines to the sick, bandages to the injured, and so on.  Interestingly enough, the temple has more than just a focus on healing injured bodies. Priests and even acolytes of Perinixu are expected to listen to anyone's problems and offer comforting words, even if a direct solution to the problem isn't available. Aya isn't expected to listen to literally anyone just yet, but if she runs around in her temple aide garb - people will start offloading their problems onto her.
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Aya considers exacting obsession about hygiene reasonable for any profession that spends a lot of time tending to festering wounds.

She is happy to do her best with advice, more and more as she gets more comfort with the language.  She's much less competent at just listening while unable to do anything, although there the fact that she isn't fluent in Jorten actually helps her shut up and look sympathetic.Edited   2014-05-23 03:41 (UTC)
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Yeah, that's one of the reasons why it's so strict.

Eventually, Aya is offered a vial of holy water and priesthood, after her hard work and dedication to helping people. It comes with more added rules, if she accepts it - stricter hygiene expectations, a well-kept uniform, well groomed hair, and some other things about silly vanity that probably have nothing to do with healing at all. On the bright side, she will get a blessing if the accepts the job. Perinixu will choose the blessing granted, but Aya can ask her to aim in a specific direction that will be most helpful. 
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Aya could not easily care less about what she wears or how she arranges her hair.  If Perinixu cares, that's not a big deal to her.  She takes the vial.

Aya would most like to be free of her apparently otherwise incurable clumsiness, if there is a blessing available to handle that.  The hoverbike helps, but only out of doors.
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Perinixu can grant grace, actually.  She seems to be somewhat vain, and dislikes the idea of her chosen being clumsy. Predictably, she grants the request. Aya is not as graceful as another person blessed with grace, but she is no longer clumsy.

Priesthood involves much of what was done as an aide, except Aya will be taught how to make the medicines necessary and give them out at her discretion, rather than at someone else's command. She also has the option of petitioning Perinixu for help with something if it's troublesome, but there is no guarantee that she'll answer.Edited   2014-05-23 03:57 (UTC)
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Aya is as diligent as a priest as she was as an aide, and the grace blessing is useful for mixing delicate medicines.  Aya is conservative with scarce things, cautious with those that have side effects, and generous with harmless common ones.  She reliably tries asking Perinixu whenever something she can't fix herself comes up, but moves on apologetically when ignored.

2014-05-23 03:57 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Being ignored does happen, but Perinixu usually answers promptly and briefly, and solves problems if they are solvable at all.

Aya will not get promoted to acolyte any time soon.  But if she keeps up the good work, she will get some added blessings - immunity to plague, the ability to walk on water, and a sense of the best plants to use for medicines. How she uses them is up to her, but obviously she should stay the course on helping lots of people and generally listening to all problems ever.
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Aya works diligently and consistently.

She takes notes on everything.  (They're in Esevi, because it's a glorious luxury to write in plain language and be illegible to non-deities both.  She still draws to relax and to decorate her living space, but the drawings are empty of meaning.)

When there are problems that seem to come up in the same sort of way a lot, she notes the pattern, and thinks about how to destroy it at the root.  She likes the part of priesthood that involves getting enough data to do that, even if having a real actual benevolent deity cuts down on a lot of the systematic issues that were a problem in Eseo.
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aestrix: (Default)




Large-scale systematic issues are not so much a thing in Perinixu's domain, at least not from what she is able to affect. There are some issues with sewage and waste disposal that could help, but Perinixu already seems to be on the ball there, and is persuading officials to build sewage systems with a blessing or two (usually immunity to sickness or grace) - but there are some other problems that Perinixu has no hand in and could help with.

Violence in public is dealt with handily by guards and travelling knights for that sort of thing. However, there are some things going on behind doors that are just as bad, if not worse, and no current solution is offered aside from a place to run away to at the temple, and salves for any injuries.  It's a treatment, not a cure.
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namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Having a place to run away to at the temple is a start, and a good one - the conditions for the runaways are good, the guards and knights can typically handle if it someone goes after them without already being in the same building.  The problem is that, for one thing, it ever starts, and for another, that once it has, it's slow to be recognized and fled.  Aya has no overnight solution, but she has a lot of notes from a lot of stories.

She writes a book, a sampling of stories safely anonymized in name and detail.  It is blandly titled When To Run and in addition to enough adjusted case studies to give the entire phenomenon - color, relatability, depth - there are more general descriptions of the underlying patterns.  How to spot it coming, some of the time; how much damage it does (this part she's hoping will reach would-be perpetrators as much as victims); and, in case anyone has managed to miss it, a description of what happens if one does run away.

This is not an overnight solution, but she wrote it to be accessible to children as young as ten, if they're the kind of children who read books, so maybe the stories will change in a few years.
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aestrix: (Default)




Sseveral fellow priests read the book, agree with the sentiment behind it, and work to get it more well-known to the general public. Literacy is reasonably high, but not one hundred percent - several aides are sent to read the book's stories to people of the right age, along with other aesop-like stories. The stories change - more people get out sooner, but it doesn't remove the problem entirely.  It does certainly help, though.

Perinixu notices. 

"The book was a clever idea," she tells Aya, one day.
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namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Thank you," Aya replies.  "I wish I'd had an even better idea, but this one was worth the work."
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aestrix: (Default)




"We do what we can to make the world whole," agrees Perinixu. "One good idea at a time."

That's the end of that conversation, but Perinixu starts noticeably paying more attention to Aya. More guaranteed answers from her when addressed, occasional helpful tidbits of advice, and a few times she directly tells Aya a helpful thing that should be done.
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namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Well, whatever would Aya do with information about helpful things to be done but to go do them?Edited   2014-05-23 04:58 (UTC)
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aestrix: (Default)




That is exactly the sort of attitude Perinixu supports! Aya will get more missions given directly from the goddess, and eventually ends up with all possible blessings on her - along with her previous abilities, she gains the ability to purify and locate water, and have an anesthetic touch when dealing with painful injuries.

After years of dedicated work as a priest, Aya is offered the chance she was waiting for all along: acolytehood. With it will come the ability to cure sickness at a touch, whether it is a plague or a common cold. If Aya accepts, of course.Edited   2014-05-23 05:12 (UTC)


2014-05-23 05:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya is not one to turn down offers of the ability to do things.

She can happily live out her life this way, hoverbiking around, healing people and making pointed remarks about how it would be nice to repay Perinixu for her services, collecting stories and writing the occasional book.  (She novelizes her own life story, with a few embellishments and dramatizations, and publishes it expecting it to be taken as complete fiction, what with the other worlds and all.)

She might visit Idania now and again.

And when she gets within spitting distance of acolyte life expectancy she plans to teach someone else to use her hoverbike, since it's going to outlast her.  It will let her keep traveling around longer than most acolytes can, but she's still not immortal, just very healthy.

All things considered, she's glad she fell in the magic.
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Second Plague

navigation





dark_light: b ~ skyward




The Earthlings native and adopted stay in Marlatia, hiding uneventfully in the guest room, for several days.  Isabella immortalizes king and queen both when they sneak her to a sufficiently large, empty, and unoccupied room to do it in.  When Adarin has enough mana he makes mirror pairs for each of their majesties to contact their counterpart - Isabella's portal bag is kind of accumulating mirrors at this point.  And when he has more mana still, Iobel finds a slightly-bigger-than-door-sized plank and a set of hinges and some screws and combines all these objects on the ceiling of a lockable room on the first floor but out of the way, currently serving as storage for a lot of broken musical instruments that someone once probably identified as probably repairable.  This plank gets a portal on it, and the Earthlings go home.

After catching up on business - and allowing time to recover mana, again - and getting their Marlatian alts a laptop each, and putting a router and chargers within easy reach of the portal on their side, which is also on a sheet of wood but is kept in their basement propped up against a wall -

Isabella snuggles up to her husband and suggests searching the planes for more of themselves.
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Of course, her husband is completely up for searching the planes for more of themselves.

He has a bit of trouble with it, this time around, though. Not the scrying itself, that's easy, but there's no sign of any more sets of them, or even one of them alone, nearby. So he has to start checking places that aren't so easy to reach - more than one teleport required, with a break in between.

With this expansion, he finds one. Of him, with no alt of Isabella in sight. Adarin almost misses him entirely, the age difference is immense. He's got wrinkles and looks to be somewhere in his forties or fifties. But the hair is recognizable - as is the plane. It's hard to tell, there are differences, but under the surface - it's an exact copy of New Kystle.

".... Well that's interesting," pronounces Adarin once this is discovered.Edited   2014-06-12 01:42 (UTC)
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"He looks just like you only old, and - duplicate planet, or close enough, I wonder if there are more of Earth or of Iobel's world?  I guess that makes as much sense as there being more of us."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I suppose so, though none of it actually makes sense.  Planes are weird.  Is it just - the same basic plane, or does it have the same history behind it?"
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"What do you think would be likely to last until you looked - yea old without my spell on you?"
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prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Er. ... My house, maybe? Considering that it would have to be - three, four centuries at least for me to look that age without your spell."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Let's have a look at the house then?"
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




He checks the house. It's different, the windows have been replaced with some kind of opaque glass... thing, and the lights outside of it are the same sort of 'obviously magic' lights that Adarin had in his household, but made differently.  Other than that, it's recognizably the same house. Same layout and coloration and everything.

"Might be coincidence, might be the same history," he says, frowning.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I guess we can go ask him sometime?"  Snuggle.

2014-06-12 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I guess so," he agrees with a laugh.  Snuggle. "... I didn't see you anywhere with him. I do hope your - other you isn't dead. Or something. If she exists."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I mean, you and I aren't from the same plane to begin with the way Iobel and Edarial are," says Isabella.  "He might just not have one.  He went looking for chamomile and his nearest neighbor with the plant was not - Chamomile or a duplicate."
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prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"True. That's kind of depressing. Never meeting you."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Aw, sweetie.  He's had centuries to find something maybe half as awesome as me, that's not so bad."

2014-06-12 01:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Nuzzle. "But if the magic system's the same, it's probable that he will or has outlived them. But maybe he is less blatantly depressing than Edarial, and maybe he's got a large and happy family.  I've got no idea. Hoping that he's less depressing than Edarial."
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dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, Edarial's pretty depressing.  Even meeting a me obviously does not guarantee non-depressing-ness."

2014-06-12 01:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That one was through no fault of Iobel's, that was more... The situation itself. I don't see how I could have met you and not been less depressing afterward."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella nuzzles him.  "I am so glad to have helped.  Do you suppose if this possibly lone you is in fact depressing meeting us will help, or will it just be weird and grating like it is for the Marlatians?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I have... Absolutely no idea. I don't know what kind of life he's lived. It could be either, depending on if he's been playing celibate for four centuries or not."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, I'd be kind of depressed if that happened to me, but you're not wired quite like me."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right.  But if he was in love with someone who died and you immediately bring him or her back - I can't imagine he would be bothered by our presence at all.  If it was the 'playing celibate for four centuries' thing then he would be kind of depressed."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"So we should definitely make the trip with enough stuff in my portal bag to handle a couple resurrections in case he's got a dead spouse and also a Veron.  Maybe three, to be safe, in case there's more than that."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Nod. "That's the smart move, yeah. If we bring Veron back I can't imagine he would hold our - coupleness against us."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"More than three and I'm kind of pushing it on the bag's capacity, what with the ash and the copious quantities of parsley I need, but three should do it for the first trip and we can always go back if he needs more people.  When should we go?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"When our workload allows us a month trip or so, considering I can't get there through one teleportation. Which also means there would be a - plane in between where a couple of portals would go."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Wow, a month.  I guess we can administrate remotely with mirrors.  Maybe your alt will help out with the return trip?"
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Hopefully, yeah. If the magic system's the same, I don't see why he wouldn't help us out. Especially after resurrections."
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dark_light: g ~ cool




"Can scrying tell you if the magic's the same, or - not?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He shakes his head. "I might find a portal or two, if I spent ages looking, but uh - I'm not sure how worth the trouble that is? It might not even prove that it's the same type of magic."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Fair enough.  You'll just have to compare notes when we visit."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I will!" Snuggle, snuggle. "... If it's the same system I am extremely excited, he's probably made all sorts of breakthroughs!"
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah, he's had loads of time, maybe he can make really efficient portals or ones that go farther or something."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That would be so convenient. Bet he keeps lots of books of cheat sheets on all magic ever, that's what I would do."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"And he sure seems to be a you.  Just an old one.  I can immortalize him - maybe on a second trip, I'm going to be short on space, but eventually - and then he will not be so old-looking."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin nods. "We'll see how excited he is about that, certainly. I think in exchange for immortality for lots of people he might help us out with his magic."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"For lots of people we have to set up imports and, like, the informal interplanar equivalent of work visas, but it's sure not impossible."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah.  Now I'm being all hopeful, for all I know he might be worse than Edarial," snorts Adarin.
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'm hoping he and Iobel will work it out.  Eventually."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Me too.  I don't see how they couldn't but I am also biased."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I don't think she has infinite patience.  I'm not sure if I boosted or reduced her level of patience, actually - I gave her a positive example but I also gave her an appealing bailout option."
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Nod. "Mm.  Hopefully they'll be all right. For their own happiness, and also it can stop being awkward around them when we are obviously married."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I somehow feel like 'married' is the wrong descriptor to use to differentiate ourselves from them."
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




He snorts. "... Happily married, then. Though I don't consider whatever they had a marriage.  That was two people forced into a bond neither wanted, not actually... Deciding to be with someone for the rest of forever."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella nods.

"Shall we start making arrangements to absent ourselves?"
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"We should!  We have to be sure the planes don't fall apart if we are away for a relatively short period of time." Nuzzle.
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Path can fly into my hub office now and then if mirror delegation alone isn't cutting it, at least."

2014-06-12 02:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True. So we're not going to have to worry about that as much. Just getting to the other me and preparation for the trip."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes.  And I guess we'll need to stop somewhere on the way, where should we go?"
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Not sure, we'll have to figure that part out, I suppose.  Should we pick a place with civilization, to see if we can spread the plague of utopias?"
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Sure.  Since we'll probably want to visit Lone Possibly Depressing Adarin more than once even if he is depressing it'd be good if it was someplace it was nice to have a portal to in its own right."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Agreed.  We'll be careful, then - shall I start scrying?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes."

Snuggle.
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prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Snuggle, snuggle.

He starts scrying.

"This one seems like the most applicable," he pronounces, after they have gone through several. The plane he's talking about has humans and Adarin finds obvious examples of people doing magic. "It's a bit - overly religious, I'd say, but the magic looks useful."
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dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Hmm, are we talking single religion everywhere or a bunch of them peacefully coexisting?"
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It... I think it's all of the same one, they have the same sorts of things set up everywhere. Temples with some sorts of offerings, pilgrimages... I think there are lots of temples with different aspects of the same pantheon everywhere?  Or something?  It's hard to say."

2014-06-12 03:8 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"So let's be... tentative about talking to them, in case they've managed to get the one religion everywhere via conversion at knifepoint, but we can tuck the portal away somewhere hidey."
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prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Nod. "We'll be careful.  Hopefully it's a nice omnipresent religion."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And they won't attack me if I invoke a goddess for some spell or other in public."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That.  That would be great." Nuzzle. "We can pick another plane, if this one worries you?"
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dark_light: (Default)




"It does worry me a little, but we can just - land somewhere relatively unoccupied, right?  To be safe?  Middle of a desert?"
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prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah.  Middle of a desert, with no one around. If we don't like the neighborhood we can find another spot to put a portal and just have a slight delay on getting to the other me."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella nods and snuggles him.  "It's not like he's expecting us for tea on Tuesday."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Snicker, snuggle. "True.  I do hope he's not going to be frightened by our arrival, I know I'd be freaked out three years ago if a pair of us showed up to resurrect the dead and grant immortality."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"This time we don't appear right in front of him.  We appear a reasonable distance away and politely knock."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Yes, ma'am.  We'll be very polite about the whole affair."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"And then we ask him if he would like a Watchtower magazine and - oh, no, that's a different knocking protocol."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "Maybe ask if he's found some sort of religious deity - what religions do that, again? I forget which are applicable, but we could do that. With one of them."Edited   2014-06-12 03:27 (UTC)
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Watchtower is the Jehovah's Witnesses.  Mormons also send knocking missionaries.  Those are the ones known for the practice."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Aha.  We'll do that, then."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Maybe not as an opener.  He will probably be spooked enough as it is, and talking about his immortal soul probably won't help."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Awww, alternate-me, crushing all of my dreams..."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"He's hardly doing it expressly to irritate you."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Shhhh. This is a once-in-a-lifetime chance, love.  I can get all angsty and self-hating without actually hating myself.  I would hate my other selves."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I would rather you not self-hate at all even with a planar boundary between you and the object of your disdain!  I think you are excellent."
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Awwwww," he says, and then he nuzzles her. "Then I'll refrain from the tired anti-hero archetype and accept your opinion as fact."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"Good.  I am very reliable."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes, yes you are.  Also sensible."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"That's how I got promoted to Inquisitor."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Mhmmm.  And I love you for it." Pause. "Well, that and other things."
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dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Oh, and here I thought it was a sober decision entirely born of logic and counting only my sense as a factor."
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snorts. "Yeees. Because I am secretly the general of your robot army and logic is the only thing I possess."
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dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Should've caught on when you started calling me 'senior equipment maintenance specialist' during unguarded moments."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"You really should have, we robots expect more from our senior equipment maintenance specialists.  Careful, you might get demoted."
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dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"If it sensible to demote me I can only accede to the decision.  Protesting would not be sensible."Edited   2014-06-12 03:42 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Aha, it's that kind of sensible lack of initiative that made us pick you.  That and you declaring yourself it as the only remaining member of the glorious - whatever unpronounceable jargon they used."
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dark_light: a ~ la la




Nuzzle.

"I love you so much."
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He laughs. "I love you, too, my dear.  So very much." Snuggle, snuggle.
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Various employees and subordinates and associates are informed that Isabella is going on a trip, she will be inaccessible, Path will be around to relay instructions.  Those of them who have been entrusted with knowledge about mirrors are given slightly more detail and accordingly more ability to get ahold of Isabella herself, or Adarin.  (Vern will be staying home, too, but she has a bit more trouble getting around than Path does.)
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prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Adarin informs both his sister and the other pair of them that they will be going on a trip to find an alt of him. Quietly, Edarial hopes that the alt is in a better situation than he is. This has the effect of earning another hug from his more emotionally stable alt. 

Then, everything is in place, and whimsically, Adarin asks, "Do you think we should think of nicknames before we go? In case he has the same name?"
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, that reminds me, I didn't want to say it when I first thought of it because Iobel and Edarial were being such pills but we could match, would that be cute?  Ice and Cypress, for our crowns."
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prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Awwww!  Yes that would be adorable, let's do that."
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dark_light: c ~ collected




"Okay!"  Kiss.
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prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Kiss!

"Let me know when you're ready to head out, I'm just about topped off on mana."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella double-checks the contents of her portal bag.  "Standard herbs kit plus enough stuff for three resurrections, notebooks, food - Path can drop small stuff into the box if we get hungry but I think there's plenty considering I can always lure food animals the same way I do sacrifices - our ends of various mirror pairs, and some gummy worms and chocolates for your alt.  And just barely enough rummaging room to grab any of the named things."Edited   2014-06-12 03:58 (UTC)
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prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snickers. "Am I going to need to make another portal bag sometime in the future?"
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dark_light: a ~ la la




"If we're going to keep plaguing people with utopias it would sure be handy!"
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prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I'll add it to the list. Want to wait until after it's made to head out, or go now? I don't see us running out of stuff, but we can be paranoid."
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dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We're all set to go now, if we wait we'll only be back later."
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prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Nod. "Alright then, let's go."

He gets the spell ready, mirrors his sister to inform her that they're going, and then -

- they are in a desert. There's no town or people in sight.

"... I realize now that I probably should have brought sunscreen," laments Adarin, glancing at the sun.

2014-06-12 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh dear.  Do you want me to find a rock and see if I can reverse the light spell?" she asks.  "I bet I can make a rock that sheds dark."

2014-06-12 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Awww. Sure, that would help. I think I can also make a shield to protect against the sun, but that kind of destroys the purpose of conserving mana for portals and teleportation."

2014-06-12 04:6 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yep."  Isabella starts hunting for a rock.

2014-06-12 04:6 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There are several! This is not the stereotypical 'dunes for ages' desert, there are rocks and outcroppings in the packed sand.

Then there is a voice.  It's male, but it echoes from everywhere and nowhere, and noticeably in every language Isabella speaks fluently. All at once, but each language distinct. Somehow it's still perfectly understandable. "Who are you," says the voice, "and how did you appear in my holy land?"Edited   2014-06-12 04:10 (UTC)


2014-06-12 04:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"... Okay the temples are making a whole lot more sense now," says Adarin, in a quiet, stunned voice.

2014-06-12 04:11 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes






"We are peaceful travelers passing through by magic," says Isabella, with quick measured syllables, "I'm Isabella and this is Adarin.  We will be happy to fly somewhere else if this particular location is no good."

2014-06-12 04:13 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Magic? I have never heard of magic of this type," says the voice, confused. "... Ayabel, what has caused you to renounce Perinixu and change your name? Has she forsaken her ways?"

2014-06-12 04:16 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It's another world's magic - who's Ayabel?  Who's Perinixu?"

2014-06-12 04:17 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There's an extended pause from the owner of the voice.

"Perinixu is the goddess of the highland spring, an ally of mine. Ayabel is her acolyte. You - sound like her, but you are not. I see that now."

2014-06-12 04:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Sound like her?  Could we meet, uh - Ayabel?"

2014-06-12 04:19 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Perhaps.  She has not been back for a time, since my -" There is a pause from the voice, and just a faint trace of sorrow. "Since an acolyte of mine passed from the mortal coil. I do not know where you would find her."

2014-06-12 04:21 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Did she also look like me?  How old is she?"

2014-06-12 04:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"She was seventy-eight, last I remember."

Then a man flies in - no cloud pine, just like the wind has picked him up and carried him here, and lands in front of Isabella. He is scruffy and windblown, but there is something a bit off about him.  He peers at her, and tilts his head.

"... No.  She looked different.  Strange.  You sound the same, even the texture of your words have the same - ideals and meanings."

2014-06-12 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"The texture of my words?  Could you elaborate?"

2014-06-12 04:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He speaks with his mortal voice - it has the same echoed every-language quality, but it obviously has a direction to it. "What you mean when you say what you say. It's unique to every person, with different coloration behind every meaning.  But yours is - like hers. Head tilt, the other direction. "But not. I can see that now, that I am closer. How odd."

2014-06-12 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"But her name was Ayabel.  Did she have a middle or last name?"

2014-06-12 04:29 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




aestrix: (Default)




"That was the only name I knew her by."

2014-06-12 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Do you know where her last location was, then?  A way for us to find her?"

2014-06-12 04:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Perinixu would know better than I."

2014-06-12 04:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Where could we find Perinixu?  Is she another... are you a god?  You seem like you may be a god."

2014-06-12 04:32 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am, indeed a god.  She is a goddess. You said you could fly - I cannot leave my domain, but I can lead you to my domain's borders and offer directions.  I'm curious about this, as well."

2014-06-12 04:33 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I can fly.  Pretty fast, too.  How far is the relevant border?"

2014-06-12 04:33 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I forget the mortal measurement. Half a day, as an eagle flies?"

2014-06-12 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I am just shy of five and a half feet tall.  A mile is five thousand two hundred eighty feet.  How many miles?"

2014-06-12 04:35 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Pause as the god does math. "Two hundred and sixty-three miles.  Estimated."

2014-06-12 04:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Okay, I can do that in a little over an hour."  Isabella sets up her cloud-pine and motions her husband to hop on.

2014-06-12 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Husband hops on to the cloud-pine. "Well. This is a happy accident."

2014-06-12 04:41 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Apparently," says the god neutrally.  Up into the sky he goes.

He is, as it turns out, as fast as a cloud-pine. It doesn't take long to reach the border.

2014-06-12 04:42 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Stray me!  I hope she's still alive so we can talk to her without using up supplies.  Is it only me who sounds familiar or does Adarin too, by any chance...?"

2014-06-12 04:43 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"He does not. It is only you," says the god.  Pause. "... It had not occurred to me, she might be dead. I don't know how long it's been, how long do mortals live?"

2014-06-12 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Mortals in my world top out with the very occasional hundred and twenty or so, most die decades earlier."

2014-06-12 04:45 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Oh.  It has been longer than fifty years. That much I know."

2014-06-12 04:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, looks like I'm going to use my spare resurrection supplies."

2014-06-12 04:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Resurrection supplies? You can bring back the dead?"

The god sounds - vaguely excited, especially in comparison to the emotionless, level, and informative tone he'd adopted before.

2014-06-12 04:48 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes.  Not in large numbers, it's tedious and requires resources for each one, but I can do it."

2014-06-12 04:48 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Then there is someone I would like you to bring back. I will give you all of my blessings if you do."

2014-06-12 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"...what blessings might those be?"

2014-06-12 04:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Reflexes, protection from the desert's casual troubles - hot sand, sunburns, that sort of thing. The ability to go without water for days. Increased endurance, improved flexibility. And the winds will always go where you need them to, never off-balance you, always be at your back when you need them."

2014-06-12 04:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Can Adarin have a set too?  He's the one who brought us here."

2014-06-12 04:59 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... He may," agrees the god, somewhat grudgingly.

2014-06-12 04:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you," says Adarin, smiling.

2014-06-12 05:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I would like to resurrect Ayabel first.  Did she know the person you want?"

2014-06-12 05:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"They were friends. You do not have to bring her back immediately, but I will not bless the two of you until you do."

2014-06-12 05:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I understand."

2014-06-12 05:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The god nods. "It is only fair."

He lands. "What do you need to resurrect the dead?"

2014-06-12 05:3 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




She lands too, presuming that this is the border.  "Fine ash, assorted herbs, two medium-sized birds to kill at key moments, and reasonably flat undisturbed space to work."Edited   2014-06-12 05:06 (UTC)


2014-06-12 05:5 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am unaware of what herbs you require and do not think I could easily gather them." He motions to the desert. "The birds, space, and possibly ash I could acquire for you, though the ash I would need time."

2014-06-12 05:9 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I have ash and herbs.  I can even call my own birds, as long as there are birds around."

2014-06-12 05:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"There are. I will show you a space to work."

He takes to the skies, and flies to a place that is reasonably flat.

2014-06-12 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I thought we were going to go talk to that other god?"

2014-06-12 05:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"There is no point now, if your Ayabel is dead. You may, if you like?"

2014-06-12 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I need a full name to do it, so if you're not sure if she had any more names besides 'Ayabel' it would be good to check with someone who'd know for sure."

2014-06-12 05:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Very well," he says, vaguely disappointed. "Do you have a vial?"

2014-06-12 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"...Nnnot as such.  I could empty a bottle of something but then the something would be poured out."

2014-06-12 05:14 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"A container of some kind, then? A small bag, or pouch, or something."

2014-06-12 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Again, I have containers but they have stuff in them."

2014-06-12 05:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Same here.  What do you need it for?"

2014-06-12 05:16 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"A piece of my domain, so that I might direct you. No matter, I will handle it."

He sits, picks up a handful of sand, and then blows on it, like a candle. The sand swirls, and a simple glass vial either is made or is summoned to his hands. He removes the stopper, picks up another handful of sand, murmurs something to it, and the sand sort of - hums. Carefully he pours it into the vial, and the stopper is replaced.

"Here," he says, to Isabella, holding it out to her.

2014-06-12 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




...Isabella takes the vial.

2014-06-12 05:21 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It appears to be, by all intents and purposes, a normal vial of sand.

"And now I may direct you to and inside Perinixu's domain."

2014-06-12 05:22 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay."

She clutches the vial and goes up into the air again.

"Which way?"

2014-06-12 05:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He points. The way he points, the desert isn't clearly visible, anymore - bits of greenery start to poke out, and life's more obviously present.

2014-06-12 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Zoom.

2014-06-12 05:24 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He doesn't leave the border, but from the vial comes occasional whispered directions, quiet but insistent.

2014-06-12 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Interestingly enough, Adarin doesn't hear them.

2014-06-12 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella follows the directions.

"This is more interesting than we bargained for, but at least we're not uselessly camping out, huh?"

2014-06-12 05:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah, this - I really don't think I could have figured out that there were literal gods running around through scrying. Sorry, love."

2014-06-12 05:27 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"It's all right.  Briefly startling, but we get to check out a probably-me in addition to an almost-certainly-you in one two-hop jaunt."

2014-06-12 05:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Very efficient of us.  We're going to say we did this on purpose because we're just amazing like that, right?  Rather than the truth of it being a complete accident?"

2014-06-12 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"When we start being interviewed by authors of history textbooks we can quietly omit the accident part if you like.  I don't think I want to claim to our alts that we can find dead ones of us and detect deities from other planes."

2014-06-12 05:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Agreed," he laughs. "The authors of history textbooks will never know."

2014-06-12 05:34 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella twists around to kiss him.

2014-06-12 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Kiss.

"I love you," he informs her brightly.

2014-06-12 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I love you.  All very convenient and tidy and happy that way."

She goes on following the vial of sand's directions.

2014-06-12 05:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"It is!"

2014-06-12 05:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And then the landscape changes, to something more hilly.

"You have a vial of Raezenoth's sands but you need not his favor to take to the skies," says a voice, in the same vein as the previous one.  The only difference is the voice itself - very obviously feminine. "I am the goddess Perinixu - explain yourselves, travelers."

2014-06-12 05:38 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella halts in midair.

"He gave us this sand so that we could receive directions here to talk to you about your probably-dead acolyte Ayabel, who I would like to resurrect.  I have most of what I need to do that but need to confirm that it's her full name."

2014-06-12 05:39 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Pause.

"... The cadence and direction of your voice - it is like hers. Nearly identical, but for the subtle undertones - it is unlike anything I have witnessed before. Ayabel is the only name she had. You can bring back the dead?"

2014-06-12 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Raezenoth mentioned the same thing - it's part of why I want to bring her back.  And I have done it before.  I need a flat place that's not too windy to work, your leave to kill two medium-sized birds that I can call to hand myself if necessary, and - your assurance that no one will be offended if I call deities foreign to the world."

2014-06-12 05:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Do not invoke other gods in my domain. There are few flat places to work, here, anyway - the space you have come through should do fine. If you invoke deities in a place where no god holds claim, no one will be offended - the space between Raezenoth and I is one such place. You have my leave for all else."

2014-06-12 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"So I turn around and go - how far, please?"

2014-06-12 05:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You will know my domain ends by the terrain," informs Perinixu.

"I will inform you," whispers the vial of sand.

2014-06-12 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  Thank you."

Isabella turns around.

2014-06-12 05:52 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The terrain slowly changes from hills to grassland, and then the vial of essence of Raezenoth says, "You are outside of Perinixu's domain. You may do it in mine, if you would like assurance that no one will disturb you. I will not be offended by invoking other gods."Edited   2014-06-12 05:55 (UTC)


2014-06-12 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Then I will.  Why would Perinixu not like it, or don't you know?"

2014-06-12 05:55 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It is something of an insult to invoke other gods on another one's holy ground.  But I do not mind.  You are resurrecting my acolyte."

2014-06-12 05:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay."

When directed, Isabella lands, makes sure she has enough space, and starts drawing out the ash diagram.

2014-06-12 05:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Raezenoth arrives a few minutes later, and sits.  He doesn't address either Isabella or Adarin, but he does watch the proceedings silently.

2014-06-12 06:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin, meanwhile - is supportive husband who isn't actually very useful in this instance. He will watch and maybe hand Isabella things if she needs him to.

2014-06-12 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




She has the procedure down pretty well.  She tends to put in an hour at resurrection offices in the early mornings before Adarin is up on days when her various enterprises aren't causing her phone to ring itself into a frenzy.

Ash ash ash.

Herb herb herb.

Bird, bird, she secures them both.

Pose.

"I call all my goddesses now -"Edited   2014-06-12 06:03 (UTC)


2014-06-12 06:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border







"What." Edited   2014-06-12 06:03 (UTC)


2014-06-12 06:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin waves. For lack of the language itself ("What" was not enough to catch it) he will just wave and smile.

2014-06-12 06:5 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Welcome back," says Raezenoth in completely understandable to everyone god-voice. "You have been resurrected."

2014-06-12 06:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel






"Hi, Rae."  Aya looks at her hands.  "And who are these people and how did this happen?"

2014-06-12 06:6 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




That is enough of the language.

"I'm Isabella and this is my husband Adarin and we are from another world and I did it with my world's magic."

2014-06-12 06:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We got here through my magic.  We are very magical," says Adarin, brightly.

2014-06-12 06:9 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"She sounds like you," says Rae. "Not just in - voice but in the meaning behind the words. I mistook her for you, until I saw her."

2014-06-12 06:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"What does that mean?"

2014-06-12 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I wouldn't have known either, but sometimes across worlds there are several of the same person, and I've already met another one of me.  She looks like me, but I suspected you might be one too even though you don't look the same.  The name's a hint.  The other one is named Iobel."

2014-06-12 06:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"And by 'the same person' you mean...?"

2014-06-12 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Same basic personality, eerie parallel details, different life circumstances.  Me and Iobel - both clumsy-till-she-fixed-it notebook-using magic users with similarly-named parents and the same face.  If I write down the three questions will you know what I mean and be able to tell me what they are without looking at the paper?"

2014-06-12 06:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings






"Let's find out."

2014-06-12 06:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella writes.

2014-06-12 06:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"What do I want, what do I have, and how can I best use the latter to get the former," recites Ayabel.  She holds her hand out for the paper.  And smiles when she reads it.  "Well.  Hello."

2014-06-12 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It would have been incredibly awkward if we'd resurrected you and you'd been nothing like Isabella," says Adarin, amused. "'Oh, uh - okay, well, oops.  Congrats on being alive, we're not going to put you back for no reason, hope you like immortality.'"Edited   2014-06-12 06:19 (UTC)


2014-06-12 06:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I like immortality very much.  I'm impressed."

2014-06-12 06:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Raezenoth also wanted me to get Idania, apparently you were friends?"

2014-06-12 06:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Oh!  You can just - do that as many times as you like, then?  I'll... get out of the way?  How does this work?"

2014-06-12 06:20 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Relieved to have her alt's approval, Isabella nods.  "Yeah, I need space and more birds but I have everything else in my bag."

2014-06-12 06:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Ayabel gets up and makes her way out of the clear area, checking to see if Perinixu's blessings - such as the obvious one of grace - persist.

2014-06-12 06:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Unfortunately, they don't. But she can just go ask Perinixu to re-bless and acolyte her.

Raezenoth continues sitting and watching and not making any particular verbal demands of Isabella, though he keeps watching.  Obviously expecting her to resurrect Idania.

2014-06-12 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




When Aya's out of the way Isabella starts the diagram again.  "Sweetie, can you give her the 101 while I'm diagramming?"

2014-06-12 06:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yup!" agrees Adarin. "Okay, this is going to sound incredibly strange but - there is more than just this world.  There are countless planes of existence where different people live with different rules of magic and different histories and cultures.  Species, too, but we keep finding humans. With me so far?"

2014-06-12 06:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I'm not actually from this world."

2014-06-12 06:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Really? How'd you get here?" He sounds extremely excited.

2014-06-12 06:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"In my original world there were pockets of magic - this was the only magic.  Things that entered these pockets would have random things happen to them.  In my case I was lucky - I got out of the chains that I'd been in and healed from the injuries I picked up in the course of falling in.  And then I started walking trying to find a way out, and I found a door.  My prospects even if I got out of the magic more or less intact weren't very good because it hadn't taken the slave mark off my heel -"

It occurs to her to look at her heel, at this time.

She laughs to find it completely untattooed.

"Oh, I like this resurrection spell.  And beyond the door was a magic intelligent bar that claimed to touch every world, and in that bar I met Idania, and when she opened the door to leave, it led to this world.  I went home with her after borrowing a little money, doing arbitrage with the bar, and collecting a few nifty things to bring back."

2014-06-12 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... Okay that was not our method of transportation at all. My type of magic lets me travel to other planes, or er - worlds, and I found Isabella on another plane, and then we decided to help each other out with our different magic types, and ended up falling in love and getting married. We decided to try and start a plague of utopias now that both of our native homes are on the route to - at least being way better, if not outright utopias. Yet.

"Have you seen this bar since? I've never heard of that before in my life, it sounds fascinating!"

2014-06-12 06:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Neither I nor Idania nor anyone else I heard of ever found it again, which I consider a terrible pity.  She seems to be more accomplished than I ever got.  I made it to acolyte status and I like to think I helped people, but I don't have anything like that under my belt..."

2014-06-12 06:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Well, congrats, because now you have the rest of forever to match her. Or try, anyway."

2014-06-12 06:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I do very much like this spell."

2014-06-12 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I'm going to stop for the time being after this resurrection unless you can source me more materials in the next couple of days," says Isabella, "because this was actually originally intended to be a stop en route to a plane that has one of Adarin in it, and he's probably going to want his dad back.  But I can come back if we leave portals, bring more ingredients and nip up anybody who is particularly urgent, and in the long term other members of my species can do the same thing when it's time to open up about the existence of multiple worlds."

Isabella places the last herbs and steps out of the diagram and summons more birds.Edited   2014-06-12 06:46 (UTC)


2014-06-12 06:45 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




And then there is Idania.  She looks around, confused.

"Oooookay. Um. Hi? This must be the afterlife, hi Aya, hi Rae. Hi people I don't know that are probably going to judge me for my sins." She glances down at herself. "Well at least I am pretty again. Judge away, I regret jack shit!"

2014-06-12 06:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Hi, Idania.  This is a version of me from yet another world.  She can resurrect the dead."

2014-06-12 06:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Ooo. Oooo. Being friends with you has benefits, you get a friendship award. For having another version of you that will resurrect me - er, did resurrect me?  Thank you tons!"

2014-06-12 06:51 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




That is when Rae worldlessly gets up, walks over to his acolyte, and hugs her.

2014-06-12 06:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Hug!

"Missed you too, Rae."

2014-06-12 06:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"You're welcome, although I'm not sure how much credit I can really take."

2014-06-12 06:55 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Your god was very keen on having you back, Idania.  I'm afraid I can't say the same thing about yours, Aya."

2014-06-12 06:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"No, I wouldn't expect her to get terribly excited about it.  I worked for her for a long time, but we weren't personally close the way Idania and Rae are."

2014-06-12 06:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




They are still hugging.  Idania pats her god's back, gently.

"We play board games. It's fun."

2014-06-12 06:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. "Board games.  With a god. How does that work?"

2014-06-12 06:58 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Well, random dude of the funky hairstyle, we set up a board game and then we play it."

2014-06-12 06:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"This is Adarin, he's my husband.  We're going to be in this world for a little while longer while he rests up so we can move on to our next stop.  In the meantime, reasonable courses of action in no particular order include giving Ayabel a ride back to Perinixu's domain since I don't need to do any further calling-on-foreign-deities, scoping out good places to put a portal, collecting our promised sets of blessings, scrying to see if Adarin can find Aya's original world to mark for later visits, and getting lunch."

2014-06-12 07:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"My blessings have all been wiped out, and while Perinixu may not have been overjoyed to hear about my imminent return I imagine she'll give them back and my acolyte power too on request.  And then I will be able to walk.  And maybe find out what happened to my hoverbike."

2014-06-12 07:2 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




aestrix: (Default)




"Blessings for all," says Rae in a deadpan, finally ending god-acolyte hugs.

Idania, Isabella, and Adarin all get the full set of blessings, and because Rae is now officially in a Good Mood - Aya gets a few, too. Specifically, protection from desert elements and the wind always going her way.

And, of course, Idania also gets her flight back.

2014-06-12 07:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




Idania celebrates this fact by casually floating a few feet in the air. "Okay, husband is transportation and other-world hopping, got it. If you find Aya's original world can you take me there? They have slavery, I take offense to it."

2014-06-12 07:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Ooh," says Aya, noticing when she gets protection from elements, "thanks, Rae."

2014-06-12 07:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We'll leave Aya a way to talk to us," says Isabella, "if not necessarily now then on a future trip when Adarin's recharged, and assuming it's safe we can put a portal in her original world too, and then perhaps you can visit it and do something about that."

2014-06-12 07:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Okay," says Idania brightly. "Cool, thanks. I was going to make them stop it."

2014-06-12 07:13 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"And I would help," says Rae, calmly. "You're welcome, Aya. I am feeling generous.  Thank you, Isabella and Adarin, for returning my acolyte."

2014-06-12 07:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin snickers some more. "I am the mythical teleporting and translating husband. Batteries not included."

2014-06-12 07:16 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You're welcome, Raezenoth.  Sweetie, I hope you're not mythical, that would say some distressing things about my sanity."

2014-06-12 07:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Pfff, no, it's fine.  We're just traveling to other planes, meeting other versions of ourselves, and casually talking to people that play board games with gods.  Nothing insane, here. This is your life now."

2014-06-12 07:19 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I order my goddesses around, I'm not overwhelmingly bewildered by someone who plays board games with hers."

2014-06-12 07:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Is that what you were doing?  I didn't understand a word of the poem."

2014-06-12 07:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yep.  You can have the language spell too when there's more mana going spare.  Maybe Adarin's new alt will help."

2014-06-12 07:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Language spell? Does it let you learn a single language instantly, or is it - complete understanding of all languages?"

2014-06-12 07:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Adarin grins. "Second thing, kind of.  It translates for you and helps you learn all languages.  Ever."

2014-06-12 07:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"... Okay I take back the weird hair comment you are a beautiful snowflake and can have whatever hair color you want.  Also I want that spell."

2014-06-12 07:23 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I have an excellent husband."  Pause.  "Aya, you?"

2014-06-12 07:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




Aya shrugs a little.  "It wasn't a priority, and I never met anyone who - made it one.  I didn't die a virgin, but there's no one I'm desperate to have jumped in the queue."

2014-06-12 07:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Woooo single ladies!" says Idania, who floats over to give Aya a high-five.

2014-06-12 07:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya high-fives her.

2014-06-12 07:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, that's arguably less depressing than Iobel's situation.  She's married to an Adarin, but the circumstances leading to it are staggeringly terrible and they're still trying to make their way out of all the excess sad."

2014-06-12 07:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"... That sounds depressing, whatever that is.  Aya, I am glad you are not depressing. You're my friend, you are not allowed to be stuck in excess sadness."

2014-06-12 07:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm not sad.  Apparently I'm sort of mediocre, though."

2014-06-12 07:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm sure you'll do beautifully with more resources."

2014-06-12 07:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Mhm," says Adarin, loyally. "You'll be throttling the economy and declaring yourself empress in no time."

2014-06-12 07:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles.

2014-06-12 07:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Or whatever.  I'm not sure how much leeway you get from Perinixu or how much you care about what she lets you do?"

2014-06-12 07:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"She has some finicky preferences about trivial details for her priests and acolytes," shrugs Ayabel, "that I don't mind, but she's responsive to arguments about efficiency and has reasonable ideas about what to be efficient at doing.  With the resources I had, that meant I biked around healing people and teaching the priests how to update the sanitation systems and writing the occasional book.  If you're giving me more stuff, that will change."

2014-06-12 07:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... This is coming off as another world that probably would benefit greatly from germ theory.  Love, you are going to end up Empress of Useful Wikipedia Facts at this rate."

2014-06-12 07:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"...This world has germ theory.  My original world doesn't, though.  Well, last I checked, more than fifty years ago - how much more I couldn't say, Rae, what year is it?"Edited   2014-06-12 07:42 (UTC)


2014-06-12 07:41 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I have no idea," says the god.

2014-06-12 07:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"...Okay.  Roughly where are we?"

2014-06-12 07:43 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"My domain, near the border closest to Perinixu."

2014-06-12 07:44 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Gah, I need to update my maps, I bet it's been ages and the domains have all shuffled around.  Is the ocean-bitch gone?"

2014-06-12 07:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No."

2014-06-12 07:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Damn. Okay then. I'll go grab maps later and figure out what's changed while we were dead. Also how long it's been."

2014-06-12 07:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Perinixu isn't going to be able to produce the year on command either, but she might know where my bike is because I left it to another acolyte.  Unless the visitors are starving I would like that ride to her domain now.  What am I getting a ride on?"

2014-06-12 07:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"This," says Isabella, hefting her cloud-pine.  "It will just barely fit three if we all get along really well, without anybody's daemon getting in the way.  Idania seems to have flying covered by herself."

2014-06-12 07:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"What gave me away?" teases Idania, doing a little loop in the air.

2014-06-12 07:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"The humongous flying apparatus you're attached to. Obviously."

2014-06-12 07:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"That's definitely it. I should have hidden the strings better, darn."

2014-06-12 07:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Well, you've been found out now, no use continuing to deceive us.  Anyway."  Isabella sets the branch to floating and sits as far forward as she reasonably can to leave room for alt and spouse.

2014-06-12 07:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Spouse first. He sits behind Isabella, trying to leave Aya as much room as possible behind him. This may or may not involve cuddling his wife.  Oops.

2014-06-12 07:58 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




A happy oops.

When Aya is aboard too she heads back to Perinixu yet again.

2014-06-12 08:0 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Off they go!

Idania doesn't have the same top speed Raezenoth did, but as long as Isabella doesn't go at the cloud-pine's top speed she can keep up well enough.

2014-06-12 08:2 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella will obligingly slow down.  She chats with Aya over the whoosh of the (newly cooperative) wind as best she can - basics of daemons, details of Milliways, trivia on Iobel, trajectory of portal capitalism, remembrances of Tayane, introduction to the world in which they now find themselves.Edited   2014-06-12 08:07 (UTC)


2014-06-12 08:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya's memory is good but not perfect.  "I hope someone stored my notebooks - at least the relatively unprivate ones that I wrote in Jorten, if not necessarily the ones in Esevi and Sudre.  It'll be much easier to reconstruct useful information with those than without them."

2014-06-12 08:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"If they're not stored somewhere obvious I can check with scrying. Actually I can manage that now - got some specifics about the ones you're looking for so I can aim?"

2014-06-17 23:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"What kind of specifics?"

2014-06-17 23:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Not what's in them," assures Adarin. "I will not be reading them in any way, shape or form. The sorts of things that make them stand out from other books aside from it being you who wrote them. The cover, the color, the binding type, paper type, so on."

2014-06-17 23:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"The batch I was in the middle of when I died were blue for the long term private records, red for the long term Jorten records, and gray for scratchwork.  The first two were sewn in leather covers, the scratchwork one had no proper cover and was just dipped in glue on the edge.  The paper was - paper, I'm not really a connoisseur of paper types."

2014-06-17 23:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Okay," he agrees, and then he gets to scrying - books written by Ayabel's hand that fulfill these requirements - do they still exist?

2014-06-17 23:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




The scratchwork is long gone, but the leather-bound are kept some of them in a sort of museum and some in a church of Perinixu.

2014-06-17 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Scratchwork's gone, but the others are kept in a museum or are in some sort of church... Thing. I don't know if it's all of them, and I've got no idea if people have been reading them or not, I'm afraid." Pause. "Also at some point in the future I can make it so that they only open for you.  Because privacy."

2014-06-18 00:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"That would be kind of you.  I don't expect Perinixu has been personally translating the truly private contents.  Can you find my hoverbike?"

2014-06-18 00:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm not really sure how to specify 'hoverbike' in a scry, uh... Unique things to it that do not involve its hoverbikeness?"

2014-06-18 00:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"...It's certainly the most technologically advanced thing in the world unless it's been a longer time than I suspect it of having been.  It's sky blue?"

2014-06-18 00:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"It's also really hard to specify how technologically advanced it is.  The color helps, though. I might be able to manage things that you owned that are sky blue. Let's see."

Scrying for things that Ayabel once owned that are sky blue. How much random garbage is he going to find along with possibly the hoverbike?

2014-06-18 00:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Not a ton of it.  Some notebooks, the odd quilt/pair of shoes/ribbon.  And one hoverbike.

2014-06-18 00:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Found it," declares Adarin. "Well.  Sort of, let me get a closer look and figure out where exactly it is."

He does that.  Where's this lovely hoverbike?

2014-06-18 00:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Well, in her will she wanted it left to a fellow acolyte, but who knows what he's done with it since then.

2014-06-18 00:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin finds it and frowns. Somehow he doesn't think this is where Ayabel wants the hoverbike to end up. "... It's in some sort of - barren wasteland thing.  Lots of dead trees. A person is on it and is demanding - I think it's money, money from people in a little village that looks half-abandoned.  I somehow think that's not what you had in mind?"

2014-06-18 00:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"...No.  That is not what I had in mind.  I'll see if Perinixu knows.  My heir must not have been very careful about letting people see how to pilot it."

2014-06-18 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Apparently so. Love, are you up for retrieving it after we see Perinixu? I don't like someone like that abusing its advantages."

2014-06-18 00:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Unless it was stolen while he was sleeping or something - whoever has it is likely also an acolyte, of someone who Perinixu doesn't like.  Gods Perinixu doesn't like are not very nice and neither are their acolytes.  I should be with you in case you get cursed with flesh-rotting diseases or something.  After I've been reacolyted and can fix that kind of thing."

2014-06-18 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"All right, let's get Ayabel reacolyted and eat something and find her books and then we can go on a hoverbike rescue mission."

2014-06-18 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'll also probably have to nap," sighs Adarin. "Exciting."

2014-06-18 00:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Ooo, can I help with the hoverbike rescue mission? It sounds kind of fun and I need to get back into god politics anyway!"

2014-06-18 00:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Sure.  Isabella, do you mind if I tell the hoverbike thief that I'm alive again because quote Perinixu's healing powers are great unquote?  It's kind of an acolyte thing to credit one's god with things even in edge cases, and will be more intimidating than 'a series of extremely complicated events for which you have no context have restored me to life'."

2014-06-18 00:40 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Ha.  I don't mind if you want to, but maybe check with Perinixu first, since as far as I know she cannot actually do that."

2014-06-18 00:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Of course."

2014-06-18 00:41 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Pretty sure she will be cool with it, as long as you say it's because you're the most holy of her followers or something.  That way people want to worship her some more."

2014-06-18 00:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Exactly.  Free publicity.  Put a dent in whatever nasty is letting their acolytes take my bike from the magic bar."

2014-06-18 00:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Nod. "And then we fly over and get the bike back to its original owner! That is your bike from the magic bar, you braved a magic for it."

2014-06-18 00:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I didn't exactly brave the magic."

2014-06-18 00:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Shhhh, the people hearing the stories don't know that. Creative license, you are a brave person summoned by your god for your devotion and bravery in order to help the sick and the downtrodden."

2014-06-18 00:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I'll save my creative license for crediting Perinixu with my survival versus what is probably a plague acolyte."

2014-06-18 00:55 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Awww. But it's been a while, you can make up a whole mythology and get worshipped! Maybe get a sweet name, like the 'World Walker' or something," teases Idania.

2014-06-18 00:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I think the fact that I would be unable to function like a conventional local deity would give me away."

2014-06-18 00:58 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania snorts. "Fair enough, all right. Kill my fun.  You were going to get a lover separated by the stars to pine over, just so you know.  You're missing out on hot guys. Imaginary hot guys."

She is, of course, in no way serious.

2014-06-18 01:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snorts but does not comment.

2014-06-18 01:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Oh no, my imaginary hot guys.  I will be lost without them."

2014-06-18 01:2 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella is scanning the terrain below them to see when it turns into something more Perinixuish.

2014-06-18 01:3 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Yeah, definitely. I even get someone to base it off of, he," Idania points at Adarin, "is married to the other you. So they would be believable hot guys, too!"

2014-06-18 01:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Eyebrow raise.

"Oh look," says Adarin, for absolutely no reason in particular. "Is that Perinixu's domain?"

Yes. Yes it is. Hills and rivers and springs everywhere, with trees and bushes present but not enough spaced close enough together to call a forest. The borders have changed, but the place itself is recognizable.

2014-06-18 01:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Perinixu?" calls Aya.  "It's Ayabel!"

2014-06-18 01:9 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There is a pause.

"Ayabel is long dead," says a confused goddess. "Or - was?  You sound - exactly like her."

2014-06-18 01:11 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Didn't I say I was going to get her back?"

2014-06-18 01:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I confess, I didn't believe it was possible," admits Perinixu. "But since it is - welcome back, Ayabel. Thank you, travelers, for returning her."

2014-06-18 01:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"It's nice to be back.  Can I have my blessings?"

2014-06-18 01:15 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You will uphold the same principles and actions you did in your past life?"

2014-06-18 01:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Of course."

2014-06-18 01:16 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The goddess takes a few minutes to consider.

"Here you are," she says, and all of Aya's blessings are returned to her.  Followed, after more consideration, by being made an acolyte. "I will repay long-term service given by trust in you now. Please do not abuse it."

2014-06-18 01:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Thank you.  Is it all right with you if I imply to what are probably followers of a plague god that I am back and young again and therefore able to retrieve my hoverbike because of you?"

2014-06-18 01:29 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You may." Perinixu sounds vaguely pleased with this. "I will say that I have longer considered and finally decided to bring you back, but I trust no one else with this privilege." Pause. "I may at some point ask you to bring others back, as well, other of my acolyte. I will bless you, in return. It would be good to have many more of my trusted acolytes returned so that I might smite Kerxigal where he rots in his domain."

2014-06-18 01:32 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I have a lot of demands on my time, and additionally, the spell does strictly require calling on witch goddesses. Apart from that, though, my limiting factor is herbs." 

2014-06-18 01:35 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I will help with herbs as well as I can," agrees Perinixu. "I will... Tolerate you calling on other goddesses in my domain. Now that there is proof that you may beat death. Might I meet their acolytes, so I might judge them?"

2014-06-18 01:37 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"My goddesses don't work like your kind of god.  All witches can call on their power.  Witches being all female children of previous witches.  You're not going to get any closer to the idea of an acolyte for them than me."

2014-06-18 01:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Pause. 

"I see.  Very well. You... Tentatively have my approval."Edited   2014-06-18 01:39 (UTC)


2014-06-18 01:39 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Thank you."

2014-06-18 01:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"The landscape's changed and I don't have my map.  Where would be a good place for me to pick up some holy water?"

2014-06-18 01:40 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Perinixu gives directions. It's reasonably close by to where they are.

2014-06-18 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Zoom!

2014-06-18 01:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya goes to the nearest temple, introduces herself as an acolyte to the priests there, is mysterious about how she has appeared, collects vials of water, solicits directions to a restaurant, and then leads her alt, alt's husband, and friend there.

2014-06-18 01:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




It's a pleasant little restaurant.  They get strange looks and people recognize that two members of the party are acolytes. They are then given a really nice spot with an excellent view of a waterfall. Aya in particular is treated especially nicely.  Not out of fear, but this is Perinixu's domain, they would like to be extremely nice to an acolyte of her.

Adarin and Isabella get strange looks too, for their choices of fashion and Adarin's hair style, but no one comments.

"I wonder how much the world's changed," says Idania, plopping into her seat.

2014-06-18 01:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I guess we'll find out."

Aya asks the waiter what year it is.

2014-06-18 01:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




The waiter is confused, but then names the year.

It's over a hundred years after Aya's death.

Idania whistles. "Guess neither of us have to worry about exes showing up and being awkward."

2014-06-18 01:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I wasn't really worried about that anyway.  This does mean I'm going to need to get a new house."

2014-06-18 01:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Yeah, me too.  Guess I get to pick a new spot for it, then! I will go exploring Rae's domain after we rescue your hoverbike, I can find a place with a nice view. Then I try and play catch up."

2014-06-18 01:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I'm thinking I'll set up near wherever the visitors put the portal."

2014-06-18 01:56 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Ideally it would be inconvenient to get to for random other people."

2014-06-18 01:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Up a mountain, maybe, I can bike it no trouble, you and Idania can fly, everyone else who wants to talk to me would have better luck waiting for me to show up at a temple?"

2014-06-18 01:57 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Sure."

2014-06-18 01:57 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I can live up a mountain, if we can build a house there.  If it's near Rae's domain or even in it I'll go there and we can be neighbors!  It'll be fun. Like old times, when you first arrived."

2014-06-18 01:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"We'll have to see if there are any appropriately located mountains."

2014-06-18 02:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Hmmm," says Idania.  She retrieves a vial of holy sand and addresses it. "Rae, are there any mountains that border you and Perinixu? We're going to have the visitors put a portal there and if it's convenient Aya and I could be neighbors and live there." Pause. ".... Awww.  Awww.  I will hug you, you are adorable. Thanks!"

Vial of sand goes back to its place. "There isn't, but there's one by Perinixu's and Rae will tweak his borders to help."

2014-06-18 02:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"You and Rae are the most adorable."

2014-06-18 02:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles. "We are! I wonder how long it'll take people to start thinking we're a couple again. It's funny every time."

2014-06-18 02:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Do mortals date gods?" asks Adarin curiously.

2014-06-18 02:7 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: Intriguing




"Nope.  I mean, I guess there might be some weird gods out there, but - no. It would be really weird to date my god."

2014-06-18 02:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It would be so weird.  People have thought it of Idania and Rae before, though.  I once had an embarrassingly long conversation in which someone who vaguely knew Idania kept referring to her 'boyfriend' and I couldn't figure out if there was a boyfriend she hadn't told me about, a fling someone had read too much into, or a metaphor for her favorite hat.  The poor fellow was very embarrassed when I figured it out and corrected him."

2014-06-18 02:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "That was funny. The sea bitch actually accused Rae of - some very dirty things that involved me and he was just so confused."

2014-06-18 02:13 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You do seem very close, but I'd hesitate to read into it even if I didn't know."

2014-06-18 02:15 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yeah. Best friends, I would say, if I had to put it in normal-people terms. I'm pretty sure we are the strangest acolyte-god pair of all time. It's fun!"

2014-06-18 02:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin snickers. "Sounds it."

2014-06-18 02:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"My situation's closer to the standard.  Worked my way up."Edited   2014-06-18 02:19 (UTC)


2014-06-18 02:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Well, I'm not really sure what the standard is.  New to the world, and all.  What's the standard?"

2014-06-18 02:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Work for years for a god to trust you with increasing levels of power and for them to take notice of you specifically.  If you're devoted and lucky, after years of work, bam, acolytehood."

2014-06-18 02:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I had to write a book."

2014-06-18 02:25 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"What on?"

2014-06-18 02:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Domestic abuse.  At the time one of a small number of unsolved problems in Perinixu's domain."

2014-06-18 02:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"It was a good book, I read it. Helpful and altruistic and everything."

2014-06-18 02:27 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Hurray, altruism!"

2014-06-18 02:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"...It just occurred to me to wonder if acolytes still eat for free in restaurants.  I suppose my IOU is probably good even if the answer is no.  We'll find out."

Acolytes do still eat free in restaurants, it turns out.

Next stop:

Hoverbike.

2014-06-18 02:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin scries for it again, finds its location, and then starts directing them.

"That way," he says, and he points. "Or nap first, so I am combat ready?"

2014-06-18 02:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How does that work?"

2014-06-18 02:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Adarin's magic has a limited, renewable-especially-with-sleep fuel to it, so he'll be more useful in getting your bike back if he naps.  I assume this world has hotels, even though you guys don't have your mountaintop houses set up yet?"

2014-06-18 02:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Yes... I suppose if we don't stay overnight I can probably get him a room without needing to pay for it in money, too.  Overnight would be harder."

2014-06-18 02:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I might be able to nap on the cloudpine.  If I don't fall off."

2014-06-18 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Could sling you under it in the hammock?"

2014-06-18 02:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"... Normally I'd say the wind would prevent that but it's being remarkably helpful, so - let's give it a shot?"

2014-06-18 02:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"The wind has been very helpful, I like these blessings we got."

2014-06-18 02:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya giggles.

Hammock-slinging and a flight bikeward ensue!

2014-06-18 02:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin gives directions, then snuggles into the hammock. He manages to fall asleep, comfy in the hammock and unharmed by the helpful, helpful wind.

2014-06-18 02:40 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"I am really tempted to draw on his face," says Idania in a conspiratorial tone. "If only I had something to draw with."

2014-06-18 02:40 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"That wouldn't be very nice of you."

2014-06-18 02:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"But it would be really funny, I would give him a silly mustache. It would be all twirly and everything!"Edited   2014-06-18 02:44 (UTC)


2014-06-18 02:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Do not adulterate my alt's beloved husband without his permission, please."

2014-06-18 02:45 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Fiiine," says Idania, not actually put out in the slightest.

2014-06-18 02:46 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Thank you."

2014-06-18 02:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




".... Hey, you know I was completely joking, right?  I would not draw on someone's face unless we were best friends.  Or if I was drunk, maybe."Edited   2014-06-18 02:48 (UTC)


2014-06-18 02:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"She drew on Rae once.  It was hilarious.  I have escaped unscathed, though, probably mostly because I'm not in the habit of passing out drunk."

2014-06-18 02:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "I do that sort of thing to drunks when I am drunk. Or, when really close friends of mine are sleeping. Rae woke up halfway through and just - didn't move or complain and watched curiously. He thought it was funny.  Ran around with stars and a rainbow on his face for like three days after until it finally rubbed off."Edited   2014-06-18 02:52 (UTC)


2014-06-18 02:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I imagine some of his other followers were confused."

2014-06-18 02:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"So confused," laughs Idania. "Most of them weren't brave enough to even ask!"

2014-06-18 02:54 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"How much is it a question of bravery?  Do gods tend to harm people who ask them impertinent questions?"

2014-06-18 02:54 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"It's... Rae can actually be really intimidating if you don't know him. I think some gods are actually harmful, but people are more worried about insulting them and losing their favor. Apparently normal people do not want to ask stoic, seemingly emotionless and all-powerful gods that control the place they live about why they have silly drawings on their face." Shrug. "Weirdos."

2014-06-18 02:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"We're going to visit what is probably an acolyte of a harmful god.  Perinixu gets along fine with most gods who aren't genuinely, actively bad, so an acolyte who'd steal from one of hers would tend to belong to such a deity.  But I don't know how they'll interact with your magic, and I can counter any diseases the acolyte tries to give you - defense wins."

2014-06-18 03:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I mean, we know I can do at least two things they apparently can't."

2014-06-18 03:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"I'm used to acolyte on acolyte fights, Rae sometimes chafes with other nearby gods. And I'm even all at the prime of my life again and everything, my bones don't creak and everything. So if it's a plague god, pretty sure I can take the acolyte if Aya promises to patch me up if I catch a horrific plague from the person."

2014-06-18 03:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Of course I will patch you up."

2014-06-18 03:6 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"And I can fight, too, if it comes to that, magic or stabbing, and Adarin's going to be napped when we get there.  Should be a curbstomp."

2014-06-18 03:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How are you remotely effective at stabbing, or is the clumsiness only me?"

2014-06-18 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Our other alt Iobel has a spell for it.  You seem to be all set via blessings though or I'd suggest arranging a visit."

2014-06-18 03:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Ooo, that's useful.  For general knowing things purposes, what can Adarin do? And, actually, what sort of magical combat things can you do?"

2014-06-18 03:25 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, I can direct this cloud-pine as I am doing now, I can shoot pre-blessed arrows, I can stab people with a pre-blessed dagger, and I have memorized a few minor curses and a knockout spell but those mostly require diagrams or getting close enough to the target to throw herbs on them and then recite a verse without leaving that range, so when witches fight it's mostly the arrows and daggers and flying around."

2014-06-18 03:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Aha. That's weird and I would like to know more about that, and how your magic works in general. What about his?  His isn't plant based at all but the rules to it seem kind of arbitrary."

2014-06-18 03:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"His I obviously don't understand as well, but basically he comes up with extremely specific instructions for the universe and then the universe says 'yes sir' and this costs amounts of mana."

2014-06-18 03:33 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Oooo.  Ooo, that's cool. There are so many ways I could throttle that system to be my bitch, I don't suppose the magic's transferable?"

2014-06-18 03:35 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Neither mine nor his, sorry.  Or Iobel's, for that matter, you need a thing you only get if you're from her world, and mine and Adarin's is hereditary."

2014-06-18 03:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Aww.  And gods are finicky about handing out acolytehood, so no real scaling there. That's annoying. But at least this magic's transferable."

2014-06-18 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Not horizontally."

2014-06-18 03:42 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yeaaah. Mm.  What about technology, technology's fine, right?  Do you have any cool - potions or medicines or anything? I don't know what the level of technology is here but I'm pretty sure it did a lot of improving."

2014-06-18 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We have lots and lots of that where I'm from.  I have a robot army, although that I actually inherited from some aliens, my world's technology isn't at robot armies yet."

2014-06-18 04:3 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"... Okay now I want to learn what 'lots and lots' constitutes. What sorts of things does it do, how does it work?"

2014-06-18 04:6 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Effectively instantaneous communication over arbitrary intraplanetary distances.  Getting people to not-so-intraplanetary locations, like the moon.  Nonmagical flying vehicles that hold hundreds of people.  Nonmagical overland vehicles pilotable by amateurs that go potentially as fast as my cloudpine on an unobstructed straightaway.  Plastic.  Recording all kinds of information in all kinds of formats.  Nonmagical cures and treatments for assorted diseases and conditions.  Figuring out exactly why people look like their parents and what else that mechanism does."

2014-06-18 04:16 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




Pause as Idania digests all of that.

"... I want that," she declares emphatically. "I want that right now, where can I learn all of that?"

2014-06-18 04:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Emphatically seconded."

2014-06-18 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you come to my world to try to learn it, your soul will turn into an animal, which is very nice when everybody has them and not so nice when everybody doesn't.  But we can run an Internet connection through your portal and then you can read the sum total of Earthly human knowledge."

2014-06-18 04:19 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"I'll take the internet connection. Because that sounds amazing and like I need to know it yesterday."Edited   2014-06-18 04:22 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yesterday you were still dead," says Isabella merrily.

2014-06-18 04:22 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Yes, and I was rolling in my grave over not knowing it. I just didn't know it, then."Edited   2014-06-18 04:24 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:23 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Isabella giggles.  "The internet is pretty great."

2014-06-18 04:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"It sounds it.  And we are acolytes and have a convenient distribution network for anything importable we find!"Edited   2014-06-18 04:26 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Yeah! Woo, acolyte high-five." Idania flies over to Aya to high-five her.

2014-06-18 04:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




High-five!

2014-06-18 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"It sounds like you guys have more expected leeway to introduce big changes than Iobel and Edarial do.  And they're the king and queen of a country."

2014-06-18 04:29 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Uh, wow, that's a bit strange.  What kind of country?  Are they like - puppetal figureheads?"Edited   2014-06-18 04:30 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's called Marlatia.  They're apparently in a politically delicate situation, and also don't work together nearly as well as me and Adarin do, but no, not figureheads or puppets."

2014-06-18 04:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Huh. I guess that would prevent introducing big changes. Are they working on working together?  Is there conveniently defined reasons for why they don't work together well, is there an easily applicable solution a flying foreign acolyte can provide?"

2014-06-18 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"No easily applicable solution.  They're trying.  The short version is that he was a prince, had to get married to become king, preferred becoming king to starting a bloody war of succession even though he didn't want to get married, and then ignored the details of the queen-selection process such that someone else coerced Iobel with the threat of becoming a vegetable into marrying him, and then they didn't talk enough to figure out what had happened for months during which she glared at him a lot."

2014-06-18 04:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"... Wow.  Um.  Yikes, okay, yeah, there's no way I can fly in and fix that.  Maybe play counselor? I do have like - eighty years experience and have had lots and lots of relationships, I might be okay for therapy."

2014-06-18 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You do have the advantage of not being blatantly happily married.  Which we, uh, ran into some trouble with suppressing.  So maybe you could try it."

2014-06-18 04:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"I can give it a shot, I guess. I'll try to be sly about it and not be like... 'Hello I am here to fix your problems!'"

2014-06-18 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I mean, there isn't a portal direct from here to there.  We'd have to come back separately and make one to let you travel there without getting a daemon.  But I guess Aya's enough excuse for that."

2014-06-18 04:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Nod. "Since she dispels plague and sickness like nobody's business.  Useful to have around, I had a cold once and she just shoo'd it."Edited   2014-06-18 05:00 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I'm very handy.  But I think what Isabella means is that we're definitely going to want to be in close touch with each other, us three - Bell people - and I should have a direct route to Iobel for that reason alone, to say nothing of my magic powers."

2014-06-18 05:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well, that, plus I kind of want to go explore fantastic new worlds. I was thinking of practical applications."

2014-06-18 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Bell people.  Bells," says Isabella.  "That's cute, in English anyway.  Fantastic new worlds are pretty exciting, huh?"

2014-06-18 05:6 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"They are!  I would know, I got resurrected because of it."

2014-06-18 05:9 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Yes.  Yes you did."

Smugs.

2014-06-18 05:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania giggles. "Thanks a ton for that, again!"

2014-06-18 05:12 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're welcome!"

2014-06-18 05:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Might want to wake your husband.  That looks like my bike."

2014-06-18 05:36 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Isabella squints at the... what could be generously called a landscape... below.

"Adarin, honey."

2014-06-18 05:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Yeah, it will take more than that to wake him.

Below, the person on the hoverbike hasn't noticed them.  He's not used to looking up - he's mid-travel, but Idania's flight and Isabella's cloudpine can keep up.

2014-06-18 05:45 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella sets pace above and behind.  She jostles the dangling hammock.  "Adarin, wake up, look alive."

2014-06-18 05:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Nmmmrr?" says Adarin.

2014-06-18 05:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Wakey wakey, it's time for a rescue!"

2014-06-18 05:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




He blinks blearily at all present. "... Rescue?" he mumbles, confused.

2014-06-18 05:55 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Of Aya's hoverbike.  I detect a flaw in the plan of having you nap on the way," sighs Isabella affectionately.

2014-06-18 05:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin rubs his face. ".... L'il bit," he yawns. "Waking up, hol' on."

2014-06-18 06:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure.  He hasn't noticed us yet."

2014-06-18 06:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Nod. Another yawn. "Least 've got mana now."

2014-06-18 06:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




Idania is currently looking through her bag of tricks.  Well.  Not a literal bag, but she has things that sting when thrown into eyes and she knows how to use them.

"Ready whenever," she says, when she finds the right vial.

2014-06-18 06:13 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Say when, sweetie."

2014-06-18 06:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




It takes him a bit, but Adarin does get to lucid levels. "Okay, ready."

2014-06-18 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella overtakes the hoverbike, and comes about in front of it just above its modest altitude.

2014-06-18 06:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"You have something that belongs to me," says Aya, singsong.

2014-06-18 06:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The acolyte - because he's obviously an acolyte, he's got some sort of twisted bit of deadwood on a necklace - is caught off guard.

"No, I don't," he replies, confused and concerned. "Keep walking, acolyte, I've done jack shit to you."

2014-06-18 06:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"That hoverbike is mine.  I left it in the care of a friend, since dead.  You have it by no licit means."

2014-06-18 06:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Don't suppose you'll listen to the rules of 'Finders keepers'?"

2014-06-18 06:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Nope."

2014-06-18 06:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yeah, didn't think so.  Plague on all your houses."

He knows he can't get Aya, that's obvious, she works for Perinixu. He points at Idania, instead.

2014-06-18 06:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




And Idania starts coughing, nearly falling out of the sky but looking pissed.

2014-06-18 06:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




Aya taps her.

"I can do this all day."

2014-06-18 06:40 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Best two out of three?" says the acolyte. He points at Isabella.

And then, while they are distracted, hoverbike - full speed, away from here.

2014-06-18 06:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya heals Isabella too.

2014-06-18 06:46 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella's cloud-pine is faster than the bike.

2014-06-18 06:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The acolyte stops the bike and sighs. "Well what do you need the hoverbike for, you've obviously got better transportati-"

2014-06-18 06:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




And that is when Idania opens her vial and throws the contents at his face.

2014-06-18 06:51 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Whatever was in it is obviously painful because the acolyte stops his commentary and starts screaming and clawing at his eyes.

2014-06-18 06:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"The bike is mine.  The branch is my friend's.  Friends loan each other transportation, but you are not my friend.  So I want my bike."

2014-06-18 06:53 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He is a bit busy because he's clawing at his eyes and continuing to scream in pain. No answer.

2014-06-18 06:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Maybe I should have let him talk before I threw the thing," muses Idania.

2014-06-18 06:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Maybe.  I suppose Isabella could just knock him out and we could shove him off my bike and zoom away, while he's incoherent?"

2014-06-18 06:56 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think I have enough stuff in my kit."  Isabella starts rummaging in her bag.

2014-06-18 06:56 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The acolyte doesn't recover, but that's when a godly voice rings out, "What is the meaning of this? Perinixu and Raezenoth, against me?  They would not be so bold, how dare you!"

2014-06-18 07:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"We're here of our own accord in our spare time," calls Aya.  "To recover stolen goods.  That's all."

2014-06-18 15:51 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"They are my acolytes'. Perinixu has not the ability to make such an artifact, and Raezenoth has not the patience. They are not yours, either."

2014-06-18 16:9 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Nope, they are actually Aya's, she bought it.  With money."

2014-06-18 16:9 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




namesthesky: (Default)




"I bought it, with money, farther away than you've ever imagined, after designing it custom for myself down to the paint.  I might have let my friend keep it if I'd come back to find it in his hands but it really doesn't belong here."

2014-06-18 16:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"The original owner is dead," informs the god. "You have no claim to it."

2014-06-18 16:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I was dead this time yesterday.  You know what kind of a goddess I serve, don't you?"

2014-06-18 16:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Silence.

The acolyte has recovered somewhat, still rubbing at his face and making pathetic little sounds. "Perinixu can't - can't bring back the dead," says the acolyte, still rubbing at his eyes.

2014-06-18 16:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How do you know?"

2014-06-18 16:34 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Pause. "... She... Hasn't before?"

2014-06-18 16:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Wrong!  Two people have been resurrected today, it has been a fun, fun day."

2014-06-18 16:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The acolyte stares in terror.

2014-06-18 16:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"It's been a great day," agrees Aya.  "It will be even better when I have my bike back."

2014-06-18 16:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Okay," whimpers the acolyte. "You can have your bike back."

He lowers it to the ground and then gets off it, looking like he wants to bolt as soon as humanly possible.

2014-06-18 16:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Thank you, that will be all," says Aya, dismounting the cloud-pine to approach her bike.  She makes a shooing gesture.  "You may go."

2014-06-18 16:44 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Yeah, the acolyte will just go. He bolts, obviously terrified for his life.

2014-06-18 16:45 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Well that was easy," snorts Idania.

2014-06-18 16:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Are you complaining?"

2014-06-18 16:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Nope! Just stating an observation."

2014-06-18 16:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"It was easy."  Aya checks her bike for damage, tampering, cargo, etcetera.

2014-06-18 16:48 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It seems to be in reasonably good condition, though maybe a bit dirty. It could use a wash. It's got some cargo, which looks random enough and expensive enough to probably be stolen. How nice.

2014-06-18 16:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Hmm - Adarin, can you find out who these objects belong to?  I might as well return them to whatever hapless people have most recently been visited by a plague acolyte.  And heal anybody who didn't pay up."Edited   2014-06-18 16:57 (UTC)


2014-06-18 16:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I can try," says Adarin.  Scry scry scry - "Most of them are from a village nearby, but some others are from further away.  Far as I can tell."

2014-06-18 16:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Do you guys object to accompanying me at least to the nearby village?  Perhaps I can get them to return the other things to their neighbors."

2014-06-18 16:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"No objections. I support returning things."

2014-06-18 17:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Maybe we can persuade the people in them to jump ship and go running off to Rae or Perinixu."

2014-06-18 17:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I suspect that might be the case.  Healing acolyte shows up with another acolyte and mysterious friends, fixes the sick, clearly has just beat up or scared off plague acolyte, can you say mass conversion?"

And Aya gets on her hoverbike and, when supplied with directions to Adarin's scry result, zooms thataway.

2014-06-18 17:6 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Heh.  It'll be fun!"

Zoom.

There is the village.  The people cower when they see Aya on a hoverbike - not because of Aya in particular, but because of the hoverbike.

2014-06-18 17:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




Aya stops the hoverbike and gets off.

"The man who had this vehicle before stole it.  It's not his, it's mine, and now I have it back.  I'm an acolyte of Perinixu.  Does anyone need that kind of help?  Who do the stolen objects in the cargo basket belong to?"

2014-06-18 17:13 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Silence.

"... I'm missing an heirloom from my mother," says one little voice eventually, frightened. "A crystal bowl?"

2014-06-18 17:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




Aya rummages through the basket to find a bowl like that.

2014-06-18 17:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There is indeed one!  It is very pretty.

The person who asked for it is still looking nervous, but is not complaining.

2014-06-18 17:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya hands it to them.

"Anything else?  Also, if he infected anyone, I should see them sooner rather than later."

2014-06-18 17:30 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Nod.

Several other people ask for things returned, but someone then says, "He got my cousin, coughing up a storm - miss, could you please..." he looks desperately back to the house with the cousin who is coughing up a storm. "Please?"

2014-06-18 17:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Of course.  Show me."

2014-06-18 17:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He shows her.

That is indeed a person, bedridden and looking miserable and terrible.  This particular plague is not deadly, but very... Unpleasant. Aya should have no trouble with it.

2014-06-18 17:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya presses her hand to his forehead and fixes him.

"There you go.  I'm very sorry that fellow caused you so much trouble."

2014-06-18 17:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The cousin blinks at Aya, then says, "Thank you - thank you so much - who are you?"

2014-06-18 17:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"My name is Ayabel and I'm an acolyte of Perinixu."

2014-06-18 17:40 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Bless you," says the cousin. Then Ayabel is hugged. "Thank you so much!"

2014-06-18 17:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"You're welcome.  Is anyone else sick?"

2014-06-18 17:48 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The person who originally fetches Aya nods. "Yeah, some other people, I'll show you -"

He shows her.  There are other people that are sick, and then at Aya's touch, they are not.  How neat and orderly.  They are all quite thankful.

2014-06-18 17:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




She makes sure they all know she is an acolyte of Perinixu and that their attacker has been abandoned in the middle of nowhere without her bike or his other stolen possessions.  She is not otherwise pushy about the religion thing.

2014-06-18 17:54 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Not all of them look like they want to convert, but several of them do. There is praising of Perinixu and Perinixu's acolyte.  They are very pleased that Aya is here.

2014-06-18 17:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Once all the things belonging to people in this town have been returned to their owners and all the sick have been cured, Aya gets Adarin to produce destinations for the remaining objects and borrows some paper from Isabella to write them down, and speaks to the first person she cured because asking a large group of people to do things rarely works all that well.  "He stole some more things from other people, but it would take me days to get around to all of them," she says.  "Can I trust you with getting these things back to their owners eventually?"

2014-06-18 18:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




He nods. "Yeah, I can do that. What locations do you want them to go to?"Edited   2014-06-20 04:26 (UTC)


2014-06-20 04:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya produces the list.  "These should be right."

2014-06-20 04:27 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And the helpful healed person takes it! "All right, I'll get them to their owners." He smiles at her. "Thank you again, acolyte."

2014-06-20 04:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"You're welcome, and thank you."

And then she goes back to her hoverbike.  "Okay, let's go pick a mountain."

2014-06-20 04:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania nods. "Yeah.  Can we get one with a nice view?"

2014-06-20 04:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Sure, why not."

A hunt for a suitable mountain on which to put new houses ensues.

2014-06-20 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin offers to help by scrying for pretty things along the border of Perinixu's domain and Raezenoth's.

2014-06-20 04:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




When Idania learns this, she tells him to shush. "Part of the fun is flying around and finding it, shhhh. Shhhh magic nap person.  We will find a cool place."

2014-06-20 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Isabella finds the phrase magic nap person to be hilarious.

2014-06-20 04:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Adarin does too, actually. "Magic nap person?" he laughs.

2014-06-20 04:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"You are magic. To do magic you need to nap.  That is your nickname, you are the magic nap person."

2014-06-20 04:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"My magic nap person."  Kiss!  This cloud-pine is less crowded with Aya on her bike.

2014-06-20 04:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Kiss! It's great that it's less crowded, they can be cute and coupley now. He snickers. "I am so proud of my magic nap person status."

2014-06-20 04:48 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You wanna hammock it up again while we hunt up a place to house my alt and her friend?"

2014-06-20 04:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No, I'm awake now.  Unless that was a subtle, 'Shoo husband, I must gossip'?"

2014-06-20 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Nah, just wondering.  You are wholly welcome to be awake.  And sitting up.  And snuggling me."

2014-06-20 04:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snickers. Scoot, scoot, snuggle. "Oh? Exactly like this, then?"

2014-06-20 04:54 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I think you have the general idea!"

2014-06-20 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Oh, good, because otherwise I might be doing something unwelcome and that would be terrible."

2014-06-20 04:56 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Unwelcome, never.  You are thoroughly welcome."

2014-06-20 04:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It's almost like we're married or something."

2014-06-20 04:58 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania is currently watching this and wondering if she can distill and bottle this absurd level of sweetness.  She could make tons of money, selling it as an alternative to sugar.

2014-06-20 04:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Eventually they find a nice mountain.  It has nooks and crannies that will be hard to access without flying or hoverbiking, in which portals might go.  It has flattish parts that are more accessible from the mountain's base, on which houses might be put by people who cannot fly or hoverbike with their house materials.

"Does this look like the place to you?" Aya asks Idania.

2014-06-20 05:3 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Oooo, yeah," agrees Idania. "I will bug Rae to scootch his domain closer to here. How much trouble do you think we'll have getting people to build houses on top of a mountain?"

2014-06-20 05:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Some, but I don't mind sleeping in a temple dorm while it's set up."

2014-06-20 05:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Same!  Though replace 'temple dorm' with 'wherever I feel like.' Maybe some nice people will let me borrow their couch!"Edited   2014-06-20 05:13 (UTC)


2014-06-20 05:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Perhaps they will."

2014-06-20 05:13 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Plus I kind of want to wander around and figure out everything that's changed.  I've been dead for a while, I've got a lot of catching up to do!"

2014-06-20 05:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Yeah, exactly."

2014-06-20 05:19 (UTC)





Second Plague

Revolutionary





royal_obligation: d. Of course




After Adarin and Isabella depart, Edarial gets back to juggling projects. Unsurprisingly, Iobel is a large help in this. Once she gets a handle on all of the things involved with being a monarch, he can not constantly be doing that alone.  He still helps, he's still there doing monarch things and fixing the country, but now he's got a bit more free time to devote to other things.

Accordingly, there's a project he picks back up that he was only tinkering with before his marriage. He'd like to reinvent the fountain that heals familiars, have there be others in strategic locations, so that spellbinders don't need to rush to the capitol to avoid being unmade. Progress on the project's always been slow, there's a reason that it hasn't just been reinvented immediately after the spell charts were lost, but he's got some very good reasons to work on it with a near-obsessive zeal.

One day, to his utter surprise, when he goes to find another portion of the spell-chart to complete, he can't find it. He stares at the chart, stunned. Then he starts checking his work. It takes him a few days to finish the corrections.

Then he's done. He's remade a revolutionary spell chart.

He picks up the huge spell chart, does his best to fold it down to a reasonable travel size, and then heads off to show the nearest spell binder - Iobel.

2014-06-22 17:22









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel is reading a letter from her great-aunt, and looks up when Edarial comes in.  "Hello.  What is it?"

2014-06-22 21:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Hello." He sets the spell-chart on the table, looking like he's only barely containing his excitement. "I've been working on a project.  I think it's finished, but - I'd like you to check over my work.  If you don't mind."

2014-06-22 21:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Oh.  Sure."  She unfolds the chart.  "What is it meant to do?"

2014-06-22 21:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"It's a hex.  For the fountain that heals familiars, to make more of them."Edited   2014-06-22 21:41 (UTC)


2014-06-22 21:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Oh!  You've reconstructed it!"  And with this she begins to read quite happily.  "God, it's huge."

2014-06-22 21:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"It really is, I kind of expected to never ever finish it, but - well."

2014-06-22 21:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"My teleport's looking like it's going to be about this big, so I guess if I can cram this into my head that will be encouraging," she laughs, tracing the lines of the chart.  "Mm-hmmm.  Mmm - you might be able to condense this branch although I don't know if it'd make it much more fit-able."

2014-06-22 21:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Maybe, I'll try to revise that part -" Pause. "Do you want to help?"

2014-06-22 21:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"With the condensing in particular?"

2014-06-22 22:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"With the spell chart in general."

2014-06-22 22:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Sure."  Bella turns a page in her current notebook and makes an abbreviated map of the spellchart and footnotes it with things that might benefit from being done - the condensation here, a clarification of a definition up there, a correction of a cyclic section on the far end.

2014-06-22 22:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial fixes a part that was too open-ended, and gives some explanations for why he laid things out in this particular manner for certain sections if required, but otherwise, isn't sure what to change.  He retrieves a spare spell chart and starts condensing the branch to see if it's viable before he messes with the main spell chart.

2014-06-22 22:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Eventually Iobel has been through the entire thing.  "I think with the revisions mentioned it will work.  If we can memorize it sufficiently."

2014-06-22 22:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah. That's half of the problem, there - but if we can't manage it, we could possibly get it into the hands of someone who can."

2014-06-22 22:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Iobel nods.  "I'm certainly going to give it a try, though.  There ought to be one of these in every good-sized city."

2014-06-22 22:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Agreed. It's also be prudent to get them in foreign cities, too, though that's harder to do."

2014-06-22 22:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Well, we can at least send them copies of the spellchart even if they don't want to let our spellbinders in."

2014-06-22 22:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yup. Let's make lots of copies of the spellchart, there's no good reason to keep it on just one copy."

2014-06-22 22:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel nods.  "Once it's finalized."

2014-06-22 22:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He nods. "Of course."

2014-06-22 22:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Chart chart chart.

Iobel used to do this sort of thing for a living.  She has excellent handwriting and a good sense of how not to crowd the components of the chart and a concise style.

"Oh, I've translated nearly all of my early notes on queening.  If you still want them."

2014-06-22 22:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Adarin's handwriting is pretty good, too, but he's not as practiced with writing out spellcharts as she is. He's good at it and enjoys it immensely, but he has not done it for a living.  Therefore, he will let her do most of the writing and instead organizes things for her so she can work more quickly.

"I do! If you don't mind."

2014-06-22 22:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




She fishes them out of a stack of things and hands them over while she continues nitpicking the hex.

2014-06-22 22:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He takes them to read, keeping an eye on the hex to see if there's a way he can help, but otherwise leaving Iobel to it.

2014-06-22 22:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




The notes are fairly straightforward in content: she asked people for information about what to do, distilled it, and then found what resources were available to her and hit the problems with them until the problems went away or shrank behind the specter of the next addressable priority.

2014-06-22 22:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




That's wonderfully straightforward.  There are a few instances where a more delicate touch would have done more good, but as a whole everything Iobel did was helpful. He tells her so, and then thanks her.

2014-06-22 22:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"You're welcome."

2014-06-22 22:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




And then it's back to reading and spellchart creation, though he's got a faint smile on his face, now.

2014-06-22 22:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Eventually Iobel says, "It's snug as I can make it, now.  I'm going to see if I can get it down while it's coherent in my head."

2014-06-22 23:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial nods. "I'll do the same.  Maybe one of us will get it."

2014-06-22 23:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Mm-hm."

She pores diligently over the spellchart, muttering impromptu mnemonics under her breath.

2014-06-22 23:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




He husband does the same, minus the impromptu mnemonics - he stares at it and frowns as he organizes it in his head to help.

2014-06-22 23:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




It only has to come clear for an instant.  Several times Iobel thinks she has it, pauses to see if it'll charge, and then mutters to herself and starts again.

And then when she tries her eyes go white and she punches the air and beams.

2014-06-22 23:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial grins at her, says, "Congratulations! I'll keep trying, I think I've almost got it."

Then he goes back to trying to cram it all into his head. He tests it a few times to see if it charges, and then a little while after - his eyes go pale blue and he laughs.

2014-06-22 23:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Iobel claps her hands.  "If I can do this maybe my teleport will behave at full size after all!"

2014-06-22 23:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Maybe!" laughs Edarial. "If you can manage it, I'd love to see that chart, too, teleportation would be so useful."

2014-06-22 23:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"It's nearly done."

2014-06-22 23:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I'm happy to help with it, if you'd like."

2014-06-22 23:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"When I've filled in the bit about landing upright I'll let you look it over like I've just done this one."

2014-06-22 23:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Nod. "I'll help in any way I can."Edited   2014-06-22 23:21 (UTC)


2014-06-22 23:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Thanks."

2014-06-22 23:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"And now," he says, grinning, "I'm going to get more spellcharts so I can make multiple copies. No more repeats of the spellchart of this being lost."

2014-06-22 23:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I agree completely.  And then we should head to - Panhar and then Forgrat, maybe, and put one in each?"

2014-06-22 23:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




He nods. "Yeah, those sound good - as soon as possible, I think, to prevent accidents."

2014-06-22 23:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Right."

2014-06-22 23:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Musingly, he asks, "Do you think we could manage it today, or should we wait until tomorrow?"

2014-06-22 23:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I haven't cast anything yet today, you?"

2014-06-22 23:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Same!"

2014-06-22 23:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Then we might as well leave as soon as we've got one clean copy made and have put a staffperson on copying it from there.  I bet we can hit both cities in one day."

2014-06-22 23:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial nods, giggling a little. "Be back with spellcharts to copy with."

He departs.  A very short amount of time later, he returns with blank spellcharts. He starts copying immediately. Iobel's welcome to help.

2014-06-22 23:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




She does.  This will mean mismatched handwriting, but that shouldn't get in the way.

2014-06-22 23:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Both handwritings are legible, so there will not be an issue.

Soon enough, it's all copied down. Edarial looks kind of like he wants to hug her, but he restrains himself. He's not sure she'd want him to hug her. Instead he just smiles at her, then heads off to go fetch someone to make further copies.

2014-06-22 23:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel's not fast enough to react to the looking-like-he-wants-to-hug-her before he's left the room.  She wasn't sure how to react anyway.

She goes to get packed for a day trip.

2014-06-22 23:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




A person to copy the spellcharts is fetched, and then Edarial starts packing, too.  He's ready reasonably quickly.

"Ready to go?" he asks, brightly, obviously still excited.

2014-06-22 23:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Mm-hm!"  She has acquired Cricket, who is now over her shoulder.

2014-06-22 23:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Similarly, Berathyme is curled around his shoulders.

Some guards are fetched to escort them. Zevros decline to come, he is... busy.... with a recent boyfriend of his. Edarial blushes a bit when he realizes what they're busy doing, but doesn't comment. The royal monarchs and their escort pile onto a boat to travel by canal to Panhar, first.

Edarial continues to be excited. "Do you think we might be able to manage a fountain that heals people, too?" he asks Iobel, on the way there.

2014-06-23 00:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It would be harder, because of how much you'd have to expand the section about what healed means.  Familiars are easy because they have a clear state of perfect health right when they're bound - they don't need to be any other physical age or ever have congenital problems.  It might be that you could do it, since there are healing spells that work fine on people, but it would definitely be harder."

2014-06-23 00:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He nods. "I'll give it a shot, a lot of what was in the spellchart for familiars could be reused, though. It's the sort of thing that is harder but worth trying. For obvious reasons."

2014-06-23 00:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You might have to make a couple different fountains for diseases and injuries.  But it doesn't sound necessarily harder than the immortality hex I had in mind, which I'm still planning to work on even with Isabella's spells.  Since there are plenty of binders to use it."

2014-06-23 00:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Makes sense. It's a good idea, I like how our magic's scaleable. Let me know how that goes, I'll let you know how mine goes?"
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Sure.  I'm doing the teleportation first, though.  Isabella's spell did adjust my priorities a little."

2014-06-23 00:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Of course," he agrees, smiling. "That would be extremely helpful for scaling the fountain - easier to get the spellcharts to places far away that they need to get to."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Mm-hm.  And emergency communications, and evacuations - I'm hoping to keep the section that allows a small number of passengers!"
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial nods. "That would be great!  Though it might be smart to make two versions of the spell - one for passengers and one without, to hopefully cut down on charge time.  In case of an emergency where it's just you in danger."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yeah.  I'll probably make lots if versions of the full ideal version doesn't have a decent charge time, really."Edited   2014-06-23 00:21 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Good plan. There might be a way to make a hex that does teleportation, but that seems like it would be a nightmare to try to accomplish."

2014-06-23 00:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It might be possible to do something like Adarin's portals, in two hex-sized steps, I think."
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royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial nods. "Which would be extremely useful. I'll look into making those, as an alternative to teleportation, or an addition."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"If they were permanent it would scale better, certainly.  For freight too."
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royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Agreed!" He pauses. "Now I'm all excited and I kind of want to fling myself at some spellcharts to start doing that."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I'll write it down for later.  It'll be hard to chart on the boat."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Just a bit," he agrees. "Not to mention I don't have any blank ones with me right now."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel nods.  And makes a note.

Boat!
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Boat!  And then city! What a world that they live in!

"We'll find a nice place to put it - do you want to make the hex, or should I?"
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I can do this first one if you'll find someone to explain what I'm doing - you're more recognizable as something other than some random binder."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah," agrees Edarial. He heads off to explain to someone in charge what's going on, manages it in record time, and then returns and leads Iobel to a very centered sort of place inside a market.

"This should do fine, don't you think?" He points at a spot that is out of the way of main traffic, but still easily noticeable and easy to get to.
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come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Sure," says Iobel, already charging.  "Now I guess we see how long this takes."
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He nods. "Yeah.  It'll probably be a long one, honestly. Considering."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Mm-hm."  She sits, legs crossed, and transfers Cricket to her lap for tummy rubs.

"This will be very good for very obvious reasons," purrs Cricket.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial looks at Cricket, looking like there is a thing he would like to ask - but he doesn't.  He sits, near enough to Iobel but not next to her.  Then he pets Berathyme, gently.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Charging charging charging.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Sitting.

Then, Berathyme says in Cricket's language, "You have acknowledged that this is good but have not acknowledged who is responsible.  Why?"
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket yawns, and says, "I also did not point out who allowed it to be so useful that there be more than one fountain to go to.  Perhaps I would not have commented at all if I did not very much remember being stolen out of my Iobel's arms sick to the point of death because there was only -"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Don't.  Either of you.  Stop it."
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Please," adds Edarial.

"... Very well," agrees Berathyme. "For you, binder."

Edarial sighs and gives her a pat.
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alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket sniffs and flicks his tail.  He grumbles when Iobel quits rubbing his tummy but doesn't produce further conversation, just rolls over in her lap.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Berathyme doesn't address Cricket, though she slithers down from Edarial's shoulders to peer at Iobel.

"You dislike me talking to your familiar. Why is that?" she asks, in Marlese.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"It makes him worse, and I'm not the only person who has to listen to him anymore."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Ah," she agrees. "You are worried for my binder."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And embarrassed."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"I think that he is too quick to judge, and I would like to know why he chooses to do so in the way that he does," says Berathyme, flicking her tongue. "Though you need not be embarrassed of him. He is your familiar, he does not speak for you, though you are connected."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"He's done it as long as I can remember.  I'm not sure if there really is a why, I've tried asking."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"If he does not know why he does what he does, then perhaps he needs to learn to reconsider," says the familiar.

"He doesn't have to change who he is," sighs Edarial.

"No, he does not. But as he is now, he is stagnating, stuck in obstinate ways that are founded by miscommunication and blame. It is not a way of life that is healthy."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't know what standard of health you're referring to," remarks Iobel, scritching Cricket behind the ears.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Mental," declares Berathyme. "Though social, as well. It has already caused strife, and you spend a lot of your time associated with him keeping him quiet or preventing inquiries."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Previously he didn't have a social life.  I'd allow him more adjustment period even if I hadn't anticipated specific problems.  And I assure you he's sane, and he seems to be exactly who he wants to be."

2014-06-23 01:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"I see. Thank you, for the clarification," says Berathyme, sincerely, and she returns to Edarial's shoulders.

Edarial looks at Iobel and gives a little shrug. Some things he can't stop.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel shrugs back, and goes on charging.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial isn't feeling talkative anymore, so he'll just sit and wait for Iobel to finish charging. Thinking idly about how to make an item-based teleportation hex work. 

2014-06-23 02:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart






"I bet," says Iobel, "that if proper portal pairs were impossible, you could still make a teleportation spell take you to a specific object, that might not even have to be a hex itself.  A marked stone of some kind."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Oooo," says Edarial. "That would be useful - I can try that if the portal pairs are impossible, certainly.  It would be easier to chart."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It'd be like a carrier pigeon, sort of."
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royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Sort of! Definitely worth the attention.  Thank you."
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"You're welcome."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He smiles at her, and because he doesn't have another topic of conversation - back to silence. And thinking.
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come_midnight: a ~ hex




Charge charge - Fountain!  It erupts suddenly and beautifully from the center of the target location, spilling over itself.
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royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial grins.

"I think that was just shy of half an hour, that's not too bad!"
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Mm-hm!  On we go, then."
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royal_obligation: d. Of course




"On we go!" he agrees, brightly.

Back to the canals they go, and onto a boat. To the next city!

Edarial will be rather quiet for the trip, it's up to Iobel if she wants conversation.
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel's not particularly talkative.  She trails her fingers in the water and notebooks and pets her cat.

2014-06-23 02:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Soon enough, they arrive in Forgrat. Built into a hill, the town has narrow streets and tall buildings - everywhere, there are stairs. They look outside for a place to put a fountain, but find nothing suitable.  There's no room to put it, not with buildings everywhere that's flat and stairs everywhere else. A fountain anywhere outside would take up the entire street.

Edarial does some searching and some asking around. Soon enough, they find a building once used for Forgrat's government, before it became a part of Marlatia. It's large, centrally located, and reasonably unused - pretty perfect for fountain placement.  Edarial checks with the city's managers, they say it won't be interfering with anything, and then he gets to charging.
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel hangs around in the fountainplace-to-be in companionable quiet.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




That is entirely fine by Edarial, he is feeling quiet.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




There is loud knocking on the door to the building.  "King tyrant, king tyrant, come out, come out!" hollers someone.

"You idiot, we agreed we were going to be civil," says someone else in a lower voice.

"Shhh too late solidarity," says a third.

"Come out!" repeats the first voice.  "Come out and hear us!"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






King tyrant? Edarial is confused.

He gets up, brushes himself off, give his and Iobel's escort a confused shrug, and then - goes outside.

"Yes?" he asks, looking concerned. "Is something wrong?"

The guards around him are enough to keep people from rushing to attack him, and he's obviously charging. He's not concerned about an assassination attempt, this is why he has guards.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"We want democracy!" exclaims an overexcited member of the group of some thirty people.  "Forgrat was once a great democratic city-state in which everyone had a voice!"

"Oh, none of your historical rose-colored glasses," mutters someone next to her, "there were all sorts of disenfranchised populations, the history doesn't matter, it's the future -"

"We want the vote!" says someone else.  "Who your mother was doesn't give you the right to order anyone or make laws!  We want the people's rule!"

"A senate!" agrees someone.

"A president!" contradicts someone else, or at least the two of them seem to find it contradictory, for they begin squabbling.

"There are two ways for us to get it!" someone says.  "You might like one of them more than the other but for our Cause anything may be ventured if that's what it takes!"
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Ooooh boy. This'll be fun.

"Well," says Edarial, carefully, "while I think those are legitimate things to want, and I agree that birth right doesn't mean a person can manage a country, Marlatia is incredibly delicate right now.  I and the queen are spending a large portion of our time trying to keep the country from splintering into a civil war or anarchy. It's not in the sort of situation for a dramatic, large scale change in government."

He pauses. "If the entire populace does honestly want the country to switch to a more democratic rule, I will listen, but please give me a few years to get the country stable before I go handing it off to a fledgling government."

There.  That was probably a 'No' worded gently enough.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"DEMOCRACY NOW," roars someone.

"You will be hearing from us again!" says one of the previous speakers.

"Civil war will not be long in coming if the people's voice is denied!" howls somebody else.

"Start with Forgrat!  Forgrat was once a proud and great demo-"

"Shut up."

"We'll rally more people and we will make you step down!  One way or another!"

"There will be letters!"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"By all means," sighs Edarial. "Send letters. I genuinely welcome them, but democracy is not the kind of thing I can instate with the snap of my fingers."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"All you have to do is abdicate in favor of a temporary consul who will adminster an election for a first President -"

"SENATOR!"

"SHUT UP, BOTH OF YOU!"

"Write a constitution first!  Bind yourself to reasonable checks and balances and limits on your power!" suggests someone helpfully.  "Then hold the elections of a prime minister -"

"PRESIDENT!"

"SENATOR!"

"I TOLD YOU SHUT UP!"
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royal_obligation: d. Of course




"A constitution is a good idea," says Edarial, gently. "A genuinely good one. I don't want a second coming of my mother - so, when I get home, I will see about making one, to give citizens rights.  What sorts of things are you asking me to put on it?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'll send you a list -"

"Your list is hogwash, wipe your ass with your list."

"Establish the Church as empowered to take over certain functions now handled by magistrates -"

"UNIVERSAL SUFFRAGE," someone howls.

"Abolish the draft -"

"Require spellbinding licenses!"

"Regulate the quality of wheat!"

"These aren't constitutional articles, you dimwits -"

"Declare war on Lathalind, those bastards!"

"That's not even legislative!"

"Ratify the secession movements of Forgrat and the Thistle Downs and the Coalition of Fisherfolk -"

"Unionize the canal-workers!"

"Do any of you fools even know what a constitution is?!"
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Why don't," says Edarial, raising his voice to get people to quiet down and stop arguing, "you send me various lists, of things that you want in a constitution, or if you'd prefer to do this now - one at a time, please?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"WE ARE UNITED!  SOLIDARITY!  ALL OF THE PEOPLE FOR ALL OF THE -"

"Oh, for the love of God, shut up.  We'll be in touch," says one of the saner members of the little group, starting to shoo everyone away from the ex-meeting-hall.

"DEATH TO THE MONARCHY ONE WAY OR THE OTHER -"

"Strongly worded letters, lads -"

"And ladies, enfranchisement and suffrage for ALL -"

"And ladies!  Write him letters, damn you, calm down, you're making fools of yourselves.  Go on now."

And they shuffle away at various speeds.
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial tries very hard not to laugh.

He turns, and heads back inside, shaking his head. "Well that was bewildering."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I only heard some of it."

2014-06-23 05:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"They were after - actually I'm not sure even they knew.  Democracy, supposedly. Or a republic.  Or a constitutional monarchy? Or possibly a dictatorship, I think someone wanted me to declare war on Lathalind."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel snorts.  "Perhaps their goals are more clear if they're taken as individuals."
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Perhaps, I tried to get them to either address me one at a time with their concerns or write letters. They seemed to agree on letters and that was when they dispersed."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"All right.  It might be a better idea if we hadn't so recently stumbled on such a - resource mine.  The public reveal is going to hit like a meteor when it comes, and I think centralized handling is probably the best way to deal with the opportunities."

2014-06-23 05:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I do agree, but they put forth the idea of a constitution, which isn't a bad one."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Sure.  That seems like a reasonable project."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Right, so we can get started on that. But just about everything else - I don't think they knew what they wanted."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yeah.  I guess we'll keep an eye on the correspondence."
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




He nods. "Yeah.  I might also ask people from other parts of the country what they want in a constitution, it doesn't seem fair to let one city dictate what's in it."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"One special interest group in one city."
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royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"One extremely confused special interest group in one city," laughs Edarial.

Then, the hex goes - the former city meeting hall now has a fountain.
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come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




Cricket announces he has a headache and trots up to said fountain to dip his paw in it.



Then - the building rocks on its foundations and collapses around them.

Iobel screams as a falling beam snaps her leg.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




Edarial is not as lucky. Falling debris slam into him, and he goes sprawling. Shocked, he starts checking himself for damage. His pronouncement is at least one broken rib (possibly more than one) a fracture in his arm, and -

- Then a stray rafter slams into his head and he stops his self-analysis really quickly.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




As the plaster and splinters settle around them, Iobel coughs, hard, and assesses the situation.

A piece of the ceiling landed propped against a stack of crates.  There is not enough room to stand - not that she could - but there is room to move, with some allowances to debris that made it down before that ceiling chunk did.  The windows are done for, so it's dark in here - "Cricket."

"I'm fine," says Cricket.  "In the fountain.  Got hurt, healed right away."

"Edarial.  Berathyme."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




There is a silence, from Edarial.

Berathyme replies, though. "I am - injured. My binder isn't moving.  Where is the fountain?"
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Cricket.  Get Berathyme and lead her to the fountain."

"Yes," agrees Cricket, and he follows Berathyme's voice.

"Edarial," says Iobel again, starting to grope around carefully in the dark.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Berathyme sloooowly slithers to the fountain, and then she is healed. She says, "Edarial is back where I came, you're close to -"

There is a low groan, from that direction.  Near Iobel.Edited   2014-06-23 05:57 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel reaches carefullycarefullycarefully for the voice.  "Edarial."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




She finds shoulder.

"Ow," he murmurs, half-heartedly.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"What's hurt?" Iobel asks, taking her hand away but forming a mental map of where the rest of him probably is so she can avoid jostling him.  "Are you actively bleeding, do I need to be putting pressure on a wound till midnight comes?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"... Can I just go with everything?" he half-laughs, slurring his words a little.
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Sure, but you have to tell me what to focus on first.  Bleeding?" she prompts.  "Stay awake, you sound concussed if I'm any judge, I have a spell for that but it has to wait for midnight."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Mm. Dunno if I am," mutters Edarial. "But lots of things hurt - ... broken ribs, fractured arm, th're was another one but I forget what it was..."

Berathyme slithers over. "I do not believe he's bleeding," she pronounces. "Externally."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Okay.  I could set the arm but it'd be a waste, it won't misheal between now and midnight, the important thing is to stay awake, you understand?  Talk to me."
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"... Okay," he says. "Wh' do you want me to say?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Anything.  Count to fifty a few hundred times, I don't care, just stay awake."
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He tries to nod, then hisses in pain. "Ow."

Then, quietly, he starts counting to fifty.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel finds his shoulder again and touches her fingertips to it very very gently.
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




He doesn't complain at this touch. At thirty-seven he sighs and stops counting.
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Edarial."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Nrrgh," he complains, and then he resumes.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Iobel tries to find a comfortable way to sit, given her leg.  Eventually she winds up lying on her front next to her husband, fingetips still on his shoulder to remind her not to suddenly jostle him.
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Are you okay?" he asks, eventually. "Y' sound better off then me, but - are you okay...?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Broken leg.  I've had worse just trying to climb stairs.  I'll fix it come midnight."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Okay.  Good."
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I don't hear anyone trying to dig us out.  Or any of the guards, but they aren't in this pocket whatever their condition, that I'm pretty sure of.  It's small or our voices wouldn't echo like this."
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mhmmm. Hope they're okay."
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Yeah.  Me too."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Berathyme slithers closer, and gently, gently, settles down next to him.

He's silent for a few seconds, then resumes counting.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel lies there listening to him.  Eventually Cricket trots over to her and curls up on her back.
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




After a while, he stops counting again, and whispers, "... Why are you worrying...?"
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"You may have internal bleeding even if it's nothing Berathyme can smell, you could be dying, and if you're talking that'll let me know if you start to slip and I can start trying heroic measures like jostling the ceiling of this pocket we find ourselves in.  And my head injury spell can't fix a coma if you fall into one, so you have to stay awake."
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royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Okay," he says. "Isabella can resurrect people, though."
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"We don't know how that works with familiars, Edarial."
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know




".... Oh," he whispers.

"I do not fear death," swears Berathyme.
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Maybe you don't, but if it works the wrong way it may be that all Isabella can bring back is a nonbinder who can never try again, or worse, an unmade vegetable.  So help me keep your binder awake."

2014-06-23 06:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"Stay awake, binder," murmurs Berathyme to Edarial.

"Trying," he mumbles back.

2014-06-23 06:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"So count.  Or talk about something else."

2014-06-23 06:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Okay," he agrees.  Then he goes back to counting.

2014-06-23 06:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




Iobel stays where she is, watching to see if he skips a number or anything.

2014-06-23 06:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




He does not skip any numbers.  Sometimes when the numbers get large, though, he seems to get annoyed with how long they take to say and he starts over from one, again.

2014-06-23 06:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




That's fine.

2014-06-23 06:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Eventually he gets annoyed with counting entirely and tries conversation again.

"Why do you care?" he sighs, quietly.

2014-06-23 06:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"...If you die?"Edited   2014-06-23 06:40 (UTC)


2014-06-23 06:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mhmm. You'd do fine as a solo monarch. 've seen you, you're good at it."

2014-06-23 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"You didn't like that plan one bit when you weren't concussed and it wasn't pitched as involving your death, so."

2014-06-23 06:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I," he declares, "am sometimes an idiot."

2014-06-23 06:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel sighs.

2014-06-23 06:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"You'd do great," assures Edarial. "Jus' the learning curve. And you're just about past that..."

2014-06-23 06:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Right, except I don't need to, because you're going to stay awake, midnight is going to come, I am going to heal you, and we are going to dig our way out of this mess even if no one is coming to help."

2014-06-23 06:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Okay."

2014-06-23 06:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Keep talking."

2014-06-23 06:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He sighs, then starts reciting the alphabet.

2014-06-23 06:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




That suits her just fine.

2014-06-23 06:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




He finishes that, repeats it again, and then moves on to naming cities in Marlatia.

2014-06-23 06:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Mm-hm.

2014-06-23 06:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




And then, when he runs out of cities (he didn't get them all, but it's rather understandable why) - he tries conversation again.

"Why do you care?" Pause. "About me - in particular."

2014-06-23 06:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Fishing for compliments?" Iobel asks wryly.

2014-06-23 06:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"I don't deserve them," he mutters.

2014-06-23 06:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Oh, there are several I could distribute quite sincerely, I'm just not sure what you're looking for in particular."

2014-06-23 06:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Not - looking for compliments," sighs Edarial.

2014-06-23 06:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"So if you don't want compliments what do you want to know?"

2014-06-23 06:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"I don't understand. Why."

2014-06-23 06:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Why I care if you die?  I don't want anyone to die and I don't know if you could be fetched back the way you are now, if you want the generic reason.  For the practical - well, when you aren't concussed, you think the country needs you at the helm and I'm inclined to defer to your judgment on that, not that I wouldn't try alone if I had to.  And if you want personal reasons that gets back into the compliment-fishing."

2014-06-23 07:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Okay," he says, sounding miserable.

2014-06-23 07:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Keep talking."

2014-06-23 07:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I'm tired."

2014-06-23 07:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Sucks to be you, stay awake, you can sleep all you want after I've fixed your head, do not go comatose on me, I can't fix that."

2014-06-23 07:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"I don't know what you want from me," he sighs. "I don't understand."

2014-06-23 07:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I'm not trying to be cryptic.  What's missing?"

2014-06-23 07:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Obviously you want me to stay awake," snorts Edarial. "But everyone seems to want me to do the impossible."

2014-06-23 07:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"It is not impossible for you to stay awake until midnight.  It's only a few hours."

2014-06-23 07:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Not that."

2014-06-23 07:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"What, then?"

2014-06-23 07:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Everything? I just - I feel so alone and everything is my fault and if I were my - my alt, maybe, if I weren't an idiot that broke myself maybe I'd be functional, but even then I can't turn back time, like your - your fluffy cat seems to want me to do."

2014-06-23 07:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Neither I nor my fluffy cat expects you to be able to turn back time."

2014-06-23 07:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"I don't think I believe you," he murmurs.

2014-06-23 07:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Do you want me to ask him?  He'll snort and say he doesn't think that highly of your abilities, but it comes down to the same thing.  Time travel's not doable, no one expects it of you."

2014-06-23 07:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Then why is nothing I do good enough?"

2014-06-23 07:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"For who, Cricket?  You can't hold yourself to his standard, he's ridiculous, have I ever claimed to agree with him?"

2014-06-23 07:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"In general. The protestors, those - those idiots that couldn't even organize themselves, the only thing they seemed to agree on is they wanted me gone."Edited   2014-06-23 07:35 (UTC)


2014-06-23 07:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"They've never even met you before.  They have political opinions that imply you being out of a job, it wasn't personal."

2014-06-23 07:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"Then why are we buried under the building?"

2014-06-23 07:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Because at least one of them holds political opinions that imply you being buried under rubble, I guess, but I stand by the assessment that it's not personal."

2014-06-23 07:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"So everyone just hates me.  Because of - my parents and politics."

2014-06-23 07:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't hate you.  I've told you several times, now, I only ever hated you when I was mistaken about what had happened."

2014-06-23 07:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Great," sighs Edarial. "Thanks, dad. For that one."

2014-06-23 07:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I don't hate you," she insists.  "Him I have no fondness for, but I need reasons to hate people and I don't have any for you."

2014-06-23 07:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"Do you know what I'd do, if I could actually time travel?"

2014-06-23 07:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"No.  Why don't you tell me?"

2014-06-23 07:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Hit my past self with something blunt to snap him out of his head, then tell him to show up at your shop, with - I don't even know, flowers or candy or something. He could try to figure out how to flirt and trip all over himself because of course he is terrible at it."

He makes a sound that is kind of like a sob. "And he would never have to know what it's like to see you hate someone."

2014-06-23 07:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain






Was that a sniffle?

Whatever it is, it's followed with: "I'm sorry."

2014-06-23 07:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"For what? You - you had every reason."

2014-06-23 07:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"I leapt to conclusions, wasn't accounting for - people who weren't you doing things.  For that matter, I panicked early.  I got the letter and I was all set to flee over the border instead of show up and see what it was about."

2014-06-23 07:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"They were reasonable conclusions to make."

2014-06-23 07:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"They weren't outrageous.  But they weren't careful.  I didn't sit and go through it methodically."

2014-06-23 07:55 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Considering the circumstances... Kind of understandable," he says, miserably.

2014-06-23 07:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Why can you understand the careless, stressed-out part of my thought process and have so much trouble believing the calmer part where I don't hate you anymore?"

2014-06-23 07:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






"Because you just seem to be tolerating me and working with me in - businessy things, but nothing else."

2014-06-23 08:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"What else do you want me to do?  I don't know what you want of me either."

2014-06-23 08:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I -"

"... I don't know.  I'm sorry."

2014-06-23 08:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Let me know if you figure it out and I'll try."

2014-06-23 08:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






Berathyme sighs. "He has not seen any evidence that you like him, or even respect him. He is not fishing for compliments. But he needs them," hisses the familiar.

2014-06-23 08:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If I didn't respect him I wouldn't -"  Iobel pauses, reevaluates, mutters, "That line of reasoning hasn't got anywhere so far and I should really catch on, shouldn't I.  Okay.  Um."  She sighs, thinks for a moment, shifts position and resettles her hurt leg.  When she speaks again it's lower and in the same sort of tone she uses to tell Cricket he's soft.

"The spellchart for the hex was beautiful, I usually find twice as many things to tweak when I go over my first filled-in drafts - I am impressed by your work ethic in general, we have plenty of work for both of us and you were keeping up alone - you were more patient with those ridiculous protestors than I could have been, I would have made at least three snide jokes at their expense in the time you spent talking to them - if I were as miserable as you seem to be half the time I would have to stop and fix it before I could do much of anything else but you can't do that, it seems, and you're carrying on anyway, and I don't even know how you begin to do that let alone manage day after day - you pay attention to what needs doing and I know that wasn't careful royal upbringing because Zevros doesn't have a speck of that so you must have got there by yourself."

2014-06-23 16:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




There's a moment of stunned silence, and then Edarial shifts a bit and mutters, "Ow." A hand touches Iobel's. That must have been why he moved.

"Thank you," he says, sincerely and nearly sobbing.

2014-06-23 17:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're welcome."

2014-06-23 17:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"He is currently having self esteem issues," informs Berathyme.

"I'm working on it," sighs Edarial.

"The cat has not helped," hisses his familiar.

2014-06-23 17:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"I'm aware the cat has not helped.  I'm sorry about him."

2014-06-23 17:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's not your fault," he assures. "Thank you for - everything."

2014-06-23 17:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You're welcome."

2014-06-23 17:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees






"Most of this," laughs Edarial, wincing, "has been about me, I'm sorry - is there something you need from me?"

2014-06-23 17:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"I'm not sure what you have to give.  I'm - holding up, there are things I could use but they can wait till you're in a better place."

2014-06-23 17:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Tell me what they are anyway?"

2014-06-23 17:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Are you sure?  Sometimes you ask me to tell you things and then it seems to make things worse.  I don't want to make you worse.  Especially not while you may have internal bleeding, that seems like exceptionally bad making-things-worse timing."

2014-06-23 17:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial laughs, a little. "Fair point. Okay, well - what sort of... Things are they?  Are they things that I'm personally doing wrong, are they things I could do better, or... What?"

2014-06-23 17:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'm - not sure how to categorize them in those terms."

2014-06-23 17:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Then," says Berathyme, slithering up to Iobel, "Whisper them to me, and I will tell you if it is appropriate or not."

2014-06-23 17:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel thinks, then turns her head so it'll be harder for her words to carry to Edarial and whispers very quietly:

"The line of reasoning I was muttering about earlier - I wish it weren't so persistently non-functional.  If I didn't respect him or like him, there are things that he'd be able to see that would show that, and I know he's smart enough to come up with them if he thought about it, but he didn't - whether it's because of the paranoia or something else I couldn't say - and that meant I assumed it was obvious and now I realize it wasn't but I don't know why it wasn't obvious or what other things aren't, and that's - exhausting to even think about.  I'd like him to think a little bit more about what it would be like if the things he's worried about were true - if I still hated him or whatever - instead of - offloading that onto me so I have to say it, over and over again, since no amount of showing will work.  Because I don't know how to be more demonstrative about not hating someone.  He's complained about me being cold but any imaginable state of warmth that I can invent without instructions is - too far away, I'm not anywhere near hanging all over him like Isabella does Adarin."Edited   2014-06-23 17:49 (UTC)


2014-06-23 17:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Paranoia," answers Berathyme, in a very soft tone. "That is why. He will look for the bad but not for the good."

Edarial, meanwhile, goes back to counting.

2014-06-23 17:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Paranoia, then.  I don't know how to fix that, and working around it is - hard."

2014-06-23 17:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Yes. The only way around that is time. It is a hard thing to work around, but can you blame him?" says Berathyme.Edited   2014-06-23 18:00 (UTC)


2014-06-23 18:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I said it could wait.  It can wait.  If it has to wait then it will," says Iobel testily.

2014-06-23 18:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Then wait," says Berathyme.

She slithers back to her binder and curls up next to him.  He's still counting - he's at twenty-three, now.

2014-06-23 18:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel listens to the counting, and sighs.

2014-06-23 18:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Counting, counting, counting.

"I wonder why no one's - digging us out," he muses.

2014-06-23 18:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I have no idea.  My wall-walk will do it if nothing else."

2014-06-23 18:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial nods, then winces again.

"I can also do my - sight spell, check for the guards.  When it's midnight."

2014-06-23 18:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Yeah.  I have one for your head and I can probably cover the rest of your injuries in one spell, and I can do my leg, that's three, two if I wall-walk us both, that leaves me with one left unless you can take on some of the healing."

2014-06-23 18:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I can take on some of the healing - I don't have anything for concussions but broken bones and injuries I can do.  So three for me, three for you."

2014-06-23 18:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Okay."

2014-06-23 18:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Counting.  Back to counting.

2014-06-23 18:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




And lying there, and just in case her sense of time is wildly off, trying to charge every now and then.

2014-06-23 18:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




No luck.

Edarial sounds very tired when he asks, "Think we'll actually manage it?"

2014-06-23 18:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Manage what, getting out?  Yes.  You're still conscious, all you have to do is stay that way till midnight and we'll be fine."

2014-06-23 18:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Not that.  Fixing the world."

2014-06-23 18:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Isabella and Adarin have theirs thoroughly underway.  If nothing else they'll do it.  On our own account I think we can at least make progress."

2014-06-23 18:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"That's... Good to hear."

2014-06-23 18:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Good."

2014-06-23 18:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






"If we actually manage to end up... together... I think I want to flaunt in their faces, that was so annoying."

2014-06-23 18:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




She laughs.  "Why not.  But I don't think they'd be annoyed."

2014-06-23 18:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"It's the principle of the matter."

2014-06-23 18:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"As long as we confine it to them and don't help haze any more unfortunate pairs."

2014-06-23 18:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Agreed. That wouldn't help anyone, it would be mean."

2014-06-23 18:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"They weren't trying to be mean."

2014-06-23 18:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Oh, I know, but it would be if we did it to others after knowing what it's like."

2014-06-23 18:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Ah.  Agreed."

2014-06-23 18:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




Edarial nods a little. He falls silent.

2014-06-23 18:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Keep talking.  I can bring you a little water from the fountain if you're thirsty?"

2014-06-23 18:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"You have a broken leg," he points out.

2014-06-23 18:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yes, but I can haul myself over there and back, it's not so far.  I've broken my legs before.  Have I mentioned I really needed that anti-clumsiness spell I invented?"

2014-06-23 18:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know






Edarial winces. "I'm so sorry."

2014-06-23 18:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It'll be fine after midnight.  Do you need water?"

2014-06-23 18:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"... You don't have to get it if it's too painful."

2014-06-23 18:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I'm going to take that as a yes.  Besides, I've been talking too, I'm thirsty."

Her fingertips disengage from his shoulder, she tells Cricket to get off her, and she half-crawls half-drags herself to the fountain, still bubbling away.

She drinks some, and then she cups her hands and fills them up and then goes back with more use of her elbows and starts carefully feeling around for where his mouth is.

2014-06-23 18:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




She finds it with little trouble.

"Thank you," he says, after he's had the water.

2014-06-23 19:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"You're welcome."

2014-06-23 19:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




She can't tell, but he smiles at her a little.

Counting.  Fascinating.

2014-06-23 19:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel's hand settles on his shoulder again.

2014-06-23 19:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial hesitates, but then he takes her hand - he can find it, it's on his shoulder - to hold.

2014-06-23 19:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




All right then.

Handholding.

2014-06-23 19:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Yup.  Handholding. Also counting, wonderful counting.

After a while the numbers get a little mumbled.

2014-06-23 19:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Hey, stay with me," Iobel says sharply when he mumbles.  "Awake.  Awake."

2014-06-23 19:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Sorry," he mumbles. "Trying."

2014-06-23 19:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Counting's hardly the most fascinating thing in the world.  What'll hold your attention, c'mon."

2014-06-23 19:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I'm - not really sure, any ideas...?"

2014-06-23 19:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Um, any other charts you've been picking at for a while on the side?  Read any good books lately?  If you had one of those soul animals what do you think you'd get?"

2014-06-23 19:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mm - haven't had time for other charts. There are some projects I haven't picked back up, but I will again. Good books - lately, no. I have no idea what soul animal I'd get - what do you think you'd get?"

2014-06-23 19:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't know.  Maybe just the same thing as Path is, but maybe not.  Isabella was talking about how he had to be a bird because she's a witch, and I'm not a witch."

2014-06-23 19:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I think I'd have to know more about how they work to get a good guess. Otherwise - I'd just go with what Adarin has."

2014-06-23 19:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Apparently there are lots of stereotypes and such about them but we didn't grow up there and if we did we wouldn't need to guess."

2014-06-23 19:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "...  Think I would get a bird?"

2014-06-23 19:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Maybe.  I don't know what it means to have a bird.  I could see it visually though."

2014-06-23 19:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Another nod, not that she can see it. "I wish there was a way to find out without actually getting one, I'm curious now."

2014-06-23 19:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'd say the alethiometer, but it can't tell us anything about things that aren't there and if we went there - well."

2014-06-23 19:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Yeah. Annoyingly inconvenient."

2014-06-23 19:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm certain it's much too complicated to duplicate as a hex, alas."

2014-06-23 19:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It would have been so useful, too," he agrees. "An objective truth teller!"

2014-06-23 19:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"And if we were designing it from scratch we could have made it better at numbers and times and proper nouns, too."

2014-06-23 20:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"That too. That would be great."

2014-06-23 20:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It sounded like it really frustrates Isabella to work around it but she's afraid to try taking it apart and attaching it to a different interface."

2014-06-23 20:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Yeah. Maybe they'll make progress, they are both immortal, after all. They've got time."

2014-06-23 20:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"All the time in the world," Iobel agrees.  "It's nice to have."

2014-06-23 20:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah, it is."

2014-06-23 20:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"I've never tried to keep someone with a head injury awake before.  I don't know what else to talk about."

2014-06-23 20:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Neither do I, honestly."

2014-06-23 20:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"Incidentally, I'm taking into account that you have a head injury and won't be firmly relying on anything you say until I've fixed it.  Although it could be a conversation piece for later regardless."

2014-06-23 22:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Fair," he agrees. "I'm - not sure how the head injury's affecting me."

2014-06-23 22:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, you can look at it in retrospect when midnight rolls around."

2014-06-23 22:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Exciting." Pause. "I hope I'm less whiny when I no longer have a head injury..."

2014-06-23 22:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're not being too terribly whiny."

2014-06-23 22:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Thank you."

2014-06-23 22:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You're welcome."

2014-06-23 22:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"So, how are you liking - monarching?"

2014-06-23 22:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's - rewarding, when we get things done, but I wish we were working from a better foundation than the one the previous queen left.  It's frustrating to put in tremendous amounts of work and resources to get things to 'maybe almost as good as they were before except the injured parties are still irritated, harmed, or dead'."

2014-06-23 22:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mmmm... Some things are better, actually. Not everything, mind you, but - nobility doesn't hold as much power anymore and consequently can't oppress or hurt people, for instance."

2014-06-23 22:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"That seems like an improvement, admittedly.  Though the would-be democrats didn't seem to be impressed."

2014-06-23 22:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Obviously not," says Edarial, dryly. He sighs.

2014-06-23 22:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"This was probably one of them acting alone, on impulse," she says, squeezing his hand lightly.

2014-06-23 22:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Probably.  It's still distressing, though."

2014-06-23 22:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Of course it is.  Someone just tried to kill us."

2014-06-23 22:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"And the guards by proxy - possibly succeeding there, we don't know."

2014-06-23 22:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Were any of them spellbinders?"

2014-06-23 22:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"No," he sighs. "There are a few that are, but - not these ones in particular."

2014-06-23 23:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Then they will come back fine when the time's right, I expect."

2014-06-23 23:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods. "Fortunate in that respect, I suppose.  Unfortunate in that a spellbinder with spells would be exceptionally useful right now."

2014-06-23 23:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Unless they'd been knocked out."

2014-06-23 23:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Unless that, of course." He sighs. "I hope they are all right, regardless."

2014-06-23 23:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Me too.  I wonder why no one's digging us out."

2014-06-23 23:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"I do, as well. Really hoping the country hasn't started falling apart in the - what has it been, several hours since the building collapsed?"

2014-06-23 23:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"We were set to be gone all day with no problem.  Catching a late boat shouldn't make that any worse.  I'm wondering if there's a small civil disturbance right here in Forgrat, though, distracting from picking up the rubble..."

2014-06-23 23:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"That could be it. I'm thinking of the worst-case scenario, though." He sighs. "I keep doing that."

2014-06-23 23:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Worst-case scenarios are extreme, and therefore unlikely.  If something you thought was the worst case scenario happens it's likely to have been a failure of imagination."

2014-06-23 23:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial does not bring up the time that his worst case scenario was better than the situation that happened.  No need to bring up their marriage.

"I suppose."

2014-06-23 23:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




She squeezes his hand again.

"Talk to me.  Tell me, I don't know, stories from your childhood if you have any."

2014-06-23 23:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"What kinds of stories?  I'm not sure what you want to hear."

2014-06-23 23:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Anything.  I'd listen to you counting to fifty over and over, you're not going to meaningfully bore me, the point is to keep you awake."

2014-06-23 23:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






"Well my childhood also kind of sucked, so."

2014-06-23 23:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Weren't there any nice parts?"

2014-06-23 23:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Occasionally, yeah?"

2014-06-23 23:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Such as?"

2014-06-23 23:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Well..." begins Edarial, and then he starts telling stories about his childhood.  Silly ones, usually - Zevros is involved in most of them, it seems that he was quite the troublemaker. Edarial didn't get into any messes of his own, but he got dragged along to a fair few. Not that he seems to mind, a lot of them were quite fun.

2014-06-24 00:3 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"For some reason Zevros's personality sounds so much more charming attached to a nine-year-old," comments Iobel.  "Perhaps this is because he's still such a child."

2014-06-24 00:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial laughs at this. "It does, doesn't it. He's got moments where he acts his age, but - yeah, a lot of the time, it's like we're still nine."Edited   2014-06-24 00:09 (UTC)


2014-06-24 00:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Sometimes I wish I had a sibling.  Isabella doesn't count, for all that she'd adopt me if I asked."

2014-06-24 00:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I like it, overall. But there are annoying parts."

2014-06-24 00:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I noticed."

2014-06-24 00:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He snorts. "Did you? I never would have guessed."

2014-06-24 00:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I'm very observant."

2014-06-24 00:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Mhmmm," says Edarial, sounding a bit distant and sleepy again, though still amused.

2014-06-24 00:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Hey, are you trying to fall asleep?"  She tries charging again, nothing.  "Stay awake."

2014-06-24 00:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Sorry, sorry - I'm just... Very tired," he mumbles.

2014-06-24 00:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Please.  I can't get you out of a coma.  I don't know if Isabella can.  And I might easily get nowhere or make things worse if I try to dig us out from inside, I'm not sure how precarious this bit of ceiling is."

2014-06-24 00:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I'm trying," he assures.

2014-06-24 00:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Talk to me."

2014-06-24 00:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Okay, well - your childhood, what was your childhood like?"

2014-06-24 00:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'll tell you but you need to comment so I can confirm you're awake, okay?"

2014-06-24 00:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I will.  It's just hard to keep - thinking of new things to talk about, it's easier to comment."

2014-06-24 00:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  My parents got divorced when I was so young I don't remember it, but originally I was born in South Fork.  I used to visit my father there on school breaks when I was growing up."

2014-06-24 00:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I've been to South Fork - it's nice.  What's your father like?"

2014-06-24 00:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Quiet.  Police officer - chief of police of the town, now, actually, although I think he got that promotion when I was - five or six."

2014-06-24 00:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"That's nice," he pronounces, a bit wistfully.

2014-06-24 01:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"He's happy.  He goes fishing a lot.  He took me once and I refused to ever go again because it was staggeringly boring.  Cricket found it stimulating, though, he went along a few times without me."

2014-06-24 01:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"What does he enjoy about it?  Cricket or your father, either."

2014-06-24 01:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Kalars like the quiet.  Cricket, contradictorily, likes the thrill of the hunt - obviously he doesn't use a fishing rod, he just gets right in there with his bare claws."

2014-06-24 01:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




Edarial snickers at this. Then he winces, and murmurs, "Ow."

2014-06-24 01:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Should I try not to make you laugh?"

2014-06-24 01:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's entirely all right," he assures. "It's keeping me awake."

2014-06-24 01:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Okay.  So I grew up principally in Emavan with Raney.  And I learned younger than most kids how to handle household errand types of things because she's a scatterbrain.  Nothing got to the point of danger, but the milk carrier would not deliver one day and she'd have to catch him at the neighbor's house the next and pay him, or we'd run entirely out of salt, things like that, so I wound up picking up most of the shopping as soon as I could because I have the knack of writing things down."

2014-06-24 01:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"That's somewhere between cute and worrying, I hope you grew up all right?"

2014-06-24 01:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I was fine.  Raney's lovely, just not organized.  I was never hungry, neglected, allowed to go missing for more than two minutes at a time, or cold in the winter for lack of firewood.  Occasionally we wouldn't have any salt, and I don't know if you've tried cooking without salt, but it doesn't work very well - so I learned to buy things, such as salt."

2014-06-24 01:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He manages another snicker, wincing again. "I have tried cooking without salt, actually.  You can manage it if you substitute it with something else."

2014-06-24 01:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You can add things that already have salt in them like cheese or whatever, but that doesn't work for cookies."

2014-06-24 01:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"... Now I'm tempted to try and make cheese cookies."

2014-06-24 03:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"It can be done, although they're not my favorite.  I like a pumpkin cookie Raney makes."

2014-06-24 04:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Oh?  If you know the recipe you can bother the cooks to make it."

2014-06-24 04:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I know it, yeah.  Maybe I will.  It's more of an autumn cookie though."

2014-06-24 04:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Heh. Then I can find out what all the fuss is about."

His voice kind of trails off, a little, at the end, softening.

2014-06-24 04:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"...Edarial.  You awake?"

2014-06-24 04:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Mmmhmmm," he assures. Hand pat.

2014-06-24 04:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Words, please."

2014-06-24 04:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Words, right," he mumbles. "Okay, uh - which words? All of them?  I don't have a dictionary..."

2014-06-24 04:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Those words will suffice.  Just enough to convince me you aren't drifting off.  Cricket says I talk in my sleep, but I don't make intelligible sentences, and I don't think most people even do that much."

2014-06-24 04:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"You talk in your sleep?"

2014-06-24 04:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Yep.  Random words.  Cricket's language and Marlese both.  Is that interesting?"

2014-06-24 04:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yes," he says, amused. "Also kind of cute."

2014-06-24 04:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel makes an unbelieving snort.

2014-06-24 04:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"You sound... like you don't believe me.  That's ridiculous, I'm a terrible liar. The absolute worst."

2014-06-24 04:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Well, I don't think you'd be saying it if you weren't concussed, which isn't quite the same thing."

2014-06-24 04:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






Edarial laughs, softly. "Oh I am going to want to punch myself later, aren't I."

2014-06-24 04:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why would you do that?"

2014-06-24 04:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Because - I'm starting to feel like I've gone mad. Or like I've lost my filter, I'm not sure which. Both?  It could be both."

2014-06-24 04:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It could.  You did hit your head.  You just need to stay awake until midnight and it'll be okay and hopefully you will restrain your violent impulses."

2014-06-24 04:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Mhmmm," he agrees.

2014-06-24 04:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Words."

2014-06-24 04:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Words, indeed. You realize I'm running out of topics?"

2014-06-24 04:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Then we'll come up with something else.  We've been here - it feels like such a long time -"  She checks.  "I still can't charge, though."

2014-06-24 04:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Wish there was a way to tell the time.  Then we could get a countdown set up when it's about to reach midnight." He makes a little jazz-hands motion with his other hand - jostling the fracture. " - Ow, fuck. Bad idea."

2014-06-24 04:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I know a hex to make clocks, I used to stock them, but obviously that would be a poor choice after midnight and intractable before."

2014-06-24 04:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Oh no, by all means, make a clock and leave me to die."

2014-06-24 04:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




Iobel snorts.  "You've revealed my wicked plot, there, certainly."

2014-06-24 04:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes.  You just had to drop a building on me, then make a clock. I definitely didn't see it coming."

2014-06-24 04:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"But there's a fountain in Panhar that says I couldn't have dropped the building on you."

2014-06-24 04:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"That," declares Edarial, "was a joke."

2014-06-24 04:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I was playing along with the extension of the scenario."

2014-06-24 04:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Ha! Ow...  Were you? I'm sorry, I think I messed that up."

2014-06-24 04:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's okay.  I'm told I have a good deadpan."

2014-06-24 04:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You do."

2014-06-24 04:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Thank you."  Beat.  "Topics.  Uh.  I'm worried I will lull you to sleep if I sing a song but that's all that's coming into my head right now."

2014-06-24 04:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I feel like I should offer to sing but I don't think that's a good idea, either."

2014-06-24 04:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yeah, you seem to be - relevantly injured.  It's good you can talk, I don't know what I'd be doing trying to make sure you were awake if you had a broken jaw or a punctured lung or something."

2014-06-24 04:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Hum?  Express myself in mime, maybe?"

2014-06-24 05:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's a bit dark for that."

2014-06-24 05:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Aha, so the answer is tapdancing."

2014-06-24 05:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Because certainly in this scenario you'd be up for that, and the ceiling would have left enough clearance."

2014-06-24 05:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"No, I would stand up and declare in mime that I was going to tapdance, and then it would move to allow room."

2014-06-24 05:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Ah, I see.  Certainly if the roof were inclined to disobey your direct orders it would have joined the protestors while they were here instead of collapsing afterwards."

2014-06-24 05:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yes, that is how these things work."

2014-06-24 05:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about






"I wonder if it was an assassin.  If there was a brief yet violent earthquake that would explain why no one's gotten to this pile of rubble in particular yet.  But it didn't feel like that, I suppose."

2014-06-24 05:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"We'll only be able to find out if we get out of here," he points out.

2014-06-24 05:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Which we will.  You will stay awake, I will fix your head, you can heal everything else, and we will walk right out of here."

2014-06-24 05:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Something occurs to Edarial.

"What about Berathyme and Cricket?"

2014-06-24 05:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"They're not in any physical danger because they're at the fountain - even if it collapses further they'll be fine.  We walk out, we clear away the rubble ourselves by hand if we have to.  We could blow two more of my spells wall-walking them, but the odds are very good that someone won't be happy to see us, out there."

2014-06-24 05:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... True. I should use the vision spell, first, so we can see them coming."

2014-06-24 05:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Could be handy.  Although I won't recognize the eyeshine colors of anyone in particular, will you?"

2014-06-24 05:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"No, definitely not."

2014-06-24 05:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"For that matter, even with the other version - if you memorized that one? - I'm not sure I'd recognize people, but presumably it includes things like facial expression as much as anything else."

2014-06-24 05:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I did," says Edarial awkwardly, "actually memorize it. So. I suppose it's an option."

2014-06-24 05:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If you don't trust me with it you could just cast it on yourself," she says.  "Or just if you want to conserve the slots."

2014-06-24 05:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Nnnno it's that I remember what I saw last time I used it."

2014-06-24 05:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You could just cast it on me.  I don't overwhelmingly desire to see the denizens of Forgrat naked but I won't be permanently scarred."Edited   2014-06-24 05:30 (UTC)


2014-06-24 05:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Okay.  I'll cast it on you."

2014-06-24 05:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"All right.  We have a plan."

She tries again to charge.  Nothing, fuck, how long is this going to take?  (Well, she knows how long total - just not how much of it is left to go.)

2014-06-24 05:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"We do." Pause. "Unless I die.  Then you're just on your own."

2014-06-24 05:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Don't die, then."

2014-06-24 05:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"What, not even once?"

2014-06-24 05:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"We don't know how it works with familiars.  No, not even once."

2014-06-24 05:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Edarial snorts.

2014-06-24 05:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Words."

2014-06-24 05:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"You realize," says Edarial, subtly slurring just a bit, "that saying that makes me want to just repeat the word 'words' over and over again.  Like the counting."

2014-06-24 05:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Go ahead, if that's what it takes."

2014-06-24 05:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Okay."

"Words.  Words, words, words, words, words, words -" He continues for a little while.

2014-06-24 05:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel listens, and holds his hand.

2014-06-24 05:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




He eventually gets tired of saying that, over and over again.  He falls into a lull of silence.

2014-06-24 05:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Edarial."

2014-06-24 05:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mmmm?"

2014-06-24 05:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"What's your favorite color?"

2014-06-24 05:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Blue," he mumbles.

2014-06-24 05:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"What kind of blue?"

2014-06-24 05:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"Sky blue?  I suppose?"

2014-06-24 05:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Sky blue's nice.  I don't really have a favorite color but when people ask me I say brown."

2014-06-24 05:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Why's that?"

2014-06-24 05:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I don't really have a reason but when people ask me I say it's because of Cricket's colorpoints."

2014-06-24 05:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mhmmm."

2014-06-24 05:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Words," says Iobel, squeezing his hand.  "Am I losing you, do I have to start finding a tender spot and poking it?"

2014-06-24 05:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Not sure if... That would even help."

2014-06-24 05:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"It'd be worth a try if the alternative was a coma.  Stay with me, Edarial."

2014-06-24 06:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Trying," he agrees.

2014-06-24 06:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"What's your favorite, um, fruit."

2014-06-24 06:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I'm not sure... Depends on the season."

2014-06-24 06:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Summer."

2014-06-24 06:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Oranges."

2014-06-24 06:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Do you like grapefruit?  I can't stand grapefruit."

2014-06-24 06:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"It's all right if you peel off the skin, not just the peal, but it's not my favorite thing either," he murmurs.Edited   2014-06-24 06:19 (UTC)


2014-06-24 06:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Kalars likes them.  He just cuts them in half and spoons out bits of the middle."

2014-06-24 06:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mmhmm," murmurs Edarial, sleepily.

2014-06-24 06:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Edarial!"

2014-06-24 06:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Silence.

2014-06-24 06:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"Edarial, talk to me, stay awake, damn it -"  She squeezes his hand, hard.Edited   2014-06-24 06:26 (UTC)


2014-06-24 06:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Mmmm?" he says.

2014-06-24 06:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Wake up.  You drifted off.  Say something."

2014-06-24 06:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Something," murmurs Edarial.

2014-06-24 06:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Okay, good.  Um.  State celebration for your birthday or private affair?"

2014-06-24 06:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Private.  Not a party person..."

2014-06-24 06:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If it's private enough we could have our alts over, how about that?"

2014-06-24 06:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"They'd flaunt," he murmurs, smiling faintly.

2014-06-24 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"They would, but you know what, I bet they'd come up with really good birthday presents."

2014-06-24 06:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Mmm. Pr'bly..."

2014-06-24 06:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What do you want for your birthday?"

2014-06-24 06:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Time machine."

2014-06-24 06:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I don't think they can do that.  What else?" she asks, squeezing his hand.

Oh, she would've loved it if the crown prince had shuffled his way into her shop trying to figure out how to flirt with her, wouldn't she.  She'd like to give him a time machine.

2014-06-24 06:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mmm. Pillow?  A soft one?"

2014-06-24 06:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Are your pillows not soft enough?"

2014-06-24 17:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Seems like something... That would be useful here."

2014-06-24 17:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I can put my arm under your head if you want, if you think it'd help more than moving your head would hurt."

2014-06-24 17:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He laughs, softly. "I don't think that would help me not fall asleep."

2014-06-24 17:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  It was a thought.  What else would be a good birthday present?"

2014-06-24 17:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Mmm. Not sure... No easy way to - to put the things I want in a box..."

2014-06-24 17:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Doesn't have to be in a box."

2014-06-24 17:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Easily giftable at a birthday, then."

2014-06-24 18:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Your first answer was a time machine.  Come on, name an implausible birthday gift for me."

2014-06-24 18:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He snorts. "Parents that aren't terrible?"

2014-06-24 18:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"That'd be welcome, I bet.  Any specific wishlist besides not terrible?"

2014-06-24 18:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Not crazy or in jail? Wait, no, that falls under not terrible..."

2014-06-24 18:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It does, yes."

2014-06-24 18:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mmmm. I don't know," he sighs.

2014-06-24 18:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It'd be nice if you'd had a time machine.  I would've liked you from the beginning if you'd just - come to visit," sighs Iobel.

2014-06-24 18:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I would have if I'd known you were there to visit," he offers miserably.

2014-06-24 18:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Maybe if you get non-terrible parents for your birthday they'll be retroactive."

2014-06-24 18:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I don't think it works like that."

2014-06-24 18:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"No, it really doesn't, does it," she sighs, squeezing his hand.

2014-06-24 18:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He squeezes her hand right back. "Think we'll ever work it out?"

2014-06-24 18:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Maybe."  She swallows.  "They're so happy."

2014-06-24 18:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"They are," he agrees, softly.

2014-06-24 18:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I want to be that happy."

2014-06-24 18:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Me, too."

2014-06-24 18:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"It seems like we ought to be able to just go 'so we're agreed, then, let's do it' - but - it's not like that.  Is it."

2014-06-24 18:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I don't think the world works like that," says Edarial sadly.

2014-06-24 18:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Another implausible birthday present."

2014-06-24 18:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Yaaaay," he mumbles.

2014-06-24 18:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Iobel tries charging again.

"What's the best birthday present you've ever gotten?" she tries, when it doesn't work.

2014-06-24 18:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Mmm... Can't remember..."

2014-06-24 18:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Can't remember because you've gotten really monotonous presents or can't remember because you're woozy?"

2014-06-24 18:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Guess."

2014-06-24 18:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Tell me.  Talk to me."

2014-06-24 18:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Woozy," he explains. "Sleepy, too."

2014-06-24 18:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"It shouldn't be too much longer.  Stay with me."

2014-06-24 18:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Trying."

2014-06-24 18:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"I know.  Keep it up.  I know it's hard."

2014-06-24 18:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Mhmmm."

2014-06-24 18:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Words, Edarial.  Please."

2014-06-24 18:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Words," he mumbles.

And then he doesn't mumble anything else.

2014-06-24 18:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Edarial."

2014-06-24 18:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Silence.

2014-06-24 18:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Edarial."  Charge?  No - "Edarial, wake up, wake up -"  She squeezes his hand, nudges his side, it'll hurt like mad but maybe it'll startle him into consciousness -

2014-06-24 19:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




No response.

Berathyme volunteers, nudging her binder, "I am still here, he is alive -"Edited   2014-06-24 19:01 (UTC)


2014-06-24 19:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




"That's something - EDARIAL."

2014-06-24 19:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




There is no answer but her own echo.

2014-06-24 19:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




Charge charge charge come on fucking ch-

Her eyes go white.

"Oh thank fuck."

She jostles him again while the spell builds.  "Edarial.  Edarial it's midnight please don't be comatose it's going to be okay if you can just wake up -"

2014-06-24 19:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




No reply.

2014-06-24 19:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: o ~ poisoner




Charging charging.  "Edarial.  Edarial, if it goes off and you're not awake I don't know if it'll work, I can't tell if you're asleep or comatose or what."  She's coming up on the end of the charge time.  "Trying anyway."

The spell goes off.  Her eyes go dark and the room is plunged into deeper darkness than before.

2014-06-24 19:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"Mmrgh?" he mumbles.

2014-06-24 19:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




She could kiss him.  She's not going to, she has enough presence of mind to suspect it would be somewhere between awkward and disastrous, but it crosses her mind and she notes it for processing later.  "Oh thank goodness."

2014-06-24 19:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Ow, this hurts too much to be a bad dream."

2014-06-24 19:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I fixed your head.  We divvied up the rest of it - you're doing the rest of you and my leg, I'm wall-walking us both, you're casting the perception spell - the old version so I can tell more details about what's going on - on me so you don't have to look at naked people.  Though you could make revisions to the plan now you're not concussed."

2014-06-24 19:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"No, that sounds fine," he agrees, and then he starts charging. "You first, your leg?"

2014-06-24 19:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're much worse off than me, you may have internal bleeding and who knows what else, you first.  I have had broken legs before."

2014-06-24 19:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"... Okay," Edarial agrees, sounding like he does not want to agree with it but not finding fault in her logic.

2014-06-24 19:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Do you remember much of what happened?"

2014-06-24 19:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I - remember most of the beginning but then it gets fuzzy."

2014-06-24 19:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"More of the same, basically," Iobel assures him.  "Unfortunately you didn't produce any useful ideas for what to get you for your birthday."

2014-06-24 19:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial snorts, then winces. "A pity. Did I say anything embarrassing?"

2014-06-24 19:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't have a good sense of what embarrasses you.  Berathyme?"

2014-06-24 19:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"You were rather sentimental," says Berathyme. "Also more jovial, but I doubt you would find that embarrassing."

"... No," he pronounces. "Apparently it's fine, then?"

2014-06-24 19:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Apparently."

2014-06-24 19:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"What did I get sentimental about?" he wonders, confused.

2014-06-24 19:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"...Time travel."

2014-06-24 19:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"Oh."

His eyes are glowing, so - she has light to see him look sad. "Yeah - that... I can understand."

2014-06-24 19:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"But I wouldn't be embarrassed about that if I were you."

2014-06-24 19:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods. "All right, I'll - refrain, I suppose."

2014-06-24 19:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Good."

2014-06-24 19:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




The spell goes off, and then Edarial is healed.  He immediately starts charging again.

"Also... Jovial?"

2014-06-24 19:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"You were making jokes."

2014-06-24 19:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"... Huh.  Okay then."

2014-06-24 19:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You were good company, actually.  Except for the drifting out of consciousness part, that was scary."

2014-06-24 19:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Sorry, I - don't think I could help that part."

2014-06-24 20:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I know.  You tried."

2014-06-24 20:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods. "I'm glad I was good company, at least."

2014-06-24 20:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yes, you could have just kept counting to fifty the entire time and I would have been bored and that would have been undoubtedly the worst part of the situation."

2014-06-24 20:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts. "Of course."

2014-06-24 20:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"I'll start charging a wall-walk."  Her eyes go white.

2014-06-24 20:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Her leg is fixed a minute and a half later. "There you are."

2014-06-24 20:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Thanks."

2014-06-24 20:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You're welcome."

Charging for the people-sight, next.

2014-06-24 20:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel sits up and stretches, now that she can without hurting her leg.

2014-06-24 20:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"Are you all right?" he asks, after a silence

2014-06-24 20:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Much better now, thank you."

2014-06-24 20:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




He smiles a little. "Good, but I meant mentally, too. We did almost get randomly murdered."

2014-06-24 20:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"This is true, but until we know more I'm not sure whether I should be afraid or pitying or furious or what, so I'm not anything yet."

2014-06-24 20:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Fair enough.  Let me know if I can help once you are something, if it's bad."

2014-06-24 20:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If it's the afraid thing I will probably need help subduing whoever did it.  Since they're probably a spellbinder and will therefore probably be full up on spells."

2014-06-24 20:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




He nods. "Invisibility, perhaps? Before we leave the wreckage?"

2014-06-24 20:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"That's another two spells down.  We'd only have a handful left between us.  If there's more than one conspirator I'd like more breathing room.  It'd be smart if we were in the middle of nowhere with an antagonist, but this is a city and probably not everyone would want us dead.  Though I still don't know why we weren't dug out."Edited   2014-06-24 20:33 (UTC)


2014-06-24 20:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Fair.  So I do the sight spell, we see if anyone's around that looks angry and like they want our blood or something, and if so - invisibility, retrieve guards, come back and get Berathyme and Cricket?"

2014-06-24 20:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Right."

2014-06-24 20:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Hopefully they'll be safe until we come back," he sighs.

2014-06-24 20:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"If they aren't already dead.  Does the version that doesn't do eyeshine colors show dead people?"

2014-06-24 20:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




He shakes his head.

2014-06-24 20:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"So I'll see if I can spot them, I guess."

2014-06-24 20:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "Yeah."

2014-06-24 20:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




It may be just visible, by double eyeshine, that she reaches for his shoulder and then stops and puts her hand on her knee.

2014-06-24 20:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He notices. 

"... You can put your hand on my shoulder," he says, quietly. "If you want."

2014-06-24 20:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






So she does.

2014-06-24 20:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles a her, just a little.

2014-06-24 20:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"If the guards are dead we probably can't come up with a way to cover up resurrecting them any time soon, and I don't think Isabella's infrastructure can handle the scaling that there'd be demand for if it were open."

2014-06-24 20:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "Agreed. But - I think we should let their families know if it's possible?  So they don't have to worry?"

2014-06-24 20:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Do you think they could keep quiet about it, especially if the message is 'we can get them back but we're not going to because then everyone would know'?"

2014-06-24 20:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"... Fair point, but maybe if we worded it like - we can get them back but there's a resource cap and we need time to get that fixed before we can do it large scale?"

2014-06-24 21:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Some people might be able to live with that - do you know these particular guards' families?"

2014-06-24 21:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Zevros would, I'd say. Though he'd insist getting them back immediately, so."

2014-06-24 21:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...I don't remember if it came up in front of him that Isabella can resurrect the dead."Edited   2014-06-24 21:19 (UTC)


2014-06-24 21:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)






"Neither do I. That's - that could potentially be a problem."

2014-06-24 21:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I mean, she won't do it if I tell her it would be a bad idea, but -" Her eyes dim.  "There's my wall-walk.  I'll charge yours."  White again.  "What would Zevros do, stonewalled?"

2014-06-24 21:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Be really angry at both of us, and Isabella, and possibly Adarin. He might leave the country entirely."

2014-06-24 21:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"But not make a massive public announcement that the queen's alternate universe doppelganger can restore the dead to life and health and we're sitting on this information for quote no reason end quote?"

2014-06-24 21:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"... He might do that, too," winces Edarial.

2014-06-24 21:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"If he does that, that's bad.  If it turns out he does already know Isabella can do that - then how do we prevent the insane run on services we can't actually provide in quantity?"

2014-06-24 21:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I'm - not sure."

2014-06-24 21:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"Get Adarin to haul in his sister?  Because she's been hanging out with witches and presumably understands that there are not infinite witches to be had?"

2014-06-24 21:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Maybe, if - Zevros reacts badly that might work."

2014-06-24 21:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Can he be relied upon to not act suddenly, or do we need Zeviana already en route by the time he hears about the guards?"  Her eyes darken again.  "There's your wall-walk, but it'll keep while the perception charges."

2014-06-24 21:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"He will listen to what we have to say first, but then after that will react very quickly."

2014-06-24 21:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay.  So - late boat home.  Tea.  Mirror our alts.  Then talk to Zevros and sees if he knows enough to make trouble and is inclined to do so."

2014-06-24 21:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "If any guards are dead, they could all be alive. Maybe."

2014-06-24 21:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"They could.  But - I'd have expected them to dig us out."

2014-06-24 21:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Yeah," sighs Edarial sadly. "Me too."
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come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I'd have expected the townspeople to have dug us out.  Will the spell let me see clearly in the dark?"
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Sort of, you'll see people even in darkness, but not things in darkness itself."

And then his eyes stop glowing

This spell's different from the last vision spell, but sort of similar.  The world doesn't fade out like before - but she can see people, through walls.  Noticeably it's a bit harder to pick some of them out, because some of them blend in with the darkness Iobel sees. But, it obviously works.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"There's a literal blockade of people in front of this building.  And the guards are dead."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial winces. "Damn. A blockade?  What are they blockading?  Us?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"I guess.  I still can't hear them.  Let me summarize the plan to Cricket and we can go out - I'll charge a knockout on the way in case, although that'll only do one person if someone attacks.  But we can duck into an adjacent building if we have to."  Iobel gets up and offers Edarial her hand.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He stands, and takes it. "That we can." He waits until Cricket has been briefed. "Ready to go?"Edited   2014-06-24 22:04 (UTC)
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel tells Cricket to stay close to the fountain with at least a paw in until she comes to get him and that she will be back as soon as she can to get him out and, yes, feed him.  She picks him up and kisses his forehead and puts him down again and then she leads Edarial out, skirting close to the wall of the next building over and the edge of the blockade.

2014-06-24 22:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Similarly, Berathyme curls up, the end of her tail in the fountain - she is perfectly content to wait.  She knows Edarial will be back.

Edarial follows, silently and looking over the blockade with a look of dismay.
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come_midnight: (Default)




"LEAVE THEM LIE, LEAVE THEM LIE," is the chant irregularly uttered by the line of would-be voters holding hands and standing between the collapsed building and some tired and irritated rescue workers.

"Are we going to do this all night?" asks one of the rescue workers.  "I don't give a damn about your political squabbles, there's - your majesties!"

The activists are startled and turn to look right at Edarial and Iobel, holding hands and standing through a shallow area of rubble.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left





"What," says Edarial, a touch of actual anger in his voice, "do you idiots think you're doing?"Edited   2014-06-24 22:16 (UTC)
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come_midnight: (Default)




"DEMOCRACY N-" begins someone hysterically, only to be shushed by adjacent persons.

"Your majesty," says the same rescue worker, "they turned over the binder who did the collapsing nice and tidy and she's confessed, too, but then said they didn't want you dug out 'till they had a chance to talk to Prince Zevros about their political thing, wouldn't let us by, technically can't arrest them for standing there.  We didn't think you were alive, majesties."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




There is a moment of silence from Edarial, before he looks at the democracy activists.

"You realize," he says in a dangerous tone, "that there were other people that were under that building, too? People that had nothing to do with politics, or the monarchy, or anything.  All they were doing was their job. And now they are all dead. If you'd have let the rescue workers do their fucking job, they might not be. They could have been alive an hour ago, they could have been alive two hours ago, and then a spellbinder could have fixed them and they would not be dead."

2014-06-24 22:21 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Those who guard the tyrants prop up the tyranny!" exclaims someone shrilly.Edited   2014-06-24 22:24 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: o. Driven to barbarism




"Okay, then you can come with me to tell their families, and explain to them that their loved ones are dead. Because you had an agenda. Tell me, what are you going to say, how are you going to voice your argument there, hmm?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Did you explain to the families of the people who died through your mother's misrule when you decided to take the THRONE after her instead of replacing it with a functional system?" hollers someone in the back who is hiding behind someone else.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




"I am not my mother!  If you had listened to literally any of my arguments against why I am staying on the throne for the moment rather than handing it off to a fledgling government that has no guarantee to be any better just because it's different, you would know that. In fact, I didn't even rule out that it was possible at some time in the future! I said that Marlatia's too delicate after my mother's aforementioned misrule to dramatically change like that at this point in time!"

He laughs, a little, but it's not a nice laugh. "Fuck, I even agreed to the damn constitution! It's a good idea! I was going to make it happen when I got home! But!  I couldn't get home to do it because there was a motherfucking building on me!" Edited   2014-06-24 22:36 (UTC)
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come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"Your majesty, are you sure the other people are dead?" cuts in the rescue worker before any of the protestors can reply.

"Yes," says Iobel.  "I'm under a spell that would let me see them through the rubble if they were alive, and I don't."

The rescue worker slumps.
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial addresses the rescue worker, voice softening, "I'm sorry. It's not your fault, thank you for mounting a rescue effort, all of you."

And then he looks back at the protestors and his face is ice. Silent.  Judging.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Some of them start slinking away.
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royal_obligation: o. Driven to barbarism




"You are," he growls to them, "exceedingly lucky that I am not going to arrest you.  I could, you would go on trial for negligence and impeding a rescue operation. If you ever put your cause before human lives again, I will not hesitate to do it.  Do you understand me?"Edited   2014-06-24 22:49 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




The rest of them scatter.
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come_midnight: m ~ desperation




And Iobel squeezes his hand.
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royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial returns the hand squeeze. He sighs. "Fools."
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Yes.  Let's hope that no one's actually gotten to Zevros with their demands yet."
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royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Yes, let's. He'd be livid."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"And then we wouldn't have a chance to talk to our alts about his likely demands, first.  If he knows.  Let's go catch a boat right now."  She motions to the rescue worker and speaks up a bit.  "Excuse me, sir, our familiars are in there and for the next fifteen minutes or so we'll go through walls if we touch them, as which category all of this junk most likely qualifies.  They have the fountain and will be all right if there's some incidental reshuffling of the stuff, but if you could help us unbury them we'd be much obliged."

"Of course, your majesty," replies the rescue worker, and he directs his people in, follows Iobel's instructions about where to start to get at the cat and the snake, and has a path made for two reasonably agile and little animals before the wall-walk has worn off.
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Berathyme slithers out, nodding to the rescue worker approvingly.

"Thank you very much," says Edarial, sincerely to the rescue worker. "Do you want - money or a reward of some kind?"

He sounds so tired, now.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm in the pay of the city, your majesty, but if you'd be so inclined the firehouse could use a bit of Crown funding," says the one who does the talking while his co-workers get to work on the rest of the rubble to dig out the guards' bodies.

Iobel catches Cricket when he jumps into her arms.  She starts murmuring in his ear to explain what's happened.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I'll get them the extra funding," he agrees, nodding. "Thank you."

Berathyme surveys the results, but does not ask to know what happened.  Time for that later, when she is not surrounded by people that don't know she speaks all languages ever.
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Cricket has no such constraint.  "Why were the people not digging you out before?  Is it because they are terrible?" he wonders.

"No, no," Iobel murmurs back.  "These people are not terrible.  The people who were shouting at Edarial before and wanted him to change the system of government were getting in their way so that they would be there if Zevros came to get his brother."

There is a pause, and then Cricket launches into a long, eloquent tirade about the terrible protestors and why their ideas are bad and they are awful.  This tirade is only about 15% on the subject of Iobel being excellent and her queenhood being superior to any other possible system of governance.
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royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial listens to this tirade, amused and for the most part in agreement.

At one particularly correct point, he laughs softly, smiling.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




Cricket eventually runs out of things to say by the time they've gotten on a boat, and then he curls up in Iobel's lap and falls asleep.

She's yawning herself.
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial is looking quite droopy, too, but he keeps stopping himself from falling asleep.  Eventually he decides that conversation is the best bet.

"So what sorts of things should go in a constitution?" he muses.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Don' wanna think about that till I've slept and have a notebook in front of me," mumbles Iobel, sort of collapsing in his direction and then startling herself awake before ear hits shoulder.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it






"You can fall asleep, I'll wake you up when we get there," offers Edarial gently.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"'s no pillows," she mutters.  "Cricket doesn't like it if I use him as a pillow."

2014-06-24 23:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"Do you want to use me as a pillow?" he asks, awkwardly.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Mkay."

Flop.
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royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial gently repositions her so that they're both the most comfortable, then smiles faintly.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language






"Vivacity.  Corn.  Twelve."
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royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Well, that's adorable.
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Slate pumpkin mill prowling book."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial can't help but feel sleepy, too, and the words are strangely soothing...

He's asleep soon after, leaning on Iobel, as well.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line






Eventually the operator of the canal boat wakes them up; they're in Emavan.

"Mmm," mumbles Iobel, yawning and finding herself kind of pinned.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




Not for very long, though - Edarial's woken up soon after.

He blinks blearily at everyone present. Then he looks at Iobel. "S'ry," he mumbles.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"'S okay," she says, rubbing her eyes and sitting up and stretching.  "Okay.  Stuff.  To do."
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royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Stuff," he agrees, but he does not look very awake. Yawn.
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Iobel puts Cricket on her shoulder; he's conscious enough to balance there but not to walk.  She offers Edarial her hand.
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royal_obligation: (Default)




He takes it, sleepily.

It's probable that he might actually need to be led, actually.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Then she'll lead him.  Aaaall the way to where they have their mirrors stashed.

"I'll call Isabella?" she asks, to confirm the plan.
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Mhmmm," he agrees, rubbing his eyes.

He kind of wants to find a bed and flop onto it.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel calls Isabella.
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dark_light: o ~ path




But she gets an owl.

"Hello, Iobel," he says.
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial blinks sleepily at the owl.

"Cute," he says, in lieu of anything more intelligent.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Thank you," says Path, dryly.  "Isabella and Adarin are both out plaguing the multiverse with utopias, but me and Vern are home.  Is it about something a couple of birds can help with?"
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Well, now that you mention it I'm kind of curious to have a look at Vern, too, but what we actually need to do is talk to Zeviana, because her alt may do something extremely harmful and stupid if he knows a thing we can't remember if he knows."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We can get her," declares a pretty white bird who pokes her head into view. "I think we've got a mirror to her somewhere here - hello!"

2014-06-25 00:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Hello awww you're adorable."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Thank you!" says Vern, and she scoots over to Path. "Path's more adorable, though, he is the cutest owl. Of all time."

Preen.  Preen preen.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Snuggle snuggle preen!
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"He's cute but I knew he was an owl and I know what owls look like - I didn't know what kagus look like.  So you can call Zeviana and tell her we might need her to visit in a hurry for important reasons?"
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dark_light: o ~ path




"I'll see if I can wrestle the mirror so it stands opposite yours," Path suggests.

They're small mirrors, so eventually he has this managed.  He calls Zeviana's mirror.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yeeeees?" answers Zeviana.

She is completely naked. The mirror is small, but it's far enough away from her that Iobel can figure out she's naked at least from the waist up.
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial blushes beet red, and covers his eyes with a hand.
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Zeviana, these are Iobel and Edarial and they think your alt is going to do something he shouldn't," says Path.  "Iobel and Edarial, this is Zeviana."
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come_midnight: (Default)




"Um, there was an assassination attempt on us last night that didn't get us but did get our guards.  Edarial thinks Zevros will want to resurrect them at once if he knows that it's doable but neither of us can remember if he knows that.  Can you - try to talk him out of doing anything public enough to cause a massive uncontrollable demand for the service before we're set up to handle it, if it turns out we need that?"
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headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Uh, maybe, but - why not resurrect them now? I mean, aside from the fact that you don't have any witches there and would need to get some."

Lecasryn lands, and she pets her. The harrier thankfully covers up - part of her nudity.  Incidentally, though, it's not on purpose.Edited   2014-06-25 00:35 (UTC)
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come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Because they were killed in front of a whole lot of people, and we don't have full time resurrection witches to deal with it if a riot of people descend on Emavan demanding their grandparents, and even if we did they're inexplicable right now.  If people hear we can resurrect the dead they're going to think it's a spellbinder's spell, at most a hex, they'll think we can do it at least once a day apiece and teach an entire third of the population of the planet the same trick.  We're not ready to explain the other worlds thing.  We also don't know how Isabella's spell interacts with familiars - these guards didn't have them and should come back good as new when the time's right, but a lot of the people who'd be clamored for would - maybe not work right."

2014-06-25 00:38 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"So - ask their families to move here or somewhere else that's not in your country, witches resurrect them, and they get to live but you don't have to worry about all of that - political stuff?"
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Inexplicably telling people to move to foreign countries without saying in advance why is the sort of thing that will make people worry Edarial is turning into his mother.  It is very political stuff."
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headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"... Okay, but you will resurrect them eventually, right?"
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come_midnight: (Default)




"If Isabella sends me witches they will be working as long as I can get them to work and those guards will absolutely be high on the list."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"You will get some witches when you think you are ready to explain them assuming Isabella has any who owe her favors at that time," Path promises.
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headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Eh, okay. Then show me the other me, I want to visit anyway.  Is he hot?  Bet he's hot."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial facepalms.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"He's fine.  You can judge for yourself.  We might not need you at all if that particular tidbit didn't come up in conversation, but can you be - poised, near the portal?"
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headunbowed: g. Sly




"... Caaaaaan I come visit if I'm near there and it's easier?  I'll leave Lecasryn at home, I've heard the stories."

She pets Lecasryn. "Sorry, pretty bird."

"It's quite all right," agrees the harrier.
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You can also just visit for reasons of your own, you won't be recognized the way our alts will," she agrees.  "But please don't mention to Zevros the resurrection thing if he turns out not to have already known."
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headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Eh, sure. We'll probably be too busy seeing who'd win in a fight for talking, anyway."

2014-06-25 00:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Have fun."
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headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yup! I'll be there in a bit, shouldn't take long. Luuuuziiia -"

And off she goes to get a ride to Seattle.
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dark_light: o ~ path




Path ends the call to Zeviana.  "She will probably be here in an hour or two."
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royal_obligation: m. Better me than him






"She'll be wearing clothes, right?"
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We'll remind her if she's not," assures Vern.
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come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Thank you very much."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Mhm! She probably won't forget, though, she likes the armored silks, they're practical."
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come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"They sound it."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"They aren't decorated like my Isabella's though," croons Path, snuggling Vern.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern snuggles Path right back. "They're not, because that's specifically for her because my Adarin loves her."
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial is awake enough now to snicker.

2014-06-25 01:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Adorable lovey soul birds.  Okay.  Well.  I'm curious about how the plague of utopias is going, can you ask them to call when they're back?"
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dark_light: o ~ path




"Of course.  My Isabella wants all of us to be in regular touch."

2014-06-25 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"My Adarin, too." Pause. "This is so weird, there is a thing I'd like to ask your daemons but you don't have any."
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Uuuuum, if that language spell works on you guys I suppose you could ask our familiars, but they're really, really not daemons."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We've heard stories," agrees Vern. "Pass, it'll just - remain unsaid, I suppose."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why do you have to specifically ask our daemons and not us?"
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"... It isn't the kind of thing that you ask someone's human. You ask the daemon. I've gotten used to how things work, I can tell, it would be bad to ask you rather than your daemons.  It's better to not ask at all, I think."Edited   2014-06-25 01:10 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"That's incredibly cryptic."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"You'll tell me, won't you?" Path says, preening Vern's feathers.

2014-06-25 01:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Yes," promises Vern. "I'll actually tell you two later, but right now I think it would be harmful."
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"If I had a daemon wouldn't he just go straight to me and tell me what you'd talked about?"
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Maybe.  Or maybe not. Your daemon might wait until it was the right time to tell you, or tell you the things you needed to hear but not the things he needed to know or - any number of things. He would know you better than I would and would handle it with more grace than I ever could."

She sighs. "It's actually a little frustrating that you don't have them, really."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"He would tell you but he would process it for you first and you would trust him enough that he could just give you the results," explains Path.  "He would do the weird awkward parts for you."
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"Okay, I don't completely want one now, but I kind of do."
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royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"Strangely enough, same here."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"My Adarin is very happy to have me, and he knows what it was like to not have one, too," says Vern proudly.
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I did have that impression."
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dark_light: o ~ path




"And it is very good that he has her or where would me and my Isabella be," says Path.  Wingsnugs.
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern giggles, and snuggles back. "Sad and sexually frustrated, I expect," teases the kagu.
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come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Oh wow.  Okay.  You do whatever it is you do, we'll wait for Zeviana."
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prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Snuggle, snuggle. "Okay."
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royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial looks like he wants to ask a question, but doesn't dare.
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel ends the call.

"Are you wondering the same impolite, personal, slightly icky question I'm wondering?"
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royal_obligation: (Default)




"I think so, are you wondering if the birds - er..." he trails off, awkwardly.
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Yep.  I'm wondering that.  Cannot imagine how to ask Isabella, though, let alone the birds."

2014-06-25 01:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Yup. Awkward, awkward question, no clue how I'd ask Adarin or the birds - let's just never find out."

The blush is back.  Look, he's pink now.

2014-06-25 01:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Let's," Iobel agrees.  "Are you awake enough that we should work on something until Zeviana arrives or do you want to catch a nap?"

2014-06-25 01:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Nap. Sorry, I need sleep."

2014-06-25 01:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"No need to apologize.  It was a long night.  I'm wired, though, I think I'll eat something and poke spellcharts.  I'll be in the portal room."

2014-06-25 01:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Mhmm. Good night." He goes to head off, then pauses. "... Iobel?"

2014-06-25 01:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yes?"

2014-06-25 01:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"I'm glad you're okay."

2014-06-25 01:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I'm glad you're okay too."

2014-06-25 01:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles at her, then heads off to bed.

2014-06-25 01:53 (UTC)





Second Plague

Gateway





headunbowed: d. Power




It takes time, for Zeviana to make it to the portal.  She retrieves Luzia, who's lounging somewhere nearby, and Luzia flies her to Seattle (after some... persuading). She has her protective witch silks on, viridian and shimmering in the light, her dagger at her hip, and looking distinctly witchy. She's had practice, she lives with witches and has the look down perfectly.

She steps through the portal, to Marlatia.  She's going to get into a fight with herself.

2014-06-24 22:28









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel is in the room, waiting for her, fussing with spellcharts.  "Hi.  I can go get Zevros for you - you won't be recognized but you do look odd, dressed like that.  And I suppose I'll see if Edarial is awake."

2014-06-25 02:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I'd offer to go naked instead, but somehow I think that would attract more attention."

2014-06-25 02:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Yes.  Yes it would."

Iobel goes looking for her brother-in-law.

2014-06-25 02:36 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




There is her brother-in-law, eating breakfast. "Hey.  Heard there was a - thing? Something about terrorism?"

2014-06-25 02:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"There was, but - oh, food -"  She grabs some food.  "Your alt is visiting, she just got here.  I told her I'd send you up."

2014-06-25 02:39 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid






"Oooo," says Zevros.  Scarf, scarf, food, and then he's up to go find her.

He stops. "Wait, where is she? Like, directions."

2014-06-25 02:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"In the room with the portal."

2014-06-25 02:41 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Riiiight, but - where is that?"

2014-06-25 02:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel sighs.  "Up two flights of stairs, all the way to the dead end on the left, on your right, knock and say who you are first."

2014-06-25 02:43 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"All righty!"

He follows these directions.  He finds the right door, knocks, and says, "So I hear there's a me with tits?"

2014-06-25 02:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




Zeviana snorts with laughter, and opens the door. "Yup!  Hi!"

They take a minute to eye each other.

2014-06-25 02:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Meanwhile, Iobel goes looking for Edarial.

2014-06-25 02:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial seems to be sleeping like the dead, in his room.

2014-06-25 02:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"So," muses Zevros. "I do seem to make a hot chick. Good, I would accept nothing less."

2014-06-25 02:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




His alt snorts with laughter. "What, would you put me back if I wasn't hot enough?"

2014-06-25 02:50 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Yup. Hope your mom's alive, otherwise we'd have to do some gravedigging."

2014-06-25 02:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Sucks to be you, mine's ash."

2014-06-25 02:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: d. Fruity drinks on an island




"Fuck, you sneaky little bitch!"

2014-06-25 02:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Hey, take that back! I'm not sneaky!"

2014-06-25 02:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




They both crack up.

2014-06-25 02:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Berathyme?" asks Iobel, in case the snake is awake.

2014-06-25 02:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Yes?" replies the snake, poking her head up.

2014-06-25 02:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Zeviana is here.  Zevros has probably gotten to her by now.  Is there a good way to get Edarial awake, or should I handle it myself, or what do you think?"

2014-06-25 02:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You can get him awake easily enough, but he takes time to wake up," informs Berathyme.

2014-06-25 03:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Has he had enough sleep, do you think?"

2014-06-25 03:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I believe so," muses the familiar.

2014-06-25 03:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




So in Iobel goes - convenient that he didn't close the door, he probably just staggered into the room and went flomp - and she jostles his shoulder a little and says, "Edarial.  Zeviana's here."

2014-06-25 03:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




That is indeed what he did.

"... Mgrmgh?" he mumbles, confused.

2014-06-25 03:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Zeviana and Zevros are in the portal room.  Do you want me to handle it alone or do you want to come meet her and help me explain?"

2014-06-25 03:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He blinks at her, not unlike a zombie.

"One 'f th'se things," he pronounces.

2014-06-25 03:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"They're probably just going to attack each other with bladed weapons to start, anyway, so I guess I can wait for you to be more coherent, but if you wind up deciding to roll over and get back to sleep that will be sort of pointless."

2014-06-25 03:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it






"Okay?" he says, sitting up, confused. He rubs his eyes. "T'me is 't?"

2014-06-25 03:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Nine-ish, now."

2014-06-25 03:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him






"Nnnrg," pronounces Edarial.

2014-06-25 03:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"If you want to sleep more just tell me to go away."

2014-06-25 03:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"S'fine, means can't weasel out 'f it," he sighs.

2014-06-25 03:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Okay."

She waits.

2014-06-25 03:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




He slooowly pulls himself out of bed.  Still in the clothes he was in yesterday, he didn't have the energy to change.

"Tea?" he asks of Berathyme.

"Over there," says the snake, pointing with a flick of her tail and sounding amused.

2014-06-25 03:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"If you want to change clothes too I can get out of the way."

2014-06-25 03:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"When he's more awake," snickers his familiar.

Kettle, into the fireplace. That's the place it goes.  Edarial flops into the chair next to it, rubbing his face.

2014-06-25 04:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel sits on the edge of the bed, hands clasped over her knees.

2014-06-25 04:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it






"Good morning," he mumbles. Because tea is not ready yet.

2014-06-25 04:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Good morning."

2014-06-25 04:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




And that's all the conversation he's capable of, right now.

Tea?

(No. It's not ready yet.)

2014-06-25 04:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel waits.

2014-06-25 04:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Then, tea!



"Okay, something about Zeviana's here?"

2014-06-25 04:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Zeviana's here.  Zevros has been informed of her location and has certainly found her by now."

2014-06-25 04:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"And they are probably poking each other with sharp things by now."

2014-06-25 04:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Most likely, yes.  Zevros has heard vague uninformative rumors of 'a terrorism thing', and I did not further enlighten him."

2014-06-25 04:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Aha.  Okay then, convenient distraction, that's good."

2014-06-25 04:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yes.  When you're awake enough we can go - watch the fun, I suppose, and break the news, because he'll hear about it eventually."

2014-06-25 04:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Mhm.  I'm more awake now - and actually functional."

2014-06-25 05:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Okay, good."

2014-06-25 05:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that






"I do still need to change," points out Edarial awkwardly.

2014-06-25 05:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Oh, I'll - go on ahead.  Sorry."  Up she gets, out she goes, door closed behind her.

2014-06-25 05:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"It's all right," he assures.



And then a few minutes later he's changed and looking much less scruffy, and leaves the room. "Okay, let's see how Zevros and his alt are doing."

2014-06-25 05:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




To the portal room they go!

2014-06-25 05:11 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




There they find Zevros -

2014-06-25 05:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




- and Zeviana having the most vicious fist fight -

2014-06-25 05:17 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




- of what may possibly be all time.

They look to be having a blast.

2014-06-25 05:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel stands well out of the way.

"We're both short on spells for the day, fair warning."

2014-06-25 05:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Yup!  That's why we're not using knives!" laughs Zeviana.  Then she tackles Zevros and punches his face in.

2014-06-25 05:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Thank you for your restraint," says Edarial dryly.

2014-06-25 05:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Iobel sighs.

2014-06-25 05:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




The fight continues, with both of them looking worse for wear and both of them breaking out some very dirty tricks.

2014-06-25 05:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




But in the end - Zeviana's the one to come out on top.

"Ha," she says, triumphantly.

2014-06-25 05:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Congratulations."

2014-06-25 05:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Thank you, thank you!" says Zeviana, obviously reveling in her victory.

2014-06-25 05:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"You cheated!" declares Zevros.

2014-06-25 05:34 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Did not, you said no magic, no knives, I used no magic and no knives, you're just pissy because I beat you."

2014-06-25 05:35 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better






"Yeah," laughs Zevros, and then he claps her on the back and starts nursing what will be a black eye tomorrow.

2014-06-25 05:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Okay, neither of you need a scarce spell now as opposed to shortly before midnight if there are some to spare?"

2014-06-25 05:36 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Nah, I'm good. Turtle?  You too?"

2014-06-25 05:40 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




Zevros snorts, removes his shoe, and then throws it at her. "Right as rain."

2014-06-25 05:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Turtle?"

2014-06-25 05:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana grins. "Fight started when I said his daemon'd be a turtle like his spirit animal."

2014-06-25 05:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"We have no way of knowing if that's true and several reasons to suspect it's not."

2014-06-25 05:47 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Yup, it was a completely ridiculous accusation."

2014-06-25 05:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Is Turtle now his disambiguating nickname in case we find a million slight variants on your names and can't keep you straight?"

2014-06-25 05:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yup! I won the fight."

2014-06-25 05:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Oh, is that how that works.  Do you have a nickname too?"

2014-06-25 05:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Not yet, we'll figure it out, I guess."

2014-06-25 05:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Anyway.  Zevros, how much did you hear about the terrorism thing?"

2014-06-25 05:56 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Heard a building fell on you. I was about to go be unhappy, then I got word you were fine."

2014-06-25 05:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"We're fine.  Although Edarial might not have been - he was badly hurt and I had to keep him awake and fix his head injury.  But all the guards we had with us weren't so lucky."

2014-06-25 06:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Yeah.  Heard about that, too." He pauses. "... Already knew about the resurrections, lady-me asked."

2014-06-25 06:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




Zevi waves. "Totally fine with it, by the way. I explained that it was complicated political reasons."

2014-06-25 06:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: n. Going to take advice from the cat






"But you will bring them back, right?"

2014-06-25 06:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"If I had a spellbinder spell to do it, I'd have got some of them back already," says Iobel.  "And the spell would be published and I'd probably subsidize the damn book with royal funds to get it into more hands.  Isabella's way will take more work to set the stage and get something we can handle going, but, yes, of course, one day we will get them back."

2014-06-25 06:37 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now






Zevros sighs. "Okay."

2014-06-25 06:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Thank you for not spontaneously deciding to announce that we can and aren't from the rooftops."

2014-06-25 06:48 (UTC)









royal_pain: h. Always on edge




"Yup."

2014-06-25 06:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Sorry," says Edarial, quietly. 

2014-06-25 07:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: l. Not ever changing




"You get to tell their families."

2014-06-25 07:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there






Edarial nods. "Yeah."

2014-06-25 07:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I can go too, if you want."

2014-06-25 07:3 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




He eyes her. "Sure, you can go, too."

2014-06-25 07:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm not sure what to say, but I can."

2014-06-25 07:5 (UTC)









royal_pain: m. Skip it




"You never know what to say," informs Zevros.

2014-06-25 07:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm not sure what one's supposed to say," Iobel amends.

2014-06-25 07:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I can do the talking?" offers Edarial.

2014-06-25 07:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"If you can't give me a script.  Yeah."

2014-06-25 07:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Wince. "I haven't done this before, either."

2014-06-25 07:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Well.  I guess we'll figure it out."

2014-06-25 07:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Yeah," sighs Edarial. "I guess we will."

2014-06-25 07:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel pats his shoulder.

2014-06-25 07:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles at her, a little.

2014-06-25 07:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen






2014-06-25 07:27 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Awwww.  Bonding!"

2014-06-26 01:53 (UTC)









royal_pain: c. At least you're cute together




"About time."

2014-06-26 01:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"We've been working on it."

2014-06-26 01:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial nods. "We have."

2014-06-26 01:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"It's both weird and cute to see you in comparison to my brother and Isabella."

2014-06-26 01:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...Are you saying there is a sense in which we're cute in comparison to them?"

2014-06-26 01:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"... Yes?"

2014-06-26 01:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"That's unexpected."

2014-06-26 01:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Very."

2014-06-26 01:58 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"It's like - they are comfortable with each other and have been since I met Isabella 'cause I only caught them after they were all couply. But you are just starting the relationship tango and it's like you are two adorable puppies trying to figure out how to play. And it's cute."Edited   2014-06-26 02:00 (UTC)


2014-06-26 02:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Aaand now I feel sort of patronized."

2014-06-26 02:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Sorry, not my intention, I suck at metaphors."

2014-06-26 02:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"That was a simile."

2014-06-26 02:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Whatever.  I'm not good at those, either."

2014-06-26 02:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel snorts.

2014-06-26 02:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"But you get my point, right?"

2014-06-26 02:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I suppose."

2014-06-26 02:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"We'll revel in our victory over the married set," says Edarial dryly. "Cuter in one specific way."

2014-06-26 02:8 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"That's the spirit!"

2014-06-26 02:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"The married set?"

2014-06-26 02:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Mentally not considering us married until we want to be," answers Edarial. Pause. "... Means that if we want to we can do it again and get it right. With your parents in attendance and everything."

2014-06-26 02:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






"And less horrible vows?"

2014-06-26 02:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yes, I imagine there are worse wedding vows to be had, but - ugh!"

2014-06-26 02:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"They were pretty repellent.  I was lying through my teeth."

2014-06-26 02:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"My part felt so patronizing, like you were a sack of flour instead of a person. 'Yes hello I would like to marry this sack of flour yes I will cherish it and also make pancakes.'"

2014-06-26 02:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex






Iobel bursts out laughing.

2014-06-26 02:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial giggles a little, too.

2014-06-26 02:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Yes, of course, pancake-maker, marriage it is, and do you want blueberries with that?"

2014-06-26 02:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I will protect the blueberries from getting squashed, and guide them into the rest of the pancake batter," he snorts.

2014-06-26 02:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"The pancakes promise to be nutritious."

2014-06-26 02:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"But will they heed me, Iobel? That's the important question, what if they don't?  Breakfast will be ruined!"Edited   2014-06-26 02:23 (UTC)


2014-06-26 02:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Heedful pancakes.  The most heedful.  If you have any tasks a pancake can do for you, look no farther."Edited   2014-06-26 02:30 (UTC)


2014-06-26 02:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Oh, good. Carry on, then, pancakes."

2014-06-26 02:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel makes a little curtsey.

2014-06-26 02:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






Edarial snorts with laughter.

2014-06-26 02:34 (UTC)





Second Plague

prime





dark_light: c ~ collected




Aya names her adopted world Pantheon, and nicknames herself Spring (in the sense of springs of water, like those her goddess is of).  Isabella and Adarin stay long enough to make her a mirror set (the other half accompanies them, in space in Isabella's portal bag made by the used-up resurrection herbs), make a portal in a nook of the chosen mountaintop between Pantheon and Chamomile, and leave a marker for another so there will be an easy chain from Chamomile to Pantheon to the home of the elderly and apparently lonesome Adarin.

And when they have done all of this, they stay long enough for not-lonesome Adarin to recover enough mana, and -

they go visit his alt.

2014-06-25 19:42









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




The plane is exactly the same. The moonlight and starlight feels the same, the sky looks the same, there's even recognizable landmarks in the rocks and landscape. They're on the night side of the planet, near to Adarin's home. Some of the buildings are vaguely recognizable - but most of them are utterly foreign. Utterly foreign and like they've been there a while.  Hundreds of years, a while.

But the house they're aiming for is mostly unchanged. It's recognizably Adarin's - with a few key differences. There are tweaks, here and there. The windows shimmer, it's impossible to see through them - and the lights brighten automatically at their approach. There is a button that looks like the magical equivalent of a doorbell.

Of course, when they ring it, there's no answer.

"... Well.  he's probably around somewhere, if not in his house? I suppose I could scry?"

2014-06-26 04:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I suppose."  Isabella tries knocking, just in case.

2014-06-26 04:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




No answer.

And then a tired looking older gentleman with white hair comes walking down the street.  He looks like he is about to drop where he stands, like he wants to curl up somewhere quiet and sleep for the next century.

He stops, when he sees them. He raises an eyebrow.

2014-06-26 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella smiles and waves at him.

2014-06-26 05:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Immediately after, there is a shield-bubble around the two of them.

"Okay," says the man, walking up to it. "If you manage to beat my day with whatever this is you get a prize."

2014-06-26 05:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Um," says Adarin, peering at the shield. "That was a bit uncalled for, hello to you, too."

2014-06-26 05:4 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Seconded on the uncalled-for.  We're friendly."

2014-06-26 05:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That remains to be seen!"

He plops into a nearby bench and looks at them expectantly. "So, I'm sure there is an explanation for this.  If there isn't I will be disappointed in you."

2014-06-26 05:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool






"Um, he's an alternate-universe version of you and I'm his wife, there's one more of you guys and two more of me that we've found so far, and we have come to visit and - be friendly."

2014-06-26 05:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Sloooooow blink.

"Well I commend your creativity, that's a new one."

2014-06-26 05:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Uh, that's - actually what's going on here. Hi, my name's Adarin? We are traveling to other planes to help them and add them to a - sort of... collective. Of Isabellas and Adarins."Edited   2014-06-26 05:16 (UTC)


2014-06-26 05:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Hi, Adarin," says the elderly version of him. "I'm Adarin.  It's a pleasure to meet you."

He takes out a little shimmery bauble from a pocket in his jacket, and holds it up to look through it. Another eyebrow raise, at whatever the results of this are.

"Well that's interesting," he says, pocketing it. "You're a mage. And I have no idea who you are."

2014-06-26 05:17 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"He's just told you," says Isabella.  "He's a you.  You two seem more similar - in respects other than age, anyway - than either of you is to the other one, Edarial, based on our current surroundings," she gestures.  "Same magic system, same sort of planet."

2014-06-26 05:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Uh huh. Because that is the most reasonable explanation here. Obviously."

2014-06-26 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What else would be going on?"

2014-06-26 05:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago






2014-06-26 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival






"Oh," says her husband. "He thinks I'm a bastard."

2014-06-26 05:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Except! That doesn't make sense without magic. Unethical, terrible, nonconsensual magic."

2014-06-26 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Oh, come on, that would be a preposterous quantity of family resemblance, and why would an unethically-sourced bastard child who looked exactly like you show up on your doorstep only in his early twenties anyway instead of earlier with a relevantly unethical somebody in tow or not at all, and how do you propose to explain me -?"  She has her cloud-pine, and gestures at it.  "Look, can your doohickey tell if this is mage magic or not?  Because it isn't."  She turns it sideways, lets it go.  It floats placidly.

2014-06-26 05:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Head-tilt.

"Huh," he says. "Now that's interesting."

2014-06-26 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella crosses her arms and leans them on the floating branch.  "Look, when you were his age did you ever go plane-hopping looking for chamomile?"

2014-06-26 05:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Among other things, yes."

2014-06-26 05:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Well, when I went looking for chamomile, I found a planet with its own type of magic. And there I met Isabella -" He motions to her. "- fast forward two years and we were married and taking over the world with portal economics and an objective truth teller that helped her crack resurrection. And immortality, that too."

2014-06-26 05:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story






"Well that's very interesting."Edited   2014-06-26 05:35 (UTC)


2014-06-26 05:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yup.  I came with resurrection supplies in case you want your Veron back if you have one - actually I brought three resurrections' worth but I used two on the way, we had to make a stop before we came here because it was too far for a single hop and while we were there we found a me dead of old age and retrieved her and a friend of hers."

2014-06-26 05:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Mhm." He leans forward, looking at them both critically. "Tell me, talked to any ghosts lately?"

2014-06-26 05:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




".... No?"

2014-06-26 05:39 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"There's a couple of mages who showed up in my world and one of them had ghosts with her, but I can't see them and have been pretty much ignoring them."

2014-06-26 05:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Uh huh.  Because that's very interesting, talking about resurrections but only enough for one. Immortality, too."

2014-06-26 05:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival






"Wait you have both?!"

2014-06-26 05:42 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"I can do more if you have the herbs and ash and a sufficient population of birds, I just didn't bring enough herbs for more - how do you have both?  I totally asked the alethiometer if mages could do resurrection or immortality when I was first writing the spells and it told me no - well, it said it would take many many more mages than were available for it to look at, actually, it's kind of terrible with numbers but still."Edited   2014-06-26 05:45 (UTC)


2014-06-26 05:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I don't have both," he corrects. "But there used to be a ghost running around fueled off of horrific and unethical genocide power who could manage it."

He glances at her husband. "How do you get along with your mother?"

2014-06-26 05:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good






"My mother is dead," says Adarin slowly.

2014-06-26 05:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




His alt claps. "How very astute of you. Yes, I did just say ghost running around, didn't I? Implies that she's dead."

2014-06-26 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Edarial's mother is dead too.  He's got a live biological dad, though, and no Veron.  The biological dad is locked up in a dungeon on treason charges, does that sound about right?"

2014-06-26 05:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"It's certainly deserved, I've met the man, he is fit for incarceration."

2014-06-26 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Iiiis yours alive too?"

2014-06-26 05:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Guess who my dear mother resurrected."

2014-06-26 05:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, that was a terrible choice.  Anyway, I'll happily get your Veron if you will stop imprisoning us in this shield bubble."

2014-06-26 05:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Absolutely horrific choice, certainly, there are a thousand more deserving people. But - sorry, I do not believe you."

2014-06-26 05:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It's rather difficult for us to prove our sincerity in a bubble."

2014-06-26 05:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes.  And I do apologize for the bubble. But, none of what you're saying makes sense, and if Aliya's not completely gone like she should be, I really need to know that. So, in the bubble you stay."

2014-06-26 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Okay, how do you propose we prove our - would it help if you scried Edarial?  And Iobel?  Spring would be less convincing, she doesn't look like me and you don't know me well enough to derive her identity with me from her behavior, but the Marlatian pair look just like us."

2014-06-26 06:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly, I can scry those people." He glances at his younger self. "I assume you can give instructions on aiming?"

2014-06-26 06:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I can," agrees Adarin.  And then he starts giving complicated instructions about how to aim for them properly.

2014-06-26 06:7 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Is this actually going to help or are you just going to continue being skeptical indefinitely?" sighs Isabella, leaning harder on her cloud-pine.

2014-06-26 06:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"It's likely that it'll help but I'll continue being skeptical indefinitely," replies old-Adarin brightly. "I am troublesome that way, I've heard."

There is a pause as he scries, then: "It seems you might have a chance at beating the day I've had after all."

2014-06-26 06:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Those are Iobel and Edarial, assuming you've found them.  They're the monarchs of a country called Marlatia, his mother left it in a precarious situation and they're mopping it up, in their world the magic is called spellbinding and requires having familiars - she has a cat and he has a snake, if you're seeing those," says Isabella, almost conversationally.  "We crashed their date a while ago.  They were alarmed but did not even start casting antagonistic spells on us.  Oh, and his twin is a guy.  You seem to match my Adarin more so I'm guessing yours is another Zeviana."

2014-06-26 06:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes, my sister is female.  This is not a hostile spell, though, this is a containment spell. You are perfectly safe."

2014-06-26 06:17 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I didn't say it was harmful, I said it was antagonistic."

2014-06-26 06:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Fair enough. But I think I'm justified, I've had a very unique day."

2014-06-26 06:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Unique how?"

2014-06-26 06:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Well, I haven't slept in thirty-seven hours, and I just spent the last six hours organizing a very insistent group of people that want to move back to Kystle. Three hours before that I was trying to make sure the immortal killing machines had a place to stay where they wouldn't be a danger to those around them. Then, of course, before that was obsessive cataloging of a newly terraformed Kystle to make sure nothing there was deadly or potentially murderous. Before that, my mother was committing genocide, and then before that I was on an exciting quest to find the aforementioned mother's ghost.  Oh, and right before that, reunion with my newly resurrected scumbag of a biological father."

2014-06-26 06:25 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Well, I'd suggest we could go away someplace else for a week and let you sleep and process and such, but we can't do that because we are in a bubble."

2014-06-26 06:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"You are in a bubble because your timing is disturbingly convenient. I am concerned that you are going to start committing some more genocide. Because that is the kind of day I've had, lots of killing and arguing and dramatic reveals and lots and lots of magic thrown around willy-nilly. So I am keeping you where I can see you and where you can't do any harm until I have a good grasp of the situation."

2014-06-26 06:32 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I'm finding our timing disturbingly inconvenient, frankly.  For obvious reasons.  How exactly would you like to proceed to improve your grasp on the situation when I can't resurrect your dad, can't leave you alone to get some sleep, etcetera?  Since Iobel and Edarial didn't help much, apparently."

2014-06-26 06:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)






"I let you out to resurrect my father and monitor how that works, your husband stays in the bubble?"

2014-06-26 17:42 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"And when your father's back, my husband gets out of the bubble?" Isabella says.  "Because I like Veron fine but we already have one at home and if you're planning to keep my Adarin bubbled regardless I'm not terribly enthused."

2014-06-26 17:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"If it has nothing to do with how Aliya's resurrection worked - yes. He will not be kept in a bubble for all eternity."

2014-06-26 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Because you can't manage it, or because you don't want to?"

2014-06-26 17:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago






2014-06-26 17:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)






"Well that's comforting."

2014-06-26 17:49 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I need a flat space to work and confirmation that it's okay to summon and kill two birds and to call on witch goddesses," says Isabella, squeezing her husband's hand.  "That last thing was a problem at our previous stop, the local deities objected."

2014-06-26 17:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"That's all fine. I suppose not for the birds, though."

2014-06-26 17:53 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes, a bit."  She knocks on the shield bubble expectantly.

2014-06-26 17:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Older Adarin waves a hand, and the shield twists around Isabella in lieu of breaking completely. She's let out, but her husband remains.

Idly, he makes a few changes to the shield to properly hold a mage - that takes a delicate touch. A delicate touch that he's currently handicapped in, due to sleep deprivation and exhaustion. He manages anyway, because it's what's necessary, he doesn't think that his - alt will cause any sort of trouble, but he did not get to be five-hundred years old by being trusting. The shield is changed, and then he looks at Isabella expectantly.

"Ready to go?" he asks.Edited   2014-06-26 18:17 (UTC)


2014-06-26 18:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes.  Where's a good place?" Isabella sighs.

2014-06-26 18:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"It'll have to be a ways, we are in a city." Then he turns and starts walking in a flat-and-quiet-place direction.

"Don't go anywhere," he calls back to her husband.

2014-06-26 18:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Wouldn't dream of it."

Adarin sits down, and waits.

2014-06-26 18:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Love you," Isabella calls over her shoulder as she follows his alt.

2014-06-26 18:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Love you, too," says Adarin affectionately.

2014-06-26 18:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




His older alt could point out that they are going behind a few buildings, not to another plane, but - no, no, he will refrain. No need to come off as bitter.

They go a ways, and there is a flat empty space that is quiet and out of the way.

"Here you are." He makes a sweeping showy motion with an arm.

2014-06-26 18:28 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella reaches into her portal bag, produces her supply of fine diagramming ash, and starts.

"One day we are going to have a procedure for meeting more of you," she mutters while she walks with careful pacing to let the ash fall in neat lines.  "There will be checklists.  We will have you figured out and will not have to spend time in shield bubbles."

2014-06-26 18:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Exciting," he replies, and then he finds a seat somewhere. He is so very tired. "I wish you the best of luck with it."

2014-06-26 18:31 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"This shouldn't take more than about fifteen minutes all told and then you can let us just leave you alone to sleep," she sighs.  Diagram diagram diagram.

2014-06-26 18:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Thank you. And then your husband can be out of the bubble."

2014-06-26 18:35 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella doesn't say anything else until she has finished the diagram, placed her last resurrection herbs, and summoned and secured the necessary birds.  Then she confirms Veron's name matches.

She's inexplicably anxious.  This old unpleasant Adarin has no intention of hurting her and he's not even hurting her own Adarin, just - maybe Path is dealing with a difficult administrative problem back at home and this is spillover - ow, apparently his difficult administrative problem involves landing on sharp things or something because now her foot hurts.  She can call home when she's got the spell finished, anyway, find out if he needs her.

She ignores her foot and the building panic from her daemon.  She recites the entire spell, complete with gestures and the slaughter of birds.

2014-06-26 18:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Her companion watches the spell, and monitors it with scrying. He confirms that this is nothing like his mother's resurrection.  Well. That's good news.

2014-06-26 18:46 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




And then there is a Veron.

2014-06-26 18:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Which is even better news.

"All right then, I have absolutely no idea what that was, but it didn't involve genocide so - totally supportive." And then, hug for the confused Veron. "Hi, dad."

2014-06-26 18:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




Veron is incredibly confused. "... Adarin?"

2014-06-26 18:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought




"Yes! Not the only one, apparently, there is one of me who is married. And not five hundred years old. Speaking of which!"

Shield-bubble, goodbye.

There is a 'fsst' sound, from far away.

And then, Adarin says, "Fuck."

2014-06-26 18:51 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"Is something -"

Why would Path have been -

"Fuck!  Fuck what did you do -"

Isabella's on her cloud-pine and flying towards her husband in half a breath.

2014-06-26 18:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought




His alt doesn't have a cloud-pine, but he follows on foot, as fast as his feet can take him.

2014-06-26 18:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Isabella gets there first.

There's her husband.  Prone, unmoving, on the ground.

2014-06-26 18:57 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella practically falls off her cloud-pine to reach him.  "Adarin.  Adarin love please -"  Pulse?

2014-06-26 18:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




No pulse.

2014-06-26 18:59 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




Isabella isn't actually trained in mouth-to-mouth but she knows the theory - maybe maybe maybe -

2014-06-26 19:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




No response, either.

2014-06-26 19:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




His alt arrives seconds later.

"Excuse me," he says, and then he throws himself into magic and starts trying to revive him with alternate means.

2014-06-26 19:3 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"What did you do," breathes Isabella, but she stops trying to breathe life into her husband and just holds his limp hand in hers.  "Oh goddesses all I should have known I should have paid attention -"

2014-06-26 19:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




He doesn't reply, he is really busy right now.



"Fuck," he hisses again, clenching his hands and closing his eyes. He has a headache, but he doesn't care.

2014-06-26 19:8 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"What did you do."

2014-06-26 19:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought




"I," he says, shaking a bit, "just accidentally killed a man."

2014-06-26 19:10 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"I am out of herbs!  I don't have more!  I used them up appeasing your paranoia while my husband was dying!"

2014-06-26 19:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story






"What herbs do you need, you can resurrect him, right?"

2014-06-26 19:13 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I can but if I do it here he won't have his daemon," sobs Isabella.  "I - I need -" She rattles off a list of herbs and quantities.

2014-06-26 19:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Okay," he says, and he produces a book and hastily writes all of this down. "I will get you those, is there anything else you need or shall I run off to do that right this instant?"

2014-06-26 19:17 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"Those and ash and - that's - all - but he won't have his daemon," she whimpers, "until we get home -"

2014-06-26 19:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




He has absolutely no idea what that means, but obviously it's bad. "I don't have the mana to manage planar transport right now - Zeviana could - augh, no, she's running on empty, too. Resurrection first, then we figure out how to get you both home so that he can have his - daemon?  Daemon."

2014-06-26 19:22 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods, whimpering and squeezing her own Adarin's hand.

2014-06-26 19:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought




"I'll be back," promises his killer, and then he's off to call in a ton of favors. He's going to get him resurrected.

2014-06-26 19:26 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




Veron is terribly confused by all of this and has no idea what's going on.

"Um?"

2014-06-26 19:27 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes






"Goddesses all this is such a long story, I'm sorry.  Um.  I'm from another world.  This is my husband who is also Adarin and who is also from still another world.  We came to visit and your Adarin - was - paranoid and accidentally suffocated him, I think it must have been that - and - and I can get him back the same way I got you but I'm not sure if I should do it here because he's supposed to have a daemon now -"

2014-06-26 19:29 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"... I died?"

2014-06-26 19:31 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Yes.  Did you not kn- you didn't know that.  Well, you died, hundreds of years ago, your Adarin's a lot older than mine."  She touches her Adarin's hair.

2014-06-26 19:33 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again






"Okay," says Veron dubiously. "And there are - multiple Adarins."

2014-06-26 19:35 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Three so far."  Isabella wipes ineffectively at teary eyes.  "If you count mine."

2014-06-26 19:36 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Well, there's really only one thing that Veron can do in response to that.

He sits next to her, and offers a hug.

2014-06-26 19:39 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




She sobs and leans into it.

2014-06-26 19:39 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




Hug. "Adarin will get - him back," assures Veron, because Apparently This is How The World Works Now. "It will be all right."

2014-06-26 19:41 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: n ~ yikes




"The problem is my Adarin has been to my world, we live there, and he had a daemon because in my world people have those - daemons are, um, external animal-shaped souls, I should have been paying attention, Path was watching her die and tried to warn me and I thought it could wait, augh - and - and I don't know what will happen if I resurrect him here, I don't think she'd come back automatically and I don't know where he'd be if she didn't, so maybe I should wait until I can get home but I don't know how to tell your Adarin how to find the place where we left the portal from Pantheon to Chamomile, I don't know all the mage technicalities -"

2014-06-26 19:44 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic






"You could get a mage to talk to his ghost, he's a mage, right? So he'd have a ghost."

2014-06-26 19:45 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Yes.  He's a mage.  That's - where do I find someone to talk to his ghost?"

2014-06-26 19:45 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"I have absolutely no idea. But we can go look?"

2014-06-26 19:47 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods slowly, still crying, but more quietly.  And she gets up.

2014-06-26 19:47 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Veron looks at the - the corpse.  That he registers to be his son.

"- It doesn't feel right, leaving him out here," he murmurs.

2014-06-26 19:51 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I don't think we can get into your Adarin's house with him.  I could - I don't want to set him on fire.  What else?"

2014-06-26 19:52 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"Uh - bury him, I suppose?"

2014-06-26 19:55 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Where, how, I don't have a shovel, fuck I should've been paying attention," sobs Isabella.

2014-06-26 19:56 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




Veron pats her back. "It's okay, it'll all be okay. Think we could - find someone to help with him?"

2014-06-26 19:57 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I don't know.  I've been to a different New Kystle but it's hundreds of years ago relative to this one."

2014-06-26 19:58 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again






".... New.... Kystle?"

2014-06-26 20:0 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed






"Oh.  After you died Kystle was invaded and there was an emergency evacuation to another plane.  So there are two Kystles and two New Kystles and this is your Adarin's New Kystle but I've only been to my Adarin's New Kystle and it's lagging behind yours in the - timeline."

2014-06-26 20:1 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again






"Okay," says Veron, sounding somewhat lost. "Then we - wander around and see if we can find helpful people."

2014-06-26 20:3 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods, sniffling.

Wander cry wander wander.

2014-06-26 20:3 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver




Someone spots them relatively quickly.  He has a brief debate in his head.  It doesn't take very long.

"Okay," he says, walking up to them. "It is not in my nature to leave a lady who is obviously in distress. Why are you crying and looking lost respectively?"

2014-06-26 20:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"It's kind of a long story."

2014-06-26 20:7 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning




"I have got from now until my wife gets annoyed with me and shows up breathing fire to drag me off somewhere."

He seems really cheerful about this fact.Edited   2014-06-26 20:09 (UTC)


2014-06-26 20:8 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"It's a really really long story but the short version is my husband just died and I need to talk to his ghost."

2014-06-26 20:9 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Trauma's required on entry




"Wow, lucky you.  I mean - uh, not on the obvious part, that's - shit no now I feel terrible uh."

2014-06-26 20:11 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again






"Do you know a mage?"

2014-06-26 20:12 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people




"Yeah. Wouldn't guess it from seeing her, though, she's like the least magey person. Of all time.  Want to come meet my wife?"

2014-06-26 20:13 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"If she can let me talk to my husband yes."

2014-06-26 20:14 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning




"She can! If she doesn't want to I hold her upside down for half an hour until she gets annoyed with me and agrees to get me to stop complaining about it."

There's absolutely no doubt that he could manage this - he's a big guy. Size-wise, anyway - he's tall and has lots of muscle and could probably break people like twigs if he wanted to.

2014-06-26 20:16 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"That - seems - we can maybe find someone else if she doesn't want to."

2014-06-26 20:17 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people




"Nah, let's go ask, she'll probably say yes if you say it's your husband, anyway," he shrugs. He pauses, then he bursts out laughing. "Oh I just realized that you think I can actually manage that without her permission, oh hell no."

2014-06-26 20:22 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Is she bigger than you are?" says Veron uneasily.

2014-06-26 20:22 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning




"Nope!" says the man. "She's tiny and she can still kick my ass every time."

2014-06-26 20:23 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella isn't really in a state to be amused about any of this.  "Okay.  Let's ask her."

2014-06-26 20:24 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people




Yeah, pretty understandable, considering.

Off they go!  To ask Strange Man's wife about ghosts.

"Wiiiiifeey!" he calls, to a tent in a very - makeshift sort of camp. "I neeeeed yoooou!"

2014-06-26 20:27 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Yes you do," agrees a voice from inside. "You'd be dead a thousand times over without me, why do you need me this time?"

2014-06-26 20:30 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"Apparently it's a long story but I met a woman who needs a ghost talked to." Pause. "The ghost is her husband, he just died."

2014-06-26 20:32 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




A short woman with red eyes pokes her head out of the tent. "Tact, Savir. Learn it."

She clears her throat, steps outside, and addresses Isabella. "Just for having to put up with my husband, I'll help you."

2014-06-26 20:33 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Um, thank you," says Isabella.  "What do you need to - find him?"

2014-06-26 20:34 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"Do you know where he died?  Better yet, do you - have where his body is?"

2014-06-26 20:35 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yes, it's - it's still where he died."

2014-06-26 20:35 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Show me, please."

2014-06-26 20:36 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella nods and turns back the way she came.

2014-06-26 20:48 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




And off they go, to her husband's corpse.

The woman eyes the corpse, but doesn't comment on how he died. "I'll start looking for him.  Do you know how this works?"

2014-06-26 20:52 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Not - really.  I'm not a mage, I can't see ghosts."

2014-06-26 20:52 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"What will happen is I will walk off in seemingly random directions following where my very limited finding magic tells me to go. Then I'll find him, but you won't see or hear him. I will.  But he will be able to hear you.  He's just a little lost right now, all ghosts are at first."Edited   2014-06-26 20:55 (UTC)


2014-06-26 20:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay."

Bella sits by the body and hugs her knees.

2014-06-26 20:55 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




The mage looks at the corpse for a few seconds, with a far-off look in her eyes.  Then, randomly, she turns, and starts walking in a direction.

"Follow me, please, the two of you.  Savir - take care of the body."Edited   2014-06-26 20:58 (UTC)


2014-06-26 20:58 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"Mhm. Out of the streets and buried, got it."

2014-06-26 21:0 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




His wife gives him a look. "They will probably want a funeral."

2014-06-26 21:0 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm going to get him back soon," Isabella says, getting up to follow the mage.  "It'd be - odd.  To have a funeral.  I'm only this weepy because of - things."

2014-06-26 21:2 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"... A ghost isn't a good thing to hold onto in lieu of a person. They're disconnected, other - and they can't interact with the world, and more importantly you wouldn't be able to talk to him at all without assistance."

2014-06-26 21:3 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"...No, I mean - I'm a kind of magic person from another world and I can get him back.  I just don't have the supplies right now.  And I'm not sure if he'll want me to do it here instead of at home."

2014-06-26 21:4 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go






"Wait, you can resurrect the dead?"

2014-06-26 21:5 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Hi. I'm a dead person, walking."

2014-06-26 21:6 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver




".... Huh. Well.  That's a thing. If I were to say 'crazy psychotic centuries old ghost' what would be the first thing to come to -"

2014-06-26 21:7 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"- It wasn't Aliya."

2014-06-26 21:8 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"Really?  But I thought that was her thing?  That and the - murdery bits."

2014-06-26 21:8 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Because it's not something she would do, even if she weren't permanently gone. Which she is, that bitch is definitely properly dead now."Edited   2014-06-26 21:13 (UTC)


2014-06-26 21:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again






"People keep saying these things and acting like I should know what's going on but I am so confused."

2014-06-26 21:14 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm - definitely missing a story here too.  But I can resurrect the dead.  I've done it lots of times.  I'm just all out of herbs, I used the last ones I had packed on him."  She indicates Veron.  "While your local Adarin was busy accidentally murdering my husband."

2014-06-26 21:16 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Taste of the demon






"Pretty boy killed someone?  Huh. Didn't think he had it in him."

2014-06-26 21:18 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I do think it was an accident," Isabella says, rubbing her eyes.

2014-06-26 21:18 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"That makes more sense. Anyway, ghost - Savir, corpse, dispose of it hunter style."

She glances at Isabella and Veron. "Do you need a history lesson?"

2014-06-26 21:22 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Sure.  Why not."

2014-06-26 21:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"I would love a history lesson."

2014-06-26 21:24 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




She snorts. "Okay, history lesson while we go ghost hunting. Follow me."

She starts walking, in her random direction. "I need to have a basis to work off of - do you have any idea of any of the history of either Kystle or New Kystle?"

2014-06-26 21:25 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Uhh - apparently I died when Adarin and Zeviana were seventeen. Aliya was alive, I was her handler?"

2014-06-26 21:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Assume I know the general strokes up to about the time Adarin was twenty."

2014-06-26 21:27 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Ah, okay, pretty boy will be our measuring point, then. Well. Demons invaded Kystle because of idiotic magic use, mages fled to New Kystle. Or - most of them."

The woman smiles a little. "Hello, my name is Lynnari Corvalias. I was unlucky. I did not get to go into the lovely convenient bubble so helpfully made by the twins. I was left on Kystle."Edited   2014-06-26 21:33 (UTC)


2014-06-26 21:32 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"That sounds unpleasant."

2014-06-26 21:33 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Very much so. I don't suppose that you know what tainting is?"

2014-06-26 21:34 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"No."

2014-06-26 21:35 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Right, well. The reason why the demons were winning so handily is that they were turning our own people and troops against us. This method was uncreatively named tainting - not my idea, but I do like consistency. By - complicated magic methods, they did something to people they caught, making them a bit more... unstable. As in, murderous and blood thirsty."

Lynnari waves. "Hi.  I'm that, too."Edited   2014-06-26 21:39 (UTC)


2014-06-26 21:38 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"You seem to have that pretty much under control."

2014-06-26 21:40 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"I've had about five hundred years of practice at it, yes."

2014-06-26 21:40 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again






"Charming."

2014-06-26 21:41 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Mind you, for the first - decade or two I was not fit for human company. So I don't recommend it, though it has benefits."

2014-06-26 21:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Noted."

Isabella supposes that if this person bloodthirsts at her and she loses the ensuing fight she'll just wake up a week later in Chamomile at the hands of her mother's magic, which wouldn't be so bad.

2014-06-26 21:43 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"I'll admit, I'm not sure how things went history wise in New Kystle after that, I was rather - busy. So your history lesson will only be half of one, sadly. But if it's any consolation, I think I have an excellent grasp of how things went in Kystle itself."

2014-06-26 21:51 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Because you lived there?"

2014-06-26 21:51 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"No, because I am mostly responsible for a large portion of the events that occurred."

2014-06-26 21:52 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"This history lesson isn't slowing down ghost-finding, is it?" wonders Isabella.

2014-06-26 21:53 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"No. I will let you know when I find him, not to worry. Regardless - I'll tell history from my perspective. I was - oh, thirty? Somewhere around there. I'd just lost my entire family, found a new change in pedigree, and my home was just invaded. I was very, very angry."

2014-06-26 21:55 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic






"Somehow I don't think I like where this is going."

2014-06-26 21:56 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"Yes, well. Since there weren't many mages left, there were few people that could see ghosts. But they were still around, after all - lots of people died. And I found one in particular. Can you guess who?"Edited   2014-06-26 21:58 (UTC)


2014-06-26 21:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella's not in the mood.

2014-06-26 21:58 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




Veron's willing to play ball, though. "Aliya, right?"

2014-06-26 22:1 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Yes. She came up with a clever plan that involved killing lots of demons to steal their magic. I was angry with them for ruining my life, I didn't ask what she wanted it for. I just wanted them dead. So I helped.  Adventures and lots of killing ensued."

2014-06-26 22:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Mm-hm."

2014-06-26 22:4 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Then -" She stops. "Oh, look.  There's your husband."

2014-06-26 22:5 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"I can't see him," Isabella reminds her.  "Can he - is he -"

Is he a zombie ghost without Vern?

But she doesn't quite produce the question.

2014-06-26 22:6 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances






"- I think I might need a story from you, too, I'm quite confused about what he's saying, but - he loves you very much, and is worried and lonely and something about a bird?" She peers at the spot where Adarin assumingly is. "Uh, Path, the owl, he's asking if he's okay, too?"

2014-06-26 22:10 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I wasn't paying attention to Path," says Isabella, rubbing her eyes and shutting them tight so the ghost's invisibility doesn't throw her off, "I should have been paying attention, he was trying to warn me, I'm so sorry, sweetie.  Do you want me to try getting you back here or do I need to make your terrible alt take me to Pantheon so I can go home first and you can have Vern again straightaway?"Edited   2014-06-26 22:14 (UTC)


2014-06-26 22:13 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"He's - waffling a bit, can't decide which is the better option, give him a bit." Pause. "He's wondering how long it would take for his - alt? Alt, to take you to Pantheon, if it's more than a day he'll try the resurrection here because he is worried about you and - being a ghost is disconcerting.  Apparently. He thinks he'll get Vern back when he's home."

2014-06-26 22:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Your terrible alt and your terrible alt's Zeviana are both running low on mana and so it'd probably be more than a day to get to Pantheon.  I'll try it here," says Isabella, nodding, swallowing hard.  "When he's brought me the herbs.  I'm - I should be fine, it's only Path must have seen - so I'm weepy."

2014-06-26 22:19 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances






Lynn's voice softens, and she says, "He is trying to hug you."

2014-06-26 22:20 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella cries harder.

2014-06-26 22:20 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




Veron offers Isabella a hug.

2014-06-26 22:22 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




Isabella hugs him.

"I sh-should have been paying attention Path must have bit his claw to make me notice something was wrong when Vern started having t-trouble breathing and oh goddesses all," she sobs.

2014-06-26 22:24 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




Veron pats her back, that's about all he can do right now.

2014-06-26 22:26 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"He says it's not your fault - he's - actually he's saying he knows you'll get him back so he's taking it all right. As all right as he can, anyway, considering. He tried to contact you by your - rings, but the shield wouldn't let him because - I don't actually understand what that means, Adarin, I'm a mage but I'm not that much of a mage.  Yes, that works, thank you. 'Because magic.'"

2014-06-26 22:30 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Fucking terrible alt.  Oh, shit, his ring, his clothes, they're magic, is your husband going to bury him in them -"Edited   2014-06-26 22:32 (UTC)


2014-06-26 22:31 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"The ring he will not, but the clothes, yes. Should we head back and stop that?"

2014-06-26 22:33 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yes.  Can ghosts follow people?"

2014-06-26 22:33 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"Yes. Adarin - this is going to be confusing but I need you to follow my instructions, okay?  Don't pay attention to the scenery or anything around you.  Don't try and find your way by wandering through the world. It won't work. Focus on your wife, okay?  Just her, follow her." Pause. "Okay, he agreed, he'll be following you now. We can head back to my husband, I'll notice if your husband gets lost."

2014-06-26 22:36 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Thank you."

Isabella takes a deep breath and heads back in the direction of the body.

2014-06-26 22:37 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




And off they go.

"My husband is that way," informs Lynn, pointing once they get there. "I checked."

2014-06-26 22:42 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods and follows her directions.

2014-06-26 22:42 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




And there is husband!  He is still digging a grave, they were not gone that long. There is what is presumably Adarin's body, wrapped in cloth. Where he got the cloth, it's hard to say.

"Hey," he says.

2014-06-26 22:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"My Adarin was wearing some magic things and probably shouldn't be buried with them," says Isabella.

2014-06-26 22:45 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"What magical things?  I grabbed the ring and contents of his pockets, please tell me I do not have to take off his clothes."

2014-06-26 22:49 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances






2014-06-26 22:49 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver







"Nope, nope, pass, I so pass, I am so sick of taking clothes off of dead people, nope.  Retired, you do it."

2014-06-26 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella kneels by her husband's corpse and unwraps the cloth to get at his armored clothes.  At least it doesn't include the underwear; Adarin's ghost would probably be embarrassed further if it did.  "What did you retire from that used to have you doing that?"

2014-06-26 22:52 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"Demon hunting. Killing things, looting corpses for basic supplies, saving little kids from horrific other-wordly monsters. That kind of thing."

2014-06-26 22:53 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




Lynn kneels down to help, because she's been doing this for a while and has stopped caring.

2014-06-26 22:54 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Um, ask his ghost if he minds you doing it," suggests Isabella.

2014-06-26 22:55 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Mm?" Lynn glances up, looks at his ghost, and then sighs. "... He doesn't want to make you do it because it is his corpse. Also he wants Veron to - 'shoo' because that would be weird."

2014-06-26 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay."

Isabella backs off and looks away.

2014-06-26 22:57 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




And Veron shoos over there.

2014-06-26 22:58 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




Lynn is quick and efficient at looting corpses. Clothes come off, and then the body's wrapped back up in cloth. "Done."

2014-06-26 22:59 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Thank you."

2014-06-26 23:0 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"You're welcome."

2014-06-26 23:1 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver






"Okay I know you've done that like a million times but now it's weird because you're my wife," complains Savir.

2014-06-26 23:1 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




blooded_poet: I like you




Lynn pats his shoulder.  It's quite a reach. "There, there.  Big baby."

She looks at Isabella. "Well, would you like me to hang around and interpret your husband?"Edited   2014-06-26 23:03 (UTC)


2014-06-26 23:2 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yes please.  I don't know how long his terrible alt will take to bring me herbs."

2014-06-26 23:3 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Sure," agrees Lynn. "Also, he says he loves you. Again."

2014-06-26 23:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




She closes her eyes.

"I love you too, sweetie."

2014-06-26 23:7 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"He'll be back soon," assures the only mage present. "He says that if his alt weren't going as fast as possible to retrieve the herbs then he's not - an alt of him?" Pause. "This is extremely confusing."

2014-06-26 23:9 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




Veron has been ushered back, since the - alt of his son is covered back up. "Welcome to my world. Enjoy your stay."

2014-06-26 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I can explain alts if you want," says Isabella tiredly.

2014-06-26 23:11 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"It's all right, I can wait," says Lynn. "I am not going to interrogate you. Though -" She pauses. "At some time in the future if you are still present, there are people I would like to resurrect. Not now, obviously, but eventually."

2014-06-26 23:13 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella nods.  "I can do small numbers of them as long as it doesn't run into any sort of problematic publicity.  I can't scale up yet, there aren't enough witches to handle more than my own world."

2014-06-26 23:15 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




She nods. "Understandable. Like I said, I can wait - immortality. No pressure."

2014-06-26 23:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mm-hm."

Isabella takes a few deep breaths, trying to calm herself down.  She rolls up Adarin's clothes and tucks them into her portal bag, puts his wedding ring on her thumb where it'll fit.

2014-06-26 23:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense






And that is when Prime returns to his house.

"Got them," he informs, dead on his feet.

2014-06-26 23:22 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Isabella looks up at him with damp eyes and holds out her hands.

2014-06-26 23:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




He hands over the herbs, then glances at Lynn.

"Lynnari," he says, tiredly.

2014-06-26 23:23 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Yes, I'm here too, hi."

2014-06-26 23:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Of course you are," sighs Adarin. "Right - resurrection will work, now? Is that everything?"

2014-06-26 23:25 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella assesses the results of the shopping.

"This is everything," she confirms.  She gets up to go to the open place where she resurrected Veron.

2014-06-26 23:26 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




Lynn and her husband don't follow - Lynn is of the opinion that Isabella will want space post resurrection. Savir is following her lead.Edited   2014-06-26 23:34 (UTC)


2014-06-26 23:33 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




But both Veron -

2014-06-26 23:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




- and the alt responsible for this mess are going to attend.

2014-06-26 23:35 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Ash.  Ash ash ash.

Herbs.  Herbs herbs.

Birds.  One, two.

Poem, screamed into the air.

2014-06-26 23:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




And then husband.

2014-06-26 23:36 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella throws her arms around him, sobbing.

2014-06-26 23:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Reflexively, he hugs her back.

"Nnhhh," is the first thing he says.

2014-06-26 23:38 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I'm so sorry, sweetie."

2014-06-26 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"N-Not your fault," he murmurs.

Then it becomes clear that he's shaking, right around the time that he turns away from Isabella so that when he throws up it's not on her.

"Augh this is horrible."

2014-06-26 23:46 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"Wh-what's wrong?"

2014-06-26 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin leans on Isabella, trying not to fall over. "I don't - I don't feel right."

2014-06-26 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?






"Did I - I think I did the spell right - sweetie," whimpers Isabella, hugging him tight.

2014-06-26 23:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought






It's his alt that says, shakily, "... His ghost is - still there."

2014-06-26 23:54 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny






"Fuck, fuck fuck fuck -"  Keeping one arm firmly around her resurrected husband Isabella reaches into her portal bag with the other and finds her alethiometer and thingamajigs and doesn't pull them out, just turns them so she can see them and operate them one-handed.  "Fuck, I should have checked, mages, I've never resurrected a mage before -"  She fumbles with the thingamajigs.  There are mages present in Chamomile and it should be able to answer a general question about them.

She gets the question inputted and waits as the hands of the alethiometer spin lazily.

2014-06-26 23:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Her husband is just going to lean on her and shiver and try not to throw up again.

2014-06-26 23:58 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?






"Alethiometer says the regular spell only works on humans?  Fucking alethiometer can't talk sense -"

2014-06-26 23:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"- Path, is Path okay...?"

2014-06-27 00:1 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Upset but calming down," she soothes, petting his hair.  "He tried to warn me and I wasn't paying attention, do you want me to mirror home, sweetie?"

2014-06-27 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Mhmmm, don't want him to worry," murmurs Adarin.

2014-06-27 00:3 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Okay."  She kisses his forehead and pulls out the correct mirror.

Path appears on the other end at once.  "Isabella - Adarin - what's going on," he whimpers.

"Adarin's alt accidentally murdered him but I got him back but there's no Vern and he seems sick and I don't know why and the alethiometer's being cryptic," says Isabella, "and he has a ghost who's still there and the alethiometer -"

"Why didn't you pay attention," Path exclaims.  "I tried - she couldn't breathe -"

"I'm sorry I'm so sorry -"

2014-06-27 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"It's okay," her husband soothes desperately, snuggling his wife while still leaning on her to prevent himself from falling over, "I'll be all right, I - I'm alive, it's okay."

2014-06-27 00:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Meanwhile, his alt is having a conversation in undertones with Adarin's ghost.



"I think I know what's happening," he volunteers, miserably.

2014-06-27 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Enlighten me," snaps Isabella.

2014-06-27 00:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Sleep deprivation has wrought




"I think that it just - brought him back as a human.  Without the - fae portion, which stays as a ghost. Because that's what ghosts are."

2014-06-27 00:15 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"Explains what the alethiometer says," says Isabella slowly, and she reaches into her portal bag again to fiddle with thingamajigs.

2014-06-27 00:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin tries to do something easy - a light spell, or a scry.



"... Don't have magic," he murmurs.

2014-06-27 00:18 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"I'm so sorry," says Isabella, starting to cry again and hugging him tighter.

2014-06-27 00:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Shhhh, it's okay," he assures, hugging her back.

2014-06-27 00:20 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Your terrible alt is terrible," she growls against his shoulder.

2014-06-27 00:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




The terrible alt does not challenge this assertion.

2014-06-27 00:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"It'll be all right, love. Okay? I'm - not dead, so..."

2014-06-27 00:23 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You have a ghost."

She checks on her thingamajigs and lets out a whoosh of breath.

"Alethiometer says I can make a spell that will correctly resurrect a mage, magic and ghost-continuity and all."

2014-06-27 00:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That's - good, I suppose.  Is it possible to shove my ghost - back into me?" Pause. "I don't think I like being 75% of myself..."

2014-06-27 00:29 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Asking."

Twiddle twiddle.  Hug.

2014-06-27 00:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Hug.  Hug hug hug.

"I love you," he murmurs, because he realizes he hasn't said that yet and he should.

2014-06-27 00:31 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I love you too, oh goddesses I'm so sorry for ignoring Path and for not checking before I tried the regular spell."

2014-06-27 00:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Snuggle, snuggle. "Love, it's all right, you have nothing to be sorry for."

2014-06-27 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Hug.

Isabella peers at the thingamajig.

"...Cannot combine ghost live body," she reads.  "Oh, fuck."

2014-06-27 00:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject






"... Fuck."

2014-06-27 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella takes a deep breath in an attempt to stop from crying again.

Nope, failure.

2014-06-27 00:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin holds his wife and pets her hair. "Shhh, it's okay, love..."

2014-06-27 00:39 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I love you, I'm sorry."

2014-06-27 00:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"You have nothing to be sorry for, dear, you resurrected me and the magic did something unexpected."

2014-06-27 00:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




His alt will just - be over there.  Being miserable and sleep-deprived.

2014-06-27 00:43 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




Isabella fixes the Terrible Adarin with a very sharp look.

"You," she says, "how long will it take you to have the mana to get us to Pantheon so we can go home and I can have access to all the herbs I need and my original spell development notes and so my Adarin can have his daemon back?"

2014-06-27 00:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Three, four days?" Pause. "Shorter if I spend a very large portion of it sleeping?"Edited   2014-06-27 00:49 (UTC)


2014-06-27 00:48 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Go.  To.  Sleep."

2014-06-27 00:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story






"Right," he sighs.  Then he gets up, heads to his house, and - flop.

2014-06-27 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella hugs 75% of her husband and pets his hair.

2014-06-27 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He hugs her back, murmuring soothing things and snuggling her.

2014-06-27 00:57 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Snuggle.  Snuggle.  There are probably logistics to work out about staying on this plane for the next several days but right now she just needs to hold him and work on not crying anymore, which is slow going.

2014-06-27 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




That's entirely fine, Adarin is still having trouble keeping himself from falling over. Also, his wife is crying.  This is Important and this needs to be Fixed and he will hold her for as long as she likes until it is. And then probably some more after.Edited   2014-06-27 01:01 (UTC)


2014-06-27 01:0 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Snuggles.  Isabella is ignoring the local Veron and the helpful mage and her husband and can't very much bring herself to care at the moment.Edited   2014-06-27 01:02 (UTC)


2014-06-27 01:1 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




That's okay, the local Veron goes to quietly inform the helpful mage and her husband what's happened and then they all collectively decide to give Adarin and Isabella some space.

2014-06-27 01:3 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Eventually Isabella manages to not cry for an entire twenty snuggly minutes in a row.

2014-06-27 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin kisses her forehead. "I love you," he murmurs.

2014-06-27 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I love you too.  But not your alt.  I am not very fond of him right now."

2014-06-27 01:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I never would have guessed," snorts Adarin.

2014-06-27 01:7 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"You may expect a pattern of this in the future.  If people kill you, I will not like them."

2014-06-27 01:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He nods. "I'll endeavor not to be killed, then. I'm sorry, love."

2014-06-27 01:11 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"That's even sillier than me being sorry," she points out.

2014-06-27 01:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yes, but I am it, all the same."

2014-06-27 01:12 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Silly."

Squeeze.

2014-06-27 01:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"A bit."

Snuggle.

2014-06-27 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I love you so much - if it had turned out the spell wouldn't work on mages at all or something I - I don't know."

2014-06-27 01:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Adarin pets her hair soothingly.

"You won't ever have to know, love.  Don't worry about it."

2014-06-27 01:18 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Mine," she mumbles into his shoulder, hugging him tight.

2014-06-27 01:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Always."

2014-06-27 01:20 (UTC)





Second Plague

History Lesson





prodigal_miser: (Default)




It takes them a while - they are quite busy holding each other - but eventually in spite of the perpetual darkness in the sky, they realize they're exhausted. It's been a long day. The helpful mage and her husband offer them a place to sleep, but that place turns out to be inside a tent. With two other people. Two other newly married people.

Isabella and Adarin decide the better option is to go with her hammock. It involves Isabella almost entirely on top of her husband, but neither of them mind. Snuggles are recommended after death and subsequent resurrection, and trauma from same. Adarin's still a bit shivery and occasionally uncoordinated post-magic loss, but he can hold his wife just fine. Snuggles are provided for both parties, and eventually they both fall asleep, suspended in the air by cloud-pine.

2014-06-29 20:4









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Snuggle.  Snuggle, snuggle.

Eventually they wake up and Isabella descends the cloud-pine so they can get out of the hammock.

2014-06-30 00:20 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




And there is a person waiting for them.

"Hello."

2014-06-30 02:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more







"Hi," says Adarin, unnerved.

2014-06-30 02:13 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Hi," echoes Isabella.

2014-06-30 02:14 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"I was curious about how your magic works," she says, addressing Isabella.

2014-06-30 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"What kind of 'how it works' are you looking for here?"

2014-06-30 02:15 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"What it can and can't do, mostly. It can resurrect the dead, but I don't know what else it can do.  I am curious.  It sounds useful."

2014-06-30 02:16 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"It is, but I can't teach you, you don't belong to my species.  My brand of spells - it does wards, it does healing, it does curses, it does blessings, it can control the climate or summon visions or call an object to hand from far away."

2014-06-30 02:19 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




Lynn looks faintly amused. "I wasn't expecting to be able to learn it.  It never works out that way, I have gotten used to magic being almost utterly useless to me, personally."

2014-06-30 02:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin looks vaguely depressed with the conversation topic of magic.

2014-06-30 02:21 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Oh, sweetie," murmurs Isabella, Lynn's curiosity paling in importance beside Adarin's distress.  "We'll - I'll go home and I'll fix the spell and -"

She doesn't want to say the obvious missing step aloud.

2014-06-30 02:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Yeah, Adarin's not sure how to handle that one, either.

So he scoops his wife up into a hug and murmurs, "I'm all right."

2014-06-30 02:27 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




Lynn will just be over here.  Patiently waiting to be addressed, again.  Five hundred years has made her very patient.

2014-06-30 02:28 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Hug.

"Anyway, and to do any of those things I need to do some combination of speak in verse, apply herbs to the situation, draw diagrams in various substances on the ground, and kill animals - in roughly decreasing order of typicality - and for some of my more recent inventions there are also gestures, but I don't have millennia of tradition telling me a lot about how that works, it's all new stuff."Edited   2014-06-30 02:32 (UTC)


2014-06-30 02:30 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"Interesting, so none of it is very fast."

2014-06-30 02:33 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Verse can be fast.  Herbs can be very fast if I have them mixed in advance and all I have to do is throw them.  But no, it's not as quick as a well-prepped mage spell."

2014-06-30 02:33 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"That's interesting to know - but it sounds like it's less mentally intensive - unless you have to understand every component of what you do?"

2014-06-30 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No.  I can actually, if I'm not careful, cast spells by accident.  I had to be excused from reading poetry aloud in school."

2014-06-30 02:36 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"That must be annoying. Though useful, if people don't understand your magic. You could cast a spell and they might not even notice."

2014-06-30 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"At home everyone understands it at least well enough to suspect I might be casting if I am, although I suppose I could pass for a non-witch to a sufficiently magic-insensitive observer if I dressed like a mortal."

2014-06-30 02:40 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Your witches don't dress like - mortals?  Are you immortal?"

2014-06-30 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, unaging.  We can die of violence or, occasionally, boredom or loneliness.  And the distinction is losing meaning since I invented a spell to make mortals work the same way."

2014-06-30 02:43 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control






"You can actually die of boredom. Huh. That's - I don't believe I have used the euphemism for centuries, but I certainly won't now. Congratulations on the immortality spell."

2014-06-30 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Thank you."

2014-06-30 02:45 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"And to be clear - no genocide?  None at all?"

2014-06-30 02:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No," sighs Adarin. "How on Earth would genocide even grant immortality? That's absurd."Edited   2014-06-30 02:51 (UTC)


2014-06-30 02:50 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




Lynn isn't quite sure what Earth is, but she ignores the terminology.

"You'd be surprised."

2014-06-30 02:54 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, at any rate, I've never committed murder, let alone genocide."

2014-06-30 02:56 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Good.  It's not a thing that most people consider fun."

2014-06-30 02:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"There was one occasion when it might have been satisfying but Adarin objected."

2014-06-30 03:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It would have proved all of her paranoid fears right if you had," he points out. "I think we won more by not."

2014-06-30 03:13 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"I've wondered a couple times if a death sentence then, the first time, would have been a deterrent or an incitement."

2014-06-30 03:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I couldn't tell you." He scoots and hugs his wife. "If it would have been a deterrent... I'm sorry."

2014-07-01 02:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"There's no way to know."  Hug.

2014-07-01 02:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"There isn't. But I'd - I probably should have thought that they'd try the same thing again."

2014-07-01 02:21 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances






Right then, Lynn is just going to keep standing here and pretending that she is deaf. Whatever the thing they're talking about is, obviously it's bad.

2014-07-01 02:22 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sweetie, don't blame yourself, it wasn't even the same person.  Anyway.  Did you have more questions about witches?" Isabella asks Lynn.

2014-07-01 02:23 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Yes." Pause. "But I think they can wait."

2014-07-01 02:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Suit yourself."

2014-07-01 02:26 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"Would you like me to hang around and be your ghost interpreter who moonlights as a historian?  Or depart?"Edited   2014-07-01 02:28 (UTC)


2014-07-01 02:28 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Oh - I almost forgot with - does the ghost have anything to say - I have no idea how to refer to there being a ghost and a living instance of the same person."

2014-07-01 02:28 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




Lynn takes a minute to listen.

"He is all right, mostly just lonely." Another pause, then a wince. "He has considered dispersing himself, because he can't sleep and there's no one to talk to, but he's afraid that if he does that his - er, and Adarin's, would be lost forever. So he is not."

2014-07-01 02:33 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Dispersing - is - what it sounds like?"

2014-07-01 02:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin winces. "Yes."

2014-07-01 02:34 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"If... it's that unbearable, then I can ask the alethiometer what it would do to later spell attempts - but it doesn't seem like a good idea.  I'm sorry.  I'm not used to ghosts," apologizes Isabella to the empty spot in the air that Lynn seems to be looking at.

2014-07-01 02:36 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"He's not upset with you in the slightest. Hold on, let me get his reasoning -"

She stands, listening. "It's not just the loneliness, it's that he - knows what happens to ghosts.  He knows that even surrounded by mages he'd tend to get ignored and would never really be able to make friends or do anything properly useful again. Then there's - he can't get home on his own, he needs help, so he'd be wandering a place that he's hated and is afraid of for the rest of eternity. And he's -" she motions to the living Adarin, "extraneous. He has nothing to do.  He's terribly bored and feels useless and like it would be better for everyone - including himself - if he didn't exist at all. But he's not doing that because he's pretty sure he's the representation of Adarin's magic now, so he can't - die for good."

2014-07-01 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"It'll just be a few more days and then - if I'm interpreting the alethiometer right - with a - given the right conditions," wince, "I should be able to just glom the two of you back together again."

2014-07-01 02:45 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you






"Yeah.  So he's holding out until then." Lynn pauses, then snorts. "Sure, why not. Do you have a board game or cards or something?  I will play a game with him."

2014-07-01 02:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I didn't bring any.  I can get Path to drop things into the portal box, though?"

2014-07-01 02:47 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"Sure, that'll work fine. He's also suggested that I relate more history to him, and says that he thinks you and - the human part of your husband would like to hear that, too."

2014-07-01 02:49 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sure," says Isabella, pulling the mirror to home out and calling her daemon.  "Sounds good to know, in case there are things we ought to know about the other Kystle and the other New Kystle.  Path sweetie, can you wrestle a deck of cards into the portal box if I prop it open for you?"

"Yes," says Path.

Presently there is a deck of cards in her bag.  She puts away the mirror and takes out the cards and hands them to Lynn.

2014-07-01 02:51 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




She takes them, sits, and starts dealing out to two people. It's going to be a bit difficult to play a game when only one of the two members playing can move anything, but they'll try to manage.

"Well. Do you recall everything I've told you of our history so far?"

2014-07-01 02:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I was dead," says Adarin, raising his hand, "at the time."

2014-07-01 02:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And I was kind of distracted."

2014-07-01 02:57 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




Lynn snorts. "Fair enough. Okay, then - demonic invasion, not all of us made it in the shield bubble and subsequent portal, those left got to deal with tainting and also lots of being killed.  With me so far?"

She finishes dealing out cards, and then takes one deck to look at herself, and holds the other set away from herself, facing out. This is one of the strange skills she's acquired in her life - how to play cards with a ghost.

2014-07-01 03:0 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes."

2014-07-01 03:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin nods, too.

2014-07-01 03:3 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




Card reorganization, one by ghostly instruction and one for herself.

"Well, obviously I'm a mage.  And most of the mage population fucked off, either through your neat portal or to other planes by their own power. So, since I couldn't do that, I was one of the few left. Meaning I could see ghosts. Which sounds kind of minor, but actually turns out to be really, really important."

She starts playing the card game, working by sight on her end and direction from ghost-Adarin on the other.

"Because, guess who was an important, really magical person that died extremely recently? First two guesses don't count."Edited   2014-07-01 03:09 (UTC)


2014-07-01 03:9 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I have only taken history lessons on Earth before.  Is making me guess a convention of Kystle?"

2014-07-01 03:10 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"I thought it would be obvious, considering who you're married to," sighs Lynn. "His mother?  The crazy one who blew up a city?"

2014-07-01 03:11 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I remember, I'm just not feeling the audience participation gimmick today."

2014-07-01 03:13 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"As you like. Well, I found her, and because she was crazy and I was a little - unhealthy, at the time, we came up with the greatest plan of all time. I wanted to kill the creatures that had ruined my life, she wanted to gain power to affect the world again and - I didn't realize this until later - resurrect the dead. It turns out that demons can have their magic stolen if you know how. It involves killing them and transferring the power to something magical that doesn't have all of the annoying human fleshy bits that get in the way." Pause. "A ghost does not have any of the annoying human fleshy bits. I'm pretty sure you can see where I'm going with this."Edited   2014-07-01 03:19 (UTC)


2014-07-01 03:19 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yep."

2014-07-01 03:20 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Taste of the demon




"Yes.  So, lots of killing things. For a while. I got to be very, very good at it. Eventually I start to get older - which is not something that Aliya wanted, because she needed me. To kill things for her. I think she could have managed to kill things herself at that point, but it would have depleted her stores and she was saving them. So - I couldn't tell you how she did it, possibly by throwing lots and lots of magic at the problem, but she made me immortal. Exciting."

2014-07-01 03:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival






"How intelligent are the Pythial?  Sentient, or -"Edited   2014-07-01 03:26 (UTC)


2014-07-01 03:25 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Oh, they're all sentient."

2014-07-01 03:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Adarin makes a face.

2014-07-01 03:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Are they also universally unfriendly, just how upset should I be about the genocide thing?"

2014-07-01 03:28 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"Perhaps on their home plane there are poets and writers and artists - but I did not meet a single one. They were all pretty universally unfriendly. The ones I met, anyway." Pause. "I met many."

She places a card down and then smiles. "I win."

And then all cards are collected and shuffled and she gets to re-dealing.

2014-07-01 03:31 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, you met an invasion force, but, good to know."

2014-07-01 03:33 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Indeed. And do keep in mind that they killed billions," she informs. "Regardless - Aliya eventually started giving me magic things to kill things faster.  It was an investment, of sorts."

2014-07-01 03:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Charming."

2014-07-01 03:36 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"It was useful, certainly.  But even with those, even when I became extremely good at killing things - it was not fast enough for her.  She wanted to resurrect Nereus as soon as possible."

2014-07-01 03:37 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Because of his stellar personal qualities, no doubt."

2014-07-01 03:38 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Mostly because she was creepily obsessed, really. I have been married twice, and I have never in my life obsessed over someone the way she obsessed over him."Edited   2014-07-01 03:42 (UTC)


2014-07-01 03:40 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Mm-hm."

2014-07-01 03:42 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"But I digress. She wanted to speed up the power-gain, and by this point in time it's not like there was a lot of people left in Kystle. However, there was another nearby plane with lots of people that could potentially 'help.' She just needed to convince them that it was worth it. This she could manage where the demons and I had failed - the elderly Adarin has an explanation handy but I only understand about a fourth of it. So my explanation is, 'Because magic.' If you want the technicalities, go talk to him."

2014-07-01 03:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"That... Whatever it is could be useful, I'll ask.  Later, though."

2014-07-01 03:53 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods.

2014-07-01 03:54 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"Her decided incentive to get people to kill some demons for her was to start a second invasion by making several temporary portals. For them to attack New Kystle through."

2014-07-01 03:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






"That would do it," winces Adarin.

2014-07-01 03:56 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"Yes.  A lot of people died."

2014-07-01 03:57 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




Silent horror.

2014-07-01 03:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Silent horror all around.

2014-07-01 03:59 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Yes.  If it's any consolation, as far as I can tell she always closed the portals before it came close to any sort of victory for the demons. She didn't want - genocide on humans, she wanted to incite them into helping me."

2014-07-01 04:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"It's really not."

2014-07-01 04:2 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"I figured.  So - it worked. I started recruiting, and I got help. If you're curious about how that worked, I got a necklace that translated every language available and let me travel through planes. Only with her help, I'd learn later, I couldn't work it when she didn't let me and when she dispersed it stopped working entirely. Just like - just about everything else she gave me. I have a few things that work just fine now, but they're few and far between. Aliya was a subtle control freak. I think she wanted to prevent me from ever using the artifacts against her."

2014-07-01 04:6 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods slowly.

"I'm afraid our usual ability to dispense magical largesse at whim is at a nadir."

2014-07-01 04:7 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"It's entirely all right. The things she made me in the beginning haven't died with her, I don't think she was that paranoid yet. It was just items, anyway, I am still quite capable without them."

2014-07-01 04:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin does not comment. But he looks like he is trying very hard not to make a face.

2014-07-01 04:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella squeezes Adarin's hand.

2014-07-01 04:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He manages a little smile, back at his wife. It'll be fixed.

2014-07-01 04:11 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Out of control




"But, again, I digress.  Eventually, predictably, she got what she wanted. Enough power for resurrection."

Her eyes are glowing.  In proper light, it might be hard to tell, but they're on the night side of New Kystle.  It's obvious that this is a thing her eyes are doing that they weren't doing before.

"She used it.  Once. And then she proceeded to drop off of the map and leave me and my recruits to die. Things she made for us stopped working - the necklace in particular, I never managed to get that to work again. She'd essentially left us to die, without hope of supplies or reinforcements."Edited   2014-07-01 04:16 (UTC)


2014-07-01 04:14 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yet here you are."

2014-07-01 04:17 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




"I am extremely hard to kill." Pause. "... I also had an extremely close call and only made it through with - help. Others were not so lucky. Cutting to the chase, we were losing.  Badly. And that is when pretty boy and Zeviana come in."

2014-07-01 04:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"'Pretty boy'? My alt?"

2014-07-01 04:20 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




Lynn looks faintly amused. "One and the same. I believe Nereus found them, they figured out what was going on from him, and that was when they decided to be our metaphorical cavalry."

2014-07-01 04:22 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"My Adarin is much prettier," mutters Isabella, under her breath.

2014-07-01 04:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin snorts. "Thank you, love."

2014-07-01 04:24 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella puts her head on his shoulder.  "So terrible-Adarin evacuated you," she says to Lynn.

2014-07-01 04:25 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Not quite. They did a bit of that, but - we are very stubborn. Many of us did not want to evacuate. His sister helped us with defense. He retrieved his mother and convinced her to get off of her ass and help us. Which she did."

2014-07-01 04:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






"... How'd that work out?"

2014-07-01 04:29 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"Oh, she committed large-scale genocide and killed every demon on Kystle. It took about a day, it was absolutely terrifying."

2014-07-01 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?






"Okay then."

2014-07-01 04:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Adarin is just going to be over there, filled with silent horror.

2014-07-01 04:32 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Then she terraformed the planet. It was something of a mess, after five hundred years of - killing and wars and things."

2014-07-01 04:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






"What.  How the - how did she - but..."

2014-07-01 04:34 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"It turns out that it takes a ridiculous amount of power to resurrect someone. So she could work extremely large-scale. Terraforming killed her, though.  That was her last act, before she dispersed."

2014-07-01 04:35 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"So the resurrection didn't use up the power, but terraforming killed her?"

2014-07-01 04:35 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"That is something of a debate, actually. I argue that it killed her because I knew her for five hundred years and she was extremely tenacious about sticking around the entire time. Pretty boy thinks she killed herself immediately after."

2014-07-01 04:37 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, I suppose I could collect her and ask her, but somehow I am not motivated to do so anytime soon."

2014-07-01 04:38 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I am not well




"Good.  Don't. We are all rather glad she is properly dead."Edited   2014-07-01 04:39 (UTC)


2014-07-01 04:38 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Though I suppose now we know how to do a cheap, cheating version of that thing Iobel and Edarial have for spellbinder prisoners," Isabella remarks to Adarin.  "If it comes up again."

2014-07-01 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I suppose so," he agrees. "Though - I don't have any memories from - ghost me. So I don't think that would work for interrogating my alt's Aliya."Edited   2014-07-01 04:42 (UTC)


2014-07-01 04:42 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: l ~ pensive




"No, it would not have that particular application."

2014-07-01 04:42 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




"It's really only a scholarly debate, anyway. I don't think either I nor Adarin care enough to risk bringing her back to find out. Avoid it, please.  Possibly forever." 

2014-07-01 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mm-hm."

2014-07-01 04:46 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"And that reasonably concludes my history lesson.  That last part happened - three days ago?  Four, maybe?"

2014-07-01 04:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sweetie," says Isabella, "we have really bad timing.  Let's work on that before future expeditions."

2014-07-01 04:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"We have the absolute worst timing," he agrees, staring. "I don't even know how we could work on that, how do we even scry for something like that?"

2014-07-01 04:49 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Next time," says Isabella, clapping her hands, "we send them a letter.  We apologize for the unorthodox communiqué, fellow Bell-and-or-Adarin as the case may be, but we suspect you are an alternate version of me, and would like to come visit, please place a reply on the reverse of this correspondence for scrying twenty-four hours from this sending telling us about when and how you would like to receive this visit and what evidence you would like us to bring that we are not suitable for careless shield bubbling or other hostilities."

2014-07-01 04:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




And that is the precise time when another figure (looking groggy from sleep debt) shows up.

He raises an eyebrow.Edited   2014-07-01 05:02 (UTC)


2014-07-01 05:2 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Sleep well?" Isabella asks.  "Tell us, if you had received a polite letter asking when would be a good time for your alt and his wife to visit, kindly write this information on the reverse of this letter for scrying, what would've happened?"

2014-07-01 05:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I would have been alarmed and checked the letter for traps.  Then I'd write the information on the reverse side of the letter with several exclamation marks and some copious capitalization and wait for a reply."

2014-07-01 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"And then if we'd shown up on schedule, hostile shield-bubble?"

2014-07-01 05:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Probably, but I also would have been less sleep-deprived. So, more inclined to let you out with little trouble."

2014-07-01 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I don't suppose there's any way to write the letter that would've skipped the hostile shield-bubble altogether?"

2014-07-01 05:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"To put it simply?  No."

2014-07-01 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay, but we could keep the unpleasantness to a minimum.  Probably would have helped with Edarial and Iobel too, to be honest, although Spring was perfectly friendly from the get-go."

2014-07-01 05:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"We... Also started off by resurrecting her," points out her husband.

2014-07-01 05:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"If you'd started out by bringing me back from the dead, there would have been no shield bubble at all."

2014-07-01 05:13 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Well, obviously, because if we'd started with resurrecting you from the dead you'd have been a seriously woozy non-mage, as we now know because my Adarin is serving as test subject," says Isabella testily.

2014-07-01 05:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Which I am extremely sorry for and will genuinely work diligently to fixing. I was going to go take some questionable drugs to sleep more, but I thought it would be kinder to offer you a room in my home first. Considering."

2014-07-01 05:15 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"That would be more comfortable than hammocking in the sky again.  I can put you to sleep in a not particularly questionable manner if you're willing, that's pure verse."Edited   2014-07-01 05:18 (UTC)


2014-07-01 05:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)






"How long does it last?"

2014-07-01 05:19 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Varies.  I can tweak the spell."

2014-07-01 05:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay.  Then - yes, if two days is safely possible."

He does not look comfortable with this, but he is sucking it up because he kind of owes Isabella and his alt after the whole - accidental murder thing.

2014-07-01 05:21 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, I'd recommend eating and getting some water after about a day, but apart from that there shouldn't be any disaster."

2014-07-01 05:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Mm.  A day, I wake up to eat, drink, and use the privy, and then you put me under for another day?"

2014-07-01 05:22 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Sure."

2014-07-01 05:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He retrieves two keys, and holds them out to his two new guests. "Feel free to raid my food. If you'd like, I can also hand you money to buy what you'd like."

2014-07-01 05:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin takes one key and inspects it. It looks like it's made of glass and only vaguely shaped like a key at all.

"... Sure," he says, because he can't scry it to figure out how it works. "Money for food sounds fine."

2014-07-01 05:31 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"In what respect is this a key?" asks Isabella.

2014-07-01 05:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"In that if it's on your person, you can enter my house." He glances at Lynn. "It'll also only work for the two of you, by the way. Because 'magic,'" he adds, dryly. "As you would put it."

2014-07-01 05:33 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay."  Isabella tucks it into a fold of silk.

2014-07-01 05:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin pockets his, as well.

2014-07-01 05:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Thank you for your services, Lynn. Er, ghost-Adarin, what would you -" Pause. "He would like to have a mage play cards with him or something, to alleviate boredom. He says if it's not Lynn the only people that come to mind are Zeviana and - someone named Xiara?"

2014-07-01 05:37 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"A Xiara came to Chamomile a while ago.  With some ghosts.  I don't know if she'd still be alive, here, and there isn't yet a complete portal chain to let her visit."

2014-07-01 05:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mm. I don't know anyone of that name and I know just about every mage here. Ghosts don't interact well with mirrors. Well, it was an idea. I'll see if I can find someone, regardless."

2014-07-01 05:41 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Thank you."

2014-07-01 05:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Thank you," her husband agrees.

2014-07-01 05:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




The elderly alt doesn't think it would be a good idea to say 'you're welcome,' so he doesn't.  But he does nod.

"Now, inside, to hand you money, embrace my inner glutton by eating, and then sleeping for another day."Edited   2014-07-01 05:46 (UTC)


2014-07-01 05:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods and gets up.

2014-07-01 05:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




As does Adarin. He looks at Lynn. "Thanks for the - history lesson."

2014-07-01 05:48 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"You're welcome," she replies. "I will remain out here for a little while, playing cards with - the other you." She glances at his alt. "The other, other you."

2014-07-01 05:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"And thank you for that, too."

2014-07-01 05:50 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"And - let me know if he wants to talk to me.  Please."

2014-07-01 05:50 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"Of course. You'll know if I crash through a wall after trying and failing at the door."Edited   2014-07-01 05:52 (UTC)


2014-07-01 05:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing






"Let's not. Say we did."

2014-07-01 05:53 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




Lynn snorts. "That was a joke. I've heard of knocking."

2014-07-01 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Isabella snorts.

2014-07-01 05:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Miracles truly do exist."

And then, house-ward!

2014-07-01 05:54 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Hello, Terrible Adarin's House.

2014-07-01 05:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




The house would say hello right back, and then insist that it is not terrible just for being associated with its owner.  But it can't.  Because it is a house.

Terrible Adarin retrieves money, and then offers it to his alt and his alt's wife.

2014-07-01 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella accepts it.

"Restaurant recommendations?" she inquires dryly.

2014-07-01 05:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"A few." He rattles off the names of a few places to eat, gives some recommendations for what to have while there, and then gives some basic directions for how to get to each.

2014-07-01 18:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Naturally, his alt recognizes exactly zero of them. "Thank you," he says, because he's pretty sure he is completely useless as a guide here.

2014-07-01 18:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella jots down notes.  "Right then.  Lunch, love?"

2014-07-01 18:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure, is there something you'd like to try while we're here?"

2014-07-01 18:46 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"The fish sounds good."

2014-07-01 18:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Then we'll go with that," says Adarin, looking just a teensy bit like he's completely in love.

2014-07-01 18:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




His alt does not say a word.

But he does have opinions.

2014-07-01 18:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




There is a pause as both Adarins consider each other. And then completely out of the blue, the younger one says, "Forty-three point eight."Edited   2014-07-01 18:55 (UTC)


2014-07-01 18:53 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Huh?"

2014-07-01 18:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense






"What, really?"

2014-07-01 18:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes. I love my wife very much."

2014-07-01 18:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"And you're not spelled or drugged or anything?"Edited   2014-07-01 18:57 (UTC)


2014-07-01 18:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Nope."

2014-07-01 18:58 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Did you assign a medium-sized number to how much you're in love with me?"

2014-07-01 18:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Her husband snickers. "Uh - not quite, but sort of?"

2014-07-01 18:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, what is it then?"

2014-07-01 19:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"In summary?  How well you work with him, how he feels about your actions and opinions in general, how effectively you are helpful to the world, and, of course, how he feels about you." Pause. "Forty-three point eight is an extremely high number in the scale we're using. If you hadn't guessed."

2014-07-01 19:12 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Awww."  She nuzzles her Adarin.

2014-07-01 19:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He snuggles her right back. "I'll break down the why for you later if you like."

2014-07-01 19:14 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm curious."

2014-07-01 19:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"That's a yes, then."

2014-07-01 19:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Mmm-hm.  I am afraid I don't assign numbers to these things or I'd return the favor."

2014-07-01 19:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"It's quite all right. I am aware that I'm a bit weird."

2014-07-01 19:18 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Just a little.  I love you."

2014-07-01 19:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I love you, too." Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-07-01 19:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Snuggle.

"Lunch," she prompts, presently.

2014-07-01 19:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Lunch!"

2014-07-01 19:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Not to worry," drawls the third wheel, "I will not be joining you, I have some work to do before I am put to sleep."

2014-07-01 19:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"We'll be back in a bit," Isabella says.  "Don't do anything mana-intensive, please."

2014-07-01 19:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That would defy the entire purpose of magically induced sleep to speed up your return to your plane, certainly. I'll refrain."

Off he goes to do - stuff.  And things.

2014-07-01 19:23 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




And off go the extraplanar visitors to eat fish.

2014-07-01 19:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Exciting!

"So, which part of the number would you like explained? Just, all of it?"

2014-07-01 19:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"All of it," confirms Isabella.

2014-07-01 19:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Okay," he laughs. "Let's see... First, you get a point for being sentient and also alive. Everyone gets that one, because there is a such thing as negative numbers and I don't like reducing people to that just because they personally annoy me. Zero's easier to work with, one is slightly nicer." Pause. "Anyway, seven point six for intellect and being part of the church of common sense. Twelve because you have damn good work on pointing that sort of thing in the right direction and - actually sticking to it when you had the chance to enact it. Three point five for being systematic and organized. Three point one for having magic, one point one for having skill with it, and most importantly, four point seven for using it, properly, for good things. Two because you're doing all of the fantastic things you're doing in the - right way. That probably sounds like 'doing good things' but I mean - you could be doing good things in the wrong sort of way. And you aren't."

He looks embarrassed. "This next one's a bit weird to explain because there are lots and lots of numbers that lead to its sum and it's also kind of emotional rather than entirely logical, but - seven point four.  Because we're married and there are various reasons for why that has occurred. I don't even know how I'd begin to explain that one, it would take some time. And then, you got an added one point four because you resurrected me and I dislike being dead."Edited   2014-07-07 06:10 (UTC)


2014-07-07 06:8 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"How do you come by these values?" asks Isabella, who has written them all down.  "Why is having magic three point one instead of, say, three, or six, or something?"

2014-07-07 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Comparison of - how important things are in my head in relation to other things. If you're curious, the measuring point here is the token point for being alive and sentient. Because I had to pick something to measure this all by."

2014-07-07 06:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"So having magic is three and a bit times more important than being sapient?  Is my portal bag, being magic, three and a bit times more important than some random nonmagical person?"

2014-07-07 06:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It sounds really bad when you say it like that," laughs Adarin "The portal bag itself, no, it's like a - point two or something, it's useful but not irreplaceable. I mean that you have magic that can be used for useful things and that is a valuable resource that can be used for other purposes. For example, helping sapient people."

2014-07-07 06:26 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I use my portal bag for that, too," she points out.

2014-07-07 06:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, but it can be replaced. It's just one singular thing that is useful, it is not a thing that makes other useful things. It's useful, but it's not the one that's resurrecting the dead, it's just helping a bit with that."

2014-07-07 06:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Your number system is cute and so are you.  I love you."

2014-07-07 06:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Thanks! I love you, too.  I didn't make it to be cute, but I'm not complaining that it is!"

2014-07-07 06:37 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"The exact mechanism isn't so much cute, the fact that it has such exact mechanisms is cute."

2014-07-07 06:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He snickers. "I like being precise and exact! It's a bit less - nailed down to numbers in my head, you were easy to do because I think about you a lot. So I don't have to look through the metaphorical filing cabinet. Other people I'd have to poke my head a bit to come up with exact numbers.  I could easily ballpark it, but not to - decimal points."

2014-07-07 06:40 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella picks up his hand and kisses it, eyes sparkling.

2014-07-07 06:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin smiles back, looking embarrassed. "The comparisons themselves don't bother you?"

2014-07-07 06:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Why would it, am I missing something?"

2014-07-07 06:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, but I mean - Ana would be upset if I told her that there was something in my head that made me care about how good you are at fixing things in comparison to being hopelessly in love with you."

2014-07-07 06:51 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Why?"

2014-07-07 06:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"The fact that it has a higher number in the math problem. I don't think she cares that I find it important, I think she would care that I find it - more important than just being in love with you."

2014-07-07 07:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, I mean, you're in love with me for reasons, you were not shot at by a cherub with questionable morals."

2014-07-07 07:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He laughs. "Yeah. I would be so confused if that happened, my math problem would be confused at reasonless love."

2014-07-07 07:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What would happen if you were shot at by such a cherub, do you have an algorithm with enough plasticity to handle that?"

2014-07-07 07:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I... Have no idea.  I hope I'd be able to handle it?  It's - not the sort of situation I've been in, before."

2014-07-07 07:7 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"We have found some interesting things in the multiverse so far and I am suddenly quite nervous."

2014-07-07 07:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject






"As am I," he murmurs, and then he snuggles her.

2014-07-07 07:11 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Snuggle.

"I have no idea how my birth blessing will hold up against anything offworld that it ought not to agree with.  And you don't even have one."

2014-07-07 07:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Snuggle.

"I think we should - not mess with other planes for a while after - this whole debacle."

2014-07-07 07:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"How long a while?  I think the letter-sending thing will help..."

2014-07-07 07:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"I have no idea. But just - I'm remembering how scary other planes can be."

2014-07-07 07:26 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.

2014-07-07 07:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I love you," he assures, quietly. "And we have - projects to work on in the meanwhile. So it's not like we won't be doing anything."

2014-07-07 07:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes, but I'm sort of worried there are more Bells in states somewhat more urgent than 'already dead' who could benefit from help..."

2014-07-07 07:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Wince. "True, we can - check?"

2014-07-07 07:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Realistically, sweetie, if you find more I'm going to want to pay them visits regardless of whether they're in dire straits at that moment or not."

2014-07-07 07:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He laughs, a little. "Fair enough. More methods to - figure out what we're jumping into before we go, though?"

2014-07-07 07:38 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes.  Lots of prep.  Second portal bag.  Maybe anchor the next search on female Zevianas on the assumption they'll have Adarins, and see if that entices her to join us on the trip so there's emergency mana to be had."

2014-07-07 07:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Nod. "Agreed. I - know you don't like him, but my older alt could do the same. As an extra battery."

2014-07-07 08:4 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"He can work off his debt to society," mutters Isabella.  "Well, no, that's not fair, I imagine society owes him, but his debt to us."

2014-07-07 08:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah. Just a bit."

2014-07-07 08:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Snuggle.

2014-07-07 08:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle.

"On the - bright side. We can probably raid his library.  Once my magic's back."

2014-07-07 08:24 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, that will be nice."

2014-07-07 08:24 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Very. Part of me is tempted to get nerdy about the shield he used. Morbid as that is."

2014-07-07 08:26 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"A little."

2014-07-07 08:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Snuggle. He looks pensive, but doesn't say what's on his mind.

He misses his magic.  He feels naked without it.Edited   2014-07-07 08:29 (UTC)


2014-07-07 08:28 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"At some point we're probably going to have to discuss the thing we are presently not saying out loud."

2014-07-07 16:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah," sighs her husband. "Should - that be now, or do we wait?"

2014-07-07 18:0 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well - certainly it shouldn't occur now, the conversation - I don't know."

2014-07-07 18:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I meant the conversation," he winces, paling a little. "Not - that."

2014-07-07 18:4 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella squeezes him.

"Maybe not out in public, it'd sound weird.  We could go back to your terrible alt's house and I can send him to sleep and then we can - talk."

2014-07-07 18:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Adarin nods. "Yeah. We should - probably also start going by the nicknames, actually. We picked them out and haven't used them once."

2014-07-07 18:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, you and I have them, but Iobel and Edarial don't and neither does your terrible alt."

2014-07-07 18:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah, and my terrible alt's the one who really needs it - we should ask when we're done with lunch."

2014-07-07 18:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella nods.  "Any guesses what he'll pick?"

2014-07-07 18:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






"The first things to pop into my head are kind of mean, I don't think they would be things that he would pick."

2014-07-07 18:21 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yeah," snorts Isabella.

2014-07-07 18:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"The only non-rude thing that comes to mind is Silver, because his hair's not white, but if we ever meet an older me again I don't think that'll work."

2014-07-07 18:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  Although since it's just plain a hair color in Edarial's case it's an open question if white hair darkens to gray there, or if it will do in other worlds.  But I suppose if there's two Kystles there could be a dozen."

2014-07-07 18:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I don't know if I should see that as a good thing or personally terrifying. That there could be a dozen Kystles."

2014-07-07 18:29 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, maybe we could catch some of them early.  Head off the invasion."

2014-07-07 18:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"That'd be nice," he says wistfully.

2014-07-07 18:31 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Of course, we might also run into some where you haven't been born yet, and I have no idea how you'd want to respond to that situation."

2014-07-07 18:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... I have no idea, either. The events that lead to my conception are kind of terrible, so - I am torn between wanting an alt of me to actually be born and also preventing that."

2014-07-07 18:36 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Is there a good way to prevent it?  ...Also, what happens if we find a you when you're a kid."

2014-07-07 18:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Uh... I'm not sure if there's a good way, considering - my mother. But the obvious is to keep Nereus away from my mother and hope that keeps her non-murderous. Or - well. Killing her." He winces, then recovers. "If we find me when I'm a kid, that's a bit more straightforward. Snatch him and his sibling out of the hands of terrible guardians, find a Veron to be a dad at them both, squirrel all three of them away to Chamomile or something."Edited   2014-07-07 18:40 (UTC)


2014-07-07 18:40 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Does it seem likely that keeping Nereus away from her would help?"

2014-07-07 18:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain






"It would prevent her from - killing lots of people upon his death, but I've never interacted with her from before she met him.  Apparently she was more docile before. But that could be wistful thinking."

2014-07-07 18:45 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"And something else could theoretically set her off, anyway."

2014-07-07 18:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah," he sighs. "That's depressing."

2014-07-07 18:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Squeeze.

2014-07-07 18:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle. "We'll figure something out."

2014-07-07 18:58 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"As it comes up," agrees Isabella.  "Versions of me tend to have unobjectionable childhoods - so far, and parentally speaking; Spring would have needed some help if we'd found her in her original world - so that's not nearly as much of a worry."

2014-07-07 18:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I'm glad," he murmurs. "I like - versions of you consistently having unobjectionable childhoods."

2014-07-07 19:2 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Parentally speaking," repeats Isabella.  "You might have been asleep when - Spring was born into slavery.  She was still in it when she found the magic that gave her the door that let her into Pantheon."

2014-07-07 19:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






Wince. "Ah."

2014-07-07 19:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"But nothing that would be particularly awkward to deal with - delicate, maybe, but not a moral conundrum.  All we'd have had to do would be, you know, steal her."

2014-07-07 19:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yeah," he agrees. "And then work from there."

2014-07-07 19:6 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yeah.  We should probably establish contact with her original world, at some point.  There's been plenty of time for things to change and we already know it's populated."

2014-07-07 19:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He nods. "I'll look for it. When - everything's settled."

2014-07-07 19:16 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yeah."

Squeeze.

2014-07-07 19:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Snuggle. "I love you."

2014-07-07 19:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I love you too."

2014-07-07 19:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




They reach the described restaurant - the outside of it is rather plain, blending in to the rest of the city. The inside is another story, however. The walls have a patterned scale-like texture to them, subtly iridescent and vaguely reminiscent of fish scales. In proper lighting it might look a bit gaudy, but with no sunlight to interfere the restaurant can just always have moody lighting. Little glass baubles hang from the ceiling, some of them giving off the only light present, others reflecting it and in the right light, looking like stars. 

"... Huh," says Adarin.

2014-07-07 20:29 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Oh, nice decor."

2014-07-07 20:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Very. I'm glad you chose seafood."

2014-07-07 20:32 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"For all we know the other restaurants are even prettier."

Lunch ensues.

2014-07-07 20:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"True," he snickers. "We could have picked the plain one. If we picked the plain one that would make me sad."

Lunch! Most of the foods are strange and foreign, but Adarin recognizes at least three and recommends one of them to his wife.

2014-07-07 20:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We can try another one for dinner..."  Isabella accepts his recommendation.

2014-07-07 20:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"True. Though if it's horrifically gaudy, we can stick to seafood."

Adarin orders something else that he actually knows. He is not feeling adventurous just yet.

2014-07-07 20:42 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I imagine seafood for every meal for days would get wearing."

2014-07-07 20:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's a good thing we're not going to be here long, isn't it?"

2014-07-07 20:43 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yes.  Not that I'm looking forward to the immediate activity when we get home, either, but - then we'll get to settle down."

2014-07-07 20:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He winces, and nods. "I - if it is extremely distressing I can - not... Do that."

2014-07-07 20:45 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yambe Akka's bones it's distressing, but - temporarily.  I don't want you to have to do without your magic if I can fix it."

2014-07-07 20:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Okay." Adarin takes her hand. "I can just be - ordinary person the husband if it's - that bad."

He does not look like he wants to, though.

2014-07-07 20:49 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Sweetie, I'll deal.  I'm not going to pretend to be completely easy about it, but I'll deal, if the alethiometer says I have the spell right it'll only be a few minutes."

2014-07-07 20:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"All right," he murmurs. "Because I will - give up - give up magic if it's better for you."

2014-07-07 20:53 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella picks up his hand and presses her lips to his knuckles.

"I'm not asking any such thing.  Besides," she adds wryly, "hardly fair to your ghost."

2014-07-07 20:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's really not," he agrees. "But you're my priority, and you're his, too, so."

2014-07-07 20:57 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"In large part because I am nice and considerate, I think.  Much too nice and considerate to make my - currently divided quantity of husband - go without magic because I'm wibbly about a step in the process."

2014-07-07 20:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain





"Thank you. I love you, so much."Edited   2014-07-07 20:59 (UTC)


2014-07-07 20:59 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella kisses his hand again.  "I love you too, sweetie."

2014-07-07 21:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He smiles at her, a bit.


"... Do we have to get remarried, now?" he muses.

2014-07-07 21:3 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm pretty sure we are still married," she giggles.

2014-07-07 21:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh, good, because I liked our wedding. It was nice, but the hassle was annoying.  Let's not do that again."Edited   2014-07-07 21:05 (UTC)


2014-07-07 21:5 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"If you want, we could do a renewing-our-vows, nice and private and low-hassle."

2014-07-07 21:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Hmmmmm," he muses. "Maybe. Did we have a 'Til Death Do Us Part' clause in the vows? Do we need to renew them?"

2014-07-07 21:8 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Now that's a likely unprecedented use of the concept."

2014-07-07 21:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Veron wasn't at our wedding, either, but getting vows renewed seems a little silly. Hmmm."

2014-07-07 21:10 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Well, he could come to the renewal."

2014-07-07 21:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Okay," he says whimsically. "You've convinced me, at the renewal we get to specifically mention that death does not part us, screw that, let's be properly immortal."

2014-07-07 21:13 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Yes.  Proper immortality.  We can invite our alts.  Maybe not the terrible one.  I will leave the invitation of the terrible one up to you."

2014-07-07 21:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I may or may not invite him, I'm not sure, yet. Would that be okay for Iobel and Edarial?  They were annoyed at us for flaunting, and this is going to be a very flaunty event."

2014-07-07 21:15 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, they don't have to come."

2014-07-07 21:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"True. Invitations out of niceness, then."

2014-07-07 21:16 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Mm-hm.  But besides alts and immediate family let's not overdo it, we don't want the hassle again."

2014-07-07 21:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Agreed, the hassle was annoying.  Worth it, worth every minute of it, but - annoying."

2014-07-07 21:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Hence, do-over."

2014-07-07 21:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes," he laughs. "Do-over."

2014-07-07 21:22 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"But if this one turns out to be annoying too please don't die yet again just to get another shot.  It is legal to do vow renewals as often as one likes without intervening mortality."

2014-07-07 21:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Of course, of course."

He snickers. "How would I even explain that? 'I'm sorry, dear, but I wanted to marry you again so obviously I had to die first.'"

2014-07-07 21:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"It wouldn't go over well."

2014-07-07 21:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"No, and I wouldn't blame you in the slightest for that. If I think that is an intelligent thing to do, hit me over the head with something, because it's either an imposter or mind control."

2014-07-07 21:27 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Please do not be impostored or mind controlled.  This would also not go over well."

2014-07-07 21:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I solemnly swear to do my best to prevent both."

2014-07-07 21:29 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Good."

Is that their seafood?"

2014-07-07 21:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




It is!  Look at it, all on a plate and food-shaped and everything.

Also delicious.  It is that, too.

2014-07-07 21:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Your terrible alt is not terrible at restaurant recommendations."

2014-07-07 21:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"He isn't! If he were I would be annoyed with him, and then probably commandeer his kitchen to make something edible."

2014-07-07 21:35 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




At length, they are fed, and walk back to Terrible Adarin's House.  Isabella opens the door.

2014-07-07 21:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




And there is Terrible Adarin. Sitting, eating a modest little meal.

"Hello," he says, glancing up.

2014-07-07 21:40 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Hello.  Nice seafood place.  Let me know when you want to go to sleep."

2014-07-07 21:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Certainly. I've arranged things so your husband's ghost will not be lonely, I'm just eating before sleep."

2014-07-07 21:42 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Thank you.  Who's keeping him company?"

2014-07-07 21:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"A few people that owe me favors. They're all very nice, one of them volunteered when she heard the situation."

2014-07-07 21:44 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay, good.  You need a nickname, by the way."

2014-07-07 21:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait






"I protest to being called 'Ada' or 'Addy-kins,'" he says dryly.

2014-07-07 21:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm not that upset with you," snorts Cypress.

2014-07-07 21:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Ours - well, mine is sort of lying in wait until another Isabella-proper turns up - are Ice for me and Cypress for him."

2014-07-07 21:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Hm," he says, and then after a short pause, "Prime."

2014-07-07 21:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... 'Prime'?"

2014-07-07 21:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Because I am in the Prime of my life," drawls the newly nicknamed Adarin.

2014-07-07 21:53 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Ah, ironic nicknames.  Is that going to be a trend?"

2014-07-07 21:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I have no idea. It vaguely amuses me, another alt might not feel like being ironic, though. I couldn't say."

2014-07-07 21:56 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Prime it is."

2014-07-07 21:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Exciting."

2014-07-07 22:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Less confusing, that's the important part."

2014-07-07 22:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"That, as well."

2014-07-07 22:3 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Edarial can just keep 'Edarial' for the time being unless that's a recurring variation, but Iobel should pick something, I suppose, I wonder if she's gotten anywhere on that."

2014-07-07 22:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"If all else fails, call her, 'Hey, you.'"

2014-07-07 22:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think I'd go for 'cat lady' first."

2014-07-07 22:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I won't ask what earned her that one for fear of disappointment."

2014-07-07 22:6 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"She has a cat."

2014-07-07 22:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Alas, disappointment. I'd expected thirty cats, or her being part cat, or living in a giant cat floating in space."

2014-07-07 22:8 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The cat is her familiar, and having him allows her to cast spells."

2014-07-07 22:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Interesting." Pause. "It's non-transferable, isn't it. No trips to the pet shop for an extra set of magic?"

2014-07-07 22:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, you need a spirit animal for it. Only people from the plane have one."

2014-07-07 22:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I wish I could say I was surprised, but." He looks up in a skyward direction. "No, universe, you'll not drive me to drinking. Console yourself somehow, this behavior is getting embarrassing."

2014-07-07 22:14 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We may yet find transferable magic," says Isabella encouragingly.  "I mean, I guess Pantheon magic is transferable.  Just not horizontally, you have to get gods to like you."

2014-07-07 22:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"How long does that take on average?"

2014-07-07 22:17 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"For me, not long, but I was resurrecting their deceased acolytes."

2014-07-07 22:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Then maybe I can placate them with a large showy display of magic."

2014-07-07 22:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress does not comment. Conspicuously.

2014-07-07 22:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility






"Sorry," apologizes Prime.

2014-07-07 22:22 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Well, you can introduce yourself, at any rate, once you make us a portal back to the mountain Spring is living on now."

2014-07-07 22:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly.  Speaking of which -" He finishes the last of his meal. "- everything's taken care of.  To sleep, then?"

2014-07-07 22:26 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mm-hm.  But presumably not at your kitchen table."

2014-07-07 22:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"As enjoyable as it would be to have my face become acquainted with its surface, no. Bedroom."

He gets up to go there! Presumably Isabella and Cypress will follow.

2014-07-07 22:29 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Well, Isabella does.  Cypress is technically superfluous.

2014-07-07 22:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He is, but he is going to supervise anyway. Because, wife. With an alt that killed him.  It's an absurd thing to worry about, considering that Prime's an alt of himself and the entire affair was an accident, but. Wife.

2014-07-07 22:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




And then they are at Prime's bedroom, it's not like it was a long walk.

"Is the sleep instant, or can I ask you to spell me here and I crawl into bed by my own power?"

2014-07-07 22:36 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It will take effect instantly when I'm through the poem."

2014-07-07 22:37 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"Okay," he shrugs, and he opens the door with a murmured, 'Boop.'

The room itself is nice, and well kept, though it looks like recently things have become rather messy - papers left on the desk when they could be neatly stacked, books not returned to the nearby bookshelf, that sort of thing.  It's still nice, and there are curious and obviously magical things just - around.

Prime takes off his shoes and sits on the bed. "All right, ready."

2014-07-07 22:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella recites the poem.  This one rhymes and she actually learned it to a tune, as a lullaby, so bits of singsong creep into the casting.

2014-07-07 22:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Prime doesn't comment on the singsong quality, though he does look faintly amused.

And then, flop. He's out like a light.

2014-07-07 22:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella backs out of the room politely.

2014-07-07 22:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress follows, and closes the door behind them.

"Well. At least I'm not in danger of being boring when I'm five hundred."

2014-07-07 22:47 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Were you expecting to be?"

2014-07-07 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"No, but it's nice to know, anyway."

2014-07-07 22:48 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Isabella giggles.

2014-07-07 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress smiles at his wife.

"Though, pass on looking older. You'll be ageless and witchy, I might as well try to match."

2014-07-07 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That's built into all applicable spells, sweetie."

2014-07-07 22:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Exactly, so I am making arguments that support my state of being," he teases.

2014-07-07 22:51 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Vanity, or admiration for my spell designs?"

2014-07-07 22:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"One of those, surely."

2014-07-07 22:53 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella giggles again.

2014-07-07 22:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Because his wife is cute, Cypress decides that she may get a peck.  On the nose.

2014-07-07 22:55 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Eeeeheeheehee!

2014-07-07 22:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"You're adorable," he declares, happily.

He's not stalling about talking about that one thing.  Nope.  Not at all.

2014-07-07 22:59 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yes.  I am."

2014-07-07 22:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"And I love you."

2014-07-07 23:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And I think we had," she sighs, "better find someplace comfy to sit, and - talk."

2014-07-07 23:3 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He nods - the couch, the couch will work just fine.

Cypress goes to it and sits, and then he holds out his arms so they can cuddle while talking about his impending death.

2014-07-07 23:4 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




She snuggles up into the provided embrace.

"Basic questions are when and how and what to advertise to whom.  Answer to the first is 'when I have a spell for it, good and alethiometer-confirmed'.  Thoughts on the other two?"

2014-07-07 23:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"How - I... Don't know. Something painless, preferably. Advertising - Ana will be annoyed with me if I don't tell her. She'll want to know. Veron might, as well, but not as - strongly."

2014-07-07 23:9 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You're a little too covered in protective tattoos for a death spell, and even if you weren't - well, anyway, it'll have to be something else."

2014-07-07 23:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"You don't have to see," murmurs Adarin. "We'll - not make it a death spell, it'll be something else."

2014-07-07 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"What, though?  I'm not keen on being questioned by the police about what I need a lot of morphine for."

2014-07-07 23:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




Wince. "... I'd say my brand of magic, but that's - either my sister would have to do it, or Prime."

2014-07-07 23:15 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"I can't say I'm thrilled with either option.  But then that's probably the wrong standard."

2014-07-07 23:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You are allowed to have opinions on - things. These things, in particular."

Snuggles. All of the snuggles.

2014-07-07 23:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes, but hoping for the opinion to be anything approaching 'thrilled' is excess optimism."

Snuggle.

2014-07-07 23:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




He snickers, a little. "I was not expecting you to be thrilled about any of this. Do - you want me to handle things and just deal with it myself so you don't have to think about it?"

2014-07-07 23:18 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I don't want to make you do it alone.  I mean, hell, you're the one who's going to have to actually go through it all, my distress is at least seventy percent empathy."

2014-07-07 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I'm - well, I died once, and I don't think a second time will compare to the first."

2014-07-07 23:22 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Squeeze.

"And I was in ignorance beyond Path's transferred anxiety at the time, so we've already tried it that way once, let's see if it's any better the other."

2014-07-07 23:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Okay," he murmurs. Squeeze. 

"... I mean, I think if I didn't think about it and just - bam, dead, I don't think I would care, but it's the planning that's bothering me."

2014-07-07 23:24 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I don't think I have it in me to plan a sneak attack."Edited   2014-07-07 23:25 (UTC)


2014-07-07 23:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, no, I'm not - love, I'm not going to ask you to do that, heavens no."

2014-07-07 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Snuggle.

"No other ways around the planning step come to mind."

2014-07-07 23:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject






"Yeah," he sighs. "So, planning now, or - when we get back?"

2014-07-07 23:27 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




She pets his hair.  "Well, we're already talking about it.  Do you want to have to start this conversation twice?"

2014-07-07 23:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Good point. Okay - a way to - quietly kill me quickly and painlessly without alerting the police."

Pause. "... All of my answers to that keep coming up as 'magic,' that is upsetting."Edited   2014-07-07 23:32 (UTC)


2014-07-07 23:30 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Some herbs I can get without arousing particular suspicion are poisonous but I don't think any of them are painless."

2014-07-07 23:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Adarin shudders, a little. "No thanks, I'll - avoid that."

2014-07-07 23:35 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Yeah.  Fuck."

2014-07-07 23:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival






"My sister would be so much better at this."

2014-07-07 23:37 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Well, we can ask her, I guess."

2014-07-07 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"We can," he sighs. "Should we?"

2014-07-07 23:39 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"You said she'd want to be told anyway, so that's not a separate conversation starter, there's that."

2014-07-07 23:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




He nods. "Now, or - some other time?"

2014-07-07 23:40 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"This - seems like it should be in-person news, in case she wants to hug you or something."

2014-07-07 23:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Another nod.  Then snuggles.

2014-07-07 23:48 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Snuggles.  Yes.

2014-07-07 23:49 (UTC)





Second Plague

Painting





darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Prime wakes up a day later, takes care of some business that includes checking up on how Cypress's ghost is being treated, making sure ex-demon hunters are not killing anyone, having a brief chat with his father and a hug, and other general administrative and personal affairs. Then, brief meal, and back to sleep.

It's uneventful. Cypress and Ice go to several more restaurants (most of which are pretty, in interesting and unique ways) and return to Prime's home to snuggle and - forget about the events that'll transpire when they get home. Cypress misses Vernaia, he tolerates her being away from him but just gone entirely is - it obviously bothers him. He'd suggest going the way of Prime and spending the next day in sleep, but he can't ask it of his wife. He snuggles her, instead, and they distract each other from the things that are obviously wrong.

Then, completely predictably, Prime wakes up.  He checks his mana stores. He gets notes from Cypress and casts the language spell, since it's cheap.

"Ready," he informs, when he has recovered enough from three days of near non-stop sleep to be reasonably awake and functional. He has a spot picked out for the portal, already. He does a bit of writing in his own book of cheat sheets, and then the empty wall by the front door gets - what looks like a painting. Specifically, a painting of the other side of the portal - Pantheon. It looks like a painting, too, not like a photograph. If someone looks closely, they can see what looks to be brush strokes, and little hints of mess here and there.

He touches the portal, murmurs "Pantheon" and then it shifts. To something more - real, lifelike. Like you could step through it to the other side.

"Done.  After you?"

2014-07-07 19:56









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Neat trick," remarks Isabella.  "Is the ghost here, will he be able to follow okay?"

2014-07-08 00:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"He is right over there, he'll be following through just fine, I made it very ghost friendly."

2014-07-08 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Thank you."

2014-07-08 00:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"It's the least I can do."

2014-07-08 00:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella decides confirming that yes, it is that, would be a bit much.

She steps through.

2014-07-08 00:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Here is Spring, with a book.  "Hi, Isabella."

2014-07-08 00:17 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




And there is Idania, floating upside down four feet in the air. Also reading a book.

"Hey, Isabella and magic nap man!" she says, brightly. "And other person I don't know!"

2014-07-08 00:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Hi," says Cypress, somewhere between amused by the scene and trying not to be bothered by being described by something he technically doesn't have anymore.

2014-07-08 00:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"This other person is the Adarin alt we were on our way through here to see," explains Isabella.  "His name is also Adarin, so for disambiguation, mine is Cypress and the old one is Prime."

2014-07-08 00:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, nice to meet you, Prime, I don't look it but I'm one of her," Spring gestures at Isabella, "and my name's Ayabel but you can call me Spring."

2014-07-08 00:22 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"And I'm Idania. But so far it's just been me, so - no fancy nicknames, I'm special and unique."

2014-07-08 00:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Hello," he says, inclining his head. "It's nice to meet you, too."

He does not comment on Idania's upside down status, but he does smile faintly.

2014-07-08 00:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Just passing through, or visiting?"

2014-07-08 00:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Visiting, I am sadly not fulfilling today's weirdness quota, so of course I need to go chat up some literal gods."Edited   2014-07-08 00:29 (UTC)


2014-07-08 00:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Do you want to play a board game with me and Rae? He's a god, I don't think it's weird but other people do."

2014-07-08 00:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)







Prime glances at Ice and Cypress. "If I'm not needed elsewhere, certainly."

2014-07-08 00:30 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Just - make sure the ghost follows us through the Chamomile portal, and then you can play board games with deities.  One deity.  Spring, I will give you the full story later if Prime doesn't."  Isabella makes for the Chamomile portal.

2014-07-08 00:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"I will tell her the full story," he agrees, reasonably. "And yes, he is following you just fine."

2014-07-08 00:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




As is Cypress.

"Sorry for the lack of small talk," he says to Idania and Spring, "I would just like to get home as soon as possible."Edited   2014-07-08 00:35 (UTC)


2014-07-08 00:34 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Home goes the witch with both sections of her spouse.

2014-07-08 00:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"She was seriously nettled."

2014-07-08 00:37 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Yeah, uh -" Idania glances at Prime, then frowns. She noticed the vaguely guilty look. "Wait, what did you do?"

2014-07-08 00:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Accidentally killed her husband," sighs Prime.

2014-07-08 00:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel






"Thaaaat may explain the 'ghost' bit?  But why would he have a ghost if he is also alive again thanks to her highly useful magic?"

2014-07-08 00:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"He lost his magic in the process of the resurrection and also his daemon. They are going to fix that."

2014-07-08 00:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"Erg," is the response Idania makes. It's enough to make her flip back right side up and land. "Yikes, okay then."

2014-07-08 00:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I guess one disadvantage of do-your-own-detail-work magic is going to be - unexpected side effects.  We don't have ghosts, do we?"

2014-07-08 00:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"I mean like, superstitious people sometimes talk about it, but they've got dandruff and bits of string as proof, so - no.  I'm going with no."

2014-07-08 00:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"When a magic user of my type dies," sighs Prime, "they leave a ghost, basically the manifestation of the part of them with magic. And, of course, only mages can see or hear them."

2014-07-08 00:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"That... is interesting."

2014-07-08 00:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"In an academic sense, fascinating, but in the personal sense - somewhat distressing."

2014-07-08 00:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Yyyyes.  We woke up without our magic, too, but - got it back pretty quickly."

2014-07-08 00:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Yeah," sighs Prime. "It's - there's a method to fix it, apparently. But it can't be done here or at my home, so I needed to make a portal here."Edited   2014-07-08 00:57 (UTC)


2014-07-08 00:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Weren't they - oh - got it," says Spring.  "How do you accidentally kill your alt?"

2014-07-08 01:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Thirty-seven hours with no sleep and an absurdly complicated shield. Also five centuries worth of paranoia."

2014-07-08 01:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"... Uh that's about half of an answer, but okay. You were paranoid, trapped him, and messed up on a thing doing that and that killed him?" clarifies Idania.Edited   2014-07-08 01:04 (UTC)


2014-07-08 01:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Yes," sighs Prime. "That."

2014-07-08 01:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I can see why Isabella would be nettled, then.  Well.  Welcome to Pantheon, although I'm not actually from here originally."

2014-07-08 01:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I am, though.  I found her in a magic bar."

2014-07-08 01:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)







"Naturally," drawls Prime. "Where else would you meet people from other planes, but a magic bar."

2014-07-08 01:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I was surprised, although not flabbergasted.  My original world's magic is unpredictable and there isn't a known limit to what it can do."

2014-07-08 01:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"... Directionless, or can you aim it?"

2014-07-08 01:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It's locations, called 'magics'.  Things that go in them get randomly magicked.  It's not something you do to yourself unless you're suicidally desperate, since it is many times more likely to turn you into something you'd sooner not be than to do anything more useful, let alone unambiguously useful.  I was extremely lucky.  The people I was with when I fell in were not."

2014-07-08 01:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story






"Well I always need more new material for my fondest nightmares."

2014-07-08 01:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"You are unlikely to fall into any magics here.  You'd have to go to Tayane."

2014-07-08 01:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"I figured," he agrees. "But they continue to exist and people get - randomly magicked. That in itself is horrifying."

2014-07-08 01:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"Yeah, also it has slavery and is basically terrible."

2014-07-08 01:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Charming."

He sounds anything but charmed.

2014-07-08 01:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"There's fences around the magics.  I'm less concerned with the fact that maybe five people a year get magicked than with the fact that larger numbers of them suffer from diseases that I could now heal with a touch, among other things.  So eventually I want a portal back there to shake some things up and possibly install some Perinixu holy water and see if it takes."

2014-07-08 01:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Would you like me to look for it, when I have not recently made a portal and have mana to work with?"

2014-07-08 01:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"That sounds likely faster than waiting for Ice and Cypress to come back."

2014-07-08 01:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Probably," agrees Prime. "Though maybe it'll take an afternoon and they'll be back before - I don't know, dinner or something."

2014-07-08 01:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I got the impression her spells took more development time than that."

2014-07-08 03:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"As did I, but I try and nurse the tender half-dead thorny bush that is my optimism where I can."

2014-07-08 03:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"You do not seem particularly similar to Cypress.  Maybe Rae can confirm for sure when he gets here for board games."

2014-07-08 03:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I doubt it's a mistake, five hundred years is just a very long time. He's - what I would be if I were twenty and in love instead of five hundred and not."

2014-07-08 03:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Well, Rae can check anyhow.  That's how they found me, actually, he heard Isabella talking and thought she was me."

2014-07-08 03:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Useful. How can he tell, is it magical sparkly god powers?"

2014-07-08 03:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Magic sparkly god powers, yeah." Idania retrieves her vial of sand. "Psssst.  Hey.  Rae.  Remember magic nap guy? He's got another him that's up for playing board games with us, and also he's like - super sarcastic." Pause. "Okay, see you then!"

2014-07-08 03:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime blinks, slowly, at this apparent bout of crazy, but he then decides that it's a magic thing so he'll roll with it.

"Super sarcastic," he repeats.

2014-07-08 03:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"It's accurate!" defends Idania.

2014-07-08 03:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It is," confirms Aya.

2014-07-08 03:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I suppose so," shrugs Prime, with a sigh.

2014-07-08 03:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"By the way, do not let Rae win just because he's a deity."

2014-07-08 03:45 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"It annoys him!"

2014-07-08 03:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Then by all means, I will do my best to win on my own merits."

2014-07-08 03:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"You'll still lose.  Just don't do it on purpose."

2014-07-08 03:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Thank you, ray of sunshine, you're helping the optimism bush immensely."

2014-07-08 03:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Do you want help with your emotional shrubbery?"

2014-07-08 03:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"No," he snorts.

2014-07-08 03:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Awww, but we could get emotionally healing watering pails and everything! Little shears of brutal honesty to snip away the bad parts!"

2014-07-08 03:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Don't needle him, Idania."

2014-07-08 03:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Awwww. Heartbreak, I might have actually been able to not have a gardening attempt backfire terribly for once! I was excited!"

2014-07-08 03:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Those sentences do not make me want to hand over the metaphorical emotional gardening tools to you." He sniffs. "I'll have you know that I am a grown man and can garden my own emotional shrubbery, thank you. Occasionally with swear words, pyromania, and copious applications of math, but I manage."

He is joking.

2014-07-08 04:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Well, restrain the pyromania around here and we'll get along, I imagine."

2014-07-08 04:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I'll manage. Somehow," he says, dryly.

2014-07-08 04:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing







"Yoooou're not a pyromaniac," declares Idania. "Like, at all."

2014-07-08 04:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"What gave me away?  Was it the lack of soot and ash on my clothes?"

2014-07-08 04:7 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Mm-mm. You're the buildy-repairy type, I can tell. Can smell you from a mile away."

2014-07-08 04:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I'll have to change soaps," drawls Prime.

2014-07-08 04:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Do they make a soap for that?  I'd try it."

2014-07-08 04:9 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles. "'Essence of builder'! Made by Bob, sold in shops everywhere."

2014-07-08 04:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"They must have made millions."

2014-07-08 04:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Well, in certain markets, anyway."

2014-07-08 04:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Of course, nothing sells well everywhere."

2014-07-08 04:15 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Birth control."

2014-07-08 04:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: e ~ take dictation




"Fruit."

2014-07-08 04:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Flavored water."

2014-07-08 04:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect






"Flavored water."

2014-07-08 04:24 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Catch-all term for all drinks ever. Alcohol, wine, those wussy citrus fruit drinks. You know. Juice and - I seriously don't know the technical term for drinks that aren't water. I've been in the desert too long, help."

2014-07-08 04:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Of course. Birth control, no, because some cultures have magical solutions or support rampant children underfoot. Fruits as a catch-all term, yes, but you can't say that all types of fruit sell well everywhere, it changes based on the culture, climate, cooking habits, and transportation from where ever the fruits come from. Same with - 'flavored water.' If you pick a broad enough category of course you can say it sells well everywhere. Food, food sells well everywhere in some fashion, but it's quite vague."

2014-07-08 04:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I assume you'll have the same objection to 'clothes' or 'human labor'."

2014-07-08 04:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Yes."

2014-07-08 04:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings






"Salt."

2014-07-08 04:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award







"... I'll accept defeat there."

2014-07-08 04:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Wooo!" says Idania, and she flies over to high-five Aya.

2014-07-08 04:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




High-five!

2014-07-08 04:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




High-five! Hurray!

She looks at Prime, curiously. 

"Hey," she says, with a cat-like grin, "does your magic do contraception? 'Cause that'd be fun to test out." Wink.

2014-07-08 04:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Sloooow blink.

"I disagree," he says, his expression blank.Edited   2014-07-08 04:45 (UTC)


2014-07-08 04:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Technically she was unspecific about who it would be fun to test it with."

2014-07-08 04:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Technically," he agrees.

2014-07-08 04:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Did Isabella immortalize you yet?  Apparently it has a slow de-aging effect."

2014-07-08 04:55 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




(Idania, meanwhile, is trying very hard not to giggle.)

2014-07-08 04:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"She hasn't, she was rather busy." He shrugs. "No rush, I'm fairly certain I've got a century left in me anyway."

2014-07-08 04:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"And it comes free with resurrection, anyway, we didn't die this perky."

2014-07-08 04:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"That's convenient, though let's avoid assisted suicide in the name of vanity."

2014-07-08 05:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Wasn't suggesting it."

2014-07-08 05:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I knew people that would have tried it."Edited   2014-07-08 05:12 (UTC)


2014-07-08 05:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Thaaat's depressing.  Dying sucked, I don't recommend it."

2014-07-08 05:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I was not a fan," agrees Aya.

2014-07-08 05:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime nods. "I never said I liked the people that would have tried it."

2014-07-08 05:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And that is when a scruffy-looking familiar god shows up, landing easily.

He looks at Prime, but doesn't say a word.

2014-07-08 05:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Hello," says Prime, completely unaware that he is talking to a god.

2014-07-08 05:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Hi, Rae," says Aya.

2014-07-08 05:24 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hello," he replies. Then he goes back to looking at Prime.Edited   2014-07-08 17:02 (UTC)


2014-07-08 17:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story







"If you're eyeing me up as a volcano sacrifice I will teleport to the portal, run through, break it, and you'll never see me again."Edited   2014-07-08 17:04 (UTC)


2014-07-08 17:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"No volcano sacrifices, try not to cry about their loss," snorts Idania. "Gods don't sacrifice people, that would be stupid."

2014-07-08 17:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Nevermind the other things that it would also be. Thank you for your discretion, regardless."

2014-07-08 17:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"This is an Adarin, right, Rae?  That is, he sounds like Isabella's husband the same way I sound like her?"

2014-07-08 17:8 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes." Head tilt. "But he's the same in the way that a tree came from a sapling..."

2014-07-08 17:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"The gardening jokes continue."

2014-07-08 17:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Or charcoal in comparison to a roaring fire," finishes Raezenoth.

2014-07-08 17:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Which of them is which object in this analogy?"

2014-07-08 17:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Either."

2014-07-08 17:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"What about a caterpillar becoming a butterfly? A really sarcastic butterfly?"

2014-07-08 17:14 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae shakes his head. "It seems accurate on the surface, but butterflies fundamentally change. He's different, but not - other."

2014-07-08 17:15 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: (Default)




"Damn, I was hoping to call him the sarcastic butterfly."

2014-07-08 17:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime snorts.

2014-07-08 17:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I am surprised you're letting this assessment stop you from calling him the sarcastic butterfly.  Rae, you don't mind answering questions about this sort of thing, do you?  Because if I know my alts - and this seems to be the point of having alts - there will be more of us who might need double-checking."

2014-07-08 17:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I don't care," the god shrugs.

2014-07-08 17:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I can't call him something that's not accurate! Sarcastic charcoal, maybe, but that doesn't have the same ring to it. Don't worry, I'll figure something funny to call you eventually."

2014-07-08 17:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I'll wait on bated breath."Edited   2014-07-08 17:22 (UTC)


2014-07-08 17:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya goes to get her copy of their favorite board game.  It is her actual copy given to her by Idania, preserved in a museum; acolytes are uncommon enough that there is generally some historian hanging on to their interesting possessions and she's made progress tracking much of it down and reclaiming it.  (She has a growing list of people who've dared to ask if they can have their deceased friends and relatives back the same way she returned.)

"I'm assuming," she says to Prime, "that you've never played this before."

2014-07-08 21:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"You assume correctly, I've never played - whatever that is before in my life."

2014-07-08 21:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya explains the rules as she sets up.

2014-07-08 21:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania helps with the explanations, and gives various examples of what has been done in previous games.

2014-07-08 21:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae, meanwhile, silently helps set up the board game. The acolytes are doing a fine job explaining things, he's not going to bother to help.

2014-07-08 21:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime listens raptly, asks occasional questions, and then gets the general idea of it and understands enough of it to get by.

2014-07-08 21:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya takes the swamp territory this time.

2014-07-08 21:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae gets deciduous forest. He frowns at this, but he will accept the dice's ruling. Grudgingly. (He wants to be a desert. Tundra, volcano, and mountain are okay, but desert's his favorite.)

2014-07-08 21:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania gets volcano.  She then spends the next few minutes cackling. Because lava.

2014-07-08 21:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




And Prime gets desert.  He feels utterly ambivalent about this.

2014-07-08 21:52 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae looks at him.  With what might be annoyance.

2014-07-08 21:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"I've played variants of this where people get to pick their territories," says Aya mildly, "but they wind up always getting the same things and it becomes boring."

2014-07-08 21:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Aha. And I just rolled his favorite territory."

2014-07-08 21:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Yup!" says Idania, chipper. "And I just rolled mine. Bwuahahahaha, volcano goddess, look upon me, ye mortals, and despair!"

2014-07-08 22:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae turns to look at Idania.

"I am a god, Aya is immortal, and the other Adarin is - not entirely mortal," he informs her, calmly.

2014-07-08 22:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Shush, you're just miffed because you didn't get desert."

2014-07-08 22:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The god doesn't deign to answer that.

(But she's right.)

2014-07-08 22:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Anyway.  Now let's see who goes first."

Roll roll.

Idania goes first, and from there a lively forty-five minutes proceed to elapse, over the course of which they all four struggle to stay on the board.  Prime is largely ignored, as a novice, although he sacrifices this small advantage after a while and then is eliminated first.  Aya's next to go, followed by Idania, leaving Rae triumphant.Edited   2014-07-08 22:49 (UTC)


2014-07-08 22:4 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae is incredibly smug about this victory. It's subtle, but there, if you look close and squint - smugness.

2014-07-08 22:51 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania throws a pillow at him.

2014-07-08 22:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya giggles.

2014-07-08 22:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"... Did you keep that in your pack for specifically that purpose?"

2014-07-08 22:55 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Maybe."

(Yes.  The answer is yes.)

2014-07-08 22:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Rae's secondary job description after 'god of the desert wind' is 'target of Idania's pillow throwing'."

2014-07-08 22:56 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It is a job I do magnificently," says the god gravely.

2014-07-08 22:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things






Prime doesn't react for a few seconds, and then he bursts out laughing.

2014-07-08 22:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"This is why he wanted her resurrected.  No one else throws pillows at him quite the same."

2014-07-08 22:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I'm very proud of this fact, I am the master of pillow throwing."

2014-07-08 23:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"As you should be," snorts Prime. "It is a rare and under appreciated art."

2014-07-08 23:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"A pity it's so unpopular, or I'm sure she'd win trophies."

2014-07-08 23:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"All of them, too, not just some. I would have a little trophy shelf and look at it every morning and feel proud and accomplished. People would be mad at me for hoarding them."

2014-07-08 23:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Eventually they would build you a Hall of Fame and you'd be disqualified from competing.  It would be unfair."

2014-07-08 23:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"So unfair! I would have won everything with only minimal cheating! It's practically fair!"

2014-07-08 23:17 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes, truly," drawls Rae. "That is the definition of fairness.  Only minimal cheating."

2014-07-08 23:17 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"No one would know."

2014-07-08 23:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"With your plainly masterful ability to be quiet as a mouse about it?"

2014-07-08 23:18 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yup. That and killing all of the witnesses."

2014-07-08 23:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Won't stick, anymore, depending on who you get."

2014-07-08 23:24 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Damn, foiled again. Gah, next you'll have me required to play fair!"

2014-07-08 23:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"The horror."

2014-07-08 23:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"The travesty," says Rae, in the same tone.

2014-07-08 23:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"The inconvenience!"

2014-07-08 23:30 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I know! Ugh, it's so terrible!"

2014-07-08 23:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Thank goodness we don't live in a world with pillow-throwing tournaments after all."

2014-07-08 23:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"The world is safe from the wrath of the pillow volcano goddess."

2014-07-08 23:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"For now," swears Idania, shaking her fist.

And then she collapses into helpless giggles.

2014-07-08 23:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"A pillow volcano would be fun.  It'd drop pillows knee-deep miles around.  Much pleasanter than the usual sort of volcanic eruption."

2014-07-08 23:37 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"It would be," giggles Idania, "the best thing, people could take naps anywhere."

2014-07-08 23:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Walking would be troublesome," points out Prime. "You take a step, trip, and then - buried in pillows."

2014-07-08 23:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Get a pushbroom."

2014-07-08 23:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"My domain would be desecrated by pushbrooms," laughs Idania.

2014-07-08 23:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Oh, are those offensive?  How about a snow shovel?"Edited   2014-07-08 23:49 (UTC)


2014-07-08 23:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania hisses.

"Sacrilege!"Edited   2014-07-08 23:52 (UTC)


2014-07-08 23:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya taps her chin.  "Pointy sticks with which to spear the pillows and put them out of the way?"

2014-07-08 23:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I could make a shield that sends pillows flying," adds Prime.

2014-07-09 00:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Fly over the pillows and avoid touching them entirely."

2014-07-09 00:0 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




That incites more hissing.

"It buuuuurns. It burns!"

2014-07-09 00:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"You might have trouble attracting worshipers if they have to wade."

2014-07-09 00:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"I will have a tiny domain of pillow fanatics."

2014-07-09 00:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Ah, yes.  Circular pillow forts, where they perform unholy volcanic pillow rituals."

2014-07-09 00:8 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania laughs maniacally. "Yeeeeeeeeees!"

2014-07-09 00:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"If Idania the Pillow Volcano Goddess authorized them they would be holy volcanic pillow rituals," corrects Aya.

2014-07-09 00:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Ah, of course, my mistake."

2014-07-09 00:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"My acolyte's power would be absurd aim with thrown pillows.  We'd be a scourge on all of the lands."

2014-07-09 00:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I will have to be vigilant. The pillows will block out the very sun."Edited   2014-07-09 00:12 (UTC)


2014-07-09 00:12 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania cackles some more. "Feaaaar meeeee!"

2014-07-09 00:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Aaaaaah," says Aya, deadpan.  "Please.  No.  Mercy."

2014-07-09 00:13 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"Never, unless you forsake Perinixu and worship me!"

2014-07-09 00:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"I will be martyred for my anti-pillow beliefs, I guess.  Isabella will be annoyed about me making her repeat that elaborate process again."

2014-07-09 00:17 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Curse you, friendly alt of my friend who was kind enough to resurrect the both of us at - what, how old is my body, I think I'm in my twenties? It was when I was hottest, for sure. Anyway, alt who did that!"

2014-07-09 02:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't remember her specifying an age.  I think the idea is that we work like her species, now, stopping somewhere around 'young' and continuing in that vein."

2014-07-09 02:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Oh, okay then. Then doing that! I approve of it stopping somewhere around 'young.'"

2014-07-09 02:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I do too.  I was not a fan of creaky bones and getting up to pee three times a night and so on."

2014-07-09 02:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeah, that was annoying. Also I can dance again, I sucked at it when I was old and crinkly."

2014-07-09 02:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime doesn't comment. But he does raise an eyebrow.

2014-07-09 02:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"At least you could still fly.  I spent age seventy up wishing I'd ordered the hoverbike with more cushion to the seat."

2014-07-09 02:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Yeah, but I got all - dumpy. With scrawny arms! If I flew too much I couldn't walk at all!"

2014-07-09 02:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Well, no more of that, anyway.  I feel great."

2014-07-09 02:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yay, youth and immortality!  Though I wouldn't have minded being stuck at like - forty, I was a foxy old lady."Edited   2014-07-09 02:40 (UTC)


2014-07-09 02:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Forty was okay.  Although I did go gray kind of young, that's pure vanity, not a real quality of life issue."  She glances at Prime.  "It works better on you than it did on me."

2014-07-09 02:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Thank you," he says, faintly amused. "Though I'm definitely not forty."

2014-07-09 02:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"No, I know, I just meant the gray."

2014-07-09 02:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"To be honest, I think I prefer it over the white hair. I could fix it, easily enough, put it back - but as I am now I don't automatically stick out in crowds."

2014-07-09 02:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"You might have to notify Ice of your cosmetic preferences when she gets around to immortalizing you."

2014-07-09 02:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Probably.  That'll be a fun conversation, 'Yes, no, I'd like to stay looking like this, my bones don't creak and people at home would be confused if I suddenly looked like I was in my twenties again.'"

2014-07-09 02:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"She can probably do it.  Her magic is pretty damn good."

2014-07-09 02:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"True. I'll ask, when - she is not busy and rightly upset with me."

2014-07-09 02:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Yyyyeah.  Because, timing.  I'm also going to wait before I ask for a portal from here to Iobel's world."

2014-07-09 02:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Cypress is not the only one who can make portals," points out Prime, amused.

2014-07-09 02:54 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Ooo, oo, I could then explore the world! That's exciting, I'd love to explore the world! Yours, too, but I was being polite and not tackling you to give me world-access."Edited   2014-07-09 02:55 (UTC)


2014-07-09 02:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Thank you. I dislike being tackled."

2014-07-09 02:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Is your world good for tourism?  Should we go check it out, since there's already a portal?"

2014-07-09 02:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It's reasonably good for tourism, though I recommend waiting a year or two for the ex-demon hunters to settle down a bit and for Kystle to be more settled. The world itself is nice, though."

He doesn't say why it's nice now. He didn't work for five hundred years with people he hated for nothing.

2014-07-09 03:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't suppose there are large swaths of people who need to be healed of diseases?"

2014-07-09 03:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Not large swaths, but there are sick. Why," he asks, grinning, "can you help with that?"

2014-07-09 03:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I'm a healing goddess's acolyte.  I can heal pretty much any disease with a touch."  She holds up a hand.  "I'm not the only one, so Perinixu's domain is well in hand there, and visiting the neighbors and curing their adherents is a good way to start a fight, but you don't have any gods, do you?"

2014-07-09 03:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Not any personified ones, no."

2014-07-09 03:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Is there any reason I shouldn't haul in a large quantity of holy water and see if I can get a satellite domain for Perinixu started across planar borders while I'm at it?"

2014-07-09 03:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well, what effects does that have, and what sort of goddess is she?"

2014-07-09 03:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"She's a healing goddess.  She likes things tidy - some people find her nitpicky about it, but she only imposes the requirements on people who are actually in her service.  Places that are part of her domain are places where she can send her physical form, if she has one at that time, and generate new holy water - water is her specifically, it depends on the deity, Rae does holy sand - and issue blessings and so on.  It also has slow terrain shift effects.  In Perinixu's case, highlands with plenty of springs."

2014-07-09 03:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Hm. That's - doable, but fair warning, New Kystle's tidelocked. I don't know if that'll cause problems or not. You might be better off snagging an unclaimed part of Kystle, it's currently being resettled after terraforming. Lots of free space to grab, and no problem with tidelocking."

2014-07-09 03:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I may as well try both if Perinixu's up for it.  Is there a way to get holy water to Kystle?"

2014-07-09 03:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well, I could put a portal from here to there, or you could go to New Kystle and take the portal from there to Kystle."Edited   2014-07-09 03:20 (UTC)


2014-07-09 03:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"The existing portal chain would be fine, I just wasn't sure if there already was one.  Perinixu, do you want me to see if I can establish sites for you in other planes?"

2014-07-09 03:21 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Perhaps," says the goddess to Aya. "What gods are there?"

2014-07-09 03:22 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"None in the planes in question, or at least not as make themselves clear.  The ones from Ice's world that resurrect people can apparently reach across planes just fine but they aren't bothering you here so I don't imagine they'd be a problem anywhere else except maybe Ice's home world, which I wasn't suggesting."Edited   2014-07-09 03:23 (UTC)


2014-07-09 03:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hmmm.  Then, yes. This would please me, if there were people with ailments to cure."

2014-07-09 03:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"The planet that sounds like it has more people on it is tide-locked.  Sound worth trying anyway?"

2014-07-09 03:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am not the goddess of the night or day, child."

That means yes.

2014-07-09 03:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Yes, I'm just wondering how it'll interact with the temperature - if it's boiling or freezing how your springs will come up.  Well, I guess we'll see."

2014-07-09 03:27 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That we will," she agrees.

2014-07-09 03:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"If I just go fill up a couple of barrels of water," Aya says to Prime, "and bike through this portal, is anyone going to stop me or give me trouble or anything, and is there a good obvious place to put a spring?"

2014-07-09 03:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No one is going to stop you," agrees Prime. "I can pick out some good places for it, near the portal hub's an obvious choice so you can get to lots of places quickly, though if you prefer you can just get a portal to it and be where ever."

2014-07-09 03:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Should I go fill up now or should we schedule this for a later date?"

2014-07-09 03:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Now works, I don't see why not. Fair warning, this portal goes through my house."

2014-07-09 03:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Unless your house is too cramped for my bike I don't see why that would be a problem."  Aya goes and gets her bike.

2014-07-09 04:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime eyes the bike, and then pronounces, "It's not, I was just being thorough."Edited   2014-07-09 04:10 (UTC)


2014-07-09 04:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"If Aya's going on an adventure to another plane, can I come, too?"

2014-07-09 04:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You may. Don't break anything, please, I would be annoyed with you."

2014-07-09 04:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I'll be back in half an hour tops with the water."

Zoom!

2014-07-09 04:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Okay," shrugs Prime.

2014-07-09 04:27 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: Speak his name




"No problems with me going?" asks Idania, addressing Rae.

2014-07-09 04:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"None. Have fun," says Rae, and then he stands and flies off.

2014-07-09 04:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya is back within her promised time frame with plenty of holy water.

2014-07-09 04:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime is playing a card game with Idania.  He's currently winning.

"Hello," he says. "Ready to go bestow the power of water upon an unsuspecting world?"

2014-07-09 04:31 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Awww, but I was - actually, wait, no, I was losing terribly, we can call it a tie now.  Let's go immediately!"

She starts packing up the cards.

2014-07-09 04:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya laughs.  "Yeah, all set."

2014-07-09 04:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




Cards are packed up, and then Idania looks musingly at Prime. "Hmm, you can't fly, can you, that'll make this more annoying 'cause Aya's carrying the water."

2014-07-09 04:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Who says," says Prime with a smile, "that I can't fly?"

2014-07-09 04:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Aw, I'm all left out.  Nothing but my cool bike to keep me company with the not technically flying."

2014-07-09 04:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Technically it's my staff that lets me fly, so don't feel too bad."

2014-07-09 04:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Ooh.  Are those for sale?"

2014-07-09 04:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I am willing to make more, but for casual sale, no, they're expensive to make mana wise. And I forsee several portals in my future. So I need that. But if you'd like one - we can talk about it, certainly."

2014-07-09 04:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"The bike will do for now.  It has done this long.  But I have always wanted to really fly."

2014-07-09 04:39 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"It's because I totally show off all of the time, isn't it. Prime, I will make faces at you until you give my friend a flying staff, I have been a bad friend."

2014-07-09 04:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Oh, by all means, if my options are 'make a staff for flight' or 'suffer the onslaught of your disapproving looks' the answer is obvious."

2014-07-09 04:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"No, no, I said always, I didn't meet you till I was seventeen," chuckles Aya.  "Not your fault.  Though to be fair you didn't help."

2014-07-09 04:41 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I call that exoneration, nevermind on the faces, Prime."

2014-07-09 04:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Ah, yes.  True loyalty, there."Edited   2014-07-09 04:43 (UTC)


2014-07-09 04:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Hopefully my possible acquisition of a flying staff doesn't depend on Idania's threats."

2014-07-09 04:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Prime snorts. "It doesn't."

2014-07-09 04:45 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Well now I feel impotent. Stop it! Base your actions around my whims, damn it!"

2014-07-09 04:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I will get right on that," says Prime, sounding exactly like he's going to do nothing of the sort.

2014-07-09 04:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How gratifying.  Anyway, we all have our methods of locomotion.  If you'd lead the way."

2014-07-09 04:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly."

He turns, and walks back towards the portal. From this side, it just looks like a normal doorway, to his house. He steps through without any sort of prompting for it. If he wants he can close it from this side without breaking the portal, but it doesn't have the same quality of not working unless the word 'Pantheon' is said.

"Give me a minute, I need to retrieve my staff. Welcome to my house."

2014-07-09 04:52 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania floats in after him, looking around the house curiously.

2014-07-09 04:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Bike goes through.  Aya's curious about the surroundings too.

2014-07-09 04:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




The house is pretty, and surprisingly modest. It has a decent amount of space for a bachelor, but it's not in itself huge. It's made to be practical, not have huge showy expanses of wealth or power. There are little hints, though - the lights are magic, and they turn on of their own volition, and the furniture inside is tastefully expensive. It's probable that there's a lot of magic in this house, they just can't see it from their place in the entry way.

Through a nearby window, they can see one of the two moons. The other's not visible from where they are, but if they do some exploring they'll see it through another window easily enough.

2014-07-09 05:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya's cargo space sloshes as she disembarks temporarily to peep at things.

2014-07-09 05:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Similarly, Idania goes snooping, too.

Lights turn on as they enter rooms, but there are a few that are just on all the time - they seem to be there for the necessity of growing plants. There are paintings around, and once they're far enough away from the portal it shimmers a bit and then looks like an ordinary (if large) painting. It fits perfectly with other paintings around - it's entirely possible that Prime's got a few other sneaky portals in his house.

"Neat!" pronounces Idania, and then she investigates an object that looks like a clock. Its base has a shimmery obsidian quality, but it has little golden spheres floating lazily in a circle.

2014-07-09 05:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Ooh, pretty."

2014-07-09 05:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Thank you," says an amused Prime, staff in hand. It's got a glass orb on one end of it - but otherwise is rather unassuming, if well taken care of.

2014-07-09 05:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"What does this do?  Or is it just decorative?"

2014-07-09 05:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That's a clock - it's impossible to tell the time by the sky, for obvious reasons. I'll have to tweak it so it tells Kystle time, now, too, but I haven't gotten around to it yet."

2014-07-09 05:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Aha.  And your staff does flying."

Aya hops back on her bike.

2014-07-09 05:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Among other things," says Prime with a smile.

2014-07-09 05:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"... Can I kidnap you and make you make me cool magic things?  Because man do I want cool magic things."

2014-07-09 05:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Probably a better idea to ask nicely."

2014-07-09 05:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I imagine you're difficult to kidnap.  Anyway.  Where should I try putting the holy water?  Actually first -"  Aya speaks into her holy water vial around her neck.  "Perinixu, I'm in New Kystle now.  Can you still hear me?"

2014-07-09 05:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)






"Yes," she says, after a pause. "This is strange - it feels so far away."

2014-07-09 05:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Do you still want me to try installing a spring?"

2014-07-09 05:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes. I will adapt, it is just briefly surprising."

2014-07-09 05:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Okay.  Prime?  Where should I put her?"

2014-07-09 05:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well, would you like a place that is out of the way so no one will ask strange questions with a portal to a portal hub, or just be by the portal hub from the start?"

2014-07-09 05:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya relays this question to Perinixu; it's her water.

2014-07-09 05:30 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"While I am still gaining a foothold, I would like for it to be out of the way.  I will need room to grow, if transportation is not an issue."

2014-07-09 05:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Out of the way it is."

2014-07-09 05:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Certainly, give me a few minutes, I'll find something."

And then he gets a far-off look in his eyes.

2014-07-09 05:33 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more







Idania waves a hand in front of his face, curiously.

2014-07-09 05:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya just waits politely.

2014-07-09 05:34 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




No response from Prime. Idania gets bored quickly and floats off to investigate the clock some more.

2014-07-09 05:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




And then, a few minutes later: "Found one."

2014-07-09 05:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Lead the way."

2014-07-09 05:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Of course," he agrees, and then he pauses and crooks a finger. Two glass - things come flying at him, and he catches them. "First, to prevent you from being locked outside of my house - keys. Let's not have you need to break in to get home."

2014-07-09 05:41 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned






"You have so much magic here!" says Idania, brightly. Obviously she is excited.

2014-07-09 05:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I've had five hundred years to make magic things. Of course my house is filled with magic. Why wouldn't it be?"

Glass keys, to both.

2014-07-09 05:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya pockets one.  "Thank you.  Oh - and please don't lead us too far into the night part, my bike is solar powered and can only go about six hours continuously on its present charge."Edited   2014-07-09 05:56 (UTC)


2014-07-09 05:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"I was going to put you on the day side of the planet - it's used mostly for farmland, so if I set you up somewhere unsuitable for farming, you'll have some space."

2014-07-09 19:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Okay, that works great."

2014-07-09 19:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Eeeeeee new planet," says Idania, taking her key. "Let's go, I'm curious!"

2014-07-09 19:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Of course," snorts Prime - and out the door he goes. He holds it open for them both.

It's a bit chilly (especially in comparison to the near-desert they'd just come from) but breathtaking. They seem to be in a very fancy neighborhood, complete with sparkling magical lights and houses that dwarf Prime's. If they're particularly observant, they can notice that the paving stones are faintly warm - more magic, of the practical kind. Temperature regulation. Both moons are visible.Edited   2014-07-09 19:12 (UTC)


2014-07-09 19:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya admires all of this.

"I like it here."

2014-07-09 19:14 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania giggles and nods.

"Is this the rich part of town? It feels like the rich part of town."

2014-07-09 19:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"It is. Though the magic roads and lights are everywhere by now."

2014-07-09 19:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Oh, are they fairly cheap to do?"

2014-07-09 19:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Reasonably cheap, yeah. There are a few mages that make them for a living. I think some of the more out of the way towns are missing them, but we're working on that."

2014-07-09 19:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Resurrection is relatively easy to spin as a Perinixu obscure power.  I wonder if portals could be spun as a Rae power.  You know, 'be free, wander into this entire other world if you feel like it' - and then we could publicize without more of an earth-shattering revelation than people could handle, and there could be gains from trade and so on.  Magic roads and lights everywhere.  Blessings for New Kystle denizens."

2014-07-09 19:25 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Bet we can spin it like that, Rae won't mind!"

2014-07-09 19:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"The only problem with that is that people here know exactly where portals come from. So if any travelers arrived here and talked about how a god made the portals, people from here will correct them."

2014-07-09 19:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Yes.  And anyone who gets resurrected will notice that Ice is there and there's a lot of ashes scattered around and dead birds and might likewise have questions.  But to get people interested in the concept, 'these gods can do these things' is less likely to get us written off as crackpots from hundreds of miles away than 'there are lots of worlds and they have all different magic and some of it is this useful thing'.  I published a partial autobiography, but I had to do it as fiction."

2014-07-09 19:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Fair," snorts Prime. "Then feel free to inform people about it however you like - at some point in the future there will be another portal that doesn't lead to my house, so we could get tourists."

2014-07-09 19:34 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"You have to set up little vendor stands by the portal with like - translation guides and tacky souvenirs and over-sized hats."Edited   2014-07-09 19:35 (UTC)


2014-07-09 19:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I'm sure some enterprising sort will fill the gap if Prime does not do so himself."

2014-07-09 19:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Good, because that's half of the fun of going to new places, the tacky souvenirs."

2014-07-09 19:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Maybe a mage will want to make tacky magical souvenirs."

2014-07-09 19:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"That's the best idea, I would love tacky magical souvenirs!"

2014-07-09 19:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"What would they be magicked to do?"

2014-07-09 19:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Probably something absurdly simple, like glow - they would be cheap tacky magical souvenirs, of course."

2014-07-09 19:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Magic glowing objects, even tacky ones, could be useful."

2014-07-09 19:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly. It's just - so common here that it's not really anything to be impressed about."

2014-07-09 19:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Where I live, being able to call over an acolyte if more than half a dozen people in a town have the same illness and get them all healed before it gets any farther is commonplace.  We could gain a lot in practicality as well as in oohs and ahs if we lay the right groundwork."

2014-07-09 19:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Oh, I'm not disagreeing, it's a fantastic idea."

2014-07-09 20:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I may want to play tourist for a bit - if Perinixu's spring takes, maybe even have a residence here, perhaps above a new temple.  How do locals feel about whatever religions exist here already?"Edited   2014-07-09 20:20 (UTC)


2014-07-09 20:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"There are a few mages who worship the Fae - basically the entire reason any of us have magic, but if they're gods and not just extremely powerful otherly creatures, they are terrible ones. Demon hunters have a - weird religion-like thing involving my deceased mother, but since she is now extra-dead I don't think you'll have any trouble with that.  There are a few people who believe in what are basically guardians of the planes, with each plane having new aspects of the same gods, but it's not widely popular."

2014-07-09 20:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Sounds like excellent missionary-ing territory, then.  Although I'll be very pleased with today if all that happens is Pernixu getting a foothold where no plague gods know to come looking for her and make trouble."

2014-07-09 20:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"As long as the religion isn't objectionable on ethical grounds and heals people - feel free to play missionary."

2014-07-09 20:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I stand behind it fully.  My missionary-ing usually takes the form of making it extremely clear to everyone around me why I can heal people like I do, anyway."

2014-07-09 20:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I approve of your missionary methods.  Please, feel free to heal as many people as you like."

2014-07-09 20:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I will."

2014-07-09 20:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeah, you would not be able to stop her from healing people," snorts Idania. "Maybe stop her from healing these people, but people would be healed."

2014-07-09 21:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I believe you," he snorts.

2014-07-09 21:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Hey, I worked really hard to earn my healing people power.  It will get used."

2014-07-09 21:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"I'm not saying it shouldn't be used," she laughs. "Heal people all you like, have a blast."

2014-07-09 21:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Mm-hm.  Not knocking any of the new and exciting systems of magic we've lately become acquainted with, but I have a huge soft spot for the first controllable constructive magic I ever encountered."

2014-07-09 21:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yup! Meanwhile I am like, 'Oooo, shiny!'"

2014-07-09 21:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It is definitely shiny.  The drawback being that we can't learn it, alas."

2014-07-09 21:14 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"I know! It's upsetting, I have half a dozen ideas I want to try and I can't try a single one of them."

2014-07-09 21:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Perhaps a plane might be found where everyone can learn magic," offers Prime. "Even people from other planes."

2014-07-09 21:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"That'd be so great, I would tackle that first opportunity I get and then learn that magic and run away cackling into the night with it."

2014-07-09 21:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It might be nice of you to, you know, stick around and collaborate some with whoever gave it to you."

2014-07-09 21:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Well, if that's possible, then yeah, I'd do that, too.  But I'm - I'd want to see the edges of what the magic can do, like what are the boundaries of things that can be done with it and if I can push them to any interesting limits."

2014-07-09 21:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"In, I hope, a scrupulously ethical manner."

2014-07-09 21:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Well, yeah, I'm not going to use other people as test subjects or something. That would be bad."

2014-07-09 21:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Good, just checking.  How far is the place you have in mind for the spring, Prime?"

2014-07-09 21:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"A bit of a distance, we'll take a portal to cut travel time."

2014-07-09 21:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Okay.  Lead on."

2014-07-09 21:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




He leads on! There isn't a portal hub nearby, but there is a portal to a portal hub nearby. He leads them to it (its surface looks like gently rippling water) and then - portal hub.

Then they're in a circular, multi-level building with the ceiling open to the sky above, showing a pink sky that looks like it's a few minutes before sunset. Perpetually, considering where they are. It's noticeably warmer. From where they stand, they can see portals all along the walls, spaced evenly and with carved and subtly glowing labels above each. Below them, dug into the ground is another circle, portals all around its edge like the level above it. Above is a larger circle, with the same - though not every space built for holding a portal has one. It seems this hub's built for expansion. Stairs lead both up and down to each level, but there's also a few sets of portals between levels for people that are not stair-inclined.

"We're going to that one, above," says Prime, pointing at a portal a level above them.Edited   2014-07-09 22:00 (UTC)


2014-07-09 22:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Is there a ramp?  The bike can do stairs, but not gracefully."

2014-07-09 22:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"There are portals that go to other levels. That one over there goes to the correct level," he informs, pointing.

2014-07-09 22:6 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania, meanwhile, forgoes the stairs and portal both.  She'll just fly through the open center, directly to the portal they're aiming for a level above. She waves, when she gets there.

2014-07-09 22:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya bikes through the portal upstairs to join her.

2014-07-09 22:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime follows! Exciting, they're all there now, hurray!

Through the portal they go, then.

"It'll still be a bit of a flight," says Prime. "Not as much of one, thanks to delightfully cheating magic, but - still a flight."

2014-07-09 22:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I don't mind."

2014-07-09 22:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Me, neither.  Pretty scenery!"

2014-07-09 22:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




The sun's easily visible from where they are - it's low in the sky, like it's early morning, but of course they know better. They're standing under a partially-translucent green cloth-like canvas, supported by ordinary looking pillars, leaving them in shade. Some light still bleeds through, though, and the light has an interesting subtle rainbow effect to it. Not overpowering, but it's there if you look. There are plants nearby, though they're a deep, light-swallowing purple, almost black. The ground's a mundane brown, and the plants sparse, but they add a bit of color to the place.

2014-07-09 22:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Purple plants.  I wonder if they'd transplant?  Not that I'm a gardener personally..."

2014-07-09 22:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"They probably will, they're pretty hearty," shrugs Prime.

2014-07-09 22:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Finally," declares Idania, "plants that I am not guaranteed to kill eventually! Probably! Maybe! We'll see, it should be fun."

2014-07-09 22:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"If you have to look at other planets' flora to find plants you can keep alive, perhaps plant-keeping is not for you.  Anyway, which way from here?"

2014-07-09 22:54 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Nonsense, that's quitter talk!"

2014-07-09 22:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"This way," says Prime, and then he gives his staff a tap and starts floating in the appropriate direction.

2014-07-09 22:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Zoom!

2014-07-09 22:57 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




onthewind: (Default)




Idania doesn't have an applicable sound effect for flying! Inset appropriate sound effect here!

2014-07-09 23:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




And eventually, they reach a spot that's nice and out of the way. It's on a hill, and it's got a pretty good view of the surrounding landscape.

"Here we are."

2014-07-09 23:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya disembarks from her bike and starts looking for a suitable depression in the ground that will help keep the water all together for long enough to Perinixu to establish.

2014-07-09 23:21 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There's one!  Right over there! Just about big enough!  How exciting.

2014-07-09 23:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Awesome.

Aya brings her holy water to it and pours it in pretty much without ceremony.Edited   2014-07-09 23:33 (UTC)


2014-07-09 23:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Blurble.

The holy water sits there, entirely without ceremony.

2014-07-09 23:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award






"Riveting."

2014-07-09 23:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Shhhh, give it a bit, it'll -"

2014-07-09 23:37 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




- Blurble.

Then it start bubbling. There's some fizzing, too. Abruptly, it stops.

And then, "This world - is like an empty chasm with only echoes. Strange."

2014-07-09 23:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Because there are no other gods here, or in some other way?"

2014-07-09 23:45 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It has no other gods, but it - tastes like it wasn't meant to have anyone at all."

2014-07-09 23:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award







"Oops," says Prime.

2014-07-09 23:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No matter. I will begin my work. I do not care if the world was not expecting me, it has me regardless."

2014-07-09 23:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya applauds lightly.

2014-07-09 23:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania, too.

2014-07-10 00:1 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Perinixu falls silent, and slowly, almost like it's imagined - the land around the spring starts growing green grass.Edited   2014-07-10 00:03 (UTC)


2014-07-10 00:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Wow," observes Idania. "She's working quickly, congrats on your industry, Perinixu."

She is completely serious.

2014-07-10 00:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime very dearly wants to say something in response to this, but has some measure of self control. He stays silent.

2014-07-10 00:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I hope you can integrate the interestingly purple local flora instead of just overwhelming it all."

2014-07-10 00:4 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Perhaps. We shall see."

That's about the best answer Aya's going to get.

2014-07-10 00:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Yep.  Aya approves of her goddess, but personal rapport has never been a strong suit of hers.

"Well, congratulations, Prime, your world has a goddess now.  Any pointers on where I should start medically evangelizing?"

2014-07-10 00:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"A few, but first - where would you like your portal to go? I won't make it now, but I'll put a marker up for later."

2014-07-10 00:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"The terrain is likely to change as Perinixu settles in.  Is it a good idea to place it now?"

2014-07-10 00:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well, how drastically will the terrain change?"

2014-07-10 00:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"Preeeeetty drastically, the place will not be recognizable at all."

2014-07-10 00:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Oh, well.  Then later, I suppose."

2014-07-10 00:22 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya nods and gets back on her bike.

2014-07-10 00:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




And off they go!  Prime leads Aya and Idania to hospital-like locations. Look!  Sick people!

2014-07-10 00:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya traipses through the hospital and goes around healing them, pausing with each person to inform them where this blessing comes from and notify them that she expects to have a temple set up in the near future if they'd like to leave offerings in return.

2014-07-10 00:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




The people are kind of confused about this weird religious thing, but they're not complaining about the healing. Aya gets several thank you's, but just about everyone is confused as to what an offering entails. One person suspects this is a shake down.

Prime gets the staff to leave Aya to do her thing, and then supervises. Several people recognize him, and Aya and Idania's obvious magic is shrugged off.  They are with one of the most obviously magical people in the world, of course they have magic, it's perfectly natural.

2014-07-10 03:47 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania floats after Aya, planning to join in on this whole 'supervising' thing, but then she gets distracted. By a healer that she declares to be 'super cute.'

And then she mysteriously disappears. With the healer.

2014-07-10 03:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You seem to be distracting from my aura of divine blessedness," Aya says to Prime.

2014-07-10 03:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Would you like me to leave? People also might not trust you to heal them if I'm not here," he points out, mildly.

2014-07-10 03:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Perhaps you could specify that you don't have anything to do with it?  It doesn't seem like they believe me."

2014-07-10 03:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Sure."

He starts specifying that he's got nothing to do with the healing itself. They look at him dubiously. He looks at them with a raised eyebrow. Judging. Daring them to protest.

She gets more believers, after that.

2014-07-10 03:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Healing healing healing.  Missionary-ing.  She tweaks her pitch as she goes; she knew these people weren't familiar with properly effective gods, but exactly where their skepticisms lie is something she has to suss out as she goes.

2014-07-10 03:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




By the end, she's got a pretty good idea of what works for selling these people, and is generally looked upon with a bit more enthusiasm and thanked sincerely. It seems to help if she describes herself as a benefactory from an extraplanar source of magic - they're not ignorant that other types exist. Several are up for Perinixu worship if it means blessings and healing powers, it's just starting it off from a religious standing throws them off a bit.

And then they run out of hospital.

"Well. There are others, if you'd like to go to them," says Prime, helpfully.

2014-07-10 04:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I would, if you don't object."

2014-07-10 04:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"No objections."

And then they go outside, and -

2014-07-10 04:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




- there is Idania. Rocketing across the sky at a speed she's not normally capable of reaching, cackling maniacally.

There's a mage on the ground, nearby, recognizable as the healer she deemed cute. "Is this what you meant?!" he yells up to her, completely unaware of Aya and Prime's entrance.

"Hell yes!" cackles Idania, and then she goes back to maniacal laughter.

2014-07-10 04:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"...What are you and she doing exactly?" Aya asks the healer.

2014-07-10 04:4 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Uh," says the mage, awkwardly. "... Magic?"

"Wheeeeeeeeee!" says the acolyte in the sky, doing a corkscrew spin.

2014-07-10 04:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award






"Truly, the definition of safety," drawls Prime.

2014-07-10 04:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Idania's very practiced at flying, I don't expect her to crash - but what magic did you do?"

2014-07-10 04:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Weeell -" he launches into an explanation that is very technical and involves something about the weight and texture of her clothes and hair. 

He's in the middle of talking about how he was getting air to streamline itself around her when Idania tackles him, mid-sentence. She slowed down, no one's getting hurt, but the two of them do tumble to the ground, Idania on top of the healer and giggling.

"That was the best thing ever!" she cackles. "Can I keep you? Can we do experiments together? Can I kiss you? I want to kiss you, you helped me do that, you're amazing!"

"... Sure?" says the confused and dazed healer.

And then there are kisses.

2014-07-10 04:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings






Aya giggles.

2014-07-10 04:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime raises an eyebrow.  He makes no comment.

2014-07-10 04:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




The pair spend a prolonged time kissing, and then Idania snickers an apology for the tackle and gets off of him. She offers a hand, pulls him to his feet, and then giggles some more.

"Hi, Aya! Hi, sarcastic not-a-butterfly! I got to try a thing!"

For his part, the healer is just going to have a big dopey grin on his face.Edited   2014-07-10 04:27 (UTC)


2014-07-10 04:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It would seem you did.  Sounds like fun.  Is the speed increase permanent or something he has to maintain on you?"

2014-07-10 04:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I have no idea!" declares Idania, brightly. She looks at her mage beau. After a few seconds of no response, she nudges him.

"Uh, what was the question again?" he asks, blinking and recovering a bit from post-kiss catatonia.

"Is it permanent, or maintained?" teases the acolyte, eyes sparkling.

"The part I did on your clothes was permanent," he clarifies, "the air thing would need to be maintained.  Oh, uh, I should - turn that off, don't want to waste mana." He does that.

"There you have it!" she proclaims.Edited   2014-07-10 04:33 (UTC)


2014-07-10 04:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Alas, my own power has no obvious cheats like that."

2014-07-10 04:34 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeah, sorry. Maybe something to do with portals so you can fix multiple people across the world at one time? Like, two little tiny portals that you carry around and one's carried by a helper and you poke people through it while they're on the other side of the world as you go healing things yourself on your side?"

2014-07-10 04:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"That... is a very charming idea.  Is that magically feasible?  I could even have lots of them, a chain of disks or something, priests could have the other ends, it would be marvelously efficient."

2014-07-10 04:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"It's completely feasible," says an amused Prime. "I'll have to add it to my list of things to make."

2014-07-10 04:40 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Wooo, I'm helpful!" giggles Idania. "Other ideas! Mirrors to lots of places in Perinixu's temple so you get notified really quickly of stuff.  Messengers only go so fast - there's not much to be done about improving your powers, they already work fantastically, but like - getting them distributed properly you could totally do better now."

Her mage beau has gone back to grinning at her.  Goofily.

2014-07-10 04:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Rapid communication Ice has a technological solution to, which may scale better, although the mirrors for acolytes might still be worth it - mage gadgets have good adoption rates here, but I'm not sure how easily the population of makers can stretch to serve even just Pantheon, let alone all the other worlds newly available."

2014-07-10 04:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"We might be able to manage Pantheon at a reasonable time frame, if I threw money at it to get enough volunteers. Not any others, though," muses Prime. "What's the technological solution? Do you know?"

2014-07-10 04:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I don't remember what she called it - I didn't have a notebook on me at the time.  But she's going to get us devices that do it, and connect us to the network of it on her world.  When she gets the chance."

2014-07-10 04:48 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Soo... Mirrors get to be temporary solution until that's viable. And then once the worlds all get the technological thing that I need to know more of yesterday, we keep the mirrors for if we find another plane. Then, bam, take the mirrors out of storage and we're ready to roll."

2014-07-10 04:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Yes."

2014-07-10 04:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I am on a rooooll," giggles Idania.

And then she decides that this needs to be celebrated. With kisses.  Oh look, mage that helped her experiment, he's right there. This is a thing that she can do. So she does.

He is obviously not complaining about this treatment at all.

2014-07-10 04:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime rolls his eyes, but continues to not comment.

2014-07-10 04:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I would like to get at least a small shrine set up," Aya tells Prime.  "It doesn't have to be complicated to work - a table with a sign on it would still let offerings function, although it wouldn't be an aesthetic long-term solution.  I can probably find a priest to keep an eye on it and explain what it's for while I'm elsewhere after a day or two of looking around for a temporary staffing measure, although the commute might be enough of a barrier to warrant brisk local hiring as soon as that's possible."

2014-07-10 04:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I can hire a few mages to build you a temple with a shrine," he offers. "As to staff - I can find someone to mind a shrine if that's all you need."Edited   2014-07-10 05:04 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It's - not strictly metaphysically necessary, but strongly customary for good reasons, to have the shrines and temples looked after by actual adherents."

2014-07-10 05:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Then I'll leave that to you. You know the requirements better than I do."

2014-07-10 05:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I'm sure I can find someone to take it on as a temporary job, and I can rotate them until someone here is worth promoting."

2014-07-10 05:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"All right. The mage offer, though? Does the temple need to be built by believers, or can I ply them to do it with shiny things like they're magpies?"Edited   2014-07-10 05:12 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Oh, that I'd appreciate very much, and there's no reason it needs to be built by pious hands, particularly, though it might be the first time a temple was built by people literally ignorant of the existence of the relevant goddess."

2014-07-10 05:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Mages plied like magpies it is, then," says Prime, brightly. "I can do that easily."

2014-07-10 05:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Will I need to be coming up with a way to pay you back?  I'm not particularly liquid right now - I wouldn't be even if you'd met me without the large gap in my life."

2014-07-10 05:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"No, just keep healing people and consider that payment enough."

2014-07-10 05:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"I like the way you operate."

2014-07-10 05:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime laughs a little. "Well thank you. Feeling's mutual."

2014-07-10 05:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya pulls out a little notebook and starts writing down her to-do list in light of Perinixu's successful establishment.

2014-07-10 05:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




And Prime will - politely ignore the desert acolyte making out with a healer over there. Oh look, the sky. How pretty.Edited   2014-07-10 05:24 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How long do your magpies take to build things?"

2014-07-10 05:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"If I give them warning beforehand to have proper mana stores - less than a day. If not, they might need to wait so they have the mana to work with."Edited   2014-07-10 05:26 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"And what level and kind of architectural detail do they find most useful?" she asks.

2014-07-10 05:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"They are very good at what they do. Whatever level of detail you give them, they'll make an illusion of it and tweak it to your preferences. And then once you're all agreed in what's pretty and functional and structurally sound - building. If it takes a really long time to get the concept they might need another day or two, though, so try to get a good level of detail."

2014-07-10 05:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Okay.  So I can probably just show up with the plans from the Green Downs little temple and get a copy of it?  It's my favorite."

2014-07-10 05:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"Indeed you can," he agrees. "They will probably suggest aesthetic changes if there's anything they don't like about it, but I'll tell them to ultimately listen to what you tell them."

2014-07-10 05:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I wouldn't object to a few tweaks to fit in with the surroundings cosmetically - I want it to stand out, but not clash."Edited   2014-07-10 05:35 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Knowing them - they'll help with that."

2014-07-10 05:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Excellent.  I tentatively approve of your magpies in advance."

2014-07-10 05:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Thank you. I like them, they're good at their job."

2014-07-10 05:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I think that having a place to send curious healing recipients is probably important enough for long-term establishment of Perinixu - so she can collect more power and empower more acolytes and get a proper priesthood going - that I should go find someone to staff a temple initially, and get the plans for the one I have in mind, rather than go straight to a second hospital right now.  Unless there is one currently experiencing awful plague and you didn't bring me to it first for some reason."

2014-07-10 05:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No awful plagues, I would have noticed by now. You know your system better than I, so I'm not going to interfere. Should I go find the magpies now?"Edited   2014-07-10 05:51 (UTC)


2014-07-10 05:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I am not entirely sure I remember the way back to the portal from here.  But after I'm back in Pantheon, yes, please."

2014-07-10 05:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Of course."

He glances at Idania and her mage. He coughs.

2014-07-10 05:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Maybe if Idania wants to stay longer you could draw her a little map," Aya suggests.

2014-07-10 05:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned







"Totally fine!" declares Idania, coming up for air and giggling. "Sorry, wow, sorry, that got out of haaand. Totally not regular for me, promise. Still getting used to not being old and crusty, sometimes gets the better of me!" She grins at the mage. "Can I come visit you later?"

He laughs a little inanely. "I can get you a mirror and you can visit me whenever you like."

"That's the spirit!" she says brightly, and she gives him a peck and then disentangles herself from him. 

2014-07-10 05:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Aya giggles a little bit.

And they're off!

2014-07-10 06:1 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Well, Idania gets a mirror first, and then they're off, yes!

2014-07-10 06:5 (UTC)





Second Plague

knife





dark_light: (Default)




Isabella and her husband go home.

And Chamomile's opinions about the proper location of souls assert themselves.

2014-07-07 17:40









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vernaia appears nearby in a shower of golden light, and then is immediately scooped up into Adarin's arms to be cuddled.

Neither of them say a word, but there is some sobbing from the kagu.

2014-07-08 00:43 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path launches himself at Isabella as soon as she's home, and then leans out of her arms in Vern's direction, making inquisitive, concerned bird noises.

2014-07-08 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern pokes her head up from Adarin's arms, and he helpfully shifts so that he can keep holding his daemon and Vern can also talk to Path, who assumingly is - not doing too well.

"I-I," she begins, and then she sobs again and leans over to preen Path. "I'm sorry I died."

2014-07-08 00:48 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Just d-" Path starts.

"Um," says Isabella.

"...what," says Path.

2014-07-08 00:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject







"... No," whimpers Vern, and she sobs again and curls into Adarin's arms. She has memories of Adarin's actions while he was alive and without her - she was curled up inside him, not gone forever.

"I am currently missing my magic," informs Adarin quietly. "And - the method to fix that is... There - needs to be another version of the resurrection..."

2014-07-08 00:52 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




Path bites his witch's hand.  She hisses, but doesn't push the owl away from her.

2014-07-08 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Shhhshsh," murmurs Adarin, gently, to the daemons. "It'll be all right."

He kisses Isabella's hair, in lieu of hugging her with an armful of sobbing kagu.

2014-07-08 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path lets Isabella's hand go, having just barely drawn blood.

"I can't watch.  I can't watch it happen," he says.

2014-07-08 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You don't have to," assures Adarin. "Neither of you do, okay?"

2014-07-08 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"If we can't come up with something painless it - it might be pleasantly distracting if I held her.  Path can wait somewhere else."

2014-07-08 01:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia






"That's - up to you," murmurs her husband.

"Hold me, hold me please," whimpers Vern, "I died in front of Path, I was so scared and confused and I didn't - I didn't - what happened, why did we die?!"

2014-07-08 01:7 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Of course -"  Isabella reaches out for the kagu, Path clinging to her silks to leave her dexterity.  "It was the alt of Adarin we were visiting, he screwed up a shield he was paranoidly trapping Adarin in, and - and I rushed through the resurrection of the Veron there instead of pausing to figure out why Path was so upset, I'm sorry."

2014-07-08 01:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern is transferred to Isabella's arms. Adarin has enough functionality to wrap his arms around Isabella's waist, but otherwise doesn't contribute much.

The kagu sobs in Isabella's arms. "Okay," she says shakily, making a little bird-noise that sounds kind of like a mix between a sniffle and a hiccup. "It's - we need to take steps so it never happens again, are we doing that? We need to do that."

2014-07-08 01:17 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"We're going to send letters first next time, warning people - maybe we should make Prime play emissary once or twice see how he likes it - we'll have - better timing."  Pet pet pet.

2014-07-08 01:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Okay," she agrees, and then she coos and nuzzles Isabella. She glances over to Path and motions for him to snuggle her.

2014-07-08 01:20 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Path snuggles up.

Isabella pets birds and leans on Adarin.

2014-07-08 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Adarin keeps holding her, relaxing a little more than he had before now that his soul's back where it belongs.

Vern snuggles Path and Isabella.  She declines to say anything else. But she's stopped sobbing.

2014-07-08 01:23 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I'll work on a spell.  It could take a while but not all that long.  And then I'll - do it right."

Pet pet.

2014-07-08 01:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Okay," murmurs Vern.

2014-07-08 01:29 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella kisses her feathery head.

2014-07-08 01:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern coos and preens her hair a little, then goes back to snuggling Path and Isabella. All of the snuggles.  All of them.

2014-07-08 01:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




After considerable snuggles - and a bit of a snack and a quick check-in with her staff - Isabella gets the mirror for Zeviana.  And snuggles back up to solid-portion-of-spouse and birds on the couch to call her.

2014-07-08 01:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Zeviana answers! Her trip to the plane of spellbinders is over.

"Oo, hey, you're back!  Hi, welcome back! I met my alt, we fought, I beat his ass and now his nickname is Turtle."

2014-07-08 01:52 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"...Congratulations.  We've been busy, too."

2014-07-08 03:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Oh? Anything interesting happen?"

2014-07-08 03:27 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"We met another Adarin, who was five hundred years old, unfriendly, sleep-deprived, and careless, and he accidentally killed this Adarin."

2014-07-08 03:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: l. Like a child again




That stuns Zeviana into silence.

"You fixed him, right? And beat the everliving shit out of - careless and terrible dude?"

2014-07-08 03:29 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




"I resurrected him, there was no beating applied because he had to go and get my my herbs and so on and was very apologetic, and also turns out the spell doesn't work on fae so now there's a live nonmagical Adarin and a ghost and I'm going to have to - try again with a revision."

2014-07-08 03:31 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion






"Damn," whispers Zeviana, who has come to the correct conclusion. "No other way, you sure?"

2014-07-08 03:34 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Alethiometer was pretty clear."

2014-07-08 03:35 (UTC)









headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




"Extra damn. Is he - wait, fuck, no, he's a wreck, isn't he. What do you need me to do, how can I fix this?"

2014-07-08 03:37 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"He thought you wanted to know, we aren't - I mean, you can't help me with the spell, can you?  You could come keep the ghost company, though.  We can't see him."

2014-07-08 03:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Yeah, doing that. Gonna make it a teleport, he needs me now." Pause. "Are you going to be able to kill him?"

2014-07-08 03:43 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"We have - not settled on a method but it's probably not going to be me."

2014-07-08 03:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally







"Do you need me to do it?"

2014-07-08 03:45 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Uh - sweetie?" Isabella passes the question on.

2014-07-08 03:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned







"... If she doesn't think it will - scar her for life and she's sure, then - she'd know how."

2014-07-08 03:49 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Isabella relays that.

2014-07-08 03:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"That's a yes.  Okay, good, because I don't want my brother to have to figure out a way to kill himself."

2014-07-08 03:51 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Okay.  Then - that's that solved as soon as I have the spell."

2014-07-08 03:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup. Be over in a bit, ghost-Ada probably needs me, you're in charge of human Ada."

2014-07-08 03:55 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Mm-hm."

2014-07-08 03:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




Zeviana waves, and then ends the mirror-call. She is going to go work on a teleportation spell.  There will be swearing.

2014-07-08 04:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I can't tell if that's helpful or worrying," murmurs Adarin.

2014-07-08 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"That she's willing to do it?"

2014-07-08 04:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah. Just - immediately, like that."

2014-07-08 04:9 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"She thought the plan was for me to, which I found kind of unnerving in its own right."

2014-07-08 04:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Yeah. I worry about her, sometimes."

2014-07-08 04:13 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I mean, she's also very concerned about you."

2014-07-08 04:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I know, I'm not - that's not what I'm worried about, I'm concerned about her mental health, sometimes."

2014-07-08 04:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What else has you concerned?"

2014-07-08 04:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It's - I don't have a list ready, I'm afraid, but how she doesn't take other people's preferences into account and uses her own as a base for everyone else, how she can just move on from things, no problem - I worry. It's in the brotherly job description."

2014-07-08 04:19 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The moving on might be adaptive."

2014-07-08 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Eh, I guess. I might just be picking things to worry about for no reason, really."

2014-07-08 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, we can - keep in touch with her, talk to the one who's five hundred, etcetera."

Snuggle.

2014-07-08 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He nods, and snuggles her back. "I wonder what the one who's five hundred is like, I should have thought of trying to find her while we were there."

2014-07-08 04:37 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We can go back.  We weren't expecting that reception and then we were - occupied."

2014-07-08 04:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah. And - to be honest I don't want to go back now, I just - want to be home with Path and Vern."

2014-07-08 04:40 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods fervently.

Snuggle.

2014-07-08 04:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggle.

2014-07-08 04:52 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




Soon enough, there is a knock on their door. It didn't take as long as flying would, but there were more swear words involved.

2014-07-08 04:55 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella gets the door, leaving Path to aggressively snuggle Vern as a substitute for human snuggling.

2014-07-08 04:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern aggressively snuggles him right back, like it is the high of summer in Texas and he is a giant owl-shaped ice cube.Edited   2014-07-08 05:07 (UTC)


2014-07-08 05:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Hey," says Zeviana. "Where's - aha, hey, Ada." She starts addressing thin air. "Yeah. Nope, it's fine. You're welcome." She snorts. "Yes, I'm peachy. If you die a third time your extraplanar privileges get suspended, though. Mhm. Knew there was a reason for why I liked you. Besides the brother thing."

2014-07-08 05:7 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How's he doing?"

2014-07-08 05:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"He's coping. He's glad to be back home and somewhere familiar. The strangers were nice, but he'd like to talk to people he actually knows."

2014-07-08 05:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I wish I could see him."

2014-07-08 05:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"He wishes you could, too. But he stays close to you, so if you've got anything you want to say to him later he'll hear."

2014-07-08 05:14 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Isabella nods.

2014-07-08 05:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Also - he's totally fine with everything the living Ada's said? I don't know why he wouldn't be, but I don't know what he said, so."

2014-07-08 05:20 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"It's still good to know they're on the same page."

2014-07-08 05:21 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Uhhh - he's worried about continuity, he thinks one of them will lose their memories or they'll both just remember when they died the first time when they're one person again and nothing that happened after."

2014-07-08 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I'll - check with the alethiometer.  My best guess is that both sets of memories should persist but I can check."

2014-07-08 05:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"He says that he's just being paranoid, but it's worth checking."

2014-07-08 17:8 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella nods, pulls her alethiometer and thingamajigs out of the portal bag, and asks.

"Resurrect mage remember ghost remember human," she reports.

2014-07-08 17:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Okay, good, that's nice to know."

2014-07-08 17:12 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yeah."  As long as she has the device out she fiddles with it a bit more.  "Aaand - it's not a huge revision from the original spell, apparently, if this thing were better with numbers I could ask it if it's just a matter of adding a verse or - needs one new herb - okay -"

2014-07-08 17:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Ada's got faith that you can do it," assures Zeviana.

2014-07-08 17:18 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I'm sure - the question is how long it'll take."

2014-07-08 17:19 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"He's not going anywhere."

2014-07-08 17:22 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yes, but he has to be a ghost for the intervening time period, which doesn't - sound particularly fun."

2014-07-08 17:24 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Oh, it's not, but I will be keeping him company."

2014-07-08 17:24 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Right.  Well - I guess I should get to work."

Isabella hauls out the relevant notebooks and her herb collection and starts spellcrafting.

2014-07-08 17:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




And Zeviana goes and keeps her ghostly brother company. If she starts getting tired she'll look for someone else to keep him company while she sleeps, but for now - it can just be her.

2014-07-08 17:27 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)






It takes Isabella four days to have a spell the alethiometer confirms will work, memories and daemon and all.

It's not so very different from the original.  There's an extra verse importuning the goddesses to reach beyond their customary domains because she says so, because they will not be doing their assigned task if they don't put in that extra effort to work on mages.  There is a gesture associated with this verse.  And she had to add a pinch of saffron to the herb blend sprinkled on the diagram.  Otherwise it's the same.

She assembles the herb mix.  She gets a resupply of ash.

And she tells her husband.  The both of him.

2014-07-08 21:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




The human's one reaction is to scoop his wife up into another hug. Gentle, rather than ecstatic, he's happy, but he's obviously worried about the - necessary step. Even if it'll only work for ten minutes.

The ghost - says he'll wait as long as required, through Zeviana. She doesn't relate any other reaction from him, if he wants to tell Isabella he can do it when he's alive again.

Vernaia finds Path and snuggles with him. She's planning to stay like that until it's time, and then she'll be held by Isabella.  Path won't have to watch.

2014-07-08 21:22 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




Path snuggles Vern most fervently.

Isabella kisses her husband's human section and goes out to the backyard to diagram.Edited   2014-07-08 21:27 (UTC)


2014-07-08 21:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




And Adarin goes to find Zeviana.

Vern bids goodbye to Path with a last loving preen, and finds Isabella, looking up at her with sad eyes.

2014-07-08 21:38 (UTC)









dark_light: n ~ yikes




Isabella scoops her up.

And squeezes her eyes shut, and shakes.

2014-07-08 21:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Vern snuggles back, making little mournful bird noises.

"You're sure?" she asks, quietly, shaking just a bit. "You don't have to - be here."

2014-07-08 21:57 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Do you want me here?  For yourselves," says Isabella.  Pet pet.

2014-07-08 21:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia






"Yes, but I want you to not have to go through it if it pains you, more."

2014-07-08 22:3 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"If it was the other way around he'd hold Path, wouldn't he?"

2014-07-08 22:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Yes, but that doesn't - mean that you have to?"

2014-07-08 22:5 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I know.  But I'm going to anyway."

Pet pet.

2014-07-08 22:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Okay," she says. She curls into Isabella's arms, snuggling and trying very hard to be brave.


A minute later, she disappears.

2014-07-08 22:47 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Isabella swallows, hard, and then - goes to perform her spell.

2014-07-08 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




It works.

There is her husband, whole as ever, Vern next to him.

Adarin's first action upon resurrection is to giggle madly.

2014-07-08 22:50 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"...Better?"

2014-07-08 22:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Better," he says between giggles, nearly falling over.

Vern peers at him. "... Well that's interesting."

"Oh wow," says Adarin, with another stifled laugh, "My head is a mess, conflicting memories, that's fun."

Vern tilts her head. "I think he's high," she pronounces, a giggle leaking into her voice a little.

2014-07-08 22:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"High?  What on?  The spell is not supposed to do that."

2014-07-08 22:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Maaaagic!" singsongs Adarin, swaying a bit and then correcting. "I keep thinking how incredibly inappropriate it is for me to be having giggle fits right now but then -" He giggles. "I do it anyway."

2014-07-08 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella snorts and then steps forward to hug him.

2014-07-08 22:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




He picks her up, twirls her around, and snuggles her. Then he puts her down before he drops her, that is the thing that a responsible magic user does when high off of magic.

"Why does it even work like this, this is absurd!" he snickers.

2014-07-08 23:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I wasn't expecting it.  Want me to ask the alethiometer?"

2014-07-08 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Okay! I hope to Kystle that it wears off!" He bursts into helpless laughter. "How the hell do I walk like this? Why am I referencing a religion I don't even follow? Vern, Vern I need you to be the sane one, clearly I've lost my mind!"

"Path," says Vern, as the sane one of the duo. She's getting part of what Adarin's feeling, but - not quite the full effect. "He'll want to snuggle -" (giggle) "- me."

2014-07-08 23:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Path has indeed shown up at this point.

Isabella fiddles with the alethiometer, meanwhile.

2014-07-08 23:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Adarin decides that the smart option is to not be standing, so he flops onto the ground and looks at clouds. Fluffy clouds.

"This is my life now," he muses. "With weird effects from being resurrected a second time after an older version of myself accidentally killed me. My wife has a robot army from another planet at her beck and call. Prime owes me full library access and ultimate power is at my fingertips. He's probably talking to literal gods right now." He giggles again. "I regret nothing."

Vern goes to snuggle her Path. That is a thing that they should be doing, right now.

2014-07-08 23:15 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Path snuggles Vern, agreeing heartily with the sentiment.

"If you didn't want a life full of many planes' worth of wonders and opportunities," says Isabella, flopping snugfully on him, "then you should have said something long ago."

2014-07-08 23:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Oh, oh no, I'm not complaining," he snorts, snuggling her back. "But I'm just - this is absurd!"

2014-07-08 23:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Are you only just noticing?"

2014-07-08 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"No, no, but it's just - everything is weird and my head's a mess and I seem to be high and this is just another thing to add to the weirdness of my life and it seems so strange and hilarious!"

2014-07-08 23:26 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Magic loss affect mind magic gain affect mind," Isabella reads off her thingamajig when the alethiometer has finished answering her question.  "So you'll probably adjust to baseline again."

2014-07-08 23:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Oh, good, I'd be utterly useless like this if it were permanent."

2014-07-08 23:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Not utterly.  You're speaking in complete grammatical sentences and everything."

2014-07-08 23:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Do I get an award?" he asks, wryly.

2014-07-08 23:31 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Do you want one?  I could scare up an award if you wanted one."

2014-07-08 23:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"'Can speak grammatical sentences while under questionable effects after getting magic restored,'" he muses. "Hmmm. No, no, too many awkward questions, I'm not even a woman, they don't know I have magic."

2014-07-08 23:38 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, you'd have to display it only in limited settings."  Nuzzle.

2014-07-08 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I would, and if I have an award for grammatical speaking I think I'd want to display it to the world!"

2014-07-08 23:44 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You're adorable."

2014-07-08 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He giggles. "You're beautiful."

2014-07-08 23:46 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Thank you."

2014-07-08 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Anytime! Except at six in the morning, when I am sleepy and vulnerable!"

2014-07-08 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You've called me beautiful when you were groggy too, before."

2014-07-08 23:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeeees, groggy-me gets an award! Awards for me, all around!"

2014-07-08 23:53 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Do you want to go reassure Zeviana that you're properly alive at some point?"

2014-07-08 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more






"Yes!  Yes I do, I am a terrible person, I should have thought of that first!"

He tries to get up.  He falls over twice, then manages it.

2014-07-09 00:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella goes with him, holding his arm helpfully.

2014-07-09 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Good, because he kind of needs that for support.

2014-07-09 00:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




And there is his sister.  She's left the corpse behind, she has been slowly walking back to the house. Her face is flushed, and her eyes look more watery than normal. It could be the light, but it probably isn't.

She hugs her brother immediately.

2014-07-09 00:10 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella yields him up to this treatment.

2014-07-09 00:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




And then there are hugs.

"I'm all right," he assures, softly.

2014-07-09 00:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Pfff," says Zeviana. "Of course you are." She ends the hug and gives him a little affectionate push on the shoulder. "Isabella resurrected you."

2014-07-09 00:15 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"We should probably retrieve your wedding ring, but your armored clothes are still stuffed in my portal bag waiting for laundry day," says Isabella.  "And then - whatever you want to do with - it."

2014-07-09 00:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Burn it, probably. Easiest."

2014-07-09 00:16 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Isabella nods.  "Do you want me to do it?"

2014-07-09 00:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Eeeeh," he says. "I think I can manage it with magic.  When my head is put back together properly and I'm not - high off of magic."

He's doing better, but he's not at one hundred percent, either.

2014-07-09 02:15 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay.  ...Are you full up on mana?  That's not how you died, the first time I mean, though the second time either."

2014-07-09 02:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I have - the same amount I had when I died. So, not very much. That's interesting."

2014-07-09 02:19 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"At least this means we will never find ourselves in a situation where you have to die and be resurrected repeatedly to generate mana in some kind of mana emergency.  I mean, having the option would be strictly useful, but at this moment I'm pretty happy with that just never coming up."

2014-07-09 02:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"Agreed. Let's not play the dying game."

2014-07-09 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Isabella reclaims her Adarin for snuggling.  "Mm-hm."

2014-07-09 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Snuggling!

"I'll be quite happy if I never have a repeat incident, actually."

2014-07-09 02:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So will I.  No more dying."

2014-07-09 02:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yeah. No more dying."

2014-07-09 02:35 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Snuggle.

2014-07-09 02:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Snuggle!

2014-07-09 02:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




Zeviana is obviously not needed anymore.  She waves goodbye, and then heads off to go find Luzia - she is of the opinion that she needs some comfort sex right now.
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dark_light: c ~ collected




Which Luzia will be happy to supply.

Isabella, meanwhile: comfort snuggling.

2014-07-09 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Yup, Adarin is so up for comfort snuggling right now. He starts the process of sorting out his head, the high from restored magic waning a bit.

2014-07-09 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




And he is snuggled.

2014-07-09 02:45 (UTC)





Phixable

ghost





shesepankh: o ~ mom




Kindergarten teacher Renée Higgenbotham Swan (36) was killed in a car crash one mile from her residence in Phoenix, AZ, January 9, 2005.  She is survived by her daughter Isabella (16).  Her service will be held at -


Bella has the entire obituary pasted into a page of one of her compilation notebooks but tends not to re-read past the first lines.  It's repellent.  The concept of obituaries is repellent.  The funeral is over.  Renée's vibrant brief life has been summed up over the course of a paragraph, and is also over.

Bella pretends to sleep on the plane.  Her neighbor is talkative and she doesn't want to say shut up, my mom just died, because - what if it doesn't work?  What if this news doesn't have the power to bludgeon everyone else into stunned silence the way it does Bella?

Charlie collects her.  Charlie hugs her.  Charlie doesn't make her talk.  Good wonderful understanding quiet Charlie does not say a word.  He takes her home.  Her room's where she left it last August.

It's raining.

Bella stays home, moving in, moping, for a day, and then she shows up at school, gray-faced and withdrawn.  First class is English.  Okay, whatever.

The teacher wants her to introduce herself.  Bella wants to yank on the skinny end of his tie until he regrets making her.

She stands at the front of the room and says that her name is Bella Swan and she's moved here to live with her dad.  The teacher makes an impatient go on gesture and she stands there for a moment before robotically saying the same thing she produced at the beginning of the year in her old school in Phoenix when they were doing go-around-the-room-and-share-facts.  "I'm one of those people who actually likes Shakespeare."

He lets her sit down.

She sits.

2014-05-03 21:35









castmyown: l. Quiet time




The boy next to her is mercifully silent. He looks at her, notices the withdrawn, empty look - but he's smart enough to not ask. He's been on the other end of that forced classroom introduction, a year ago - not fun. Also on the other side of the questioning classmates that followed - even less fun.  No, thank you, he is perfectly happy to leave the girl to her privacy.

He also remembers showing up in the middle of the term and being utterly lost, and working double time to catch up. There's no easy way to fix that, but - he does keep notes. They're retrieved, glanced over for spelling errors, and then he writes, 'So you're not lost, not a charity, please return after class' on the first page's header.

Onto Bella's desk they go.

2014-05-04 05:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




She glances at them, makes brief eye contact and an acknowledging nod, and, since he wants them back, starts the process of skimming through them and copying anything that looks particularly important into shorthand in her own notebook.  Fortunately she's already read the book they're currently working on.  She's going to be lucky if she makes it all the way through math, but English she has down.

2014-05-04 05:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He nods back. Then, to work.

From the notes, he seems to have English down as well - they're thorough, neat, and to the point. Also very helpful.

2014-05-04 05:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Handy.

She finishes copying the bits she wants, has them back on his desk before the end of class, and then sort of leans her face on her hand and points her eyes in the teacher's general direction.  She writes things down, but not very intently.
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He smiles a bit when she returns them. It annoys him when he has to remind people. Then goes back to paying attention. If she wants to zone out, that's entirely her choice and notes man is not going to judge her. He's taking notes for two, considering how his sister tends to ignore the class. So he doesn't get the luxury.  Write, write, write.

2014-05-04 05:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




When class ends, Bella frowns at her map in confusion.  It has room numbers on it, but she doesn't know how to avoid getting turned around in between the little identical buildings.

2014-05-04 05:30 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Her distress is noted. Notes man weighs getting to class early and getting the good seat versus helping out the new student. It's not a difficult choice.

"Do you need help with getting to class?" he asks.

2014-05-04 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Please.  Room six."

She sounds hoarse, but she manages not to let her voice actually shake, she doesn't want to unload on a stranger.

2014-05-04 05:35 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Close enough to mine, I'm in room seven," he shrugs.

Off they go! She doesn't seem like she wants to make friends, so he will save the pointless pleasantries. Notes man is perfectly content to leave it at silence unless Bella would like to speak.

2014-05-04 05:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Thank you," she adds as she follows him through the rain.  "For the notes."

2014-05-04 05:39 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"You're welcome," says helpful notes man. "I moved here mid-term last year, it sucks to play catch-up."

2014-05-04 05:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"At least I know the town," she says ruefully.  "It's just I've only been here summers before -"  She stops.  She starts looking at room numbers as they pass doors.

2014-05-04 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Wince.  Okay, yeah, something happened there. Obviously something painful.

"My name's Darren, by the way. I didn't know the town at all and I was hopelessly, hopelessly lost."

He will let her avoid whatever unpleasant subject it is as long as she likes.

2014-05-04 05:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It's nice to meet you."

It is, if she takes the event sufficiently out of context.

2014-05-04 05:46 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Nice to meet you, too."

Yeah, he's getting that impression. He doesn't take offense.

There they are, at room six. "Here it is," says Darren. "Would you like basic directions to your classes after this?"

2014-05-04 05:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"If you don't mind.  The buildings look all alike."

2014-05-04 05:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Annoyingly so," he agrees. Then, he gives directions to each class from the previous class on her list. It's all very orderly and helpful.

He notes that they have a few more classes together, but doesn't say anything particularly insinuating of, 'Aha, we have had one short conversation and I have walked you to class therefore we are friends.'

2014-05-04 05:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay.  I'll see you in, uh, Earth Science, I guess.  Thanks again."

In she goes to Spanish.

Later on she does in fact see him in Earth Science.

2014-05-04 05:55 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"You're welcome. Happy to help."

Off he goes to algebra.  Fascinating, math. (No it isn't.)

Later, there he is in Earth Science. He smiles a little at her, produces another set of notes, and Bella-ward they go. This is becoming something of a theme.Edited   2014-05-04 06:00 (UTC)
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Hi again.  Thanks."
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Hello again.  You're welcome," he says. "Let me know if you have questions, apparently I am the Earth Science guru and people keep bugging me about it."

(He is good at science.  Also math, math is required to be good at science, but science does cool things. Math is just a means to an end.)
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I keep up in science most of the time.  But I'll make a note of it."

She does, and then she starts copying his notes.

2014-05-04 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




He nods.

The notes are helpful, neat, and nicely organized. He does appear to be good at science. Probably not helpful for Bella in particular, but it's nice to know, anyway.

2014-05-04 06:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Again he gets them back before the end of class.

2014-05-04 06:10 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Good, he needs those for his sister!  Also studying, but mostly for his sister.

"Thank you," says Darren when they're returned.

2014-05-04 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Thank you.  For the notes, for not interrogating me like everybody else and their cousin," she murmurs.Edited   2014-05-04 06:13 (UTC)
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"You're welcome. I do know what it's like to be on the other side of 'new student, bring into the gossip collective' syndrome and it's quite annoying.  Would you like me to try to help? My sister and I tag-teamed to distract them when one of us didn't want to talk.  I could do something similar?"Edited   2014-05-04 06:16 (UTC)


2014-05-04 06:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Maybe.  If it wouldn't be any trouble or make me look more antisocial than I do anyway."

2014-05-04 06:17 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I don't mind, I can be graceful about it. You don't seem antisocial, just - not talkative. Understandable, considering you just got here."

He doesn't say, 'You look like you're hurting' because that would not help, but he thinks it. 

2014-05-04 06:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"If you're going to - run interference - it's not that it's a secret, I just don't want to say it fifty times -"  She's briefly interrupted by the teacher saying something moderately important, she writes it down.  "I'm here," she says when it's back to droning filler, "because my mom died."
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren winces. "I am so sorry. I'll answer questions about it, I get why you'd want to - not... Say it fifty times. I'll try and make sure you don't have to."

It's not like he likes bringing up his mother. Not quite the same situation, but it's still not much fun to explain that she's in an insane asylum. Followed by the awkward looks and the urge to say, 'No I am completely mentally fine, thank you' when it's so obvious that's what they're thinking.

So he understands it quite well.Edited   2014-05-04 06:27 (UTC)
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shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella nods.

"Thanks."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"You're welcome."

He has no idea what else to say to her, because how in the world can anything compare to that? So he goes back to notes and will leave her to her thoughts.

2014-05-04 06:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Earth Science ends.

Lunchtime.

2014-05-04 06:32 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Lunch-ward they go!

"You're welcome to sit with me at lunch if you'd like," he offers in a very 'You don't have to if you want to be alone' kind of way.

2014-05-04 06:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"...Thank you."

2014-05-04 06:35 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Don't thank me yet," he deadpans. "You haven't met my sister."

Is that brunette with similar facial features the sister in question? It probably is!

2014-05-04 06:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Especially since she waves at them both. 

"Hey. I'm Savannah," she says. "I am twin sister to the nerd."

2014-05-04 06:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Bella," says Bella.

2014-05-04 06:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Talky




"Nice to meet you," says Savannah.

She shares a look with Darren.

"... 'Kay, Darren, what is it you'd like me to do?  You're making a face."

2014-05-04 06:42 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Interference, please, Bella just got here and needs time to settle."

Another look is shared.

2014-05-04 06:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




His sister reads him loud and clear. Trauma, got it.

"Okay, done.  But you give me your English notes, that book is incomprehensible."

2014-05-04 06:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Sure."

Table-ward they go!
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shesepankh: (Default)




Table-ward.

Bella brought her lunch.  Charlie took her out to a diner the night before but she only ate half her sandwich, so here it is, plus a banana and a cup of rice pudding.

She sort of picks at it, although she makes enough progress that she may expect to have eaten it all by the end of the lunch period.
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morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




They sit, notes are exchanged, and then Savannah says, "Hey, Darren, preferences on how she finds out about the why we're here thing?"

2014-05-04 06:53 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Rock paper scissors for it," he replies, retrieving lunch.

They play rock paper scissors.  Darren wins with scissors. "Ha.  You get it."Edited   2014-05-04 06:57 (UTC)
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morethanimaginary: Talky




"Damn.  Right, then. Before the gossip mongers show up and you get the wrong story - our mom is cray-cray, her baby-daddy is long gone, and we're happily adopted.  There, that was easy. I'm getting better at this."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...Okay."

Darren completely already volunteered to explain to people why Bella is here.  Does "people" include Savannah?
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




It does, but he's waiting for a better time to tell his sister.  Savannah knows not to ask, she is not a problem. It can wait for when Bella is not present and doesn't have to hear someone say her mother is deceased.

"We got very annoyed with being interrogated," explains Darren. "So - rock paper scissors for explanation. Took people ages to shut up about it. Sometimes they still don't."
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Makes sense," says Bella.  "I've pretty much been - just not saying."

2014-05-04 07:5 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Completely understandable. I'll explain if anyone asks."

2014-05-04 07:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I'm not going to, by the way. 'Cause Darren would make a face and get huffy with me if I did," says Savannah brightly.Edited   2014-05-04 07:08 (UTC)
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"That's clearly the best reason not to ask.  Fraternal disapproval."
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morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Hey, you haven't seen some of his faces. He's got a mean glare. That shit's what nightmares are made of."
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "Language.  We're in school."
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morethanimaginary: Fine




"Thanks, dad."

2014-05-04 07:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"How uptight are you on the subject of swearing exactly?"
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morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"He mostly just likes to give me grief about it."

2014-05-04 07:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay."

2014-05-04 07:17 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Only after that spat with your ex-friend in the hallway. Before then I just politely ignored it," challenges Darren.

2014-05-04 07:18 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"... Yeah, okay, some of the things I said there were pretty bad," laughs his sister. "But you love me anyway, right?"

2014-05-04 07:19 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No.  Because it is definitely a thing that I can take back and not just automatic because you are my sister.  You should be on your best behavior."

His words are dripping with sarcasm.
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella smiles faintly.

Eric Yorkie, oftentime consumer of Darren's notes, swings by the table.  "Hey man, can I get English, last Wednesday?" he asks.  "Overnight but I'll photocopy it and give it back in the morning.  New girl!  Hi!  I'm Eric.  You're Bella Swan, right?"

"Right," confirms Bella.

2014-05-04 07:28 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Sure," agrees Darren easily. While he's retrieving notes, he gets to operation head off annoying inquisitive people.

"Is there going to be another spill of - what exactly was that?  Coffee?  Tea?  Don't to it again, please, copying it over was annoying, I could barely read half of it."

2014-05-04 07:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Coke, but it wasn't me, it was the cat," says Eric.  "Sorry.  It won't happen again.  So Bella, what brings you to Forks?"

"Living with my dad," she says.

"Right, you're Chief Swan's kid!"

"Mmhm."

2014-05-04 07:35 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Crap. So much for the gentle approach. He forgot how annoying Eric could be.

"Her mother," he says delicately, "recently passed away. That's why she moved here."

2014-05-04 07:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Oh, yikes," says Eric, genuine if intrusive sympathy all over his face.  "That sucks."

"Does it really," says Bella.  "That would explain a lot."

Eric looks confused.

2014-05-04 07:39 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Notes are retrieved in record time.

"Here you are," says Darren, handing over the notes and trying to defuse the situation. Edited   2014-05-04 07:48 (UTC)
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shesepankh: m ~ last




"Thanks, Darren," says Eric. "I'm sorry about your mom, Bella."

"Thank you," says Bella mechanically. 

2014-05-04 07:48 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"You're welcome."

He makes a face at Eric that apologetically says, 'Sorry, maybe later there can be small-talk.  Leave, please?'

Or that's what he's aiming for.
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shesepankh: (Default)




Eric backs off, notes clutched in his hand.

Bella eats a bite of banana.
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morethanimaginary: Conversationally




"Right, so," says Savannah, glancing between all parties involved. "Want me to go - gossip and spread the news since you are a pretty wallflower, Darren?"

2014-05-04 07:54 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




He gives her a look. "Not a wallflower, but by all means. I'd appreciate it."

2014-05-04 07:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"But you don't dispute the 'pretty' part. How big-headed of you," she says, trying to lighten the mood for Bella. "Should I tell her about the dresses?"

There are no dresses.

2014-05-04 07:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"The nonexistent ones that you like to imagine me in where I pretend to be a pretty princess?  By all means, your strange fantasies are your own."

2014-05-04 07:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




She snorts. "Right, whatever.  Going to go feed the gossip-zombies.  Bye, nerd."

2014-05-04 08:0 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Bye."

Off she goes.

"... Well now I have to try and be a one man comedy show.  Should I juggle?" he asks of Bella archly.

2014-05-04 08:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Can you?" she inquires.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"No.  That's what would make it a comedy show."

2014-05-04 08:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I will do without.  But I appreciate it."

2014-05-04 08:4 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"You're welcome. I'm afraid I can't sing or dance either, so - I'm really quite terrible at this."Edited   2014-05-04 08:05 (UTC)
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"It's your fault for missing all those extremely comprehensive and well-designed lessons in which they teach teenaged amateurs how to comfort each other in response to delicate highly emotional situations without losing sight of the fact that everyone processes things differently.  Why is your attendance so bad?"

2014-05-04 08:7 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts with laughter. "Oh, you know, I'm a slacker. Just couldn't be bothered to care about other people. I am a heartless monster.  Yup."

(He is a bad liar.)
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"It will serve you right when you get a D in Impromptu Counseling and have to take Remedial Decency.  They will walk you through the correct use of 'please' and 'thank you' and 'you're welcome' five thousand times.  Then come the standardized tests."

2014-05-04 17:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oh no, not the standardized tests. Bubble in the correct letter for the action you should take in a situation. Choices between, 'Question a person incessantly' or 'Leave them alone if they seem to want you to' are so difficult, I'm doomed."

2014-05-04 19:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"No, no, that's clearly too advanced for you.  Skip too many classes and that's what you get."

2014-05-04 19:56 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yes, it is, I'm lucky if I pass at all, even with a D. I might have to get a tutor. 'This is how you small talk without being a twit.' Maybe Angela will help."

2014-05-04 20:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Angela?  I met her in gym, she wanted to know if I was okay after I got permission to sit out and do yoga and situps.  She seems nice."

2014-05-04 20:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"She is. We're study buddies, if you're looking for someone who will leave you alone when you want them to, she's a good bet."

2014-05-04 20:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Being bothered by people paying attention to me isn't actually a typical problem for me.  Although having to sit out of gym is.  I can just about walk without falling over and breaking my nose; running is out of the question."

2014-05-04 20:7 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"That sounds painful.  Ow.  Have you seen a doctor or something?"Edited   2014-05-04 20:11 (UTC)
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I meet the diagnostic criteria for a disorder that is basically fancy acronym speak for 'you are really clumsy and we have no earthly clue why'.  Since they have no earthly idea why they can't really treat it.  I tried a cane in the doctor's office once, and promptly tripped anyway and thwacked a nurse in the face with it, so that idea was abandoned; more significant interventions aren't worth the hassle.  I'm fine ninety percent of the time if I don't try to run or climb trees or whatever."

2014-05-04 20:14 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Makes sense. Sorry that's a problem.  Wish I could help, but unfortunately - not omnipotent. Despite notes in high school being some kind of cheat code where everyone wants to talk to you."

2014-05-04 20:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Is there lots of demand, should I start offering to sell mine when I'm caught up enough?"

2014-05-04 20:22 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Maybe, but I think I'm underselling you if you sell them. It started when someone asked, I gave them notes, and it kind of spiraled from there when their friends read said notes and wanted in. Now I am Earth Science guru and the Notes Man. I mean if you do, go for it, it might get some of them to shoo from me and go to your theoretical better product. I won't complain."

2014-05-04 20:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"If I were going to make a business of it I don't know if I'd claim my notes are outright better, but I might preemptively run them through the school copier so they wouldn't have to give them back or avoid spilling beverages."

2014-05-04 20:27 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... That's a good idea. I should use that. That would be very helpful."

2014-05-04 20:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't actually know if they'll let me use the copier.  But I know they have one.  I was in the office this morning getting my schedule and my map."

2014-05-04 20:28 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It's a good idea, nonetheless. Thank you for sharing it, I'm borrowing it."

2014-05-04 20:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Well, there goes my ability to corner the market on selling a class's worth of notes for fifty cents."

2014-05-04 20:36 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yup, that's what happens when you tell your competition, 'Hey, photocopying is a thing that you can do.' I don't know why you thought any different."

2014-05-04 20:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Next time I'll have a patent lawer."

2014-05-04 20:38 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Good, good.  Glad this has taught you well."

2014-05-04 20:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Even though I'll use my knowledge to defeat you?  Mwahaha?"

2014-05-04 20:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hey, my entire motivation for getting into this business is, 'Let's everyone try to learn things' so.... Yes. Knowledge for all."Edited   2014-05-04 20:42 (UTC)


2014-05-04 20:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, there's learning Earth Science and then there's learning - marketing and manufacture."

2014-05-04 20:43 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"It counts. Not all of the useful things to learn can be learned in high school. I'd be hamstringing the world if I said, 'No, it is not taught in high school so it is therefore not useful.'"

He's learned lots of useful, useful things that high school has nothing to do with. Marketing and manufacture isn't even close to being the same thing, but it's somewhat close.  If you squint.

2014-05-04 20:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Are you personally in a position to hamstring the entire world?  Should I be polishing my resume for you to get in on whatever cool world-changing thing you are doing?"

2014-05-04 20:46 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: k. So much to do




He snorts. "I wish. No, sorry, but if I find something I will keep you in mind. There's lots of things I would fix if I could."

2014-05-04 20:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Me too.  Haven't picked one yet.  I have a list in order by ratio of upside to likelihood with margin notes about fallback positions from the requisite college majors and skillsets."

2014-05-04 20:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren smiles at her, then replies, "That's pretty impressive.  My goals on the matter are, 'I don't know, science or social services or something, I guess.' Science because I'm good at it and it can be used to improve lives everywhere, social services because it's kind of a mess."

2014-05-04 20:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"My list could be summarized as 'medicine or politics or something I guess'."

2014-05-04 20:54 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




He snickers. "Both good things, if used right. I don't have the backing to get into politics, you need either lots of money or lots of charisma and I don't meet either requirement, I think. But it's an option, if I ever become incredibly rich. Or charismatic, I suppose."

2014-05-04 20:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I wasn't necessarily thinking elected office, although I could easily fail hard enough at charisma to be hedged out of appointed positions, too.  'Politics' also loosely covers things like working for activism organizations.  The ACLU or whatever."

2014-05-04 20:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Aha. My mind went to, 'Gets up there and speeches at things and is hopefully not horrifically corrupt' instead of other options. I need to think more outside of the box, apparently."

2014-05-04 21:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yes.  What are you even doing in that box?  Is it nice there?"

2014-05-04 21:4 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yes, but sometimes I think I need to stretch my metaphorical wings."

Metaphorical.  Ha.

2014-05-04 21:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Sure.  You can just keep a little nest in your box."

2014-05-04 21:10 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I'll come back to visit with trophies of my outside-of-the-box explorations, and put them on the walls or shelves or something. The box will end up very nicely decorated by the end of it."

2014-05-04 21:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Sounds crowded, with all that stuff."

2014-05-04 21:13 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Well I'll have to get the box renovated, of course. To make room."

2014-05-04 21:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Expand the box according to the findings of your explorations."

2014-05-04 21:15 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Exactly. Anything less would be a waste."

2014-05-04 21:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.

2014-05-04 21:16 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren giggles, too. "It won't even be recognizable as a box when I'm done with it."

2014-05-04 21:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It will look more like an entire apartment complex or something."

2014-05-04 21:19 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yup. Nice little rooms for people to go to in case the apartment complex as a whole is too much for them. Then if they're ready, 'Oh look there's more to it than this room.'"

He realizes he should probably stop talking. His box isn't the same as other people's. He doubts it will come up and she'll directly ask him anything, but he's such a terrible liar that he should avoid it anyway.  In a non-obvious way.

2014-05-04 21:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Little restaurants on the ground floor.  Lounge with pinball machines.  Rooftop garden, or does that start to count as not being in the box-cum-complex anymore?"

2014-05-04 21:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snickers. "Yes, each room gets its own cool thing so everyone who ventures out of their room gets a pleasant surprise. I guess the rooftop garden would count as partially not in the box, but some people can take it, I think. That's probably a preparation to help anyone that would like to get out of the box but isn't quite ready, yet."

2014-05-04 21:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"And when they've gotten used to the garden they can stretch their metaphorical wings."

2014-05-04 21:28 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup! Then off they go, to decorate their own boxes, and my job is done," he laughs.

2014-05-04 21:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella laughs.  "Well, that sounds pretty straightforward.  Get on that, what are you waiting for?"

2014-05-04 21:29 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Who says he wasn't, already? Not that he's going to volunteer that information.

"Figured I should graduate high school. Guess I can start early, though."

2014-05-04 21:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What's a high school diploma going to do for you on the box decoration front?"

2014-05-04 21:31 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Mostly gets people to take me more seriously and not say 'Oh you are in high school, you are automatically wrong.  About everything.'"

2014-05-04 21:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Yeah, that's annoying, isn't it?"

2014-05-04 21:36 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Very. But I can be patient, so it's all right. Kind of."

2014-05-04 21:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I'm not patient at all."

2014-05-04 21:39 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Can't blame you. It does get quite annoying, being patient."

2014-05-04 21:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"...If you're annoyed by being patient, by what definition are you patient?"

2014-05-04 21:41 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Not letting the annoyance get to me."

2014-05-04 21:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Oh, then by that definition I'm patient too.  I'm good at managing my annoyance whenever it would only be in the way."

2014-05-04 21:43 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"See, there you go. That's the spirit."

2014-05-04 21:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But I don't consider myself patient because when I'm making plans I heavily negatively weight having to wait a lot."

2014-05-04 21:46 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




He snorts with laughter. "I don't, if I get what I want in the end, I don't mind waiting a while for it."

2014-05-04 21:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Well, no plan is a hundred percent guaranteed.  Trying the ones that fail fast first is more efficient."

2014-05-04 21:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"True. Still, some plans can only be implemented once and if you mess them up, you're just doomed. So I'll wait to improve the odds for those."

2014-05-04 21:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yeah, I'd make the same call in that case."

2014-05-04 21:52 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Good, good. That gives you the best chance of success."

He's just about finished his lunch.  This is a fun conversation, he's glad he's met her. (Though considering the circumstances, he's not glad she's here.)

2014-05-04 21:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella finishes her pudding.

"Art," she pronounces, looking at her schedule.

2014-05-04 21:56 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Savannah and I have it, too," pronounces Darren, smiling a bit. "So we can keep people shooed."

2014-05-04 21:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Thanks."

2014-05-04 21:59 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You're quite welcome. Though I don't have notes for Art, so you are on your own there, I'm afraid."

2014-05-04 22:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, that bodes well, if it's more of a 'projects' than a 'theory and history' art class."

2014-05-04 22:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Projects.  I hope you like charcoal and acrylics."

2014-05-04 22:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm not a particularly miraculous artist, but I will get an A for effort."

2014-05-04 22:2 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Good, though I don't think anyone can fail Art. I'm not even sure how they'd get to trying."

2014-05-04 22:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Cutting class?" Bella suggests, dropping her lunch trash into the trash can and following Darren to the correct building.  "Deliberately drawing nothing but those S-shaped things you make with two rows of three lines?  Bringing glitter gel pens from home and putting mustaches on their paintings of apples."

2014-05-04 22:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He giggles. "I kind of want to do the glitter gel pens thing, now."

2014-05-04 22:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"It'd be cute in a sort of weirdass-modern-art way."

2014-05-04 22:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It would be hilarious in a weird-modern-art way," he corrects.

They reach the building! It's definitely an art room, with large tables set up in lieu of easels, a badly organized open closet filled with various art supplies, and pictures of student work and the color wheel pinned to the walls. It's got sinks, on the side, because its an art room and people will get messy. 

Table-sets seat four per grouping - Darren finds an empty one and sits there. Savannah will show up eventually, he'll save her a seat with his stuff, like so.  Plop goes the stuff onto the seat next to him. Bella's entirely free to sit with him, or not.

2014-05-04 22:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella does sit next to him.  He's comfortable and the exact right brand of distracting; she wants to be friends.  "What project did I show up in the middle of?" she inquires.

2014-05-04 22:18 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




He actually wants to be friends, too. Partially because she's personally agreeable, and partially because everyone else seems to have their cliques pre-made since kindergarten and it's nice to have someone who isn't a part of any of them.

"The teacher called it a fancy thing and I forget the name of it, but - basically, take a paper, cover it entirely in charcoal, then erase from there to get whatever the drawing is.  It's very messy."

2014-05-04 22:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Sounds it.  Do we have still lifes or are we doing portraits or what?"

2014-05-04 22:23 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"We get to pick what we do, but the teacher's got like a stack of things we can use as still lifes if we've got no idea what to do. Mine is a piggy bank."

2014-05-04 22:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay."

When class starts Bella gets a mirror, charcoals a paper, and starts doing a self-portrait.  She's not especially talented, but she's methodical, eyeballing a grid on the paper and mirror to keep things spaced right.

2014-05-04 22:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah manages to make it in just before class starts, moving Darren's stuff with a, "Thanks."

She waves at Bella, then heads off to retrieve her stuff.

2014-05-04 22:32 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren grabs his in-progress drawing and his piggy bank.  The piggy bank turns out to be purple, with flowers on it.  It's very cute.

He's not particularly skilled in drawing, but he's obviously making an effort and has a good grasp of form. It is definitely recognizable as a piggy bank.Edited   2014-05-04 22:34 (UTC)


2014-05-04 22:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella waves back at Savannah.

She spends about half the class getting a loose suggestion of her features erased, and then she goes into more detail, diligently scrubbing away charcoal for the whites of her eyes and the highlit protrutrusions of cheekbone and lip and nose.  It looks like she's staring at the viewer out of a void.

2014-05-04 22:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Savannah turns out to be drawing a potted plant. The pot itself is shaded a little strangely, but the plant turns out to be pretty, if boring. She's got more art skills than Darren, certainly.

"So, how goes the piggy bank of girly wonder?"

2014-05-04 22:39 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm having trouble with the nose," he says. "And the piggy bank would like you to respect its life choices."

2014-05-04 22:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




Bella snorts.

2014-05-04 22:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Savannah bows to the piggy bank. "Sorry, piggy bank. I'll try."

2014-05-04 22:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"See, that's better," says Darren loftily. "Now you know."

(He finishes messing with the nose and gets to working on the flowers.)

2014-05-04 22:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Yes, thanks, I am so enlightened by your girly piggy bank," laughs Savannah.

2014-05-04 22:46 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Good. Because it's not girly.  It just happens to be purple with flowers."

2014-05-04 22:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Mhm.  Yeah, keep telling yourself that. Wallflower."

2014-05-04 22:49 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "Don't know why you keep calling me that, nerd fits better."

2014-05-04 22:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Because you are a special snowflake so you get lots of words to describe you and I find it funny."

2014-05-04 22:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"He was perfectly friendly to me.  Did he glue himself to a wall at a dance once and you've refused to let him forget it?"

2014-05-04 22:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Conversationally




"He's actually really shy. Let me guess.  Was his version of friendly 'Here have some notes now we shall work in silence for the rest of the class'?"Edited   2014-05-04 22:54 (UTC)


2014-05-04 22:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, yes, but I kind of welcomed that.  And he got chattier at roughly the rate I wanted him to."

2014-05-04 22:55 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins. "Ha," he says.

2014-05-04 22:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"... Huh. Okay, I stand corrected, Darren, your wallflower status is rescinded.  You made one school friend without help.  I'm proud."

2014-05-04 22:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Today is the happiest day of my life," drawls Darren.

2014-05-04 22:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Usually Savannah brings home the friendly prey to your den?"

2014-05-04 23:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Yes, where he circles for ages, then finally awkwardly shuffles towards them in lieu of actual pouncing."

2014-05-04 23:2 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"It's called being polite. You should try it sometimes, it's nice."

2014-05-04 23:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Aw, but then what would you have to do?"

2014-05-04 23:3 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Take over the world, obviously," he says dryly.

2014-05-04 23:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It is actually possible for multiple people to be polite."

2014-05-04 23:5 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Oh, no, half of my brotherly duties are 'translate for Savannah because she has no filter.' So I'd have a lot more free time if she were polite."

2014-05-04 23:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Ah, I see."

2014-05-04 23:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Talky




"Yeah, so obviously I have to keep not having a filter or Darren would move on to saving kittens full-time and I would never see him."

2014-05-04 23:8 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Nonsense.  We have art together."

2014-05-04 23:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella giggles.  "Also maybe if he got very good at kitten-saving he'd run out of endangered kittens."

2014-05-04 23:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"He would then move on to puppies, I have no doubt. Maybe endangered gerbils, after that."

2014-05-04 23:13 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"No, no, after puppies are lizards. I don't discriminate based on fluffiness."

2014-05-04 23:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"How very forward-thinking of you."

2014-05-04 23:15 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I try," he snickers.

2014-05-04 23:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Also I would punch him if he wasn't."

2014-05-04 23:16 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It's true, she would."

2014-05-04 23:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Really?  I wouldn't have pegged you as a - reptilian rights activist."

2014-05-04 23:17 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I like to mix things up and keep people guessing," grins Savannah.

Also she is gay. So if he brother wasn't forward-thinking, they would have a problem. But he is, so they don't.

2014-05-04 23:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella is quite ignorant of that unspoken part.  "Well, congratulations."

2014-05-04 23:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Thanks. I reserve the right to punch my brother if he is being a twit."

2014-05-04 23:21 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren snorts. "Thanks.  I can feel the love. It's just radiating off of you."

2014-05-04 23:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I register my probably easily ignored disapproval of violence as a treatment for twithood.  It underperforms in controlled studies."

2014-05-04 23:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Brothers are different. Because of reasons.  I get rights to punch him for twithood."

2014-05-04 23:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I think my argument against it was, 'How in the world would that help' and that didn't work, either.  She's just going to punch me if I'm a twit, it's how the world works. Apparently."

2014-05-04 23:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Um, at the risk of totally killing some entirely healthy sibling... thing... you two are doing right now, my dad gets called to a lot of scenes of 'somebody is hitting their family member' and it's not cute?"

2014-05-04 23:28 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren raises an eyebrow. "I should actually clarify - she doesn't punch me."

2014-05-04 23:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Nope!" adds Savannah. "We should probably stop joking about it, huh? Whoops."

2014-05-04 23:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I mean, I have no siblings, maybe all people with siblings think it's hilarious and I'm the weirdo, but yeah."

2014-05-04 23:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Talky




"Eh, more like we are just really comfortable with each other and know when each other's joking so we play along. At least in our case. I dunno about other siblings, twinning it up might make things different."

2014-05-04 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Maybe."

2014-05-04 23:33 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Sorry," apologizes Darren.

2014-05-04 23:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"It's okay.  I didn't really think it, it just - wasn't funny."

2014-05-04 23:37 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




He nods.

Back to art.

2014-05-04 23:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"So to update you on the gossip from the gossip-zombies - Lauren is trying to get her ex jealous, again. Hey, Darren, want to play rebound?"

2014-05-04 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself






2014-05-04 23:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah snorts with laughter. "Yeah, thought not."

2014-05-04 23:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Am I missing interesting context?"

2014-05-04 23:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"He isn't the dating type and he doesn't like Lauren."

2014-05-04 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I am curious about the why to both facts."

2014-05-04 23:48 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I don't like Lauren much for a variety of reasons, all adding up to her just being rather unpleasant to be around. I haven't dated because I haven't met anyone I've wanted to date."

2014-05-04 23:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"You could try Angela.  She's nice."

2014-05-04 23:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"She is, but I'm not going to date someone just because they're there and nice."

2014-05-04 23:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Do you have a list?" wonders Bella.

2014-05-05 00:0 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Of requirements for someone to have before I date them?"

2014-05-05 00:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah.  Must have Nobel Prize, must wear tulips in hair, must have Don Giovanni memorized?"

2014-05-05 00:3 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




He snorts. "Um, no? It's not like - a list of qualities a person must have to be dated. It's the end-sum of their qualities and if I think we would work together if we date."

2014-05-05 00:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




His sister stage whispers, "He's a romantic."

2014-05-05 00:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.

2014-05-05 00:8 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren sighs. "Thank you for the commentary, dearest Savannah."

2014-05-05 00:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"I'm here to help.  Well, sometimes.  When I feel like it."

2014-05-05 00:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Is she only teasing?  Are you not in fact 'a romantic'?"

2014-05-05 00:11 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)







He glances at Savannah and she decides to help.

2014-05-05 00:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"He is, but he's really embarrassed calling it that, so he can't manage it on his own."

2014-05-05 00:13 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"So it's not just teasing, but it is still teasing," provides Darren.

2014-05-05 00:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Understood.  Why's it embarrassing?"

2014-05-05 00:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I have no idea, but it is."

2014-05-05 00:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay."

Erase, erase, erase.

2014-05-05 00:19 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren goes back to erasing, as well.

He makes the mistake of rubbing his face.

2014-05-05 00:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah notices and snorts with laughter.

"Hey, Dare, face."

2014-05-05 00:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella snorts a little when she spots the mark.

2014-05-05 00:24 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren looks at Savannah with utmost gravity and seriousness.

Then he boops her nose.

"Now we match."

2014-05-05 00:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella snorts more.

2014-05-05 00:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah laughs. "Thanks. Do we count as identical twins, now?"

2014-05-05 00:26 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes.  That is how biology works. Obviously."

2014-05-05 00:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"That's not even Lamarckian inheritance, let alone Mendelian."

2014-05-05 00:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Shhhh we are now identical twins. We'll wear the same outfits and people will mix us up all the time."

2014-05-05 00:30 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I am so glad you don't like wearing dresses."

2014-05-05 00:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Hee.

2014-05-05 00:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"I might, now that you mention it."

2014-05-05 00:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Well darn," says Darren. "Now I have to wear a dress.  Great. Thanks, charcoal. Thanks." 

2014-05-05 00:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"It will be frilly and you will be gorgeous in it."

2014-05-05 00:35 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"My heart, it leaps."

2014-05-05 00:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Hee hee hee.

2014-05-05 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I will need a hat to match. And someone will need to do my hair," says Darren, in a deadpan. "Bella, do you know anyone who can do something to match a frilly dress with short hair?"

2014-05-05 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I don't have a lot of hair accessories.  I might be able to dig up some barrettes."

2014-05-05 00:40 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That will have to do," he says gravely. "If I am doomed to wear a pretty dress, I must pull it off extremely well."

2014-05-05 00:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Don't mind Savannah, she'll just be over there laughing uncontrollably at the mental visual of her brother in a pretty dress.

2014-05-05 00:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I don't have a lot in the way of fancy things to loan you.  I'm a jeans and t-shirt person."

2014-05-05 00:44 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Ah, a pity.  Savannah, this endeavor might be impossible, I need to accessorize."

2014-05-05 00:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




This sends his sister into another round of uncontrollable laughter.

2014-05-05 00:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Heeeeeeee.

2014-05-05 00:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren giggles, as well.  Then he says, "But seriously, not wearing a dress."

2014-05-05 00:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Fine," snickers Savannah. "Worth it, just this was -" (Giggle.) "- was funny enough."

2014-05-05 00:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky






2014-05-05 00:53 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Happy to have made you laugh."

Erase, erase, erase.

2014-05-05 00:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Erase, erase.

Art class ends, they spray their drawings with fixative and put them into portfolios, and off they go.

2014-05-05 01:1 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren and Savannah have to clean the charcoal off of their faces, but then, off they go.

The next day, the entire school has been informed of Bella's mother - how they act differs, but the twins run interference as promised when anyone gets too intrusive. Of the two, Darren proves to be the most helpful, helping Bella get caught up with any classes she's behind on, including math. Savannah's not exactly unhelpful, but sometimes she doesn't have much tact. It leads to some awkward moments sometimes.

Darren introduces Bella to Angela, after he gently informs Angela that Bella is hurting and she should proceed accordingly. He himself seems happy to have Bella as a friend, and content to not bring up her mom or ask her how she's doing, or anything intrusive.  He lets her be, and tries to cheer her up when applicable.

2014-05-05 01:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella and Angela are soon also friends.

Bella doesn't talk about her mom much.  (She writes about her, constantly: she was halfway through a fucking crossword puzzle or she was dating that baseball player and maybe they would have been happy or if she were here she'd tell me to cheer up, that it's all part of life.  Angela doesn't peek, Darren doesn't; Savannah peeps once and gets a glare and then defends the notebook like it's her own from others' attention.)

She catches up on the schoolwork.  She makes dinner for Charlie.  She writes and writes and cries sometimes, alone, and writes.

One day she is in the grocery store, dropped off while Charlie gets a haircut, looking for lemons.

And she thinks she sees Renée.

She knows it is not Renée.  She knows Renée is dead.  The funeral was open casket.  She knows there is no reason to follow this person in the long - is that a rain poncho? that'd make sense - just because they walk the same and have the same chin and same height.

She also knows she's not going to get arrested for trying to get a closer look at a person in a grocery store, and that it's going to bother her if she doesn't.  The bother will take longer to dig out than the check will take to make.  If she circles around the stand with the avocados -

The lady with the poncho drops a necklace.  Bella picks it up (it gives her a little static shock); that's a better excuse than she expected to have to get a look at her, convince the animal parts of her brain that it's not Renée.  "Ma'am?"

And then the lady rounds the endcap with the Mountain Dew and Bella walks as briskly as she dares and the lady's gone, and Bella's still holding the necklace.

"Ma'am?"

But she's nowhere in the entire store, to collect her necklace or to satisfy Bella's botheredness.

Well, it's not such a huge surprise that someone could outpace Bella, even indoors.  She considers giving the necklace to Lost and Found, but - no.  She likes the necklace.  She's going to keep it.

Charlie picks her up and takes her home.

It's a nice day.  They're rare.  She goes out, necklace 'round her neck.  Finds a clearing in the wood.

And passes out.

2014-05-05 02:3 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




From where he's perched at the window in his house, Darren flinches. 

.... What the hell was that?Edited   2014-05-05 02:08 (UTC)


2014-05-05 02:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




His sister is nearby and notices the flinch, and the way he's looking out the window like there's something that could kill him on the other side of it.

"What's that, Darren?  Is Timmy stuck in a well?"

2014-05-05 02:9 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




He snorts. "No. But there was a - thing. A magic thing."

2014-05-05 02:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"A magic thing," says Savannah. "Specific."

2014-05-05 02:10 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Vana, this is important," sighs Darren. "It came from the woods and I don't know what it is. Help me look for it?"

2014-05-05 02:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Conversationally




"Sure," she shrugs.

They inform their dad, who is confused, but it's not like he can help with it at all, so he wishes them luck, tells them to be safe, and off they go.

After a brief talk, they split up to find it as fast as possible, with cellphones at the ready if something goes wrong. Darren is jittery about staying in fullform while this close to people, but Savannah isn't.  She keeps to the skies - it's about the only advantage she gets, since her brother's the one who sensed it.

2014-05-05 02:15 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Even on foot as a human, though - Darren's the one to find the 'magic thing.'

When he does, he stares.

2014-05-05 02:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella is already awake when he finds her, but hasn't been for long.

"AAAAAAAAAH!" she says, staring at her paws.  She cranes her neck around for a look at her wings.  "AAAAAAAAAH!"  She looks at Darren.  "Hi welcome to my freaky transformation dream?"  She trips over her tail and goes over like a sack of potatoes.  "YIPE!"

2014-05-05 02:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren is still staring. He recognizes the voice. "Bella? What...? You must have just- this isn't a dream," he says, some mixture of stunned and in awe. "You're a sphinx."Edited   2014-05-05 02:20 (UTC)


2014-05-05 02:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"Thank you, Obviously Figment Of My Imagination Darren," says Bella, attempting to get all her feet under her, "as you know I never read old plays -"  She fails at the "feet" project.  "This dream would be more fun if I just magically knew how to operate a sphinx."

2014-05-05 02:22 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Nope, you've got the real one, promise. Er - remember when I mentioned the apartment complex instead of a box?"Edited   2014-05-05 02:28 (UTC)


2014-05-05 02:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"What in the world does that have to do with anything?"  She manages to stand up on all fours and starts experimenting with moving one foot at a time, carefully supporting herself on the other three.  She unfolds and folds her wings.

2014-05-05 02:29 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Welcome outside of the box. Do you want help with - um, learning how to walk in your natural form?"

2014-05-05 02:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"There is nothing natural about this!  I'm a fucking sphinx!"

2014-05-05 02:31 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yes, you're a sphinx."

He glances around, reflexively, because he is paranoid. Seeing no one, he then shifts.

He is then a lovely grey-blue winged stag. Cloven hooves, antlers - the whole deal.

"And I'm a peryton. Um. Do you want help with walking or explanations first? I'm a little nervous about being here in fullform but I can wait a little while because this is probably a lot to handle right now."

2014-05-05 02:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"What the hell kind of dream is this?"  She seems to have the hang of her feet well enough to take cautious steps toward him, circling around.  "Why am I a sphinx and you a peryton?  Is Angela a dragon, is Savannah a unicorn?"

2014-05-05 02:39 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Unicorns don't exist, dragons are extinct, and my sister is also a peryton," he informs her. "As far as I know Angela's just a normal human. But I thought you were, too, so I could be entirely wrong. Also, not a dream."

2014-05-05 02:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"How did this happen?  Do people just randomly turn into mythological quadrupeds all the time and nobody happened to mention it?"

2014-05-05 02:45 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Er - kind of? Though we go through some trouble to make sure it's not mentioned. Okay, in the past - day or so, did you touch any weird amulet necklace things? Did it feel like it gave you some kind of shock?  Like an electric shock, that's usually what it feels like."

2014-05-05 02:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"A lady in the grocery store dropped it and I couldn't catch her to return it, and it shocked me."

2014-05-05 02:48 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren is confused! "She just - dropped it?  Wh- you know what, nevermind, that is not the thing to focus on right now. We'll figure whatever that is later. Keep the amulet safe, please, you'll really, really regret it if you don't.  They're really old magic, they let - people like us look and feel like humans."

2014-05-05 02:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella facepaws.  "Okay, I'm going to pretend that this isn't a dream for a while.  Within the parameters of this magic system - I need the necklace and it'll let me be human-shaped again?"

2014-05-05 02:54 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yes. Did you lose it or drop it or - something?  I can go get it if-" He spots the necklaces around her neck. "Oh, no, it's right there.  Okay, er- so, a sphinx gets a medallion that lets them be a false human."

He looks a little uncomfortable, pawing the ground a bit and flexing his wings.

"So um - that sphinx has a child with a normal human. You don't get a hybrid, you get another sphinx, except - the medallion's spell transfers to the kid, too. They don't need a medallion, it's just - on them. But the spell can be disrupted, it's not perfect and if they get a medallion that's - basically - the right frequency, meant for that kind of creature, it tries to turn them human.  Except it can't, because you're already turned human, and the spell - breaks. Then you are a sphinx."Edited   2014-05-05 03:04 (UTC)


2014-05-05 02:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"So you're saying one of my parents is - or was - a sphinx."

2014-05-05 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yes.  But it's probable that they would have absolutely no idea, because - if they just stay human, if they never find an amulet that breaks the spell, it passes on to their kids, too."

2014-05-05 06:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Secret sphinx parent.  Right.  So if I take this off I can't turn human again, but with it, I can?  Somehow?"

2014-05-05 06:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah. It's actually pretty easy. Focus on the amulet, just like - think about it, specifically, and then think about how you would like to be human."

He demonstrates, and then there he is, human.  Normal clothes and all, though they weren't there when he was a peryton.

2014-05-05 06:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What happens to your clothes?  For that matter, my shirt is still on even though I've got these enormous wings now," says Bella, flicking her tail out of the way to sit on her haunches, "which is convenient, I suppose."

2014-05-05 06:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Very convenient, considering," says Darren, blushing and looking really embarrassed. "They just - go... Somewhere when you're in natural form. If it - I think it works by what you consider decent, if it seems like it would be improper for you to lose articles of clothing, like your, ahem, shirt, then it will stay, but otherwise they'll go to where ever the somewhere is."Edited   2014-05-05 06:26 (UTC)


2014-05-05 06:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"But my shirt isn't actually shaped like this, or it wasn't when I bought it, I don't go around in backless garments, yet it's accommodating the wings.  Also folded into the medallion spell?"

2014-05-05 06:28 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Apparently.  The magic to make them's been lost, so I don't know the specifics. I'm trying to learn them, though, it's really, really inconvenient that there's a cap on how many we have."

2014-05-05 06:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...Yeah, that sounds like it'd be a problem.  So if Charlie's the sphinx parent it's ungodly expensive to get him to turn into one too and he'd better never touch mine?  Is that lady who dropped it going to be after me for hers, am I kind of screwed?"

2014-05-05 06:31 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"That's the thing.  They only work for one person at a time. They just - kind of attach themselves to people, so no other amulet would work for you, and yours won't work for an un-turned sphinx. So she wasn't using it, but you see why I would be extremely confused at how she just dropped it."Edited   2014-05-05 06:34 (UTC)


2014-05-05 06:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"...Okay.  That is indeed strange.  So I am now basically dependent on and the only possible beneficiary of a rare and valuable item that a lady dropped in the grocery store.  I am glad I didn't turn it into the lost and found, I guess."

2014-05-05 06:35 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yeah, that's why I was jumpy about 'Do you know where it is keep it safe' because when Savannah turned for the first time she left it in the woods somewhere and I went on a panicked expedition with my dad after he explained what was going on while she hid in the attic."

2014-05-05 06:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I blacked out for a while after I decided to go for a walk - which is why I'm still reasonably confident that this is a dream, though less so all the time - but I do seem to still be wearing it, yeah."  She concentrates.  Slowly, her various parts are restored to humanity and she's just sitting crosslegged on the forest floor.  (Fully clothed.)  "Can you explain that part, or do I also have weird symptoms that are unrelated to secretly being a sphinx?"

2014-05-05 06:39 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Um.  Well it didn't happen to me or my sister, but it might still be related to you being a sphinx. Because sphinxes are supposed to be extinct.  And you are not."

2014-05-05 06:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I don't see how anybody could be very confident in any of these species being extinct with billions of humans to disappear among."

2014-05-05 06:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He snorts with laughter. "Pretty much. If a dragon shows up in five minutes I won't be as surprised as I was to find out you're a sphinx. I did not think I would meet a sphinx."

2014-05-05 06:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Is this basically the weird-magic-quadruped equivalent of being a fairy princess?"

2014-05-05 06:47 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Kind of? A super magic fairy princess," says Darren, with just a hint of squee. "I am really, really excited."

2014-05-05 06:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What can I do, then?"

2014-05-05 06:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Vague things, it's been centuries since the sphinxes went supposedly extinct - healing's usually mentioned, being super magic is also mentioned.  Anything other than that I just don't know."

2014-05-05 06:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Okay, do you have a general idea how I do it?"

2014-05-05 06:53 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I know some magic, I'm trying to learn more, I could give you specifics but they would take a while.  Apparently schools of magic are just not a thing most mythical creatures want, because they are insane. Want me to teach you?  I can teach you! Not like - epic wizard levels because a large portion of it is self-taught, but better than nothing."

He seems really excited by this, actually.  Teaching a sphinx about magic, he will have someone to talk to about it! A sphinx!

2014-05-05 06:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I will happily follow you as close to epic wizard as you can get me before you run out of knowledge or I wake up, whichever comes first."

2014-05-05 06:59 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He giggles maniacally.

".... This will take a while!  I should call my dad first.  And Savannah, she's probably still flying around.  Hold on."

Phone's retrieved, then, "Hey, dad.  Yup, found it, or, well, her - she's a sphinx. I know, right?! No, no, she can't, she just turned, she doesn't know any either. Right, yeah. That was the plan! I'm extremely excited and I might have to run around the house with wings most of the time because I do not think I can just stay on the ground right now.  No I won't break anything. Promise. No, dad, not even the ugly vase. Yeah, sure. I'll make sure her dad's not worried."

He pauses, then smiles a bit."... Aw, dad.  Thanks, that's really nice of you, I don't think it'll go that way but if it does I think she'll appreciate it.  No, I'm not, shush it's nice and I love you.  Yeah, I'll go let Savannah know - she's flying around. Bye, dad. Love you."

Click.

"So um - dad mentioned that if your dad takes your sphinxiness badly you can stay with us."

2014-05-05 07:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"So this isn't sufficiently top-secret that I shouldn't tell him at all, then?"

2014-05-05 07:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I don't think you should go and tell anyone you don't trust about it, but generally if you trust the person enough and know they're not going to react by throwing you to be dissected - yeah, it's fine. It's how my dad knows, he's human and was told."

2014-05-05 07:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Okay."  She smiles slightly.  "You can fly inside your house?  I'd think that'd be awkward."

2014-05-05 07:12 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah, it is a little awkward but I can manage in the living room or something while I'm - oh, I forgot to tell you, er- sorry, I got excited." He clears his throat. "The medallion will actually let you be at any point between human and sphinx, or for me human and peryton, but it takes a bit of practice and isn't as easy as going back and forth between them. So if I want to I can be somewhere in between the two, like so."

He demonstrates by shifting in his wings and antlers! He is now a human with grey-blue wings and antlers. 

2014-05-05 07:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oh, cool.  How finely controlled does 'any point' get?  Like, could I draw extremely specific designs in lion fur on myself?"Edited   2014-05-05 07:17 (UTC)


2014-05-05 07:17 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"That one depends on you, it's a little tricky but if you want to do it I think if you practice a lot you can get it. I got enough fine control to get antlers and wings, but not the fur because I think I look silly as a human with fur. Or as a half-human half-deer-man with fur."

2014-05-05 07:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't have any immediate application for drawing things on myself in fur, I was just curious if I could."  She bites her lip and concentrates and manages to get the wings - and accompanying shirt adjustment - without changing anything else.  "Can I fly like this?  Can you?  Or do you have to have the entire designed-for-wings body plan at the time for that to be advisable?"

2014-05-05 07:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"You can fly in midform, but the wings need to be fully in. It's a bit awkward, though. I got it because hooves and stairs do not make friends so if I'm flying indoors it's going to be like this."

2014-05-05 07:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Makes sense.  How did you find out about all this, then?"

2014-05-05 07:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Well, our dad knew our birth-father and suspected he'd had some kids somewhere, so when he died he went investigating and found us.  He had our birth-father's amulet, but wasn't sure what to do with it, so he was trying to think of a way to explain things when Savannah got curious about an amulet that supposedly belonged to our birth-father.  Mind you we were like eleven, so, don't judge her too much, please. She went and investigated, ran off to the woods with it to inspect it because dad was not happy about her grabbing it, for obvious reasons. She turned, dropped it, came home freaking out as a peryton, dad explains what's going on and he and I go looking for it. And that was how I learned about this."

2014-05-05 07:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Where'd you get yours?"

2014-05-05 07:31 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"We went and bought one in the Avalon nearby. Perytons are kind of commonish, so it wasn't too expensive.  I wanted to fly, Savannah was having a lot of fun with it."

2014-05-05 07:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...Avalon," prompts Bella.

2014-05-05 07:33 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Right, sorry, uh - place where mystical creatures can mystical creature it up with no problem.  The one I went to was in a really big warehouse complex thing, but some others aren't. People live there, have shops, hotels, so on."

2014-05-05 07:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Where's the nearest one to here, then?"

2014-05-05 07:36 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Seattle. But the one I went to was in Detroit, so I couldn't tell you what this one's like."

2014-05-05 07:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay.  Wow."  She puts her wings away, produces a tail, feels around the gap it automatically makes for itself in her jeans, disposes of the tail.

"I don't feel like I'm dreaming.  I mean, I suppose I say that when I'm dreaming, too, but there are characteristics of dreams that my current experiences don't have."

2014-05-05 07:43 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"You're not dreaming. Promise. ... Also I should call my sister, she is still flying and I forgot about her!  Hold on."

Phone, number dialed, then - "Hey!  Yeah, found her.  Yeah, her. It's Bella, she is a sphinx.  No, no I won't, I already got excited at dad I think it's out of my system now. She just turned, yup. She's fine, has her amulet with her and is playing with midforms a bit. We're -" he looks around for a landmark. "Um.  You know what, we can just meet back home. Yeah.  Bye!"

The call ends, and the phone goes to a pocket.

"Right, sorry about that."

2014-05-05 07:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"She can answer the phone while flying?  Where does her phone go?"

2014-05-05 07:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"She took off in fullform and switched to midform once we split up, so she could have thumbs and the phone."Edited   2014-05-05 07:51 (UTC)


2014-05-05 07:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Makes sense.  Is it hard to learn to fly?"

2014-05-05 07:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: i. Unexpected




"No, but it takes some practice.  More than walking or running, as a quadruped."

2014-05-05 07:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'm pretty terrible at walking even with the feet I'm used to.  Although I guess having more feet is probably a help all else being equal?  I didn't feel exactly catlike and acrobatic, though."

2014-05-05 07:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You'd be able to at least glide, gliding's easy. Just keep your wings open and steady and bam, gliding. Having more feet usually helps, but not with stairs. Or at least my four delicate cloven hooves don't work with stairs, a lion's limbs might be different. They take practice, though."

2014-05-05 07:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Practice.  Right.  At least there's lots of wilderness around.  This would be harder if I were still living in Phoenix..."

2014-05-05 07:58 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"A bit. The wilderness was one of the reasons we came here. Along with general out-of-the-wayness and pretty scenery."

2014-05-05 07:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"It has all three, yes, the traits are related.  What time is it?  I don't know how long I spent unconscious."

2014-05-05 08:1 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Phone is checked! "Five thirty-four. I don't know when you fell unconscious, but I felt the - magic whatever it is that made me come looking about forty-five minutes ago."Edited   2014-05-05 08:04 (UTC)


2014-05-05 08:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  So this will have been a long-for-me but not ridiculous walk to take in the pleasant not-rain if I start back now.  Don't want Charlie to worry."

2014-05-05 08:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yeah. Do you want my phone number for magic lessons?"

The excitement's back.

2014-05-05 08:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yeah.  And I guess I'll be over at your house a lot, at least until and unless Charlie takes the sphinxy news well enough for mine to be open."

2014-05-05 08:8 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




He nods. "Do you have your phone or should I try to find something to write on? I think I have a pencil, but I don't carry paper where ever I go..."

2014-05-05 08:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I have it."  She pulls it out, hands it over for him to add himself to her contacts.

2014-05-05 08:10 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Which he does with little trouble.

"All right, then. I'll head home and we can have magic lessons later. I'm excited but you're the one learning, so - I'll just let you choose the times?"

2014-05-05 08:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I'm excited too, but I want to, you know, try taking a nap and see if this is a weird dream I tell your actual human self about next art class, or what," says Bella.  "If I wake up from my nap and I can still sprout a tail on demand, I'll call you then, unless you go to bed super early Friday nights?"

2014-05-05 08:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Fair enough. No, I don't go to bed super early Friday nights, but if it's after eleven I might be grumpy with you."

2014-05-05 08:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Short nap," she assures him, "leftovers for dinner, phone call."

2014-05-05 08:17 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Okay!" he says brightly. "Then I'll head off."

Pause. Then he says, in an octave a teenage boy should not be able to manage, "Eeee!"

2014-05-05 08:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Does Savannah not supply much outlet for magic geeking?"

2014-05-05 08:20 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"She really doesn't, no one will magic geek with me and it's terrible."

2014-05-05 08:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Well, I'll fix that.  If any of this is real."  She turns one hand into a paw, extends and retracts her claws, then turns it back and stands up.  "It looks like I didn't get too far from where I was when I blacked out, but in case I'm mistaken about recognizing the place, can you steer me back to town?"

2014-05-05 08:22 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren's now grinning.  It may or may not just be his new permanent facial expression. "Yeah, sure." He points. "That way's to the closest road, if you take a left when you hit it you'll be back at the main town in no time. I forget the name of the road, sorry, I just saw it flying here."Edited   2014-05-05 08:26 (UTC)


2014-05-05 08:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Thanks."  Pause.  "Do you know any other mystical creatures hereabouts?"

2014-05-05 08:27 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Aside from my sister? Off of the top of my head there's a few griffins around, decent people but kind of dull, and I think one of the teachers is a bugbear?"

2014-05-05 08:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"...one of the teachers is a bugbear.  Right, that makes perfect sense, of course that's a thing that happens.  Is there a list of the kinds of creatures there are someplace?"

2014-05-05 08:32 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"There's a few, and they disagree with each other sometimes. Generally?  What I did when I was informed was just assume that all mythical creatures were real, with some exceptions. Dragons, unicorns, vampires, some others but those were the main ones that I remember."Edited   2014-05-05 14:51 (UTC)


2014-05-05 14:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...Okay, so how much racist crap am I inheriting by being a sphinx?  Should I pretend to be something more popular than a sphinx?  Can I realistically pretend that or is it customary to go around in fullform with one's medallion showing all the time if one interacts with other mystical creatures?"

2014-05-05 16:42 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Some, I guess? If there's a dragon running around conspicuously not being extinct it will probably be racist against sphinxes at you. I recommend pretending to be a winged lion or something with people you don't know if you can get away with it, just so people won't - freak out and say you are a super magic fairy princess. Don't tell demons, if they already know I recommend booking it. Most people won't give you much trouble, different places have different cultures - I think lots of places find midform the norm. Others are snippy about being in fullform, and some have lots of people that like being human. Generally, no one will look at you funny if you run around in human form if you have the medallion on, though they might try to guess what you are."

2014-05-05 19:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"How common a problem are demons?  How good are people at guessing?"Edited   2014-05-05 19:40 (UTC)


2014-05-05 19:40 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Not extremely common, but um - they might be for you?  I kind of felt a huge magic thing when you turned, I'm betting I wasn't the only one. So demons might show up and do nefarious things. They do that, they are kind of terrible. People are usually pretty good at guessing but most won't think to guess sphinx. If you say you're a winged lion or something close to sphinx, I doubt they would look twice at you."

2014-05-05 19:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Okay.  If I'm unable to book it versus demon or demons," she says, starting to move away from where she turned to demonstrate that (within the context of the dream, anyway) she's taking him seriously, "what's the procedure?"

2014-05-05 19:46 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Call me, scream bloody murder, and defend yourself with whatever you can.  Possibly all at once. Hope an angel shows up and smites the hell out of them, too."

Darren follows away from the spot she turned. Because he is nervous about being here, too.

2014-05-05 19:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Angels and demons and sphinxes, oh my."  She trips, catches herself on hands that become soft landing-friendly paws halfway down the fall, says "I'm going to have to learn not to do that in public," stands up and retrieves her opposable thumbs, and says, "But they're reasonably vulnerable to things like being clawed, if that's my only option?"

2014-05-05 19:59 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




When she falls he winces and moves to assist - but he's too late and just shuffles back awkwardly. "Yeah, takes a bit of practice."

"Well I haven't tried it, but I assume so? I'd have to go ask, I was just vaguely nervous about demons and not terrified that they would show up eventually. So it might be something weird like something holy, or blessed, or made out of the right type of tree."

2014-05-05 20:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay, that sounds - useful to know, although I do rather doubt I'll be any good in a physical altercation it probably couldn't hurt to have something holy on my person.  Does this have, like, religious implications that I should know about or are 'demon' and 'angel' just more or less facetious names for some appropriately-shaped mystical creatures that don't like each other in loosely the manner of sphinxes and dragons such that 'holy' is a property you can nonspiritually apply to objects, the way you can make things 'nonstick' or 'laminated'...?"

2014-05-05 20:6 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"That was just a hypothesis, I don't know if actual holy things would even work. Never even seen a demon, I've just heard about them from my dad. I'd need to go be a magic nerd and study it. I have no idea what religious implications there are, though. There are probably some but I'm not particularly religious so I just kind of politely ignore them?"

2014-05-05 20:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Well, I'm not particularly religious because I didn't think religion-y things existed in the world, but you've now issued fairly serious warnings about demons after demonstrating your ability to turn into a flying deer while I'm recovering from apparently being a sphinx, sooooo it might be time to reevaluate that."

2014-05-05 20:12 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Fair point. I can ask dad about the specifics of demons, he's seen them and was extremely serious about staying far, far away from them, I thought I should pass it on. It's also possible that religion-y things existed in the world and humans saw them be super magic and decided to worship them. So, I continue to have no idea and would need to do lots of studying to get an opinion on the subject."

2014-05-05 20:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Right.  This is going to be interesting if I don't just wake up."  She sighs.  "If I wake up I'm going to regret not trying to fly but if this is actually my life now it's kind of important I don't worry Charlie."

2014-05-05 20:23 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"It's not a dream," promises Darren, again. "But yes, you shouldn't worry your dad. You can always fly later, this isn't going to go away. I can help with that, too, though Savannah's better at flying than I am."

2014-05-05 20:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You keep saying that, but you realize that's not actually evidence?  It's not really less likely that you'd say that if I'm dreaming."

2014-05-05 20:29 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He snickers, a little. "Okay, fine, want me to start spouting out facts you can't possibly know that you can look up when you get home? To prove my sentience and how I have my own knowledge base."

2014-05-05 20:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, if I'm not dreaming, I will continue to be able to trade in human parts for sphinx ones at will even after taking a nap, and that's going to be more convincing than something I could have forgotten I knew."

2014-05-05 20:32 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Right, which was why I wasn't trying that earlier and just saying, 'No this is not a dream.' I don't exactly have a way to prove that this isn't a dream other than to keep existing and not being a dream. So. Not a dream?"

2014-05-05 20:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't expect you to singlehandedly prove to me that this isn't a dream.  Look at me, operating in ways that will leave me safe and stable even if it is not instead of deciding to flap around for kicks.  Just, be aware that I'm reserving judgment till I've woken up in bed and tried the tail thing."

2014-05-05 20:36 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Sure, I was in a daze right after I found out. Just sort of wandering around following dad and asking lots of questions. You're taking this remarkably well, considering."

He adds, wryly, "Despite insisting that I am probably a dream."

2014-05-05 20:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Oh, I'm pretty sure there exists a real Darren.  I think I fell asleep sometime today, not two weeks ago or whatever.  Although to be perfectly honest with you if the last two weeks were a dream that would be kind of great?"

2014-05-05 20:41 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"No offense taken," says Darren. "I understand completely."

Then, quietly, he adds, "Would you like a hug?"

2014-05-05 20:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yeah."

2014-05-05 20:45 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Hug.

2014-05-05 20:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Hug.

She can apparently make her neck super long, she discovers by accident while trying to put her head on his shoulder.  That's weird.  She puts her neck back how it is supposed to be and gives up the shoulder project.

2014-05-05 20:47 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He notices, and manages a little smile. "Oh, well, if I'm allowed to cheat on hugs..."

Out come the wings. He can hug her with them, too, but he's a little nervous about spooking her. So he'll ask, first. "Want to be extra-hugged?" he inquires, amused.

2014-05-05 20:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Um, sure, but the neck thing was an accident.  I'm going to need to practice before school.  Lucky it's a Friday and I already did the shopping."

2014-05-05 20:52 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"That's rather lucky. A few days should be enough to stop absently slipping a bit if you're paying attention, if you work at it."

She is then wrapped in feathery grey-blue wings.  It's actually quite soft and comfy.Edited   2014-05-05 20:59 (UTC)


2014-05-05 20:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Mmmm.

"Thanks.  ...But I don't want to be near the magic neon sign if there might be demons after me, let's keep walking."

2014-05-05 21:0 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah, but you needed a hug."

Away go the wings, and he releases her from the embrace. Back to walking!

(He is mercifully not embarrassed by hugs. She needed one, he gave it, all is well. Completely normal.)

2014-05-05 21:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




(She is not embarrassed either.)

"I wonder which of my parents it was.  I don't think Charlie'd like to be a sphinx, so I guess either way he won't be disappointed about the lack of medallions."

2014-05-05 21:5 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah. I don't know of a way to check without chucking a medallion at him, though, so - it might be a mystery. Maybe there's a way to figure out through magic without disrupting the spell if he's a sphinx."

2014-05-05 21:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last






"...The lady who dropped the medallion at the store looked like my mom.  I was actually trying to get a better look at her so I could convince my brain it wasn't really.  But I didn't wind up seeing more than - her chin, how she walked, how tall she was."

2014-05-05 21:10 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren thinks. 

"... Could be a relative?  A sister or cousin who knew that she was a sphinx or - something? Was one, herself, knew about your mom and knew she'd had you? Then she found you, got you a medallion so you could sphinx it up?"

2014-05-05 21:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Mom was an only child, as far as I know.  She had cousins, I suppose, none she was close with, but my grandparents are all four dead, have been for a while, so if it was a cousin they'd have to know an awful lot without much to go on about what side of the family it's from."

2014-05-05 21:16 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"True. I'm not sure, it was an idea. The mysterious woman who looks like your mom and conveniently dropped the exact medallion for you is kind of suspicious, to me. It could be one of the creatures that can shape-shift, being cruel about what shape they pick to get your attention. Or I could be over-thinking it and you could just be incredibly lucky."

2014-05-05 21:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah, I don't know what to make of it, but I thought I'd mention it in case it was important."

2014-05-05 21:30 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It seems like it, but I don't know what it means. Sadly enough, I don't know everything. Yet."

2014-05-05 21:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Let me know if you get there, I'll want to mooch."

2014-05-05 21:33 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup. I think my opinion on people mooching off of things I know is pretty well known."

(In that he doesn't mind at all, if it's innocent. If it's not, then that changes things.)

2014-05-05 21:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Yes, I know, that's why I'm asking nicely instead of nefariously plotting to put a keylogger on your computer."

2014-05-05 21:35 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Thanks," he says, brightly. "for not doing that. It would upset me."

2014-05-05 21:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Only if I were terrible at subterfuge."

2014-05-05 21:38 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts with laughter. "Well, yes, but if you obviously used what I know without any obvious help from me, I'd figure it out.  And then it would upset me."Edited   2014-05-05 21:39 (UTC)


2014-05-05 21:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"And I suppose in this hypothetical you know everything, such as how to detect keyloggers.  Oh well.  I'll just have to be friends instead."

2014-05-05 21:41 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That too.  Besides, being friends gets you more.  Like, for example, magic lessons. I don't put those on my computer."

2014-05-05 21:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'm looking forward to that.  What am I gonna learn to do?"

2014-05-05 21:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Well, I'm trying to learn stuff about transfiguration illusions because - medallions, so probably a lot of, 'Lets turn this thing into this other thing a lot and try to make sure the spell doesn't break' but there's some stuff involving control of water, air, finding people - so on.  I don't know what a sphinx is good at, so you may or may not turn to be fantastic at one of them and barely need any tutoring in it at all.  If that happens I will ask you for lessons."Edited   2014-05-05 21:46 (UTC)


2014-05-05 21:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"If I can do something without any tutoring at all how will that make me competent to teach it?"

2014-05-05 21:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Because you will have an inside look on how it works, which is better than where I'm at. I've got an outside look on it that is earned by stubbornly clawing my way through all magic ever. So. It couldn't hurt!"

2014-05-05 21:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Perytons don't have special magical affinities?"  Pause.  "Also, weren't perytons invented in the fifties?  It's not, like, ancient myth the way sphinxes or dragons are."

2014-05-05 21:54 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"... We actually do. Um.  But I'm not using it ever. We get the fantastic ability for shapeshifting... Into a specific person.  If we um - eat their heart." He coughs. "We weren't invented, we were discovered in the fifties. We were really good at hiding.  Because of the heart thing."

2014-05-05 22:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"...Okay, it sounds like you don't need my commentary on that."

2014-05-05 22:4 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Yeah, my opinion of it is obvious, I think. Never using it, ever."

2014-05-05 22:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah.  I'm assuming Savannah agrees?"

2014-05-05 22:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"For the most part.  I think she's of the opinion that if it's an emergency and there's someone nearby who is morally reprehensible she'll use it, but outside of that single unlikely situation - she agrees with me."

2014-05-05 22:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"It seems like a limited advantage to be disguised as a morally reprehensible person."

2014-05-05 22:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Hey now, I argued her down to that, don't poke holes in my reasoning."

2014-05-05 22:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"You're concerned she'd take my comment and go from 'well, I'd do it if it was a morally reprehensible person' to 'let's eat the hearts of children, they're great camouflage'?"

2014-05-05 22:27 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"No, but I'm concerned that she'd go back to, 'If I hate this person and my other choice is death I will eat their heart even if they're not terrible people.'"

2014-05-05 22:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"All right, I'll keep my mouth shut.  You know her better than I do."

Is that the road?

2014-05-05 22:28 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Thanks.  I'd like to avoid any heart-eating."

That is indeed the road! "Well then - from here you can find your way back just fine? Or would you like an escort in case of demons?"

2014-05-05 22:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I can find my way, but I'm actually more worried about blacking out again than I am about demons.  Or maybe starting to walk digitigrade and not noticing."

2014-05-05 22:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Okay. Hopefully your dad doesn't see me and say, 'You were in the woods for a longish period of time with a strange boy, I'm getting the shotgun,'" he says in a deadpan.

2014-05-05 22:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Charlie's only gun is his service pistol.  I've also mentioned you to him before and I'm not bleeding, frantic, or furious, so that should help."

2014-05-05 22:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"That helps, a bit. Then let's go, if you randomly black out let's hope I can carry you."

2014-05-05 22:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Or drag me off the road and sit by me and make sure cars don't use me as a speedbump.  And put leaves over me if I'm sphinxy.  Do you know my house's landline number, just in case?  You can usually get Charlie via the non-emergency police number too but he's home today."

2014-05-05 22:39 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"That too. That's probably the better option, really. What's your landline number? I don't have it."

2014-05-05 22:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella pulls out the mini-notebook in her pocket, tears out a blank page, and writes it down for him.

2014-05-05 22:41 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Into his phone it goes! Look at them, planning things out in case of horrific emergency.

2014-05-05 22:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




On they walk.

Bella trips about a half-mile from her house.  She's unconscious - and inconveniently winged - before she hits the ground.

2014-05-05 22:49 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren is concerned. He tries to wake her, gets nowhere, then gets her off of the road and tries again.

He's there for fifteen minutes before he starts wondering what happens if anyone finds them like this.  They're by the road, anyone could see them, and she is very inconveniently winged. Her dad is probably reaching the point where he would be worried, now.  As much as he dislikes informing Bella's dad about things before she's ready, health comes first, something might be wrong.

She is his friend, and he would like her to be okay. If her dad reacts badly to her new species, she can bunk with him, but he seriously doubts that will happen.

So he calls Bella's landline. "Hello," he says, a ting of panic in his voice. "Is um - Mr. Charlie Swan there?"

2014-05-05 22:56 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"Speaking."

2014-05-05 22:57 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Hi, um - help, your daughter is unconscious on the side of the road. Er. Also she has um - wings, I will explain but she's unconscious and I am kind of freaking out right now. We're on -" He checks the road name. "Buckleberry, the south part? Please bring um - a car, I don't think I can carry her."

2014-05-05 23:1 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Who is this?  I'm not a good pranking target, fair warning."

2014-05-05 23:1 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Darren, from school.  Sorry, I should have - I'm friends with Bella? I am not the pranking type, this is kind of important and I am really worried."
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sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Mm.  South part of Buckleberry."

He hangs up.

Bella's phone rings.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren hesitates, checks her caller ID, then answers it. "... Hi, Mr. Swan, um - she's breathing just fine, heartbeat's fine? I swear I'm not lying, help, please?"

He continues to sound really panicked!
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sundayfish: o ~ uniform




"Right.  I'm on my way."
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Thank you very much."
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sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




Charlie hangs up.

He's there in four minutes lights on but siren quiet.
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castmyown: (Default)




And there is Darren, with an unconscious, winged Bella.

"Hi. Um. I'm not lying," he says, when Charlie is out of the car.

He is very obviously not lying.
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sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




Charlie makes a shooing gesture indicating that Darren should back off as he goes to his daughter to check her out.  "What happened?"

2014-05-05 23:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: l. Quiet time




He shoos.

"That is kind of a long story. Um. She had a magic awakening thing and I noticed because I am magic so I went to investigate, she was fine, she had blacked out but had woken up when I got there, I was making sure she got home okay because blackouts are not normal, and then it happened again and I don't know what to do."
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Blackouts aren't normal but wings are?" inquires Charlie, tugging gently on a wing.  It's pretty attached.

2014-05-05 23:18 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yes."

He demonstrates.  Look, he has wings, too.

"... Um.  Do you mind if I call my dad? He is probably worried by now, and um - he knows about the magic thing and he is better equipped to explain it right now."
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sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Yeah," says Charlie.  "That sounds like a swell idea.  Get in the passenger seat, call him, get him to come to my house.  I'm not taking her to a hospital like this."
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah, that's smart," says Darren.  Wings go away, into the passenger seat he goes (with a seatbelt), and he calls his dad.

"Hi. Um.  Bella blacked out and I freaked out and told her dad. No, no, at least I think he doesn't?" He glances at Charlie nervously. "No, she's kind of obviously got wings and we were on the side of the road. Yeah. Now you see why I am freaking out. Help?"

He asks Charlie, "What's your address?  Dad's going to come over, and explain things."
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sundayfish: o ~ uniform




Charlie rattles off his address, opens the back door of the police cruiser, and gently hauls Bella into it.  Her wings spill off the bench onto the floor.  He tucks in her feet, looks briefly at the seatbelts, and determines that it's not worth trying.  He shuts the door and gets in the driver's seat.  Lights on, siren off.

He drives home.
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren repeats the address. "Yeah. Thank you, dad, love you too.  Thanks. Um, tact is a thing we need and my sister has none. Yes, I know. She can yell at me later but we should not have Mr. Swan's introduction to - things being through me freaking out over his daughter and her being angry at me for freaking out and calling him.  Yeah.  Tell her I said sorry.  Bye."

Then he hangs up.
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Bella going to be able to - make the wings come and go, like you?  When she's awake?" asks Charlie.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah, there are other things to it, too but she can't do any of them while she's unconscious. I can't do anything about it, she has to be the one to do it."Edited   2014-05-05 23:36 (UTC)
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sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Right.  Be difficult otherwise, s'pose.  Why does she have 'em now?"
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castmyown: (Default)




"Because she just had her turning and she's got absolutely no practice with any of her new - abilities.  So sometimes they slip."
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sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"And how'd the turning thing happen?"
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Because she picked up the right medallion for her and she turned out to have um - a sphinx in her ancestry."

2014-05-05 23:39 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"In her ancestry."

2014-05-05 23:39 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren is very interested in his lap. "Er, yeah.  Um. Pretending to be human."

2014-05-05 23:40 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Can you tell which side of the family?"

2014-05-05 23:41 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Not unless I went and got another separate medallion of the right type and tested it on you."Edited   2014-05-05 23:42 (UTC)
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Mm.  But it's not normal for magic wingy things to pass out, you're sure?"

Here's the house.  He parks.  He gets a shock blanket out of the trunk, wraps Bella wings and all in it, and hauls her out of the car.

2014-05-05 23:43 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Quite, my sister and I are - magic wingy things and neither of us did."

Darren will help with carrying her if he can and it's not in Charlie's way.
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sundayfish: (Default)




Charlie manages to get the door open without Darren's help.  He deposits Bella with exquisite gentleness on the couch.  He points Darren to a chair.  He closes the door.  He sits at the chair nearest the Bella's-head-end of the sofa and adjusts the blanket so it's not over her face.
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren sits in the chair. He is not really up to talking, right now, but he keeps giving Bella worried glances, every now and then.

Within ten minutes,  the doorbell rings.
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




Charlie gets up to answer it.

"You Darren's father?"

2014-05-05 23:57 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




The man standing there looks nothing like Darren, but he nods. "I am, yeah. Vernon Sanders, nice to meet you, but wish it was under better circumstances. May I come in?  I don't know how much you know but I seriously sympathize with 'my kid has wings and is magic' so I'll try to explain er - gently?"Edited   2014-05-06 00:00 (UTC)


2014-05-06 00:0 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Charlie lets him in.
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




And in he goes.

"Hi, dad," says Darren.  He looks like he needs a hug.

So he gets one from his father. "Hey, sport. It's okay."

Darren nods, then goes back to being silent and miserable once the hug ends.

"Right then," says Vernon, finding a spot to sit. "How much do you know, and how much would you like me to tell you?"

2014-05-06 00:3 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Ideally Bella'd be awake and telling me what she's planning to do with the wings and - whatever else.  Failing that I want to know what she can do if she feels like it.  What the situation for her is now."

2014-05-06 00:4 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Well I don't know your daughter, but - she can now turn into a sphinx at will, if she has the medallion. Or, pick and choose parts of a sphinx to have, like the wings.  If she doesn't have the medallion, she will default to being a sphinx, because of hokey magic that was disguising her as a human all her life. That just got broken, now she is a sphinx that can turn human. Due to it being a sphinx in particular, she's likely to be extremely magical. I think in healing magic, but there's probably some others she'll get naturally. So she will be able to fly, heal, and probably after Darren geeks out about magic with her, lots of other things."

2014-05-06 00:10 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Why's this such a surprise, why wouldn't I know this was a thing that might happen?  She in danger if people find out, that why it's secret?"
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"It's likely that she could be, yeah. It's why it's not on neon signs everywhere. Lots of people won't take their neighbors being gryphons very well, and all. Some kids go through their turning and their families completely freak out and disown them, or throw them out, or a variety of other nasty things. That's not going to happen here, is it?" asks Vernon, carefully.Edited   2014-05-06 00:17 (UTC)


2014-05-06 00:16 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




Charlie shakes his head.  "Still Bella, isn't it?"
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yup," says Vernon, pleased with this answer. "Good on you, I freaked when I found out about this."

Darren manages a little smile, from his cloud of misery over there.
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sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Not saying it's not unnerving as all hell, but it's still Bella, or looks to be anyway."

2014-05-06 00:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella stirs.  She stretches a wing; it unfurls the blanket.  She yawns an almighty cat-jawed yawn.  She looks blearily around her surroundings.  She inspects her wing.

She notices that Charlie and Darren and a stranger are present.

"Uh."Edited   2014-05-06 00:23 (UTC)
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castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah, it is," agrees Vernon. "Still completely her."

Then Bella wakes up.

"Hi," says Darren, guiltily.

"Ah, she wakes," says Vernon, amused. "Well.  Nice to meet you, I'm Darren's father, Vernon."

"I'm glad you're okay," adds Darren, to Bella.Edited   2014-05-06 00:26 (UTC)
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sundayfish: e ~ kid comes first




"Bells," says Charlie, hugging her.
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Hi, Dad."  She rids herself of wings and hugs him back.  "I think I'm fine but I don't know why I keep losing consciousness.  Thanks for getting me home, Darren.  Nice to meet you, Darren's dad."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren nods. "I couldn't just leave you there..."

"I would have had to make the parental expression of fatherly disappointment," says Vernon dryly. "Also his conscience would have kicked the crap out of him."

Darren snorts.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You seem to be taking this pretty well," Bella remarks to her dad.
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




He shrugs.  "As opposed to what?  Vernon says sometimes kids come home with wings and get kicked out.  Don't see how that solves anything."

2014-05-06 00:36 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"It doesn't," says Vernon.  "But sometimes they don't want to deal with the problems."
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sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Not how having a kid works," mutters Charlie.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Dad, is it gonna freak you out if I practice changing on purpose so I'm less likely to come over all angelic if I faint in school or whatever?"
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sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Probably.  Do it anyhow if it helps."

2014-05-06 00:39 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Okay, Vernon likes Bella's father. He smiles at him, just a bit.  Finally a father who gets it.
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castmyown: (Default)




Darren smiles too. "I er - should I ask around to see if blacking out upon turning is normal?" he offers.

2014-05-06 00:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Vernon snorts. "Darren, I love you but you can't be subtle to save your life. I can do it."Edited   2014-05-06 00:44 (UTC)
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sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Some reason to be subtle with the kinda people who'd know?"
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I," says Bella, turning fullform and sprawling all over the couch tail and all, "am an extra special fairy-princess kind of monsterperson, so if it's normal for sphinxes but not normal for anything else, the question would ideally not be connected to me."

2014-05-06 00:46 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Yup.  I can ask some people, pretend to be the stupid human that needs education."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers, a little, at her completely serious description. "Has this gone firmly into the 'not a dream' category yet?"Edited   2014-05-06 00:50 (UTC)
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"No. I've passed out twice, I haven't actually fallen asleep on purpose, and that was the check I picked." 
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Well, at least you're sticking to your guns."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I do that."  She changes one leg, observes the complicated reaction her jeans have to this, and symmetrizes herself.  "Man, this is weird."
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castmyown: (Default)




"It really is. You get used to it."
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"Some get used to it, anyway. I mostly just stay out of it."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Why?" Bella asks Vernon.
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steppingup: (Default)




"Because usually I am so far in over my head it's not even funny."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Hey, this time this morning I didn't know sphinxes existed.  From what I understand, neither did Darren."  She plays with claw retraction, careful of the upholstery, and then goes fully human and sits up, and then watches her shoes disappear as she changes from the ankles down.  "But whatever you gotta do."
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steppingup: Not again




"Normal human.  I have a pocket knife. Demons possess people and are impossible to kill, they just go poof and go back to Dis. Angels have huge pointy swords. Even Darren, the pacifist who bleeds altruism if poked with something sharp, can blast people with magic. I know when I'm out of my league."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren is watching Bella's shapeshifting experiments curiously, but glances up when his dad speaks. "Thanks for doing it anyway."

2014-05-06 01:8 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




He smiles back, and then - hugs. "Yup."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"They possess people?  Darren didn't mention that."
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"He didn't know. They freak him out and have got no reason to mess with him, anyway. I don't scare my kid for giggles." He considers Bella. "Though maybe now they do have a reason to mess with him. Okay, well, demons can possess people. If someone acts weird, get a bugbear or an angel or somethin' because you need to check."
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I want details on how they do it, what it consists of, and if there's any way to hedge 'em out."  Her wings arch over her shoulders till they touch the ceiling, disappear, reappear folded a moment later, vanish again.
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steppingup: Not again




"They lose their physical bodies and go into the person. They get control of the person, but not access to their memories, so while some can be good actors it gets a bit hinky for long periods of time. Only way I know to get them out is to get an angel, or wait for 'em to get out on their own. Might be possible to threaten them out, but I don't think you want to get mixed up in stuff that can scare a demon out. I dunno of a way to keep 'em from getting in, maybe load yourself up on tons of luck charms and hope for the best."Edited   2014-05-06 01:20 (UTC)
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"There are luck charms?  That work?"
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steppingup: Bad topic




"Yup. Expensive, though. Before you ask, Darren, no I've got no clue how they're made."
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Aw.  That would have been helpful..."
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shesepankh: m ~ last




"Seconding that.  Is there a ballpark estimate you can give me on how many demons there are active in the world at any given time?"
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steppingup: (Default)




"Not a clue.  Sorry. Not tons, but there are more of 'em than there are angels running around."

2014-05-06 01:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"How does one get ahold of an angel if one requires an angel?  And do angels just look like winged humans, such that if I had to I could -"  Wings.  "Fool somebody?"
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"Four wings, not two. I've got no clue how to get a hold of one, but I know one. They'll show up if something gets bad enough, usually."
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You know an angel?  Do they have, like, a phone number?"
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steppingup: Not again




"Nope. Enigmatic. Really unhelpful that way. But I met - it."
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"'It'?" asks Darren, confused.

2014-05-06 01:32 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Couldn't for the life of me tell what gender it was. Could've been a man, could've been a woman.  Might be neither, I don't know."

2014-05-06 01:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"And you didn't ask?  I guess this might seem comparatively unimportant next to their species."
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"He or she was a little busy at the time. Seemed kind of rude to go up to it and say, 'Are you a boy or a girl?' Professor Oak style."
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shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yeah, fair.  What was going on?"
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steppingup: Bad topic




"Exorcism, followed by closing a hell mouth.  That was fun."
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Sounds like a heck of a way to kill a weekend, yeah.  I need to know a lot of stuff, it'd seem.  I'm glad Darren found me instead of - most anybody else."
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steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Yup," agrees Vernon.  He pats Darren's back, in a fatherly sort of way.
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Happy to help."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella produces, swishes, and dismisses her tail.  "I don't suppose there's informational pamphlets.  'So You're A Mythical Quadruped: What You Will Need To Know'."
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steppingup: You're my kid




"I wish.  It would have made my life a ton easier. Along with a, 'So Your Kid Is A Mythical Quadruped: What To Do' pamphlet."

2014-05-06 01:44 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




Charlie snorts.  "What-all kinds are there?  Of quadrupeds."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I don't actually know if we're all quadrupedal, but there's the one and only known sphinx, yours truly, and apparently Darren and Savannah are perytons - bird-deer things."
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"They're not actually all quadrupeds. Nixies, for example, are kinda like mermaids. Except not quite."
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Thank you for the glowing description, Bella," deadpans Darren. "I'm a magic deer with wings, essentially."

2014-05-06 01:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Exactly.  Bird-deer thing.  Being a 'deer with wings' doesn't specify kind of wings, you could have bat wings if I just said that."
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castmyown: (Default)




"Your father has seen my wings. I demonstrated while I was freaking out."
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...At what point in the process of freaking out did you attempt to explain the wings part?"
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Um. I told him on the phone because I didn't want him to freak out and proclaim witchery or something when he got here and I explained on the way here a bit."
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Cost me about a minute, I called your phone before coming to get you 'cause I figured it was a prank, but he answered your phone too."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"... Sorry," says Darren.
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...At least you didn't wind up with him convinced that you had harmed me?  I guess?  Because that would have been hazardous to your health?"
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yeah, that's something.  I probably could have handled it better, though."
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steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon claps him on the back. "Hey, kiddo.  It happens.  You did what you thought was right in a freaky situation where you didn't know what to do and it worked out okay. Calling that a good day."
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"But really you probably should've just told him that I was in trouble and waited to mention the wings until they were provably there."

2014-05-06 02:2 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Nobody teaches crisis management in schools," shrugs Charlie.
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah," he agrees.  He does look kind of guilty about it, though.

2014-05-06 02:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella stretches out a velvet paw and pats Darren on the knee with it.
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He smiles, a bit. "Having fun with magic?"
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah.  Haven't managed to get the fur to come in stripewise, let alone anything more complicated, but I'm getting more of a sense of what I'm being and how to stay put or not on purpose."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Good.  You should also probably run around as a sphinx to get used to it, along with flying."
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steppingup: Bad topic




"... Don't jump off a cliff. Some gryphons I know like to get newbies to fly through that method, and other options are safer."
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I do not plan to jump off a cliff.  I might run down a hill, if it turns out I can run better on four feet than two."

2014-05-06 02:13 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Good.  Making sure."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"When should I start magic lessons, Darren?"
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Probably after you get shifting down, I think. Because while magic's fantastic, that one's more important - school and not getting wings randomly, and all."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay.  After school Monday, maybe?  I'll spend all weekend messing around with shifting."
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Sure," agrees Darren. "That's fine by me."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Okay.  I usually take the bus home, is it okay if I just go with you instead and stay until Dad can fetch me?"  She manages to change the bend of her knees without sprouting fur or adding claws, and as a result keeps the jeans; it looks kind of weird.
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren looks at his dad!
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steppingup: You're my kid




"Yeah, it's fine. I've got room in the car. I drive them. Don't sprout wings in it, there ain't room, but other than that you're golden."Edited   2014-05-06 02:22 (UTC)
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Sure," says Bella.  She starts flickering her wings into and out of existence, rather quickly.

2014-05-06 02:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Vernon looks at Darren. "Well, go on.  I know you're barely holding it in."
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins, then - he bursts into maniacal giggles.

He's going to be a while.

2014-05-06 02:25 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




steppingup: Not again




"He likes magic and no one will talk to him about it," explains Vernon dryly.
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Why won't they?"

2014-05-06 02:27 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Cause I think it's playing with fire and Savannah's got no interest. I'll let him, but he's got to be careful and gets to warn me before he does anything hinky."

2014-05-06 02:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...How dangerous is it actually?"

2014-05-06 02:29 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Well I don't trust it, but I think if you two are careful you should be okay.  But be very careful.  Do not do anything to anything you don't understand, it will end badly."

2014-05-06 02:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I don't mean, what general emotional tone about magic are you trying to communicate, I mean, how likely is it to fail, and how bad does it get when it does?"

2014-05-06 02:32 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"It's volatile, but not faulty.  If you mess with something big and mess it up, if it fails it will fail spectacularly. If it's a little thing the backlash is minor, but try to avoid it then, too. I know some people that can't leave their Avalon because they can't fit in to normal society 'cause of magic tweaking them. Things that go wrong you will have trouble fixing. So don't get 'em wrong and if you're not completely sure about what you're doing, don't do it."

2014-05-06 02:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"So more like chemistry class than like hostile genies or something?"

2014-05-06 02:38 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Yeah, that's a good analogy. It's not out to get you but it's not out to make nice and be your friend, either. So treat it with respect."

2014-05-06 02:40 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren has recovered from his giggles. "I do, dad."

2014-05-06 02:40 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Yup.  That's why I let you."

2014-05-06 02:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Are magic lessons going to be supervised or something?"

2014-05-06 02:41 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Might be. Mr. Swan - want me to supervise? 'Cause I can supervise, but I trust my boy."

2014-05-06 02:42 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"And I trust Bells, but she doesn't know much yet, so - time being, yes."

2014-05-06 02:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Fair. Yup, it's supervised."

2014-05-06 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella shrugs.  "Okay."  She goes fullform, sprawls comfortably on the couch.  "You know how cats always look like they're really comfortable?  They totally are."

2014-05-06 02:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren snorts with laughter.

2014-05-06 02:46 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Good to know.  Deer are just as prancy as they look, by the way."

2014-05-06 02:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.  She scratches under one of her wings carefully with a hind foot, then decides this is a bad idea and reverts to having hands.

2014-05-06 02:48 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I am not prancy," defends Darren. "I am majestic."

2014-05-06 02:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Mhm. That's what they're calling it now, eh?"

2014-05-06 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You looked very capable of prancing," says Bella, done with the need for non-clawed digits and fullforming again.

2014-05-06 02:51 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I am capable of prancing but I refrain."

2014-05-06 02:52 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"I've got pictures that say otherwise," says Vernon smugly.

2014-05-06 02:53 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... You win this round."

2014-05-06 02:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I want to see prancy deerbird pictures."

2014-05-06 02:54 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"No, dad, you can't show those, those are like baby pictures, you are not allowed."

2014-05-06 02:55 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"'Course not.  I'm saving them for prom."

2014-05-06 02:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.

2014-05-06 02:56 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"That's evil."

2014-05-06 02:58 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Nah. Basic parenting.  Nips the rebellious teenage phase right in the bud, blackmail."

2014-05-06 02:59 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Evil!" repeats Darren.

2014-05-06 03:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Well, I guess you could skip prom," suggests Bella.  "Since he went ahead and told you his plans."

2014-05-06 03:1 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"That would be letting him win."

2014-05-06 03:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You could let me see the prancy deerbird pictures right now and then they will no longer hang over you as a specter of blackmail."

2014-05-06 03:5 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Nope, nice try, though."

2014-05-06 03:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Aww, rats."

2014-05-06 03:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Vernon snickers. "Don't worry, I have more than just the prancy pictures. Lots of ammunition.  Been saving it."

2014-05-06 03:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"But I am not going to go to prom at all, because that would be a hilariously terrible idea, so when am I going to get to see it?"

2014-05-06 03:9 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Bide your time, the day of reckoning will come. There will be adorable pictures. Lots of them."

2014-05-06 03:11 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Noooooo," says Darren, shaking his fist.

2014-05-06 03:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Aww, I'm terrible at patience."

2014-05-06 03:12 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Oh, well, in that case-"

2014-05-06 03:13 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"Nope.  Not allowed."

2014-05-06 03:14 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Aw."

2014-05-06 03:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Pretty please?"

2014-05-06 03:14 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"No."

2014-05-06 03:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"This is totally not fair, you realize, you've been literally physically present for one hundred percent of the time I have spent at all sphinxy."

2014-05-06 03:16 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes, but you still don't get to see embarrassing pictures. Besides, I missed when you first turned, I showed up after you woke up. So ninety-eight percent of the time, instead."

2014-05-06 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I suppose I'll have to settle for magic lessons."

2014-05-06 03:19 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"You poor soul."

2014-05-06 03:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yep.  Oh well."  Stretch, humanize, materialize exactly one claw with considerable concentration and then get an entire paw, shoo the paw in favor of humanity again.  "Magic lessons and whatever else there is to know.  I want to know all of it, without exception, as quickly as I can digest it."

2014-05-06 03:21 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"... No wonder you two are friends. I bestow upon this friendship my fatherly blessing. Be friends in peace, and... Stuff."

2014-05-06 03:25 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren bursts into laughter.

2014-05-06 03:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"But seriously, if there's a 101 I can get besides 'hello, surprise secret sphinx, beware demons, fyi medallions,' I would like that sooner rather than later."

2014-05-06 03:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He recovers, and says, "I mean, you should probably visit Seattle's Avalon, and - I dunno, get a list of mythical creatures.  But you've got the basics."

2014-05-06 03:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"How does one prove one is a creature and thereby enter an Avalon?"

2014-05-06 03:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Show them your medallion and probably do a quick demonstration of creatureness."

2014-05-06 03:38 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Or, if you're human, explain the system in absurd detail in a low voice and say you're in on it."

2014-05-06 03:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Is there absurd detail to be had?  I don't currently have absurd detail."

2014-05-06 03:40 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"I was naming people I knew when I went in without anyone else there, and what types of creature they were.  Not the kind of absurd detail that's useful. You'll want books, for that. I just know people."

2014-05-06 03:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Ooh, books.  Yeah, I want books."

2014-05-06 03:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I know some good ones, we didn't buy them because money but I skimmed and read quickly."

2014-05-06 03:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Are they really expensive?  I mean, for books?"

2014-05-06 03:44 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Compared to normal bookstore books?  Yeah."

2014-05-06 03:44 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"I am also a single parent. Just saying, money doesn't grow on trees."

2014-05-06 03:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I know it doesn't."

2014-05-06 03:46 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"We can buy you at least a few books, I think, Bells."

2014-05-06 03:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren smiles a little. "Want help picking them out?"

2014-05-06 03:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yes please."

2014-05-06 03:53 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"We can probably pick a weekend to go, then. Not this one, because shifting and settling in, but - yeah."

2014-05-06 03:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Is it generally safe to fly around outdoors?  I guess if you're high enough you look like some unidentified bird and planes can be seen from a ways away...  Or we could just take the bus."

2014-05-06 03:58 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah, but beware of cold. And we can't take our dads if we fly, which... They will probably want to come.  So." He coughs.

2014-05-06 04:5 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"It's like you know me or something."

2014-05-06 04:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I'm usually allowed to go places on my own, but I suppose the Seattle Avalon might be a little different than going with a school acquaintance to Port Angeles to find a decent bookstore."

2014-05-06 04:7 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Just a bit different, yeah."

2014-05-06 04:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay, so, significant scheduling projecty thing.  How fast can we fly?  Or is it likely to be the same...?"

2014-05-06 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I think we can manage to be faster than a bus, since we can just go straight there and don't need to make stops.  But - parental figures, I'm not sure I can carry my dad."

2014-05-06 05:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I'm reasonably big in fullform but I don't think I want to try carrying a person either, yeah.  Especially not as a novice.  But I meant just swooping around for fun, how fast are you, in miles per hour, and is my speed likely to be alike?"

2014-05-06 05:8 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"You know I've never actually measured it? It's hard to, considering that I work to get up speed. But um - pretty fast, I think. Your speed's likely to be similar to mine, so you will also be pretty fast."

2014-05-06 05:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay.  'Pretty fast'.  When we do flying lessons I'm getting you a stopwatch."

2014-05-06 05:10 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"All right! I find it a fun thing to do every now and then, but not a major method of travel, so I never bothered."

2014-05-06 05:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Is invisibility a possible magic?"

2014-05-06 05:13 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Maybe? But I haven't learned it, so I can't teach it. I think it's possible, though."

2014-05-06 05:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Are there textbooks or what?  For that matter, what is the - basic procedure for magic-doing?  Chanting?  Burning incense?  Drawing pentagrams?"

2014-05-06 05:28 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Drawings and chanting are both present. Natural talents you don't need either but if you want to do it the hard way, you need to draw diagrams and chant a spell."

2014-05-06 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"How much of this is gotten from ancient scrolls and how much can you figure out with - the magical equivalent of a dictionary and stoichiometry?"

2014-05-06 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Some from ancient scrolls, but since, self-taught - lots of what I do is with the magical equivalent of both of those. I mean between the two I'll take my method, even if it's less easy, because I understand the concepts behind what I do."

2014-05-06 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yeah, agreed, more - modular, I'm imagining."

2014-05-06 05:35 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Kind of. You can apply some concepts to other concepts but I don't think you should reuse things too much unless it's the exact same kind of thing. It could end badly if you forget the concepts behind the modular stuff and it looks like it does one thing on the surface but beneath that it's not going to work with something else and then - bad things happen."Edited   2014-05-06 05:40 (UTC)


2014-05-06 05:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Right, so, heavy heavy dose of theory, no cosmetic pick-and-mix.  Sounds up my alley."

2014-05-06 05:41 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren grins. "Then you will probably enjoy magic. I do, certainly."

2014-05-06 05:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yaaaay new hobby besides reading old fiction and notetaking."

2014-05-06 05:46 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I recommend Dungeons and Dragons, if you're looking for another hobby.  Just homebrew the creatures, the Monster Manual is racist."

2014-05-06 05:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"...Oh my god, tell me all about how the Monster Manual is racist, this sounds hilarious."

2014-05-06 05:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Perytons are always evil.  No exceptions.  That's just the one that personally applies to me, there are tons of races that they deem to just always be evil and therefore okay to brutally murder. A large portion of them are sentient, but no, they are all evil, every single one, so they get to die horrifically at the hands of an adventurer."

2014-05-06 05:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Are there ways to be evil and non sentient?" asks Bella, resting her chin on her forepaws.

2014-05-06 05:55 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Probably not, now that I think about it, it's a conscious choice not a - if you aren't sentient, if you can't comprehend that there is even a choice to make between good and evil then you don't fall under the category of evil. It can do evil like that, certainly, but at a basic level the creature is innocent because it doesn't understand what it's doing. It's entirely possible that it could be helped, taught to do something that isn't evil, because it can't make the choice itself. So, the Monster Manual's racist in that sense, too."

2014-05-06 06:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella giggles.  "What's it have to say about sphinxes?"  She wants to have a tail.  She acquires it and lashes it, as lashing is what one does with a tail.

2014-05-06 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"There are several types of sphinx. There's like four types of sphinx and three of them are always male and only one's always female.  If you're male, you get sorted into alignment by species. Either always good, always evil, or always neutral.  Female sphinxes are only neutral.  So the Monster Manual is both racist and a bit sexist, now." 

2014-05-06 23:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Wow," snorts Bella.  "So you 'homebrew' your own critters to run through with swords or whatever it is you do in D&D?"

2014-05-06 23:5 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Kind of, I actually let some of the critters from the Monster Manual in, I just - make them less racist.  Like races aren't always evil, or always good, so it depends on the individual. It's more fun that way, I think. If you kill people it's because they have done something terrible and there's no other way to stop them and not because they were born a specific species."Edited   2014-05-06 23:10 (UTC)


2014-05-06 23:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"That must make the running through of the creatures with the swords so much less efficient, though," she teases.  She slides off the couch onto the floor and goes fullform there with more room to stretch out.  She's quite stretchy.

2014-05-06 23:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I'm perfectly okay with killing things not being efficient.  I tend to play wizards, anyway, so I threaten ultimate cosmic power until they behave.  Or, if I'm under level five or something, I cry in a corner."

2014-05-06 23:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Who do you even play with?  Savannah doesn't seem like the type, Angela's never mentioned it..."

2014-05-06 23:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Really no one now, it kind of sucks. I had a group I'd play with in Detroit, but haven't managed to replace them. Thus, why I suggested it as a thing you should do." He coughs. "I'm kinda selfish, sometimes."

2014-05-06 23:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Oh no, selfishness, how terrible, Dad you should arrest him, he wants me to play Dungeons and Dragons."

2014-05-06 23:29 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




Charlie snorts.

2014-05-06 23:29 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "Will I meet other players in jail? Maybe we could get a prison-themed campaign going."

2014-05-06 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"How do you even theme a campaign around a prison?  Why would there be goblins or anything in one?"

(Bella really seems to like having a tail.  It is not holding still.)

2014-05-06 23:36 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Could be a prison containing the most dangerous criminals in the world, including lots of different species because this is D&D and there are always lots of different creatures.  You character could be innocent of horrific crime, or not, and when the prison - does a thing, like, maybe riots or wrestles control from authorities in some other manner you get to react accordingly. Either try to help the police and clear your name or help in escape."

(Darren is amused by her tail and shapeshifting experiments. Whenever she does a new thing he will look at her, curiously, to see what it is.)

2014-05-06 23:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Huh.  I could see this killing an afternoon if we burn out on magic lessons.  If you can do it with two people, which I wouldn't know."

2014-05-06 23:44 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"It kind of needs more than two, honestly.  I mean maybe I could pull something where I both DM and have a character, but that seems cheaty. 'We find a treasure trove filled with fancy wizard gear and now my character is a walking god' and all."

2014-05-06 23:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Are you liable to do that?"

2014-05-06 23:49 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Charlie gets up and heads to the kitchen.  "Sandwiches, anybody?" he wonders aloud.

2014-05-06 23:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'll take turkey if you're offering but only put the mayo on one side because you always slather it on," says Bella.  (Tail-lash tail-lash tail is gone because eating while a sphinx sounds difficult.  She sits up on the couch again.)

2014-05-06 23:51 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No, but I would give out everything but wizard in fear of making myself too powerful. It would probably drive me a little crazy, trying very hard to be fair."

He glances at Charlie. "None for me, thank you."

2014-05-06 23:54 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Same. We do need to head home and get dinner soon, though. Or find some other food solutions."

2014-05-06 23:55 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"You are welcome to stay," clarifies Charlie.  "Though I suppose that leaves Savannah fending for herself.  She can come too if she has a way to get here."

2014-05-06 23:58 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Thanks, that's very kind of you. It's okay, though, we shouldn't let Savannah stew, anyway. We should head home."

2014-05-07 00:2 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"... Um.  How mad at me is she?"

2014-05-07 00:2 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Let's just say you should be the one to cook and hope the food offering calms her down."

2014-05-07 00:4 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Wince. "Right. This'll be fun."

2014-05-07 00:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"...Why is she mad at you?"

2014-05-07 00:6 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"She is kind of upset about the wing thing. Telling your dad on the phone before calling me or her, and 'freaking out.' She thinks it's unfair and that Darren should have done better."

2014-05-07 00:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...My dad took it fine and I'm not angry.  I resent people being angry on my behalf without my permission."

2014-05-07 00:10 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Vernon shrugs. "It's what she feels. Don't know what else to say."

2014-05-07 00:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, anyway, thank you both for all your help, I'll come home with you on Monday, I suppose."

2014-05-07 00:16 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"You're welcome," says Darren, smiling.

2014-05-07 00:19 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Yeah. We'll head home, I think - dinner to make."

2014-05-07 00:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Isabella waves goodbye with a paw, then turns all human to open the door and show them out.

2014-05-07 00:21 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




They wave back, and then home they go. 

Darren makes dinner and eventually gets an apology from his sister (supervised by Vernon).

2014-05-07 00:23 (UTC)





Phixable

sphinx





shesepankh: j ~ watchful




On Monday, Bella arrives at school completely and stably human shaped, with everything she has learned about critters (except for her own species, which she isn't liable to forget) written down as margin notes on a page reminding her to ask Darren about D&D and filler decoy notes about that.  She's probably going to have invent an actual cipher alphabet or something eventually but for the time being she thinks this will probably do for casual inspection.

She sits next to Darren in English.

2014-05-06 17:24









castmyown: (Default)




He smiles at her, when she does. "Hey," he says, with a wave. "That problem you had on Friday taken care of?"

2014-05-07 00:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yeah, basically cleared up overnight," she shrugs.

2014-05-07 00:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Glad to hear it!"

Their teacher hasn't shown up, yet. It's unlike him, normally he's here early.

"So, Savannah's not mad at me anymore. Making dinner worked."

2014-05-07 00:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I continue to resent her having been mad on my behalf.  I suppose she needn't care."

2014-05-07 00:40 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Sorry about her.  She um - means well? And I mean I was kind of mad at myself, too, so, I don't hold it against her?"

2014-05-07 00:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"You did fine," says Isabella, patting his arm.

2014-05-07 00:45 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Thanks," he replies, smiling a bit. "I'm glad it all worked out."

2014-05-07 00:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'm kinda glad I'm not dreaming.  Or continuing to have fainting spells."

2014-05-07 00:48 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Agreed.  Those were kind of freaky."

Their teacher continues to not show.  Eventually another teacher walks into the room, plops herself at the desk, and then waits. She starts watching the class with a silent, judgmental look as they talk. Several students don't get the hint and keep talking.  So the teacher keeps waiting, and watches.

She turns out to have a very terrifying stare. The more talkative students eventually are on the other end of it and quiet down. Until, at last, there is silence.

"Hello. Mr. Peters is ill today. I'll be your substitute," says she of the terrifying looks. On the board, she writes, 'Mrs. Adams.' "My name is Mrs. Adams, I teach the upperclass English. So please avoid acting like this is a free day, I'm quite qualified to teach you and we will be doing something other than coloring or crosswords today."

Mrs. Adams has horror stories. Bella probably doesn't know them. They are summarized as, 'She is a hardass, teaches like her students are already in college, and is kind of scary.' 

And now she shall be their substitute.  Great.

2014-05-07 01:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella pulls out a notebook and pays attention.

2014-05-07 01:7 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren does the same.

This proves to be the smart option.

Mrs. Adams doesn't just expect people to have read the book.  She expects them to have opinions on it. She expects them to have their opinions backed up through the text. She turns out to be fond of rhetoric, and a few times she will call on someone and just - ask questions.  Usually she never says that someone is wrong, she asks why they think that and what evidence they have to prove it. If they don't have any, she will go over the part of the book applicable to their opinion and start explaining it to them, and pointing out parts of the book that support their opinion. Several students have not read the book. If they say as much, she will tell them that next time they should be more prepared, and then she will move on. That will be that, nothing more.  (It isn't her class, so she will not actually enforce reading the book.)

In cases where they try and bullshit her - she plays with them. She asks them questions, leads them to assumptions, and ultimately proves every time that they have no idea what they're talking about. Mrs. Adams tells them that next time, if they don't know something, they should say they don't know and save everyone the trouble. That if they want to act smart in front of her they'd better actually be smart. Acting smart gets Mrs. Adams to ask you to back it up. If they can't do that, then they shouldn't try, they should pay attention and actually learn something.

Nearing the end of class, she turns it into a debate room. She drags out differing opinions from students and starts asking each of them to question 'Why' to defend themselves to someone who disagrees with them. The purpose is not to be proven wrong, the purpose is to think. It doesn't work across everyone (several people just stay utterly silent) but for the people willing to learn, it's kind of fun.

It's during this debate and two students are getting into a heated discussion about what something means that she walks to Bella's desk.  In a perfectly normal tone of voice, she says, "I know."

2014-05-07 01:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




When called on, Bella handles herself adroitly in terms of presented content, if not in terms of beautiful rhetoric, in this class format.  It helps that she's read the book twice and remembered to actually bring her copy to flip through for support; but she's not short of opinions, mostly intradiegetic.  This character should have known this fact because it was accessible through evidence they had by page thirty, this other character behaves inconsistently here versus here and that implies something offscreen insert speculation.

"I beg your pardon?" Bella says when Mrs. Adams addresses her.

2014-05-07 01:36 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Mrs. Adams is wearing a necklace.  It was under her shirt, hard to see, but - now it's out and she's playing with it absently. She's spinning it, it's got - some kind of circular metal pendant. Innocuous, under normal circumstances, except for what Bella knows about medallions. 

"That you've already read this book before," she says, innocently. "You're rather good at this, I hope to see you in my class next year.  Try to stick around until then, I need more intelligent students."

Then she is back to teaching the class. Like nothing happened.

(She knows.)Edited   2014-05-07 01:45 (UTC)


2014-05-07 01:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella glances in Darren's direction.

2014-05-07 01:46 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren glances between Mrs. Adams and Bella, then makes a 'later' gesture. He kind of doesn't want to attract attention to this.

2014-05-07 01:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella returns her attention to the debate.

2014-05-07 01:50 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




It goes on without incident.

Mrs. Adams makes no other strange non sequiturs. Class goes on as normal, and then it ends. If Bella would like to question the teacher, she probably has a few minutes before needing to get to the next class.

Darren glances at Bella. He'll wait, if she's going to.

2014-05-07 01:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella doesn't approach Mrs. Adams immediately, not while students are still straggling out the door.  She does murmur to Darren, "Is she the one you mentioned?"

2014-05-07 01:56 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




He knows what she means. "Yup," he replies. "That's her."

2014-05-07 01:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Do you know her personally?"

2014-05-07 02:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Dad does. It's why we're in Forks in particular. I haven't met her 'til just now, but I know her name."

2014-05-07 02:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  Maybe he can introduce us later since she went out of her way to say... 'hi'... but not right now, I think."  Bella does wave a little at Mrs. Adams on the way out.

2014-05-07 02:4 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Maybe," agrees Darren. "But now wouldn't be smart, I think."

Mrs. Adams waves back, looking faintly amused.

Off they go, to their next classes.

2014-05-07 02:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




The next good chance to talk is lunch.  Bella's not sure to look forward to Savannah Trying To Be Subtle About Major Critter News, given that she has not in fact spoken to Savannah since turning.

2014-05-07 02:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Lunch arrives.

Savannah... Acts like nothing happened. Like, at all. No weird looks, no smug smiles, no jokes about sphinxes. It is a normal day, in Savannah-land. She just happens to know that Bella is a critter. No big deal.

"So! Still coming over today for geeking out with my brother?" she asks.

2014-05-07 02:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"That's the plan."

2014-05-07 02:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Cool. Have fun.  I don't want in, though, you two go nuts. I'm still reeling that Darren made a friend on his own."

2014-05-07 02:24 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren rolls his eyes.

2014-05-07 02:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I have no evidence that this is as weird as you seem to indicate."

2014-05-07 02:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Mhm. But he's my brother, so I've got tons. I'll summarize - he is a nerd."

2014-05-07 02:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"My understanding is that this means he should make friends with other nerds, not that it's a curse that renders him permanently friendless such that my presence is a miracle."

2014-05-07 02:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"He's also shy!  Have I mentioned he's shy? It's not that he's cursed with nerdiness and he's permanently friendless because of it, it's that he is nerdy but does not seek out nerdy friends because he is shy and so normally he doesn't meet them."

2014-05-07 02:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I'm not actually seeing that?  I mean, I believe there is something in his personality you're labeling that way, but he talks to people, I have seen him do it."

2014-05-07 02:40 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Behold, talking to people is a thing I can do," says Darren dryly.

2014-05-07 02:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"... I think I'm mussing up the wording.  Whatever, doesn't matter anyway.  Keep up the good work, Darren."

2014-05-07 02:43 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Sure," he shrugs.

2014-05-07 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Perhaps in the future you can aspire to have multiple friends."

2014-05-07 02:46 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Let's not go speaking crazy talk, now."

2014-05-07 02:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Okay.  I will feel extra super special about it, then."

2014-05-07 02:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Savannah looks between the two, as she eats her pudding.

Huh.  That's interesting.

2014-05-07 02:49 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Feel free," replies Darren brightly.

2014-05-07 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I am unique in all the world," singsongs Bella.

2014-05-07 02:52 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren laughs. "Congrats. Unless you count the hordes of people that borrow my notes as friends, in which case... You are part of a long line."

2014-05-07 02:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I haven't borrowed your notes since the first couple days.  I take great notes.  If you're ever home sick you will be borrowing my notes.  I am much specialer than all those people."

2014-05-07 02:56 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren snorts with laughter. "I don't think that's a word."

2014-05-07 02:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Savannah is just kind of watching all of this go on. It continues to be interesting.

She will have to tease Darren about it later.

Because someone has a crush.

2014-05-07 02:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Shakespeare invented hundreds of words.  I am in good company."

2014-05-07 03:0 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Lots of people try to invent words.  It only counts when people start accepting them as actual words."

2014-05-07 03:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Are you claiming not to have successfully understood what I meant when I said 'specialer'?"

2014-05-07 03:3 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Nope, I've got no clue what you meant. It was completely opaque to me. Absolutely incomprehensible."

He has not gotten any better at lying in the past five minutes.

2014-05-07 03:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella snickers.  "I suppose I am not the Bard."

2014-05-07 03:6 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"If you were I would be very surprised. You don't look like a four-hundred-plus year old dead man."

2014-05-07 03:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, obviously I'd have to be the undead Bard.  Or the reincarnated Bard."

2014-05-07 03:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Mhm.  Bella the undead Bard. You should write that down, if I ever persuade you to play Dungeons and Dragons. That can be your first character.  You can kill people with music."

2014-05-07 03:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Is the Monster Manual racist against undead?"

2014-05-07 03:12 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Bella. Bella, why would you even ask such a question.  The answer is 'Of course.' Of course it's racist against undead, it is super racist."

2014-05-07 03:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"So can I get some homebrew deadly-music undead?"

2014-05-07 03:14 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup. If I am to DM, I will be a nice DM.  Strange creatures for all."

2014-05-07 03:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Cool.  Can we call my kinda undead a 'revenant'?  I like the word."

2014-05-07 03:19 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Sure. Want any cool lore bits about revenants or should I make it up?"

2014-05-07 03:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"That's all I have right now, you know better what will fit neatly, I don't even know how to play."

2014-05-07 03:26 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Right.  I'll figure it out, then.  It'll be fun!"

2014-05-07 03:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Just don't turn it into a massive time-sink.  I would like to learn some things during my high school years with applications beyond the cunning evisceration of goblins."

Like magic.

2014-05-07 03:32 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah, ditto here. It won't take up all my time ever, I've got stuff to do, but it's fun."

2014-05-07 03:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How much am I supposed to be inventing a revenant who has no properties in common with me versus inventing one who serves as a good - avatar for myself?"

2014-05-07 03:39 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That's really a personal preference. Go with whichever seems the most fun."

2014-05-07 03:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Well, I don't know what's most fun, I don't know what my revenant is going to be doing."

2014-05-07 03:43 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"If we had a proper group going I'd ask what everyone wanted to do and then build a campaign around that, soo... I couldn't tell you? Do you want to try and pull off a two-person D&D group?"

2014-05-07 03:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: h ~ medallion




"I dunno, maybe if I take a closer look at the game I will wind up disappointing you and not wanting to play at all."

2014-05-07 03:47 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Fair enough. I mean, no loss, I didn't have anyone to play with before, either."

2014-05-07 03:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"He tried to get me to play.  It's boring," declares Savannah.

2014-05-07 03:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What's boring about it?"

2014-05-07 03:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Lots of numbers, lots of rolling dice, lots of - lists of things.  To choose from, to write down, to look through, and so on.  It got on my nerves."

2014-05-07 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Numbers?  Greaaaat."

2014-05-07 04:4 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"... It's more fun than it sounds, I swear."

2014-05-07 04:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"No it's not."

2014-05-07 04:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I'll give you a fair chance to sell me on it."

2014-05-07 04:8 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yay!"

2014-05-07 04:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"But I promise no more than a fair chance.  Perhaps it will be too much like math class."

2014-05-07 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Fair enough.  It's really not like math class at all, but some math is done so I guess that could get annoying."

2014-05-07 04:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't actually hate math.  It's just that it comes to me least easily of academic subjects so it has some accumulated resentment for that reason."

2014-05-07 04:13 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Ahhh, I see.  History's mine. I lose track of the dates."

2014-05-07 04:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Dates are the least fun part of history."

2014-05-07 04:18 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"They really are. I mean, I know it's important to learn history, but - just throwing dates at me doesn't make me care."

2014-05-07 04:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"The good history books are not the kind that make it into the public school system, unfortunately."

2014-05-07 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Nope. It's kind of annoying, actually."

2014-05-07 04:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"They should just drop Guns, Germs, and Steel on everybody in ninth grade.  It's imperfect but it's extremely readable, it'd make a good springboard."

2014-05-07 04:24 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah, I mean - I think it would be better to explain why things happened rather than - 'This person did this at this time.'"

2014-05-07 04:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Right.  Context, narrative."

2014-05-07 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Exactly.  People like stories, not - lots of names and dates. So if it's a story, and not just dry information dump, I think people would care more.  At least a bit."

2014-05-07 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I think so too."

2014-05-07 04:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Savannah is resisting the urge to tell them to kiss.  Somehow.  She's not entirely sure how, but she's managing it.

2014-05-07 04:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren doesn't notice Savannah!  He's smiling at Bella. 

2014-05-07 04:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella is smiling back at him!  She isn't paying any attention to Savannah.

2014-05-07 04:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




.... They really, really need to kiss.  Like, seriously, that is a thing that needs to happen.

Savannah rolls her eyes.

Then the bell for the end of lunch rings.

2014-05-07 04:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Off to art!

2014-05-07 04:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Whee, art!

2014-05-07 04:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




When they get there, Savannah nudges Darren.  Then she raises an eyebrow at him.

2014-05-07 04:51 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




... And Darren is confused!

2014-05-07 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




So is Bella, but she at least doesn't seem to be directly targeted!  They're doing coil pots this week.  She pays attention to the teacher's explanation of the importance of slipping and scoring "almost like you have a problem".

2014-05-07 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Art class goes!

The entire time, Savannah keeps poking her brother. Or grinning at him, amused, or - all sorts of various suspicious things.  Darren is confused through most of them, but he starts to catch on to what she's teasing about by the end of class.

His reaction is to turn an interesting shade of red and focus very much on his coil pot. He will be religiously dedicated to slipping and scoring, and also the structural integrity of the pot. He doesn't explain to Bella what's going on.

Savannah finds all of this very amusing.

2014-05-08 00:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella makes a tall pot that branches into three sections partway up.  She is methodical about slipping and scoring.  At the end of the class they put their unfinished work in plastic bags with wet sponges so it will still be there tomorrow, and then they move on.  Bella doesn't have her last class with either of them, so they will have to wait for her to find them after the last bell rings.

2014-05-08 00:28 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren has a near-complete but rather boring coil pot by the end of class.  It's very structurally sound.

(He isn't looking at Savannah or Bella.)

He  mumbles a goodbye to both, and then flees to his next class where his sister is mercifully not.

2014-05-08 00:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Of course, he can't run forever. The last class eventually ends, and Savannah goes and finds her brother.  She checks for Bella, finds her nowhere nearby, and then plops an arm around Darren's shoulder.

"Soooo," she says, enjoying every minute of this. "Bella's pretty cute, huh?"

2014-05-08 00:33 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Um," he replies, turning a shade of pink. "I don't think she's into other women but you can give it a shot, I guess?"

He is being dense on purpose.

2014-05-08 00:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Pffff.  Pffff," says Savannah. "No, no, Darren - we made a deal when we were like - thirteen, I remember. I will not poach."

2014-05-08 00:36 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I have no idea what you're talking about."

But he is very interested in his shoes and is now red, instead of pink.

(He knows exactly what she's talking about.)

2014-05-08 00:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Uh huh.  So you don't have a crush on Bella Swan?" teases his sister. "She's totally fair game, and I can flirt with her?"

(Savannah has no intention of flirting with her.)

2014-05-08 00:38 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I - um."

That's about all he can manage. He looks like he's going to sink into the floor in shame.

2014-05-08 00:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah bursts into helpless laughter. Helpless, helpless laughter.

Oh, her brother has a crush and it is adorable.

2014-05-08 00:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"What's so funny-to-extremely-specific-senses-of-humor over here?" inquires Bella when she shows up.

2014-05-08 00:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah opens her mouth to answer -

2014-05-08 00:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




- but Darren clamps a hand over her mouth and says in the most suspicious tone ever, "Nothing!  Nothing was funny.  Nothing at all."

2014-05-08 00:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You are obviously lying to me," Bella points out.  "It's, like, really really obvious."

2014-05-08 00:45 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Why would I lie to you I don't lie I'm terrible at it nothing was funny nothing at all," he says at high-speed.

2014-05-08 00:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah bursts into helpless giggles. Helpless, muffled giggles.

2014-05-08 00:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I'm going to hope that you have a good reason and are not just messing with me for your amusement."

2014-05-08 00:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah removes the hand, and through giggles, says, "He is really" (giggle) "embarrassed about it.  It's not for his amusement, but I think it's funny."

2014-05-08 00:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I - um.  Sorry, Bella," mumbles Darren.

He is an interesting shade of red.Edited   2014-05-08 00:55 (UTC)


2014-05-08 00:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella snorts.  "How long does your dad usually take to get here?"

2014-05-08 00:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Not very long!" answers Savannah. "A few minutes, I'd say."

2014-05-08 00:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay.  So soon enough I'll be distracted from wondering what was so hilariously embarrassing, I suppose."

2014-05-08 00:59 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren makes a sound and is very interested in his shoes.

2014-05-08 01:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah pats his back. "Yup! Hopefully he'll recover by the time he gets to tutoring."

2014-05-08 01:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"As much as his embarrassment may entertain you, yeah, I don't think it would improve his didactic skills."

2014-05-08 01:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Maybe he can do it in mime?  While looking at his shoes the entire time?"

2014-05-08 01:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"No.  I don't think so."

2014-05-08 01:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Aw.  But that would be so funny."

2014-05-08 01:8 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You'll manage without somehow," says a recovering Darren.

2014-05-08 01:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You may have had your recommended daily allowance of humor already," Bella points out to Savannah encouragingly.

2014-05-08 01:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Fair enough.  I can always tease him tomorrow."

2014-05-08 01:11 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren makes a face. "Thanks. I feel the love."

2014-05-08 01:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"People who Savannah doesn't love probably don't get teased at all, poor things."

2014-05-08 01:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"They don't! They live barren and empty lives.  It's very sad."

2014-05-08 01:15 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren does not look convinced.

2014-05-08 01:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella pats him on the shoulder.  "Enjoy your fantastic luck.  You do not live an empty life."

2014-05-08 01:15 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Yay," he drawls.

2014-05-08 01:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm not hearing the enthusiasm I expect from people living full lives.  Maybe Savannah should tease you more."

2014-05-08 01:17 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Do you want me to tutor you?  I don't have to," he replies. "If I am not enthusiastic enough."

2014-05-08 01:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I will take even uninspired tutoring, but I have every confidence that you can do better than that."

2014-05-08 01:20 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren smiles at her.

"Thank you for your confidence.  I'll try to live up to it, I have the strength of Savannah's incessant teasing behind me."

2014-05-08 01:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I have," says Savannah, looking between the two of them with a grin, "so much material for it, too."

2014-05-08 01:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Okay, but really, if I don't get to know what it is you could lay off the hinting when I'm here," Bella sighs at Savannah.

2014-05-08 01:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Sorry. I'll back off," she agrees.

2014-05-08 01:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Do you have a lesson plan?" Bella asks Darren.

2014-05-08 01:28 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I do!" confirms Darren. "I'll let you pick and choose a bit what you'd like to focus on, though."

2014-05-08 01:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Excellent, that sounds best."

2014-05-08 01:29 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I do hope you'll like it."

2014-05-08 01:32 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




And there is Vernon! He waves.

2014-05-08 01:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella also waves.  "We had Mrs. Adams as a sub in English today.  Darren says you know her," she remarks when he's near enough.

2014-05-08 01:33 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"... Lynn Adams?" says Vernon. "Huh. I know her, yeah. Can't say I'm surprised she just so happened to show up in your English class today. She does that, creepy as all get out. You want a demon expert you talk to her, she knows more than I do."Edited   2014-05-08 01:37 (UTC)


2014-05-08 01:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Good to know."

2014-05-08 01:38 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Yeah. Can't imagine her teaching, though.  You all seem to have made it out, all right. So I guess it's fine."

He ushers them to the car!

2014-05-08 01:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Savannah steals the passenger seat.  Its hers now.

(She wants Darren and Bella to sit next to each other!)

2014-05-08 01:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella takes a back seat, quite oblivious to complex reasons Savannah might wish to ride shotgun.

"I actually liked her teaching style, but I wouldn't have wanted to be there that day if I didn't know the book."

2014-05-08 01:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Quite predictably, Darren will now be sitting next to her.

2014-05-08 01:45 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Vernon snorts. "Well I'll be. Guess she can teach. Wicked temper, that one."

2014-05-08 01:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"How is it you know her?"

2014-05-08 01:48 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Remember that hellmouth I told you about?  Poor woman lived by it. Met her there."

2014-05-08 01:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Well, that sounds unpleasant.  Where do these things pop up?"

2014-05-08 01:50 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"The way the angel explained it - they can be anywhere, except where there used to be one. I don't know all of those places, though. Sunnyvale in California's a sure bet for no hellmouths, that one I know for sure."Edited   2014-05-08 01:56 (UTC)


2014-05-08 01:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay then."

2014-05-08 01:57 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"... If you're wondering, I'm pretty paranoid because of it. It's why I moved us to where the bugbear I'm friends with is.  'Cause she'd notice."

2014-05-08 02:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"She seems... noticing."

2014-05-08 02:0 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"She figured out Bella's not human," explains Darren.

2014-05-08 02:2 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon laughs. "Ooooof course she did."

2014-05-08 02:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I mean, there's the necklace, but it's tucked away and I've been leaning on the higher-collared portions of my wardrobe because winter, ugh, so yeah, she found out some other way."

2014-05-08 02:4 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Couldn't tell you how. Might have to ask her, though."

2014-05-08 02:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Is she relatively likely to be amenable to talking if I lurk after school some other day or should I be asking you to introduce me?"

2014-05-08 02:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Should be fine to just lurk and talk to her. Be prepared for her to not be surprised at all that you're there, though.  Bugbears, I swear."

2014-05-08 02:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What is the content of 'bugbears, I swear' beyond being - noticing?  Or should I just ask her?  Is it weird to ask people what the traits of their kind of critter are?"

2014-05-08 02:10 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Not weird at all.  They usually get all explainy, if you ask 'em. Bugbears get some kinda - tracky... Thing?  I guess? I dunno the technical terms. Lynn would always be able to tell where people were, though."

2014-05-08 02:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Interesting.  I haven't noticed anything that conspicuous for me."

2014-05-08 02:12 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Peryton's ability ain't obvious, either. So don't feel too bad."

2014-05-08 02:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Not bad really, just impatient."

2014-05-08 02:15 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Vernon snorts. "Of course you are."

2014-05-08 02:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"It's like you met me."

2014-05-08 02:20 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Strange, I know."

2014-05-08 02:22 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers.

2014-05-08 02:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Where do you guys live?"

2014-05-08 02:23 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon rattles off the address.  It's reasonably close to Charlie's house, but not within walking distance.  Maybe biking distance.

2014-05-08 02:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh, I know where that is."

2014-05-08 02:27 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"We moved in to the grey brick house, if you know it."

2014-05-08 02:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I don't know it that well, no."

2014-05-08 02:30 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Ah, well. Least you'll recognize it, now."

2014-05-08 02:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella nods.

"So what-all's on the lesson plan for me to pick from, Darren?"

2014-05-08 02:34 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"From what I know? Transfiguration, some elemental manipulation, some things with illusions; you can be invisible with them."Edited   2014-05-08 02:38 (UTC)


2014-05-08 02:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oooh, I want to be invisible.  Unless it's horrifically impractical and I won't be able to use it to cover flying lessons."

2014-05-08 02:39 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"We'll focus on that one, then.  It's not horrifically impractical, but if you want it to work on cameras too it's a bit trickier."

2014-05-08 02:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Working on cameras is just the icing; the main point is that no one will know to point one at me if I am invisible and not sphinxing it up in locations with CCTVs."

2014-05-08 02:47 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah, I figured.  But it's the kind of thing I'm going to warn you about beforehand so you don't end up on the news."

2014-05-08 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I appreciate it."

2014-05-08 02:50 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He smiles back! "That's my job."

2014-05-08 02:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah giggles. For apparently no reason.

2014-05-08 02:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What?"

2014-05-08 02:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"I am very happy my brother can geek out about magic with someone," she says.

(She's also glad that he and his crush get along.)

2014-05-08 02:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Why wouldn't you want to become invisible, anyway?  I don't get not wanting to learn it."

2014-05-08 02:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Ehh, too much work. Like, yeah, it's useful, but honestly most of the time I can just do my own thing and get whatever it is I need done through that.  Plus, not willing to play at stakes that high."

2014-05-08 02:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"At some point someone is going to have to be more specific with me about exactly what happens if one wrecks a spell besides 'considered harmful; avoid'."

2014-05-08 02:58 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren will be the one to do this!

"It depends on the spell! Off of the top of my head - transfiguration spells, for example, can permanently disfigure whatever you're changing.  Invisibility spells can mess up and turn part of your eyes invisible and then you are blind because light isn't directed through them. Elemental spells, you can lose control of 'em or they start taking on properties you didn't expect, like - water that suddenly is stuck at boiling temperature, and so on. So for a lot of things, we're not sure what the effects will be."

2014-05-08 03:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Okay.  Thanks."

2014-05-08 03:5 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"You're welcome."

They have arrived at a grey-brick house that is probably their home! It helps that Vernon's pulling into the driveway.

2014-05-08 03:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"So, wait, if invisibility is working on a principle according to which having your eyes invisible means you can't see - does that mean that while invisible you can't see - or is this side effect the result of forgetting a safety that under normal not-messing-up conditions will allow you to see?"

2014-05-08 03:9 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Actually, that's exactly what makes being invisible to cameras tricky. If it's just people, you make yourself look invisible but light will still interact with you, they just won't see you or your shadow or anything. With cameras, you've got to actually make yourself properly invisible and that comes with the caveats of needing light to interact with our eyes to see. So it's a bit more delicate, because you've still got to make sure the specific part of your eyes that needs light to pass through it is visible. If you want it to be nearly perfect then you make it so that people don't see those, either, but I don't know of a way to trick cameras perfectly."

2014-05-08 03:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"...So the illusion that does not fool cameras isn't a thing out in the world so much as a - mental trick.  I might regret asking, but how much mental trickery is there?"

2014-05-08 03:15 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Hmm.  Some?  Problem is, I don't know all magic, so I can't give you all of the specifics, but the general rule is... If you understand what's at play you can figure out you're being tricked. I don't think there's any magic to directly hijack or steal thoughts or anything, but there's probably something that could confuse you into telling them yourself."

2014-05-08 03:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella nibbles her lip, concerned.

2014-05-08 03:19 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Sorry.  Wish I had a better answer."

2014-05-08 03:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"You have anything in the way of paranoid defensive magic?  Do I have, like, an energy supply I need to be conservative with or is it a matter of whether I'm willing to spend the time on any given thing?"

2014-05-08 03:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Luck charms you already know about.  There are other objects that do different things - I know there's one that will hide you from bugbears. There might be a few others that protect you from anyone messing with your head. I don't know how to make them, though. There's no energy supply, it's a matter of time investment. I suppose I can get started on magic tutoring now,  we're not in school. I'll just be honest with you and say we're probably not going to get to any actual magic for a while, I'm afraid. You've got a lot of runes to learn before we do anything."

2014-05-08 14:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How many is a lot?"

2014-05-08 17:46 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Well.  Remember the chemistry analogy? It's kind of like a mix of the periodic table and the alphabet.  You can get by with just some, but honestly it's better for your magical education if you eventually learn them all. I'll teach the ones you can use for invisibility first, so it's not all just - here's a rune, here's another rune, okay now prove you can draw them fifty times.  Once you've got enough runes for a spell I will help you cast it. It's getting there that's the problem."

2014-05-08 19:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay.  What's the ballpark number of runes per spell?"

2014-05-08 19:21 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Depends on the spell.  The simple ones you start off with will have just four to eight or so, but around twenty tends to be typical.  There's no cap for how many runes you can use, so if it's a super complicated spell you could theoretically use them all.  I don't know what on earth that spell would even do, but it's certainly possible."

2014-05-08 19:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"This," predicts Bella, "is going to be fascinating."

2014-05-08 19:26 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins. "It really is!"

2014-05-08 19:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Do you need to do runes every time for every spell?"

2014-05-08 19:27 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah. New ones, too, the spell itself will ruin the runes you draw when it's cast.  You can get something that has a continuous effect that you can pull up again later, but you need runes to get that, too.  Those are complicated spells, too, you can put them on people but it's safer to put it on an item, instead.  That way if it fails, well a hunk of metal is disfigured, not a person."

2014-05-08 19:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"So if I want, like, a Ring of Gyges, that is theoretically doable?"

2014-05-08 19:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yup! Theoretically, anyway.  That one would also be really complicated."

2014-05-08 19:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"And this would be a much better idea than casting a spell on myself that allows invisibility-whenever-I-feel-like-it, except for the part where the Ring of Gyges could be stolen and then we'd get to learn things about the effects of observation on human morality or whatever."

2014-05-08 19:39 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Pretty much.  But you can always retrieve a stolen magic ring, if something goes wrong with the casting of the spell on yourself, it's kind of... Really difficult to fix. So between the two, go with the ring of invisibility, for safety."

2014-05-08 19:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How do magic items deal with persisting between forms?  Same ring will not readily fit on a finger and stay put on a lion toe."

2014-05-08 19:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Now you see why we don't have rings of shifting," points out Darren. "It's possible to have a ring that changes sizes when you shift - but it's easier to find other methods.  A pendant that can clip to fur as well as clothes, a hair ornament, earrings - and the obvious choice of amulets. There are probably other options, too, but those are the ones I can think of off of the top of my head."Edited   2014-05-08 19:50 (UTC)


2014-05-08 19:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I keep my shirt when I shift, so I guess I could work with a brooch, too.  Maybe one of those expansible bracelets; I'd have to see how good sphinx wrists are at keeping stuff on.  But if I have a magic object on my tail or clipped to my feathers it's just unavailable and not functioning while I'm a human, likewise if I have something on my thumb and then turn sphinx, or are you saying it falls off, or what?"

2014-05-08 19:53 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"It goes to... Wherever your clothes go when you shift. Unavailable and not functioning, but no one could steal them, at least."Edited   2014-05-08 19:58 (UTC)


2014-05-08 19:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I wonder at what point a Tail Ornament of Gyges would kick in.  It might make sense, for something I'd be most likely to want to use while in sphinx form, if it didn't have, like, a prolonged boot time."

2014-05-08 19:59 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It would show up for use when you had a tail, I'd say. Medallion magic is weird like that. I wouldn't know how long a Tail Ornament of Gyges would take to work, but assumingly... Instantly?  If made right?"Edited   2014-05-08 20:04 (UTC)


2014-05-08 20:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"When I was practicing over the weekend it turns out if I'm wearing sufficiently loose pants the tail doesn't even have to stick out, so that's going on the list of projects to consider for the long term."  She opens up her notebook and starts this list.

2014-05-08 20:5 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren nods. "Good idea. But if I knew how to make an item of invisibility I would have one, so... That is nearing epic wizard levels and I am not there yet. I'm not able to say, 'Oh, yeah, sure, this is how you make a Tail Ornament of Gyges.'"

2014-05-08 20:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"How long have you been practicing?"

2014-05-08 20:8 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"About a year and a half? Or so? I started before dad got custody, but I had to do lots of it in secret because - well, magic. Kinda not the type of thing you do in public."

2014-05-08 20:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Okay.  Roughly how many hours a week, and how much do you think I'll be sped up because I'll have a teacher?"

2014-05-08 20:11 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Hmm.  It varies a bit, but usually... Twenty-ish hours a week? Sometimes more, sometimes less. Depends on how much homework I have and if I'm trying to accomplish anything specific in magic. Having a teacher will speed you up to where I am, but I couldn't tell you by how much, I've never been a magic teacher before. Once you're at where I am I would only be good in a peer-review sense, or splitting up what we study so we can tell each other about them later with less time sunk into it."Edited   2014-05-08 20:16 (UTC)


2014-05-08 20:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Right, I meant sped up in a playing-catchup sense, not necessarily beyond, though division of labor and peer review will probably be a big deal too.  Darren, I am not sure I'm going to have any time to actually learn Dungeons and Dragons, although I might let you explain it to me in enough detail that I can pretend that's why I'm at your house all the time."

2014-05-08 20:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He snickers. "Kinda understandable. Magic basically replaced Dungeons and Dragons for me, anyway.  I just miss it sometimes."

2014-05-08 20:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe when you are an epic wizard in real life that will be sufficiently satisfying."

2014-05-08 20:24 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That's my hope! It'll be lots of fun to just - be super magic."

2014-05-08 20:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yes.  We will be the most wizardy winged quadrupeds ever."  Bella holds up her hand for a high-five.

2014-05-08 20:28 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




High-five! "Yeah!  It'll be great. I'm so glad I have a magic-buddy, now!"

2014-05-08 20:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm glad I don't have to dive into volatile Chemistrylike Magic without a teacher!"

2014-05-08 20:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren snorts with laughter. "It's fun but also not really. I am very careful."

2014-05-08 20:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"And here I am to reap the rewards of your exquisite care."

2014-05-08 20:35 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Go for it. I'm very pro-sharing of knowledge."

2014-05-08 20:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I know.  I found that out before I knew anything else about you."

2014-05-08 20:41 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snickers. "I would be disappointed in you if you hadn't figured it out by now."

2014-05-08 20:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You do not have a slow student, promise."

2014-05-08 20:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Good!  Want to get started properly, then?"

2014-05-08 20:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes please.  Overview - what is there to it besides runes?  I think you mentioned chanting?"

2014-05-08 20:45 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Chanting is also necessary. To continue the chemistry explanation because that's working out beautifully, the runes are the components.  The chanting is the circumstances you put to get the components to react with each other. So there's a bit of art to it, as well - you can probably shave off an entire rune if you're good enough at chanting - but it's not quite as completely vital to get right as the runes. 

"There's a caveat, though. For whatever reason, trying it in your native language has... Weird effects. Unstable weird effects, usually it's more powerful but it's not good for neat chemistry."

2014-05-08 20:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Any other language works fine?  No matter how well you learn it?"

2014-05-08 20:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah, even if you become fluent it's not your first, apparently that's got some importance weighed towards it. I don't know how people who grow up bilingual do, maybe both languages are just barred for chanting."

2014-05-08 21:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  So I guess I'll fall back on Spanish unless - if I recall right you're in French?  Will it be really inconvenient for us to be working in different languages?"

2014-05-08 21:3 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I'm in French. It's what I use for chanting, I thought about Latin but it wasn't offered in school, so I went with French. It might give us some problems cheating off of each other's chants, and it'll keep us from catching mistakes with chants as easily as we would if we spoke the same language, but other than that and it should be fine. Not really that inconvenient, just a little bit."

2014-05-08 21:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"So probably slightly less inconvenient than me trying to catch up with you in French, too.  Okay.  I do all right in Spanish, I'm not fluent but - how ridiculously weird-looking is it going to be if I go to Señora Goff and ask her to check my grammar?"Edited   2014-05-08 21:21 (UTC)


2014-05-08 21:20 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Depends on what you want to say.  If you use the right excuses for it you can probably get away with it not looking too weird.  Dungeons and Dragons might be a good scapegoat. 'Okay, so my character is going to say this at some point in time and I want to get the grammar right' or something."

2014-05-08 21:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Why would my D&D character be speaking Spanish?"

2014-05-08 21:23 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Because they are from a country that is equivalent to Spain and you like being authentic?"

2014-05-08 21:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Hmmm.  I don't actually know Señora Goff well enough to guess if she'll buy it.  I can try it with something relatively innocuous, I guess, unless literally all of the chanting is 'magic thing, magic thing, happen now, in real life, also the person casting this is a literal sphinx' or whatever."Edited   2014-05-08 21:28 (UTC)


2014-05-08 21:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts with laughter. "No, they usually don't go like that, but many would be weird in casual conversation. I doubt you tell dirt to wake up, or for the air to sit still so it can listen that regularly. Some are innocuous, though."

2014-05-08 21:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Maybe my character is writing weird scrolls?  Is that a thing D&D characters do, write weird things on scrolls?"

2014-05-08 21:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"If you take the skills necessary for it, yeah - that's a thing you can do. You have to be a spellcaster, though.  It's basically storing a spell for later, so more of the chants would make sense."

2014-05-08 21:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Is there any good reason not to be a spellcaster?"

2014-05-08 21:35 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"In Dungeons and Dragons?  Well, you are really squishy and don't have much magic at early levels. So you hide behind the warriors and barbarians after casting like - flare or something and pray nobody sees you and how defenseless you are."Edited   2014-05-08 21:38 (UTC)


2014-05-08 21:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Sounds like a ripoff.  Isn't there magical defense?"

2014-05-08 21:39 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Well, of course, but those show up later levels and for balance reasons they don't let you wear armor and reliably cast spells. In practice, once you get past the first few levels you can start pulling your weight, and after that you start carrying the party. Epic levels you are scary."

2014-05-08 21:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"How does armor get in the way of casting spells?  It has to be sufficiently maneuverable that you can fight in it if you're going to wear it at all."

2014-05-08 21:45 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Because if wizards got to wear full plate armor the warriors would cry themselves to sleep at night."

2014-05-08 21:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"So basically the advantage of being a warrior is that you can clank."

2014-05-08 21:47 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"And hit things.  Don't forget hitting things."

2014-05-08 21:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Speaking of my real-life total inability to acquire combat skills, among other things, where do you think you'd start on fixing my clumsiness problem with some sort of spiffy accessory?"

2014-05-08 21:49 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Hmm," he says, tilting his head and thinking. "I think it's possible, certainly, and I have some ideas but I don't know how to explain them when you don't know any of the runes. I can make that a long-term project?  I need to get more item creation practice, anyway, what with how I want to make more medallions."

2014-05-08 21:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Right."  Bella writes this idea under 'ornament of Gyges' on her list.

2014-05-08 21:53 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Do you want me to actually get started on teaching you about the runes?" teases Darren. "We can talk about Dungeons and Dragons some more, if you like."

2014-05-08 21:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Gimme a rune."

2014-05-08 21:58 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He snickers, and then retrieves a paper and pencil and draws out a rune.

Then, he gets to explaining it.  There seem to be several different meanings to the rune - and it's wonderfully flexible at doing multiple things.  The problem is, Darren explains, that when you put down a rune you get all of the effects it gives, not just the single part of it you want.  So you need other runes to cancel out the unwanted effects of a rune, which causes other unwanted effects that need to be cancelled out, and so forth.

"So," says Darren once he's finished explaining what this particular rune does, "it becomes sort of like a puzzle, where you cancel out the effects you don't want but keep the ones you do. You see the danger of what happens if you miss an effect."Edited   2014-05-08 22:12 (UTC)


2014-05-08 22:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yeah, no kidding."  She was expecting to wind up with a chart, but this rune has taken up the entire page by itself, the drawing in the middle and notes orbiting it.

2014-05-08 22:16 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren is aware that Bella does not like people looking at her notebook, so he is not looking at her notes.

"It gets even worse when we start getting into the strength of runes and how strongly they exert their effects on the world.  Not all runes have the same strength when at the same size. Or, for some of them, not even all of their own effects have the same strength.  I picked one that did because I know what mercy is."

He pauses, and adds, "Did I mention that magic is fun?  Because it's fun."

2014-05-08 22:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"This sounds like the sort of thing that really ought to be handled by computer programs, actually, but I anticipate enjoying it."

2014-05-08 22:23 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"If you can program something to figure this out for you, I will throw myself at your feet in awe. Since placement and size of runes also matter. Because why not, right?"

2014-05-08 22:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I can't program.  Maybe I'll learn.  In my copious spare time."

2014-05-08 22:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm sure you'll have so much now that you've started learning magic," Darren drawls.Edited   2014-05-08 22:29 (UTC)


2014-05-08 22:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe that'll be the division of labor.  I'll catch up to you and then start learning to program while you collect information for me to eventually incorporate into the program."

2014-05-08 22:30 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Hmm.  Maybe. That would be useful. I like this plan, if it's viable."

2014-05-08 22:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella goes back to her long-term projects list and writes automate some runing subtasks? under the existing items.  "How were these runes originally discovered-or-invented, or don't you know?"

2014-05-08 22:32 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Discovered.  There's a way to find new ones and that's how I learned most of the ones I know. Thing is, you have to reference something that the potential rune has through another rune, so I don't have any idea how it got started. I'm actually pretty sure there are runes I just don't know."

2014-05-08 22:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What do you mean, reference something the potential rune has?"

2014-05-08 22:36 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Like..." he draws another rune. "This one's got the same aspect of persistence that the one I showed you has.  It's got lots of other completely different things to it, but these two have that in common.  So if I made a spell that uses the first rune and looks for something with persistence, this rune can come up."

2014-05-08 22:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Huh."  Bella copies the second rune onto a fresh page.  "Okay, and what else does this one do?"

2014-05-08 22:40 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I was going to save this rune for later, but since we're here and you're probably curious..."

He starts explaining what it does! It's more complicated than the last one, and it has different levels of strength to its effects. Darren explains these in percentages. Persistence seems to be the only thing it has in common with the first rune, and in other things it's wildly different.

2014-05-08 22:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Cool.  So the finding new runes - I guess you find yourself looking at an insoluble puzzle and then you're like 'if only I could get X without all this Y and Z, let's see what other runes do X' and then you find something that doesn't do Y and Z but maybe it does P and Q and with any luck they're easier to cancel?"

2014-05-08 22:48 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Pretty much.  I spent around three months just trying to find out new runes and nothing else.  It got kind of dull after a while, so I went back to making spells and looking for more runes if it seemed like I needed them.  I found lots of runes over the three months, though. It helped a ton, it's just mind-numbingly boring if you do nothing else but that."

2014-05-08 22:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah, that sounds like it'd get old.  I'm sort of glad I'm the second one of the two of us finding out about magic, because I am selfish and terrible."

2014-05-08 22:51 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers. "It's fine, you're not selfish and terrible.  I can't blame you, I'd want the same.  I had fun figuring things out, though, so I think it's all right."

2014-05-08 22:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I'm totally selfish.  I will accept your correction on 'terrible'."

2014-05-08 22:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Where are you selfish? Not wanting to spend months doing nothing but looking for runes? That's sanity, not selfishness."

2014-05-08 22:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'm selfish in general.  Everything is about what I want.  It's just that I happen to want nice things for other people a lot of the time - the mental framing is still very self-centered."

2014-05-08 22:58 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... I'm not sure I understand?  You want selfless things for selfish reasons? Is that what you mean?"

2014-05-08 22:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Something like that.  I want, like, world peace, in roughly the same way that I might want a sandwich.  'Selfish' is descriptive, here, not a value judgment."

2014-05-08 23:1 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That's... Quite different from how I think. But it's still rather nice," points out Darren.

2014-05-08 23:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I am aware that I'm unusual in this respect."

2014-05-08 23:4 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren shrugs. "That's fine? I like you as you are. I mean, I came to the same general conclusion, so it's like - different variables adding up to the same sum."

2014-05-08 23:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"How charmingly mathematical."

2014-05-08 23:7 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He snorts with laughter. "Thanks. I have to keep my nerd reputation up, somehow."

2014-05-08 23:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"The Dungeons and Dragons and the notetaking could not possibly do by itself."  She turns a page.  "Gimme a rune."

2014-05-08 23:8 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I like to be thorough."

He gives her a rune!  This is like the first one in that it doesn't have the percentages of strength in separate effects - though he does give the rune itself a strength percentage.

"The percentages are kind of arbitrarily measured, because there isn't a truly 'basic' rune to measure by.  I use the first one I showed you as a base since it's common and easy, and worked from there," he explains.Edited   2014-05-08 23:13 (UTC)


2014-05-08 23:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Makes sense."  She takes diligent notes in the format she seems to be using.  "I'm making a batch of flashcards when I get home.  And when I have more of them down I'm making charts."

2014-05-08 23:14 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I've got some flashcards, but when I tried to make a chart I needed bigger paper and couldn't manage it. Maybe if we get something like the huge rolls of colored paper at school, like the ones we use in projects. Or a really big chalkboard or something."

2014-05-08 23:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Excel spreadsheet.  I told Charlie I wanted my own laptop for my birthday, I will tell him I need it early for magic reasons."

2014-05-08 23:18 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"But then I can't draw the runes in Excel! I'd have to name them. Some of them I know the names of, but a lot of them I haven't bothered to name and just go with what they look like because I've been working solo. Also it would annoy me to meet another magic person and not have consistent names for them."

2014-05-08 23:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"There's probably a way to haul pictures into an Excel sheet."

2014-05-08 23:24 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Probably, but then I have to have a scanner or try to draw in Paint or something.  Which I can't do, because drawing with a mouse is annoying."

2014-05-08 23:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I think I could manage approximations that were close enough for casual reference."

2014-05-08 23:26 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Maybe you can, but I'm a perfectionist and them being too squiggly would really bother me."

2014-05-08 23:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay, then you don't have to use my spreadsheet."

2014-05-08 23:29 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'll have to see how squiggly your runes are. Which, by the way, I will make you draw them, later, and correct handwriting. So that'll be fun."

2014-05-08 23:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Thank goodness I have excellent handwriting."

2014-05-08 23:31 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That's the spirit."

2014-05-08 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"What general class of problems results if a rune is drawn wrong?  It's like it's not there, or you get an unpredictable subset of effects, or it just straight-up explodes, or what?"

2014-05-08 23:34 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"It's like it's not there, which... sounds innocuous enough, except if it's used in a spell and it's there to stop another rune's effects..." he trails off. "Bad things."

2014-05-08 23:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I assure you I am never going to be asking what happens if I do something wrong so that I can then merrily go do something wrong."

2014-05-08 23:38 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Good, because I would make faces at you, then."

2014-05-08 23:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"And that would surely be more terrible than any failed spell."

2014-05-08 23:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oh yes, certainly. You heard my sister, some of the ones I make are terrifying.  Apparently."

2014-05-08 23:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Just like spell-botching I shall diligently avoid ever finding out the details."  New page.  "Gimme a rune."

2014-05-08 23:48 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Rune is given!

This one's concepts are a bit more ephemeral. Less easy to nail down like the previous runes. Darren has to explain each concept quite a bit.

2014-05-08 23:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




This one's notes gets footnotes on the back of its page.  Bella is enthralled the entire time.

2014-05-08 23:56 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren notices! He will tailor his lesson plan because of this. The next rune is another less physical rune, and requires some more explanations - but once explained it makes sense.

2014-05-08 23:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"You," pronounces Bella, footnoting this one, "are a good teacher."

2014-05-09 00:0 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Thank you!" says Darren, delighted. "I'm glad you're enjoying this."

2014-05-09 00:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"So am I.  It would be so disappointing if there were real magic and it was intolerably boring."

2014-05-09 00:2 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Me too.  I spend hours on magic, it would suck if it were just... 'Press a button fifty thousand times, get magic.'"

2014-05-09 00:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Oh my God that would be terrible."

2014-05-09 00:5 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I would be okay if it were just 'Press a button five times' but fifty thousand and I would just feel like I was wasting my time."

2014-05-09 00:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Even if it was 'press button fifty thousand times, world peace' - that would be disappointing.  I'd press the button but I would complain about it."

2014-05-09 00:7 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah.  I'd want to keep track of how many times I press the button so I could at least make the final button press suitably dramatic."

2014-05-09 00:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Cameras, beautiful lighting, music, weeping war widows giving heartfelt speeches about how today is the day it can finally be over.  Gimme a rune."

2014-05-09 00:8 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He giggles. "Exactly."

Then he gives her a rune! It follows the theme of the last few because that's what it seems like she likes.

2014-05-09 00:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




And she writes this down.  They could pass the entire afternoon like this, swapping between runes and chatting.

2014-05-09 00:11 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




They could!  In fact, that's the plan.

"I'm going to assume you'll study these on your own time, so I don't need to make you recite them or anything?" he asks brightly, after several more runes.

2014-05-09 00:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You have that right."

2014-05-09 00:16 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Good, then I can skip it."

So he does!  More runes, wheee!

(He can't actually keep to the ephemeral runes, she needs to know more than just that. To make up for it he takes care to show connections between runes and starts expanding on how they interact together.)

2014-05-09 00:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella is happy to be shown all kinds of runes.  She was not actually aware that he was sticking to a specific genre for a reason.

2014-05-09 00:19 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Runes continue to be fascinating!

Darren's enjoying himself quite a lot - he has a magic buddy and now he has someone to talk to about runes and things!

"Want to learn more runes, or practice drawing them?" he asks, eventually.

2014-05-09 00:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Can the ones I've got now make any spells?"

2014-05-09 00:29 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"A few, yeah. But I haven't gone over how to lay out runes yet, so... Sorry, we're still on the boring stuff."

2014-05-09 00:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I'm not bored.  Maybe make me a sheet of paper with clean and tidy instances of each rune so far on it and I can practice at home where I won't be taking up your time when I don't strictly have to have it?"

2014-05-09 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I don't mind, it's nice to have someone to talk about this with. You're good conversation."

Also he has a crush on her. So that helps.

2014-05-09 00:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yes, but since I don't literally live here, it seems smart to save the practice that I can do alone for later, and do stuff that I need you for while I'm here."

2014-05-09 00:40 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"True," he says. "Okay, I'll make a list of runes and check your work, later.  Proper teachering, hurray."

2014-05-09 00:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella pats his arm.  "Hurray.  Is now a good time to teach me how to lay them out or should I learn more of them alone first?"

2014-05-09 00:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Now works for me," he agrees.

2014-05-09 00:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"All right.  What're we gonna do, O Teacher?"

2014-05-09 00:52 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Well, I'm going to do the obvious thing, and explain it."

So he does!

2014-05-09 01:2 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Soon Bella's notebook has a glossary with the following terms:

Circumscription - Large closed shape such as a rectangle or circle.  By default means "affect this area"; cancel with a targeting or abstracting rune (see footnote 4 on third rune).  Contains other runes.

Description - Section of a diagram saying what to do.  Demarcate with third rune (but, see first footnote and third use case) or another suitable.

Proscription - Cancellation section.  Nesting sections to cancel unwanted effects of prior cancellations; demarcate with rune tree on page 9 (see note in lower right corner) or another suitable.

Superscription - Clarification section for small positive epicyclic effects.  Adds to description section and should be near it.

Subscription - Clarification section for cancellations and/or superscriptions.  Supplements proscription section but does not need to be near it if the circumscription doesn't accommodate it neatly.

Then she goes back and makes little star markings near all her noted runes indicating where they may overlap without disaster - "I might want to make, like, pipecleaner models of these things so I can try ways to overlay them up without going through reams of paper".

Then she takes a supplied spell description indicating that when cast successfully it makes the circular diagram's area light up like a lamp, and the list of five runes that make up this spell, and starts puzzling out ways to munch them together in the circumscription with safe overlap and sectioning and demarcation.

She takes twenty minutes of experimentation and clarifying questions, but then she has something drawn - sketchily; she shouldn't use this exact diagram, but suitable as something to refer to when trying again with a compass and a ruler.

2014-05-09 01:17 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren checks over her work, and offers occasional bits of advice for how to improve things, or gentle nudges about what she's done wrong. Overall, though, he's very supportive and encouraging, especially when she's on the right track.

"Mind you," he adds, "It shouldn't be that messy when you draw it out properly.  I'm not sure if we have time or not for me to show you how to do it neatly. When's your dad coming to pick you up?"

2014-05-09 01:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"He's off work at nine and I can call him whenever after that.  I wouldn't try to cast with this messy thing, this is just a - composition."

2014-05-09 01:33 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




He nods. "All right.  We should um - probably eat, now that I think of it. I don't even know what time it is."

2014-05-09 01:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella looks around for a clock.  "Yeah, food sounds great, I - forgot to explicitly ask if I'm invited for dinner."

2014-05-09 01:37 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "No, I'm going to make you starve, shame on you for not asking politely."

He is being sarcastic.

2014-05-09 01:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"If I was not invited for dinner I would call my dad at nine and eat leftover spaghetti, it would not be a huge deal.  But thank you.  What're we having?"

2014-05-09 01:40 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I'm not sure.  Dad's taking care of it, I think. We should go ask."Edited   2014-05-09 01:42 (UTC)


2014-05-09 01:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay."  Bella stands up and streeeeetches.  She's been hunched over her notebook for a long time even for her.

2014-05-09 01:44 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren's kind of stiff now, too. "Ow," he says. "... I should probably have gotten up and walked before now."

Whatever.  Off they go to find his father!

2014-05-09 01:47 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




And there he is, in the kitchen. He looks up, amused. "You two have been busy, I take it?"

2014-05-09 01:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Yes," beams Bella.

2014-05-09 01:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Vernon laughs. "Aaand - Darren?"

2014-05-09 01:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Didn't do any magic, only showed her runes and how to lay them out."

2014-05-09 01:50 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Good," says Vernon. "So, opinions on dinner? Savannah wants Chinese."

2014-05-09 01:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I like Chinese.  Good with most anything in the genre but I can produce specific opinions if you want me to and give me a menu to look at."

2014-05-09 01:52 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Yeah, there's one somewhere, let me try and -"

2014-05-09 01:53 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren retrieves and hands it to him.

2014-05-09 01:54 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"... Thanks.  Only organized one in the house," says an amused Vernon. Menu goes to Bella. "There you are."

2014-05-09 01:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella looks through it and expresses an appreciation for wonton soup and chicken fried rice, "but again, I'll eat whatever you'd normally get."

2014-05-09 01:56 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Sure. I'll order.  Darren, same as usual?"

2014-05-09 01:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I am boring and predictable," says Darren dryly.Edited   2014-05-09 01:59 (UTC)


2014-05-09 01:59 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Well. I'll call it in, then." He goes and gets the phone, to order food.

2014-05-09 02:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah arrives from upstairs! "... Oh my god you two have noses out of books.  Are you dying?"

2014-05-09 02:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Of starvation."

2014-05-09 02:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Knew it. Look at you, you're skin and bones."

2014-05-09 02:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Skin and bones and feathers, don't forget," says Bella, producing feathers.  Darren's standing sufficiently adjacent to her that one wing winds up settling incidentally on his back.

2014-05-09 02:7 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren.... Notices and inspects his shoes, giggling a little. He is embarrassed and vaguely pleased.

2014-05-09 02:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah notices and looks amused. "Of course not.  Feathers, too."

2014-05-09 02:11 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon notices Darren's reaction.  He does not comment.

2014-05-09 02:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella figures Darren just thinks, entirely reasonably, that she is hilarious.  She puts her wings away.  "Is nighttime a good time to try flying practice?  It's getting dark, we could go after dinner, we'd be hard to see?"

2014-05-09 02:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"It's the best time.  Do you want to go flying? Because... Darren can take you flying."

2014-05-09 02:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yeah, I wanna go flying.  I also want to learn a dozen more runes, but if I try to cram too much into my head all in a row it's not gonna stick that well, and I do also want to fly."

2014-05-09 02:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I'd be happy to take you," says Darren.

2014-05-09 02:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Awesome."

2014-05-09 02:22 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




He smiles at her! "Are you coming too, Vana?"Edited   2014-05-09 02:23 (UTC)


2014-05-09 02:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Nah," says Savannah, looking incredibly amused. "Thanks though.  Don't feel like it."

2014-05-09 02:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"It must really be something to occasionally not feel like flying without something to distract you that is as cool as magic.  What do you even do with your time?"

2014-05-09 02:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Stuff? Just came back from karate lessons, so I am tired. I might go nap. It'll drive you workaholics up the wall, I bet."

2014-05-09 02:30 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Behold, as I am driven up the wall. Insanity. Naps."

2014-05-09 02:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella chuckles.  "I'm not philosophically opposed to naps!  Karate is cool, I might have tried it at some point if I would not instantly die."

2014-05-09 02:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"I don't think it would be instant! But you would still definitely die, so don't try it," teases Savannah. 

2014-05-09 02:34 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren gives her a look.

2014-05-09 02:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"... Joking!  That was a joke, Dare."

2014-05-09 02:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...What?" Bella asks Darren.  "I would completely die, I can only just about walk, I expect to be better at flying only because there is not much to crash into once you clear the treeline."

2014-05-09 02:36 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Sorry. Didn't find it funny," he shrugs.

2014-05-09 02:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay," shrugs Bella.  "How long does Chinese delivery usually take to get to this neighborhood?"

2014-05-09 02:41 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Fifteen minutes or so.  Not that long of a wait.  If you're starving you can grab a snack," shrugs Vernon.

2014-05-09 02:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Nah, I'm good."

2014-05-09 02:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"All righty," says Vernon. "If you'll excuse me, my parenting duties are done until the food arrives or one of you starts bleeding.  I'm gonna sit down."

He goes to do that.  Look!  A couch for doing that!

2014-05-09 02:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Nope!  Not bleeding," says Savannah. "That's in two weeks.  Mark your calendars and despair, ye who enter this house."

2014-05-09 02:48 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren makes a face.

2014-05-09 02:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




Bella snorts.

2014-05-09 02:50 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Thank you," says Vernon dryly, "for that information."

2014-05-09 02:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah cracks up.

2014-05-09 02:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella giggles a little too.

2014-05-09 02:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"You need to take a joke," Savannah informs Darren.

2014-05-09 02:56 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes.  I shall take it and throw it out, certainly."

2014-05-09 02:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




That makes Bella giggle too.

2014-05-09 02:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah snorts. "Har har. Is there a pile of jokes you don't like out there?"

2014-05-09 02:59 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"No, no.  I donate them. To comedians so they can learn what not to do."

2014-05-09 03:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"They're stealing my period jokes.  The monsters."

2014-05-09 03:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Plagiarism is wrong," says Bella piously.

2014-05-09 03:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Wrong and terrible," agrees Savannah. "Darren, I thought you were better than that!"

2014-05-09 03:3 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He looks between both Bella and Savannah. "Apparently not. Anything to rid the world of evil."

2014-05-09 03:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Well, sometimes sacrifices in intellectual honesty must be made to accomplish greater tasks," sighs Bella.

2014-05-09 03:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Savage," accuses Savannah, to her brother.

2014-05-09 03:6 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Bwua-ha-ha, I'm ridding the world of terrible jokes, once and for all."

2014-05-09 03:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Bastard!  Rogue!  Scoundrel! ... Um - barbarian! ... Help me out, Bella, my vocabulary sucks."

2014-05-09 03:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Blackguard?  Rascal?  Fiend?"

2014-05-09 03:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Yes, those."

2014-05-09 03:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"... You sure showed me," drawls Darren. "I have been told."

2014-05-09 03:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh, snap," says Bella, unconvincingly.

2014-05-09 03:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Yeah, I sure told him."

2014-05-09 03:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Also," pipes up Vernon from his couch, "I heard that.  Quarter. Into the jar."

2014-05-09 03:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"... Damn," sighs Savannah.

2014-05-09 03:15 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Two now!" says Vernon brightly.

2014-05-09 03:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




Savannah mutters some (non-expletive) things under her breath.  She goes off, finds a jar with a lot of quarters in it, and - in go two quarters.

2014-05-09 03:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...Wait, what's the first one for?  I missed it."

2014-05-09 03:17 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"First thing I called Darren. I was hoping dad wouldn't notice."

2014-05-09 03:18 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Noticed," replies Vernon, in the same cheerful tone.

2014-05-09 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Does the household swear jar go to a good cause?"

2014-05-09 03:19 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Movie nights. Weirds them out when we show up with a ton of quarters and we're like, 'Yeah, three for X-Men.'"

2014-05-09 03:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella laughs.

2014-05-09 03:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




And the doorbell rings! Vernon answers it, pays, accepts food, and onto the table it goes.

"No stealing all of the fortune cookies," he tells Savannah.Edited   2014-05-09 03:25 (UTC)


2014-05-09 03:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"Awww."

2014-05-09 03:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You can have mine, I don't care for them."

2014-05-09 03:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Yay!" says Savannah happily. "Thanks! I hope I get silly and contradictory fortunes!"

2014-05-09 03:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You're welcome."

2014-05-09 03:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren's amused, and goes to get food. Food is gotten.  It's all quite exciting.

2014-05-09 03:30 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon gets his, too - there's both chicken fried rice and wanton soup for Bella.

2014-05-09 03:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Om nom nom!

2014-05-09 03:33 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




As they eat, Savannah gives Darren the puppy-eyes.

2014-05-09 03:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He stands strong against them.

... For a little while.

Then he finally rolls his eyes, sighs, and hands her his fortune cookie.

2014-05-09 03:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Eee!"

2014-05-09 03:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Do you actually like fortune cookies?" Bella asks Darren.

2014-05-09 03:38 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I do, but they're not hugely important to me."

2014-05-09 03:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"They taste like paper even if you don't accidentally eat the paper."

2014-05-09 03:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"They do not," defends Darren.

2014-05-09 03:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"They do!  In every single restaurant.  And the fortunes are -"

Bella cuts off abruptly.

2014-05-09 03:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"... Er.  Bella?"

2014-05-09 03:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last






"Mom liked them."

2014-05-09 03:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault






"Oh."

2014-05-09 03:46 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren winces and - out come his wings. One gets comfortingly draped over Bella's shoulder - like a fluffy, feathery cloak.

2014-05-09 03:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella relaxes a little, she sighs.  "Sorry, wow, I'd been spontaneously mood-killing so much less these past couple days..."

2014-05-09 03:54 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Happens.  There are ups and downs to it," says Vernon, understandingly. "Don't feel bad about it."

2014-05-09 03:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"None of us are going to ride your a-... Bum because you're occasionally a mood killer.  Darren's full-time stick in the mud and we love him."

2014-05-09 03:56 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren snorts.

2014-05-09 03:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'm not feeling guilty for making you guys sad, I'm annoyed with myself because I was working on it and I'm not done instantaneously," says Bella.

2014-05-09 04:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Right. Makes sense."

2014-05-09 04:1 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon shrugs. "If you want to talk about it - I've got a dad license.  Gotta listen. It's in the fine print."

It's said in a 'You don't have to if you don't want to' kind of way. (But he does mean it.)Edited   2014-05-09 04:04 (UTC)


2014-05-09 04:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"My dad also has a license.  He is a cop and would never be caught parenting without a license."

2014-05-09 04:5 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Good on him. Also in the fine print that I gotta offer. Just in case you need it."

2014-05-09 04:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I'm fine.  I'm self-repairing."

2014-05-09 04:7 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Makin' sure."

And then that's that, and it's back to dinner.  Nom nom.

2014-05-09 04:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Delicious Chinese food, om nom.

"Authentic Chinese food is absolutely nothing like this on any axis, including edibility," says Bella conversationally.  "It's all fish with a million bones and unrecognizable vegetables."

2014-05-09 04:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Are you complaining? Do you want us to order you authentic Chinese food?"

2014-05-09 04:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I said including edibility.  I didn't want to try authentic Chinese food a second time after I'd had it once.  My remark was complimentary."

2014-05-09 04:10 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"I ordered it off of the menu myself," says Vernon dryly.

2014-05-09 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Culinary genius."

2014-05-09 04:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella chuckles.

2014-05-09 04:12 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Go on, sass your old man.  I'll make you cook dinner."

2014-05-09 04:13 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Oh no. Oh, not the cooking.  Please, someone save me from following simple directions."Edited   2014-05-09 04:14 (UTC)


2014-05-09 04:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Somebody should tell Charlie that it's following simple directions.  He is incapable of cooking anything other than fish without it being a complete disaster, and he only suffered through learning to do fish because otherwise the freezer would get full and he wouldn't be able to catch more."

2014-05-09 04:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Dad's method is making sure that if we're left alone for a day we can successfully not kill ourselves."

2014-05-09 04:19 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Thus, we know how to cook. I'm better at it than Savannah, though."

2014-05-09 04:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"When I'm not around Charlie lives on fish and cold cuts and takeout.  I'm not fancy, but I can do relatively ordinary food without apocalyptic results."

2014-05-09 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm not even sure how you could get apocalyptic results.  I mean, at worse it's inedible and you just move on. But apocalyptic?  What, does it explode?"

2014-05-09 04:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Charlie exploded something once!  He decided to microwave an egg.  Raw in its shell."

2014-05-09 04:24 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Wha?  Why - why would that seem like a good idea?"

2014-05-09 04:25 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, he likes 'em hardboiled, but microwaves are faster, right?  And he was in a hurry, so it just made sense, right?  Cue exploded egg."

2014-05-09 04:25 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Right, okay, your dad is not allowed in the kitchen. Like, he can't even walk in for milk."

2014-05-09 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"In any kitchen for which you make the rules you may make that one of them."

2014-05-09 04:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Dad, Bella's father can't use our kitchen."

2014-05-09 04:28 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




Vernon looks amused. "Since when do you make the rules around here?"

2014-05-09 04:29 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I make dinner most of the time, he is not touching the kitchen. I will go on strike."

2014-05-09 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.

2014-05-09 04:31 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Fine," laughs Vernon. "No kitchen for Mr. Swan.  But you have to feed him if he's here."Edited   2014-05-09 04:34 (UTC)


2014-05-09 04:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Deal."

2014-05-09 04:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I don't expect him to complain.  He doesn't exactly like to cook.  Even when we're having fish I do it better."

2014-05-09 04:35 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Then it'll work out for everyone.  He doesn't need to cook, and he does not touch the kitchen."

2014-05-09 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"But it is, in fact, pretty safe to let him get milk or make sandwiches.  It's when applying heat to things gets involved that it's iffy."

2014-05-09 04:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I like to be very safe. It's why I'm allowed to play with magic."

2014-05-09 04:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I let my dad in the kitchen at my house, and I too make dinner most nights.  Am I not allowed?"

2014-05-09 04:56 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren considers her. (His wing is still draped over her.)

"... Hmm.  You're allowed. But I recommend keeping him away from the microwave, and eggs."

2014-05-09 04:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I let him microwave leftovers.  Fortunately we don't have any plates with metal decorations.  But he no longer interacts with unprepared eggs."

(She kind of likes the wing right where it is, so she's not drawing attention to it.)

2014-05-09 04:59 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"This is tentatively acceptable.  Maybe."

2014-05-09 05:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"He has never had a disaster microwaving a leftover!"

2014-05-09 05:2 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Fine, fine.  He can microwave leftovers. Because you definitely need my permission for that."

2014-05-09 05:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I'm so glad to have it, too.  It'd be really inconvenient for poor Charlie if he couldn't have hot leftovers without my help."

2014-05-09 05:4 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yes, but things wouldn't explode, at least.  You'd come home to a non-burned down house."

2014-05-09 05:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I do that anyway.  He has never burned down the house.  He did scorch a dishtowel once, but that was a long time ago."

2014-05-09 05:6 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Oh, fine.  You get a pass. For now."

2014-05-09 05:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"So glad you approve of my judgment.  Otherwise you might stop teaching me magic and that would be terrible."

Her soup is gone now; her rice nearly so.

2014-05-09 05:9 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yeah, who would I talk about magic with?"

Darren's about done with his food, too.

2014-05-09 05:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Om nom nom rice.  "Nobody.  It'd be tragic.  Let's go teach me to fly."

2014-05-09 05:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sure!" he agrees happily.

Nom nom nom, he finishes his meal, and then he's ready to go.

2014-05-09 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella delays a moment in case there is some expectation about interacting with her dishes.

2014-05-09 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren takes care of it.  This means Bella no longer gets fluffy wing draping. Her dishes are retrieved, rinsed, and into the dishwasher they go.

2014-05-09 05:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Awww, no more wingdraping.  She follows him outside, delaying in producing her wings (or any other critter parts) till he indicates it's safe.

2014-05-09 05:16 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




His wings go away when they go outside, for the same reason hers aren't out! He leads her off to the woods away from the road, so no one sees them when they go fullform.

"This place seems good," he says, once they reach a nice quiet spot with a hill.

He is then a peryton!Edited   2014-05-09 05:20 (UTC)


2014-05-09 05:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Isabella follows suit, turning fullform sphinx.  She is noticeably better at being quadrupedal now.

"Okay.  Where do I start?"

2014-05-09 05:22 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Gliding's the best place to start - I'm assuming you've done some kind of practice with your wings to understand how to move them?"

2014-05-10 01:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah, I can move them around, I can even flap 'em if I move the coffee table to make room and put down plenty of paperweights."

2014-05-10 01:34 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Well, then we find a hill for you to try gliding down. Because that's the safest option."

It doesn't take very long to find a hill - finding a hill without a lot of trees on it is more of a problem.  They first place they find that is probably suitable is by a stream, so while there aren't any trees - mud's probably going to be in abundance.

2014-05-10 01:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I have not experimented with - what happens if I get mud in my fur, and then cease to have fur, then resume having fur?"

2014-05-10 01:39 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"The mud will be present when you don't have fur, but not in as much abundance."

2014-05-10 01:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"And it will also still be there the next time I have fur?  ...I might need instructions on how to take a bath while a winged furry quadruped."

2014-05-10 01:45 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah, it will be.  Dad usually hoses us down if it's a problem, sooo... I try not to get covered in mud. I think in Avalons they have like - big bath-tubs for going fullform in so you can have a bath. But we don't have one of those here."

2014-05-10 01:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay.  It's so wet here, this wouldn't be a problem back in Phoenix," she sighs.

2014-05-10 01:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yes, but dust would probably be an issue."

2014-05-10 01:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"That's true.  I wonder if I will hate getting wet while furry.  Cats certainly don't like it.  Do you know a less - waterway-influenced hill we could use or is this it and I should just try real hard not to step in a puddle or fall over?"

2014-05-10 01:51 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Well.  Trees," he points out, not unkindly. "I was trying to find a place without lots of trees to fly at and this was about the only thing that wasn't covered in greenery."

2014-05-10 01:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah, fair enough.  I suppose if nothing else I can change a little at a time and fit okay in the human-intended tub if I become appallingly filthy.  So here we are on this hill, what do I do?"

2014-05-10 01:56 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I'll give you a demonstration, so you can see how my wings work and the general idea of what to do, but lots of this is going to be trial and error."

2014-05-10 01:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Okay."

2014-05-10 01:59 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He backs up a bit, then gets a bit of a running start. 

Then when he's at the hill, he opens his wings and glides.  It's - actually really straight forward, though it's probably harder than it looks.  Bella would be wise to note the angle he keeps his wings at.

He glides for a while, then shifts his wings and circles back around, flapping to get the proper height again.

"There you are. I'm not sure how much help it would be if I did it again," he says, once he lands next to her.

(Darren loves flying.)

2014-05-10 02:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How did you do the turning part and the landing part?  I don't want my stopping procedure to be 'crash into a tree'."

2014-05-10 02:15 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Tilting my wings in a direction to turn, with the wing that is in the direction you're turning in catching more wind. Similarly, to slow down you tilt them both so they catch more air."

2014-05-10 02:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Okay..."  Bella thinks through the underlying physics of this, and then points herself down the hill, and goes at - not really a run, but sort of a lope.  She catches a little air, promptly decides to quit while she's ahead, brakes as instructed, and touches down with only a little scrambling to stay upright.  Then she lopes back up the hill.  "I am really enjoying the benefits of extra feet.  If one of them spazzes out under me I'm still a perfectly serviceable tripod," she says merrily, turning to retry.

2014-05-10 02:24 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Excellent!" says Darren, pleased. "I'm faster as a peryton, interestingly enough. Not just through flying, but running.  Something about being a deer.  I'm glad being a sphinx is agreeable to you!"

2014-05-10 02:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Where does flapping come in?  I bet it has something to do with getting altitude from flat surfaces or while already midair, am I right?"

2014-05-10 02:28 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"You are indeed. You should probably get a feel for gliding though, and how it works - then you can try flapping."

2014-05-10 02:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Understood."  She retries, and this time gets into the air earlier, stays up longer, and tries the turn, consequently landing farther up the hill and having less distance to hike to get back to the starting point.
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castmyown: (Default)




Darren is happy with this!  He says so. "Nicely done.  I don't know if it would help or hurt if I was flying, too - on one hand, you can see my technique, on the other hand, it might be distracting."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Mmm, give me another two goes alone and then you can join me?"
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sure," he agrees. "Have fun!"
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




She takes her two goes.  She seems to have the hang of both perambulating on all fours and gliding in tidy loops down by the end of her fourth time in the air.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




It's kind of hard to sit on the sidelines and not fly while someone else is, but Darren manages. This is her first time flying, and it's important that he not get in her way when she's starting out. He can just be happy for her.

"I think you're all right for flapping, now."

2014-05-10 02:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Cool.  Teach me, sensei."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Slowly, he demonstrates the proper method to move a wing for flapping - it's a bit more in-depth than a quick explanation, but once it's explained it makes sense.

Then he shows it in action, flying several slow loops around the area and circling back around for a neat landing.

2014-05-10 03:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella copies him as best she can.  She's picking up flying pretty quickly, especially considering what a disaster she is with the form of transportation she's been practicing for sixteen years.  Flap flap!  This way she can stay aloft much longer!  Wheeee!
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Then Darren can just let loose and enjoy flying!  Wheeeee!

He slows down so he can keep up with her, and is amused with her progress. "Did you know I was worried that you would be clumsy when flying and fall out of the sky?"
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I was worried too, but this isn't nearly as hard as walking!"
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"More room for error," he agrees. "As long as you don't make a long string of mistakes it's more forgiving than the ground."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Exactly.  There's nothing to run into.  Except you, and we're leaving room."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah, for exactly that reason. Because collisions aren't fun. Especially when I have antlers and you have claws. That's just - asking for trouble."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"My claws aren't out," Bella points out.  "I'm not sharp when they're tucked away."
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Okay, well, my antlers do not shoo on command so easily. Just when they shed. So I am potentially dangerous."
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"They shed?  When does that happen?"
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Annually, mine usually in the winter. I've been tempted to keep a set of them, but I decided they were tacky and passed."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"It's winter now; is this a new set or will it be falling off any day now?"
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castmyown: (Default)




"Any day now! It varies a bit, though. Could be a week, could be a month, I have no idea. Definitely can't be a new set. They don't grow back that quickly, they start again in like - April and May."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I bet that itches."
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"It really does.  It's kind of annoying. I like them when they're there, but growing them and losing them is kind of a pain."Edited   2014-05-10 04:10 (UTC)
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Poor thing."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I manage.  Somehow," drawls Darren.
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella flaps and spirals up.  "This is great.  I wonder how long it'll take my wings to get tired.  They haven't exactly had any exercise."
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Isn't it?" agrees Darren, delighted. "If you do get tired you can just glide, too. So it helps with that."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella nods.  "How long do you usually fly at a stretch?"
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Usually an hour or two, I can fly for longer but I try to do it at night, so sleepiness is an inhibiting factor."
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Yeah, that makes sense."  Swoop!  Wheeeeeeee!
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren swoops to follow! Because it is fun!  Wheee!

On the way down, he spots a spark of orange light, off in the distance below. "... Huh.  Bella, do you see that?"
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...Yeah.  Forest fire?  Unlikely in this kind of weather though."

2014-05-10 04:47 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Very.  Do you think we should go check?" he says, concerned. Below, the light grows brighter and there's the sound of crackling wood.

At first it's nothing but the distant sounds of a fire.  The orange flame (because it must be fire, with how it flickers) encroaches closer, dangerous but still far away. Then it starts to become clear that it's spreading in a very specific direction. It's spreading very quickly in a specific direction. This is around the same time that they hear the crackling sound become closer to a roar.  It's coming from bellow, quiet and harsh, distorted. But the word is still comprehensible.

"Sphiiiiinx..."

"... That is - not a forest fire," hisses Darren.Edited   2014-05-10 05:18 (UTC)
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shesepankh: o ~ mom




"It is definitely not.  What do we do?" asks Bella, nearly forgetting to fly, then recovering her focus and altitude.
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castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"... Um.  Run?"

It's coming closer.  It doesn't look it from far away, but it is fast.

"... Run, now, it's - it's fire based, ocean - west, west, which way is west -" he says, spinning in the air as he looks.

"Sphiiiiinx." It's louder, now, insistent.

"That way," says Darren, and he points.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"If by run you mean fly I'm right behind you -"  She beats her wings and books it west.
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yeah that was the general idea," he says, an edge of panic in his voice.

West they go, as fast as their wings will take them.

The - whatever it is, the monster - follows. It's closer, close enough that they can hear - bubbling, gurgling, crackling, not constant but in an a slow, building rhythm. Darren glances back and sees why. It's not walking, it doesn't seem to be able to walk. The monster's like magma, gelatinous and twisted, forming arms and then subsuming to reach forward and grasp the ground to drag itself.  It's dragging itself closer, faster than it should be able, burning and twisting in its rampage.

Then it starts throwing things. Trees burned to half-charcoal, rocks that are near-liquid, and pieces of itself.

None of them are very accurate, but with what it's throwing, it only needs to hit once.
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shesepankh: (Default)




Bella is getting one heck of a crash course in flying.  She tries to avoid diving to avoid thrown objects when she can, preferring to swerve left or right - getting altitude back is hard work, and the ocean's a ways off even in a car and they're only about that fast.  Warmth under them would help with the altitude problem, but doubling back to get at the flaming wreckage would defeat the purpose.

"It was saying -" (gasping for breath; her wings aren't tired yet but her lungs are beginning to complain) "sphinx.  If we split up you might be able to avoid it long enough to do something, if you have a spell, or you think one of our dads could help if you," (pant, pant, flap, flap) "called?"
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Maybe, but I a-am not leaving you to that thing," he says, stubbornly and his voice only wavering a little. He's in better shape for flying, but he's still not emotionally prepared to handle a giant monstrous lava monster. "I don't know how our dads could help, what could they do?"

Flap, flap, flap - he nearly gets hit with a wayward flaming tree, but manages to dodge.  He loses a bit of altitude in the process, but he doesn't die.

(Fuck, he could seriously die right now.)

"... C-could try a spell.  Ocean - something elemental, shit I hope I'm remembering it all right..."Edited   2014-05-10 06:03 (UTC)
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Charlie could get the fire department, but it rains so damn much here I don't think there's a good forest fire handling team on call - how fast can you get the runes for a spell down?"
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Ten, fifteen minutes?" he squeaks. Another bit of flaming wreckage gets a bit too close for comfort. "... Five, I will have to do it in five..."

The ocean is getting closer, but it's still a long way away.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I still have to fly away from this thing whether you're with me or on the ground drawing runes," Bella points out.  "If you can do something..."
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I'll try - we get to the ocean first, it's easier if I'm closer, I don't need to specify as much what I'm aiming at."
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shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"Okay.  Ocean."

Flap, flap, dodge.  Wings aren't so thrilled about this anymore.

"Do you know what it is?"
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Not a clue. Really scary?"

His wings aren't feeling so great either, but his mind's elsewhere.  He's desperately trying to claw together a working spell. He's done something like this before, when playing with magic, but never on this scale.

Also not in a life or death situation. That kind of changes things, a bit.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Can I help with the spell in any way by pretending to be scratch paper or - or should I just shut up so you can think?"
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Second thing." (Dodge) "Sorry."

He is so out of his depth.

But he's going to try, anyway, because what else is he supposed to do?
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shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella shuts up and flies.  She's getting better at it fast, which will be nice if she's still alive tomorrow.
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




The flight to the ocean is terrifying, with a few close calls, but both of them manage to escape injury. 

Darren lands onto the beach and goes human form as quickly as possible. He needs fingers, and the protactor and ruler in his pocket. He has got a mission and that's going to be complete because if he doesn't do it they will die. Or, Bella will die, but that's not something he wants to happen.

"Okay, um - can you lead it away from here? Then circle back around when I wave because I can't do this from far away from it, don't have the time for it."

He gets started in spell creation.  Sand is wonderfully pliable for runes, but he's going to have a hard time keeping things neat.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I'll do my best," says Bella, from the air, and she tries to lead it along the beach - into the ocean is probably too much to hope for, but she's over the water herself, traveling parallel to the shore.
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castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren nods.  He goes back to work at spell creation.

Surprisingly enough, he is doing far better in this crisis than he was in the last one.  He has a goal, a thing to think about and focus on.  Before he was alone with an unconscious Bella and panicking because there was nothing he could do. This is different.  It's a crisis, it's a far more terrifying crisis than the last one, with the prospect of imminent death hanging over his head. He's pretty sure the monster could squash him like a bug and probably would without a second thought.

But he has a mission, this time. He doesn't have to sit there and stew in what ifs, there is a thing that needs doing and he is going to do it.

The monster follows Bella, ignoring Darren. It doesn't touch the water, it doesn't dare, but the shore is just fine.  Sand turns to ugly black glass in its wake, but at least it's got less things to throw.  Just huge globs of molten sand.

(That's probably not any sort of comfort.)
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella stays high at first, hoping to avoid splashback of suddenly boiling water or getting steamed by a dumpling.  She dodges glass.  Her wings are sore, now, but they'll still flap - she gets a little fleck of molten glass in her forepaw, which stings but doesn't incapacitate her.  She folds her wings and drops to avoid one that starts coming at her while she's craning her neck to see if Darren's waving and then remembers something about updrafts and gets above the monster, spiraling for altitude and to make gravity fight it as much as possible, before gliding out to sea again after a close call.

She looks over her shoulder.  She can barely see him anymore.  She spirals, unwilling to get farther from him when he might wave her back at any moment.
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castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren lays out the spell, carefully as he dares - speed's important, but accuracy is critical. He cobbles together a spell out of half-remembered pieces of others, checking his work as he goes and occasionally erasing then redoing. He finishes, checks it twice, deems it 'good enough' and then waves to Isabella.

He starts composing a chant, something to activate it, stumbling a bit over the grammar.

While he's doing that he notices a problem in the spell, something not laid out properly - and he curses and gets to fixing it. (Precious time, wasted, but it's better than leaving it and letting it go wild.)

"Sphinx," insists the monster, following Bella. It's big and it's stupid, but it's going to outlast her, at this rate.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella swoops over the ocean.  If she were alone she'd just fly out over the water until she found a rock to land on, but she's not alone and she's not sure she could find a rock.  She turns back in Darren's direction when she sees the wave.
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castmyown: n. Uncalled for




The creature follows Bella - then it sees Darren.  It spots what he's doing in particular. It lets out a roar that shakes the earth, and then it picks up the speed and barrels towards him. Darren shudders with terror, but goes back to his work. A little frantically, Darren fixes the mistake in the spell, checks it over a final time and prays that he didn't miss something else.  He's not religious, but this is a really good time to pray.

It's getting closer - he hasn't composed a chant.

"Shit - Eau, eau, forte et - Fuck, no, wait, is it l'eau?"

He doesn't know.  His mind is currently drawing a blank on French grammar. It's getting closer, and he does not have time for this.

"Fuck it," hisses Darren. He'll use English.  If there is ever a time to use English now is it.

"Water," he chants. "Water, strong and eternal, ever-changing and deadly - I call you, I summon you." The waves lapping near him still and recede, and the runes on the sand start glowing. "Strong and eternal, ever-changing and deadly, I summon and I bind you -"

The monster gets closer. It's almost on him, now. But he needs to hold on, just a little bit longer. He briefly considers stopping the spell mid-way and trying to run, but there's no telling if he'll even be able to get away, with it so close.  It collects a new handful of molten sand, and prepares to throw it. The ocean has pulled away from the beach, revealing seaweed and animals - it looks so far away from them, now. Instead, it's bubbling into a mass, waiting, growing in size and strength.

"- strong and eternal, ever-changing and deadly.  I summon you. I bind you."

It's like the world goes still. The glowing runes flicker. The magma beast doesn't even need to throw the glob of molten sand, it's so close that it's just going to swallow Darren whole.

"I release you," growls Darren, unflinchingly looking at it head on.

Then the both of them are swept up in a tidal wave of steam, sand, and water.
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shesepankh: o ~ mom




"DARREN!" screams Bella, when the ocean swallows them up.  If he has just suicided to take down a monster that was after her - shit, shit, shit - she spirals tight and high over the disaster zone, unable to land, unwilling to leave to find solid ground.  She can't even see him.  Maybe he's been flash-cooked, maybe the wave broke his skull open on a rock, where is he -
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




It doesn't take very long for the ocean to recede, leaving destruction in its wake.  The monster is in several drenched, steaming pieces, scattered around.  It's safe to say it is probably dead. It's hard to find one little human-shaped peryton in the flooded debris, among all of the leftovers of the monster, bubbling and cooling all around.

But she manages it.  There, half-buried under some mix of black glass and sand, is Darren.

He is not in good shape.  He's covered in burns - caused by the application of fire or boiling hot temperatures of water.  There are cuts, where sharp, malformed shards of glass sliced him. To top it all off, he's breathing raggedly, coughing without the strength to cough.
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shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Shit.

"Shit."

She risks landing; the sand is hot but not, she thinks, likely to burn her, and blistered paws wouldn't much deter her anyway.  If she can figure out how to pick him up she can fly him to the hospital maybe, if he can hold on that long, she will make her wings cooperate - should she administer CPR?  No, CPR is for cardiac arrest - does she dare check his pulse? -

"Darren -"

And then her eyes roll back in her head and she falls unconscious, right on top of him, fur and all.
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




All over, Darren feels like he's been dropped into a soothing, chilly pool. It might be uncomfortable in some circumstances, but in this particular one, it's exactly what he wished for. His burns disappear, the cuts close, and he lets out a few coughs to get out the salt water in his lungs.

Then he is awake and lucid.  He is whole, unhurt.

"... Bella?" he says, weak and bewildered.
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shesepankh: m ~ last




Yep, that's her, in a dead faint on top of him, her head on his shoulder and a forepaw on either side of his torso, blanketing him in her wings.  She is breathing and as far as he can tell from being directly under her she's unhurt.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




Well this is awkward. Did she just - black out, randomly, like she had before? Then how is he not mortally injured? He distinctly remembers it, it was extremely painful. Now he is not injured at all, just - a little waterlogged and feeling generally terrible.

It doesn't take him long to connect the dots.  Sphinxes are known for healing - apparently true.  He is so not complaining.

Now he just needs to figure out what to do. Bella is on top of him and he can't manage to dislodge her at the angle he's at, with how weak he is. He tries shifting to midform to move her, but that has little effect, either. Fullform he assumes is out entirely, due to how the body's structured. He returns to human, retrieves his phone, finds it waterlogged and broken, and then just flops back, exhausted and out of options. Darren decides he's just going to wait until Bella wakes up. He'll try not to think too much about her being physically on top of him in the meanwhile. (It's surprisingly comfy.)

"I am going to have to fault you for your idea of a romantic setting," says a familiar voice.

Darren cranes his head up to look.  There is a bugbear, looking back, smiling toothily. He turns red. "Um.  Not - it's not like that," he croaks. "She fainted on top of me and now I can't get up."

"Mhm," agrees Mrs. Adams. "So.  A sphinx, huh?"

"... Um.  Yes? Please don't - react badly, we just dealt with a thing that wanted to kill her."

"I can see that." Mrs. Adams looks around at the carnage. "Subtlety a foreign word to you?"

"No, but I didn't have many options," replies Darren nervously.

"Mhm." Mrs. Adams shifts to a midform - strength of a bugbear, without the claws. She starts working to get Bella off of Darren. Gently.
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shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella is limp and unresisting.  She's big, but Mrs. Adams won't have much trouble shifting her.
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castmyown: (Default)




Mrs. Adams makes much better progress than Darren did.  Bella is safely moved off of him, and gently deposited onto the sand.

"Got her dad's phone number?  Does he know?" she asks, business-like and producing a phone.  She's already calling Vernon.

"Had it, phone is waterlogged.  He knows, though," provides Darren.

"Mmm," says the teacher. She calls Vernon. "Hey. Yeah, it's me. Found them. Yes, fine, just waterlogged. He made a spell and nailed it, some kind of lava fire monster. That's why they were at the beach. I don't know what it is, I'm not a walking encyclopedia. Yeah, no, it's extremely dead. Mhm." She gives directions. She snorts, then says in a tone dripping with irony, "Don't talk on your phone and drive, that's dangerous. Fine. If something else shows up I will call you.  Bye."

She hangs up. "Your dad is on his way," she tells Darren.

"How did you -"

Mrs. Adams gives him a look. "Bugbear. Tracking? You two just randomly bolted towards the ocean at full speed with a thing I didn't recognize following. Somewhat suspicious and worthy of investigation."

Darren nods. That appears to be the end of that conversation.  They will wait until Bella wakes up, or Vernon gets here.
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




The beach is a drive plus a hike from Forks.  Bella lifts her head groggily first.  "Wha."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Hey," says Darren. "Thank you, for healing me. The thing is dead. Are you okay?"

Mrs. Adams is back to being a bugbear, watching for anyone that could show up.  So far, no one. She waves a paw that is all claw at Bella, but doesn't say anything.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Thank me for what?  You - you're okay?"  She spares Mrs. Adams a curious glance, but most of her attention is on Darren.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Well.  Um.  Wasn't, earlier, I am now, though. Turns out your magic fairy superpower is healing. Which, by the way, thank you."
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...I don't know how I did it.  I was thinking about trying to fly you to a hospital."

2014-05-11 21:39 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Usually it's instinctual," informs Mrs. Adams. "Using your abilities. Not surprising, that you don't have a clue how you did it."

"I'm very glad you didn't need to take me to a hospital, that would have been hard to explain," says Darren. "Also, pain."
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shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"Yeah, I'm not optimistic that I could've gotten you there before you - you were in really bad shape.  I'm really glad you're okay," murmurs Bella.  "Wow, my wings are tired."  She stops having them, then goes fully human, hugging her knees on the sand.
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"That, too," winces Darren. "I was not planning for it to go like that. At all."

He sits next to her. Mrs. Adams does not comment. 
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Why did the wave hit you?"
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I couldn't figure out how to chant in French fast enough, so... English. It just - let it go, rather than aiming it at just the creature, I think. I was a little desperate."Edited   2014-05-11 21:55 (UTC)
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah, not - optimal casting conditions.  I wonder if we should actually make scrolls.  Trace a useful spell ten times, carry it around rolled up with chants written down.  But I doubt we would've expected needing to hit a lava thing with a tsunami."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"We can give it a shot, certainly. It could be really useful. I agree, though - I was not expecting to be attacked by a lava thing and need to kill it with magic."
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"It's possible that I should just expect to be attacked by - things.  I can't think of a reason it would have to be a lava thing in particular, so maybe not the same spell ten times, but you know."
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castmyown: (Default)




"... Yeah. I'll start working on that, I suppose, along with magic tutoring."

Mrs. Adams raises an eyebrow. "You've been busy."

"Er.  Yeah, and it really paid off here," says Darren, motioning to debris-of-lava-monster.

"It has," agrees the bugbear.
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I have only one lesson under my belt and I think this thing scared half the runes out of me so I'm going to have to study more before I could do anything like that but I'm working on it too," says Bella.  "Although if I can do enormous magic without knowing what I'm doing in exchange for fainting for - how long was I out this time?  Also I wonder if this means that I had, like, two forms of really quiet cancer or something that my magic just politely fixed for me, since I was fainting the day I turned too... anyway I'm wondering if it's generalizable to non-healing, non-fainting, or both."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Ten, fifteen minutes? Ish?  Maybe longer, I was somewhat out of it for a little while after you healed me.  If it is, I don't know how to test it. It seems semi-autonomous, just - doing things without you telling it to.  So I'm not sure how much control you could get over it if it's like that."

2014-05-11 22:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...At least it's not doing anything terrible.  As far as I know."

2014-05-11 22:47 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It kind of saved my life, so - yeah, not complaining.  At all."

2014-05-11 22:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I'm glad you're okay."

2014-05-11 22:49 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Me too.  I'm glad we're both okay."

"Your fathers are probably glad you're both fine, as well," adds Mrs. Adams, dryly.

2014-05-11 22:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Does mine know what happened?"

2014-05-11 23:0 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"No. Neither I nor Vernon had his phone number, and Darren's phone seems to be ruined. Since you're awake, I will leave him up to you," says Mrs. Adams.

2014-05-11 23:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella fishes out in her pocket.  Her phone was not present for much of the splashing and steaming - indeed, her pants were not present - so it's still on.  She dials.

"Hi Dad.  It was great actually and, um, the good news is I can fly now.  Yeah.  We're okay, we're both fine, Dad I said we're fine I am not explaining what the bad news is until you believe me that we're fine."

2014-05-11 23:4 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren watches and doesn't say anything, because politeness.

Mrs. Adams, however, says softly, "Would it help if I corroborated that you are fine?"

2014-05-11 23:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Look, Dad, Mrs. Adams from school is out here, do you want to talk to her - okay."  She hands Mrs. Adams the phone.

2014-05-11 23:6 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




"What happened," Charlie says, "to my girl?"

2014-05-11 23:7 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"She is fine," says Mrs. Adams. "There was a creature that took offense with her pedigree. She and Darren did the smart thing and fled to the ocean, and Darren created a spell and it is no longer a problem. I was made aware of what was going on due to my pedigree, and came to help, but it was already handled when I arrived.  I would have called you, but I didn't have your phone number."

2014-05-11 23:13 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"A creature took offense to her pedigree?  This one of those supposedly also extinct dragons she mentioned?"

2014-05-11 23:15 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"It was not a dragon.  We're not sure what it was, but it is definitely not going to be troublesome anymore," says Mrs. Adams. She pokes at a piece of hardened lava with a foot. Yeah, that's pretty dead.

2014-05-11 23:21 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Then why did it want to hurt her?"

2014-05-11 23:22 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I am not certain. We can't exactly ask it, now," she says, giving Darren a look. "But, my best guess is - someone sent it.  Why, I don't know, but it certainly has something to do with being a sphinx."

Darren doesn't look at all ashamed about the lava-monster's new status of 'not able to answer questions.' It was really scary.

2014-05-11 23:26 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"Right then.  Give the phone back to Bella, please?"

2014-05-11 23:27 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




To Bella goes the phone.

2014-05-11 23:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yes, Dad.  I know, Dad.  No, I agree, that would both be a terrible idea and not especially helpful in the known use case.  We're maybe going to do pre-made spell scrolls.  Are you sure?  Okay - no, not me, I'm barely, I got a fleck of glass in my paw but it's not even worth a band-aid, I'm fine, but Darren's spell hit him too, he didn't have time to get out of the way.  But it turns out I have magic healing powers so Darren is now completely one hundred percent okay and all I had to do was panic and then faint for a quarter-hour, which I assure you I'll be working on skipping those steps in case.  Yeah, I'd just have rolled up paper with symbols and bits of Spanish on it.  Yeah, Spanish, it's a thing, I'll explain it if you want when I get home.  I did a lot of flying and my wings kind of hurt so I'm sort of hoping Mrs. Adams drove here and will be able to drive us back."

2014-05-11 23:37 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Mrs. Adams nods. "I drove most of the way here.  I do hope Mr. Swan will not give me a speeding ticket, because I was not following the speed limit.  At all."

Darren snorts.

2014-05-11 23:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"She says she drove here and please don't give her a speeding ticket."  Pause.  "He says he didn't see anything, Mrs. Adams."

2014-05-11 23:47 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Mrs. Adams grins. "Good man. Darren, your father is almost here."

Darren smiles brightly.

2014-05-11 23:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Darren's dad is going to be here soon," Bella tells Charlie.  "Mrs. Adams says so.  Yeah, found out this morning when she was a substitute.  Bugbear, they do - finding and stuff.  More like a bear, as far as I can tell.  I'll call you again when I'm back at Darren's, okay, Dad?  And then you can come get me."

2014-05-11 23:55 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




And there is Vernon, coming through the trees, walking very quickly. He waves at Mrs. Adams, gives Bella a nod, but they are not his priority. He scoops Darren up into a hug.

"Are you okay?"

2014-05-11 23:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Fine, dad," says Darren. "I'm fine, I was a bit banged up but Bella has healing. My wings are a bit sore, and I'm exhausted but I'm fine."

2014-05-12 00:0 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Good.  Bella - thank you."

He is still hugging Darren.

2014-05-12 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I don't know how much credit I can take for - being a fairy princess critter - I don't know how I did it," mumbles Bella.  Belatedly, an attempt at politeness: "But you're welcome."  Pause.  "Even though the monster was after me in the first place..."

2014-05-12 00:2 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Not your fault if people are after you.  Thanks for being in a position to heal him."

2014-05-12 00:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"You're welcome," says Bella, a little steadier.

2014-05-12 00:16 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Would you like a hug, too?"

2014-05-12 00:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"No thanks."

2014-05-12 00:18 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Making sure."

He's just going to be over here, hugging Darren.

2014-05-12 00:30 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams eventually says gently, "Vernon, his sister is probably worried, too."

2014-05-12 00:31 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Right," coughs Vernon, releasing Darren from the required Dad Hugs. "Bella, your dad's coming to pick you up at our house?"

2014-05-12 00:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah, I'm going to call him when we get there."

2014-05-12 00:34 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Then let's not keep him waiting much longer." Expedition to the car! "Lynn?  You've got cleanup?"

"Oh, sure, leave me with the fun job," replies Mrs. Adams archly. "My, do try to hold yourself back from making too many self-sacrifices, it's bad for your health."

"Thanks, Lynn!" Vernon says brightly.

Mrs. Adams snorts.

2014-05-12 01:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Thank you, Mrs. Adams," says Bella soberly.  She hauls herself to her feet to follow Vernon and Darren.

2014-05-12 01:11 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"You're welcome," she says. "Don't worry about it, you have enough on your mind."

She shifts to fullform bugbear - now that Bella's conscious, she can appropriately judge what she looks like.  She's not mistakable as a normal bear, but the resemblance is certainly there, especially in the face and body structure. Her arms are too long to be a bear's, though that's subtle in comparison to what's attached to them. Her claws are nearly a foot long, each one, sharp and bone-white. Mrs. Adams gets to picking up cooling chunks of lava monster, and unceremoniously flinging them into the ocean.

"I'll start getting started on scroll ideas when I'm home," promises Darren.

2014-05-12 01:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"All-purpose-emergency things," recommends Bella.  "And supply me an English translation so I can Spanishify them and not horribly botch the pronunciation trying to use your French."  She stumbles en route to the car.Edited   2014-05-12 01:37 (UTC)


2014-05-12 01:36 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah," he agrees, moving to assist her. "It will take a bit to set up, I need to think of spells that will work whenever and not just in certain conditions, like the tidal wave one."

2014-05-12 22:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"How ludicrously un-doable is teleportation?"

2014-05-12 22:56 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Extremely, ludicrously un-doable.  Maybe it's possible, but I have absolutely no clue how. Sorry, it sucks."

2014-05-12 23:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Alas.  Shields?  Scenery-independent elemental stuff?  Maybe invisibility, although I don't know if that's easier to do as a scroll than as the tail ornament."

2014-05-12 23:50 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Shields, maybe. Some scenery independent elemental stuff, air's basically everywhere. Invisibility - eeeeh... Possibly?  I'm not sure."

2014-05-12 23:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...I wonder how it found me."

2014-05-12 23:57 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I wish I knew.  It might have sensed the magic thing when you turned, but... Finding you specifically?  I don't know."

2014-05-13 00:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I mean, we were in the air, if it could see really well if might have just - but someone would probably have noticed a giant lava monster hanging around all weekend waiting for me to come out and be sphinx-shaped where it could chase me, wouldn't they?"

2014-05-13 00:21 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah. But there are plenty of ways to hide things, so it might have done... Just that.  Gah, that's creepy."

2014-05-13 00:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"That makes it sound like it was sent.  By someone who has the resources to acquire one lava monster, so why not a whole menagerie of scary things.  Eugh."

2014-05-13 00:26 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... I am going to work on magic a lot. I think you should also go to the Avalon and get some - luck charms or protection charms or something.  Because wow that is scary."

2014-05-13 00:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah, I'm currently debating whether to ask Charlie to take tomorrow off work and excuse me from school for a trip out there to see what there is to see versus waiting till Saturday.  Which he'd also have to take off to drive me; I don't see him letting me fly all the way to Seattle alone given what just happened.  At some point I'm going to need to acquire a car."Edited   2014-05-13 00:38 (UTC)


2014-05-13 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah. Getting a car seems like a good idea - I recommend that if you go to the Avalon you go with other critters, because at least like - Mrs. Adams or me or Savannah could help you out if it attacked you here."

2014-05-13 00:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Which suggests waiting till Saturday.  Or at least after school, though it's a long drive and there's presumably lots to see.  So I need a computer, I need a car, I need books - I need to dip into my life insurance payout, I was - going to not, but."

2014-05-13 00:47 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren winces. "That sucks. I'm sorry."

2014-05-13 00:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Purest sentiment.  She had life insurance for a reason, she had it because you don't run any noticeable risk of partially orphaning a minor without at least making sure there's a slush fund to cushion the income loss, but I was thinking I'd sit on it till college, Charlie makes okay money, but suddenly I need big-ticket items.  I'll get a cheap car, anyway.  In case a lava monster eats it."

2014-05-13 00:55 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Fair enough. I mean, if we manage to get to the point where we can make magic items, selling those would be an option. If it starts to become a problem that lava monsters eat cars."

2014-05-13 01:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Ooh, yes.  We can have a small business.  To fund our research."

2014-05-13 01:5 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Mhm. Scrolls, too, I suppose we could sell scrolls. Harmless ones."

2014-05-13 01:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes.  Can anybody use a spell or do you have to be a critter?"

2014-05-13 01:8 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Anybody.  My tutor was human. We just - don't tell the general populace because huge upheaval due to scary mythological critters. It's the sort of thing that doesn't happen accidentally, so they're not likely to stumble upon it without help."

2014-05-13 01:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella nods.  "It seems like you could probably do a slow reveal on the strength of 'nobody would ever believe you' - right?  Tell one friend at a time, if they freak out everybody who's in on it says they're clearly having trouble distinguishing fantasy from reality."

2014-05-13 01:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren smiles. "... It's actually one of my main goals to get critters out in the open and accepted. So, yeah.  I was actually uh - trying to set you up for an eventual 'I am a peryton' reveal without you freaking out, but you beat me to it."

2014-05-13 01:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella laughs.  "You were?  You'd known me for a week and - awww.  Have you told anybody else?"

2014-05-13 01:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Well I wasn't going to tell you then. Just setup for eventually. And no, not yet, I've thought about telling Angela a few times but I am worried about how she would handle it with her father being a pastor, and therefore religious."

2014-05-13 01:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I meant you'd known me for a week and you were already even thinking about it.  Does Angela's father tend to be freak-out-about-things-y?"

2014-05-13 01:23 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I haven't met him, so I wouldn't know. I also sort of tend to think about showing people a lot. Kinda... Bothers me a bit that I am basically lying to everyone that doesn't know."

2014-05-13 01:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'm disinclined to think of it as lying, but I get that, yeah."

2014-05-13 01:28 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Well.  Neglecting to tell the truth, then. It wears, after a while."

2014-05-13 01:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella nods.

"Do you have any critter or informed-human friends who don't live here?  In the Avalon or wherever?"

2014-05-13 01:31 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Haven't visited this one. I had some friends in Detroit but we drifted apart a bit after I left. Other than them.... Not really."

2014-05-13 01:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I wasn't really close to anybody back in Phoenix, myself."

2014-05-13 01:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You see why my sister was so excited that I made a friend."

2014-05-13 02:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"A bit, yes.  I'm glad we're friends."

2014-05-13 02:8 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Me, too. And not just because you are a magic fairy princess equivalent and I am a huge magic nerd, even."

2014-05-13 02:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Any idea how I should go about figuring out how I do my fairy princess magic, by the way?"

2014-05-13 02:12 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Experiments?  Safe ones?  That's all I can think of, I've got no clue, really. This has never been a thing that has come up before in my life."

2014-05-13 02:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Okay, well, if you skin your knee, let me know and I'll... stare at it and see if I wake up having spent the last while unconscious nearby.  But I'm probably going to skin my knee first, considering."

2014-05-13 02:30 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah. Then we'll find out if you can self-heal. Hopefully the answer is yes."

2014-05-13 02:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I assume I had to be doing something the first couple times I passed out.  I mean, I didn't feel sick, but there were no other discernible effects either time."

2014-05-13 02:32 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... I don't really know what you could be healing. I mean, maybe like - I had some kind of latent inherited mental disease from my mom and you fixed it?  Or something?"

2014-05-13 02:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I passed out the first time before you showed up, and I've never passed out around Savannah - the latter doesn't guarantee anything but it's suggestive."

2014-05-13 02:40 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren shrugs. "I dunno, it was an idea. I have no idea what it could be. I'm curious, though."

2014-05-13 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Maybe I had two very quiet forms of cancer.  Or I do things besides healing and there was - something up with - would I have previously possessed fairy princess magic or was it dormant till I turned?"

2014-05-13 02:45 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... It's never come up to test it, so I'm not sure. Probably dormant, because medallions are really powerful and I've never heard of anyone manifesting their magic until after they turn."

2014-05-13 02:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Okay, so I - okay."

2014-05-13 02:54 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren pauses and looks at her.  He connects the dots. "... Bella? I know you turned dad down, but... Do you want a hug?"

2014-05-13 02:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah."

2014-05-13 02:58 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Hug.

2014-05-13 03:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Hug.

"My other idea besides Stealth Diseases - since I'm pretty sure I didn't manage to cure my case of the clumsy - is that there was a thing or two things wrong with my medallion, which are now patched."Edited   2014-05-14 16:44 (UTC)


2014-05-13 03:15 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Hmm.  I'm not sure that counts as healing, though. We should try to find a way to test if you can do more than just - be a really good box of band-aids.  I mean, magic fairy princess, you could be even more super magic. I have no idea."

2014-05-14 16:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Maybe we both had Stealth Diseases, maybe I have infinite cosmic power and can learn to channel it in eight simple steps with a home video series that can be mine for nineteen ninety-nine.  I don't know.  Is it going to look suspicious for a 'winged lion' to go looking for books on sphinxes in the Avalon, should you do that instead?"

2014-05-14 16:57 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I should probably be the one to do that. Just because people might connect the dots. A winged lion that never shows up in fullform researching sphinxes and who turned at the same time as a magic - thing happened. Kind of indicative."

2014-05-14 16:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  Do you think it was my turning or whatever magic I was doing when I passed out that made the magic thing happen?"

2014-05-14 17:1 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren looks amused. "You keep asking questions that I couldn't even begin to answer with any proof.  I'm going to guess it was the magic that made you pass out?  But I could be wrong, you're the only sphinx I know. You could be different."

2014-05-14 17:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, I suppose we'll go to the Avalon at some time and you will be suddenly very geeky about sphinxes and I will publicly consider you hopelessly and foolishly obsessed and prefer to read about runes."

2014-05-14 17:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He snickers. "Yup. And, what a pity, I'll suddenly and miraculously gain an interest in lots of extinct critters, like dragons, too. It'll probably get on your nerves, while you read about runes."Edited   2014-05-14 17:20 (UTC)


2014-05-14 17:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Yeah.  'Bella, Bella, did you know that dragons have this characteristic?'" she exclaims in a terrible Darren impression.  "'I didn't know, Darren.  Did I say something that sounded like 'tell me about dragons, again?'" she replies to herself in the most bored of tones.

2014-05-14 17:20 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




The snickers become full-fledged giggles. "'No, but no one will talk to be about dragons and you happen to be present! Can I tell you about unicorns, too? Some people think they existed once, centuries ago, did you know?'"

2014-05-14 17:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"'I suppose I will not literally claw you for subjecting me to this appallingly nerdy interest you have picked up,'" replies Bella in the guise of Hypothetical Bella.

2014-05-14 17:25 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"'Bwuahahahaha!'" laughs Hypothetical Darren. "'Excellent, now let me tell you some more about dragons!'"

2014-05-14 17:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Are we convincing?" Bella inquires of Vernon, who is presumably hearing this entire thing since he's driving.

2014-05-14 17:28 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




That is indeed what he has been doing, staying politely out of the conversation. He snorts, when addressed. "Yes."Edited   2014-05-14 17:34 (UTC)


2014-05-14 17:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Awesome."

2014-05-14 17:35 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It's because we're nerds, isn't it, dad."

2014-05-14 17:41 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Huge, huge nerds," agrees Vernon.

2014-05-14 17:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But what will happen to my promising career in soccer if I am branded with that reputation-destroying label?  Oh no!"

2014-05-14 17:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"You will have to take up knitting, or maybe underwater basket weaving.  Not as a hobby, but as a career."

2014-05-14 17:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Alas.  Those fields are just so competitive."

2014-05-14 17:48 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Yup.  Completely unlike soccer."

2014-05-14 17:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.

She's still sort of leaned on Darren from the hugging.  Well, if Darren's not going to point it out then neither is she.

2014-05-14 17:51 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren's not going to point it out, no. But he's certainly going to enjoy it.

"I'm sorry that you can't be a soccer superstar, Bella. Your dreams are no doubt crushed."

2014-05-14 17:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I wanted to... heroically... kick things..." says Bella.  "In uniform?  What exactly do people who want to be soccer stars dream about?"

2014-05-14 18:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That, I guess.  Maybe heroically kicking things in uniform on national television?"

2014-05-14 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Man, that sounds incredibly boring.  Maybe they run on adrenaline from sports injuries."

2014-05-14 23:46 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts with laughter. "Maybe.  Don't tell Savannah you said that, though, she's been thinking about playing tennis."

2014-05-14 23:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"And doesn't want to complicate her forthcoming tennis elbow?"

2014-05-14 23:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"No, she'd start trying to educate you as to why sports are fun."

2014-05-14 23:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...She's seen me try to walk."

2014-05-14 23:55 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"And so she would use me as her demonstration, to play with.  Bella, don't do that to me."

2014-05-15 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oh, okay.  We can't have that."  Kneepats.

2014-05-15 00:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Thank you. It would be annoying. Rejoice that you can get out of the horror of playing sports with my sister."Edited   2014-05-15 00:06 (UTC)


2014-05-15 00:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I am immune by virtue of incompetence, yay."

2014-05-15 00:7 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It's a victory.  Take them where you can get them."

2014-05-15 00:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I do, I assure you.  I sometimes wonder if I'd like some form of moving around if I weren't so terrible at it - and I guess now I know, at least insofar as liking flying is suggestive."

2014-05-15 00:16 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That's because flying is amazing."

2014-05-15 00:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"It's so great.  Even if the circumstances I wound up practicing under were scary as hell."

2014-05-15 00:27 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah, let's never have a repeat of those.  Just the flying."

2014-05-15 00:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I will do my best to stop attracting lava monsters, cross my heart."

2014-05-15 00:32 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Good, you need to turn off your lava monster magnet, it works at the worst times."

2014-05-15 00:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I was hoping to summon a lava monster to somewhere a lava monster would be useful," says Bella plaintively.  "But I couldn't think of any uses for a lava monster, and it would have been such a waste to let the opportunity expire."

2014-05-15 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Bella!  Come on now, geothermal energy.  That one's so easy, I'm so disappointed in you."

2014-05-15 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oh, how foolish of me, yes, I should have sold it to the electric company."

2014-05-15 00:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yes, you should have, we would be millionaires by now."

2014-05-15 00:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Who said I'd share my lava-monster proceeds?"

2014-05-15 00:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I would make a sad face at you if you didn't."

2014-05-15 00:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Hmmm, I don't yet know how good I am at resisting your sad faces."

2014-05-15 00:47 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He demonstrates.

It is quite a sad face. Complete with puppy eyes.

2014-05-15 00:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Probably terrible," she concludes.  "Okay, I would share my lava monster billions.  If you would do good things with them."

2014-05-15 00:51 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren giggles. "I would!"

2014-05-15 00:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Like what?"

2014-05-15 00:52 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Like - okay, first of all the social services system and adoption in general is kind of terrible and I would throw money at that to make it - less so. Also, starving children in Africa, but only if I were sure that I was fixing the problem causing it and not just alleviating some of its effects."

2014-05-15 00:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I don't know much about how social services work.  What's wrong with them exactly that money would fix?"

2014-05-15 00:57 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Throwing money at it wouldn't actually fix it, but using money kind of like a - scalpel would certainly help.  Basically?  It lets kids float around in their system for years and buries the people trying to adopt them in paperwork and various - checks on everything about them.  Not a bad thing, in itself, except meanwhile while they are dealing with the bureaucracy kids are getting shuffled from place to place with no real permanent home. Then, people who don't get the system are putting funky misshapen band-aids on it and it just makes the problem a little bit worse."

2014-05-15 01:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I assume the defenders of this system would say it's to prevent kids from being placed in unacceptable homes without hair-trigger escape ropes."

2014-05-15 01:10 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah, and I'm not saying they should hand kids off to random people on the streets, but... If you're in the system for a long time, usually longer than a year, and you will be in multiple homes, and get shuffled around. It's - kind of counterproductive, to make potential parents jump through so many hoops while the bureaucracy itself is botching it."

2014-05-15 01:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"So how does money help?"

2014-05-15 01:18 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Um.  To put it nicely?  Bribe people to reorganize the system and get the correct people hired to do certain jobs. It would be a lot of work."

2014-05-15 01:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Ah, you want to hire lobbyists."

2014-05-15 01:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Heh.  Pretty much."

2014-05-15 01:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Did you spend a lot of time in the system?"

Since it's topical and all.

2014-05-15 01:27 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Three years.  Or so, anyway.  Not fun. Not the worst thing ever, better than when we were with our mom, but still not good."

2014-05-15 01:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella nods.  She's not sure how to verbally invite elaboration.

2014-05-15 01:33 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"... Um.  What would you like me to expand on?  My mom, or what it was like in the adoption system?"

2014-05-15 01:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Whatever you're comfy with, I'm sort of generically curious but don't want to pry."

2014-05-15 01:38 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Er, all right.  Well.  Our mom's... You know that she's in an asylum, right?"

2014-05-15 01:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Savannah mentioned that in the executive summary on day one, yes."

2014-05-15 01:42 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Making sure you remembered. Well, we lived with her, until we were eleven. When we were younger it was okay because she wasn't as - decayed, I should say, but as we got older... It wasn't as okay. Our birth-father was nonexistent, and it was just us and her. Which uh - was... Bad. I'm not sure how much you'd like me to expand on the bad?"

2014-05-15 01:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Generic curiosity and not wanting to pry stands."

2014-05-15 01:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Okay.  Well, dad called social services and they got us out from that, but wouldn't give dad custody. So he had to wade through bureaucratic stuff while we were shuffled around. Um - the first home we were in there were lots of other kids and it was really, really crowded.  It was hard for me to find a moment of peace, Savannah eventually got fed up with someone in the house, got into a fight, and we got moved."

2014-05-15 01:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Oh dear."

2014-05-15 01:58 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"They actually also tried to split us up. I threatened to start getting into fights and run away or something if they did, they reconsidered, I got moved with her.  I mean like - we only had about four different homes during that time, but it was still... Not the best. We kept getting moved, for one reason or another."

2014-05-15 02:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Is there some reason you weren't just - living with your dad informally in the first place by the time social services heard about your mom?"

2014-05-15 02:9 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Well, dad didn't know he was going to adopt us, then. He found us 'cause of our dad and was trying to tell us about how we were perytons, but - noticed our mom. For him, he just found a couple of kids that were in a bad situation and went to try to fix it. It was after we were in the system that he realized how it wasn't helping either and decided to try and adopt us."

2014-05-15 02:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Oh - got it.  So you were in a series of unstable foster homes that had already handed in all their homework when it would've been better if he'd gotten you more or less as soon as he inquired, basically?"

2014-05-15 02:17 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Basically, yeah."

2014-05-15 02:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Makes sense."

2014-05-15 02:20 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"If it didn't, my life would be really confusing."

2014-05-15 02:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I don't suppose the system is noticeably more functional for kids who are not perytons?"

2014-05-15 02:26 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Noooot really.  It never got out that we were perytons, I don't think that had much effect on things. I think some kids were luckier than we were, but other kids were definitely unluckier."

2014-05-15 02:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella nods.

2014-05-15 02:36 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Plus," says Darren conversationally, "if there are other - critter kids in the system, I might be in a better position to spot them.  Obvious medallions, sneaking off to places without telling anyone where they're going, so on. That is a thing that I would like to add in my mission to fix the adoption system."Edited   2014-05-15 02:44 (UTC)


2014-05-15 02:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You could just wear your medallion out and see who stares at it," Bella points out, "since you aren't a fairy princess."

2014-05-15 02:44 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"True. But then people might also want to - do something stupid, like steal it."

2014-05-15 02:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"And then you would be abruptly quadrupedal.  Right.  ...People don't prank each other like that in the Avalon, do they?  Ha ha now Bob is in fullform at a slightly inconvenient moment?"

2014-05-15 02:57 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Nope. It's actually really, really rude to try and do that. Thankfully."

2014-05-15 03:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay, good."

2014-05-15 03:2 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah.  Not just because like - awkward moment, but because if a medallion breaks, the person that had it is basically screwed.  So, not really the kind of thing you use to casually prank."

2014-05-15 03:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"So as long as I don't make any dire enemies I'm probably good."

2014-05-15 03:14 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I think even then you might be good. With there being a cap on how many medallions there are - also not willing to break them just to get back at someone. It's petty and not worth it."

2014-05-15 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Right.  Far better to just resort to outright murder, and then someone of the same species who you like better can have that medallion."

2014-05-15 03:21 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah. Or if you don't have any friends that could use it, you can sell it and make money. Not very honorable, or ethical, but it happens."

2014-05-15 03:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Eugh.  Well, I'd want to avoid dire enemies anyway, but someone is already sending lava monsters after me... I wonder what the odds they identified me personally are."

2014-05-15 03:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I have no idea.  Hopefully slim? But probably not none, you... Do sort of obviously look like your human form, as a sphinx."

2014-05-15 03:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  Which on the one hand, yay I don't have facial hair, and on the other kind of a terrible disguise.  Kind of the opposite of a disguise, really."

2014-05-15 03:25 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snorts. "A bit, yeah."

2014-05-15 03:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"...heh, I literally have a secret identity."

2014-05-15 03:29 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren snickers. "I do, too.  By day, I'm a normal highschool student. But by night?" He poses dramatically. "I am a magic flying deer."

2014-05-15 03:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Do you fight crime?"

2014-05-15 03:39 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Unfortunately, no.  I am a scrawny sixteen year old and I would get shot."

2014-05-15 03:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It is such a pity being winged quadrupeds doesn't help our shootability."

2014-05-15 03:47 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"It really is. Maybe I'll figure out a way around it with magic."

2014-05-15 03:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"That would be a good emergency scroll.  Immunity to projectiles."

2014-05-15 03:55 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Got it, one Protection from Arrows spell, coming up."

(He is such a nerd.)

2014-05-15 03:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Am I missing something?"

2014-05-15 04:0 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"That was a terrible D&D joke.  It's a spell.  I'm a nerd."

2014-05-15 04:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Such a nerd."  She grins.

She is still kinda leaning on him.

2014-05-15 04:3 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He giggles. "It's a surprise, right?  I seem so non-nerdy, at  first glance."

He has absolutely no idea what to do about being leaned on.

2014-05-15 04:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Well, as long as he doesn't seem to object she's not gonna sit up straight.

"I'd definitely have pegged you for football and a future frat pledge."

2014-05-15 04:9 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"It's my intimidating physique, isn't it.  I bet that's it."

2014-05-15 04:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I tremble with anxiety to behold it."  Pause.  "You are in fact rather tall."

2014-05-15 04:12 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snickers. "Yeah, but built like a bean-pole."

2014-05-15 04:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"A very intimidating beanpole."

2014-05-15 04:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yes.  Fear me, and my scrawny but tall might."

2014-05-15 04:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Aieeee."

Snuggly fear.

2014-05-15 04:16 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: (Default)




Darren snickers. He will so not be complaining about the snuggliness of the fear.

"The fear is truly convincing."

2014-05-15 04:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm sublimating my gut-wrenching terror by cracking weak jokes."

2014-05-15 04:20 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"As is proper," agrees Darren. "Otherwise you might start screaming and dad might freak out and crash the car."

2014-05-15 04:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"And then I'd just have to pass out again."Edited   2014-05-15 04:29 (UTC)


2014-05-15 04:25 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Fair warning, last time you passed out on top of me and I couldn't get out from um - under you under my own power."

Is that a blush?  Oh goodness that is.

2014-05-15 04:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...Oh wow.  Did Mrs. Adams have to haul me off of - oh wow.  Okay, I should not stand directly over people while doing fairy princess healing magic, noted, I'm sorry."

2014-05-15 04:32 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"She did," confirms Darren. "It's okay, it wasn't your fault, you didn't hurt me or anything.  It was just - um." Lovely? Snuggly? Adorable? Making him feel strange things that he has no idea how to handle? 

"Odd," he provides, instead.

2014-05-15 04:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah.  Um.  Sorry."

Now she's going to sit up, it's just kind of awkward now.

2014-05-15 04:36 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Well.  That just - went absolutely terribly. Good job, Darren.

"... Sorry, I um..." He has absolutely no idea what to say, so he just sort of trails off.

2014-05-15 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"It's okay, I mean, now I know that I should be in, like, crash position if I am around someone severely injured, right?  Good to know."

2014-05-15 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I suppose so, yeah. Though I honestly hope there isn't a situation where there are more severely injured people."

Meanwhile, in Darren's head: He is an idiot.  He is such an idiot, he could have picked any word choice and he went with odd and now things are awkward.

2014-05-15 05:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Well, yes, but I may keep attracting exotic hostile wildlife."

2014-05-15 05:2 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hoping against that one, too. Crossing my fingers, for all the good that is going to do. I really hope I can figure out how to make luck charms, they would be so useful."

2014-05-15 05:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"When should we go to the Avalon?  We should have concrete plans on that."

2014-05-15 05:5 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I thought it was going to be this weekend?  Soon as possible without skipping school entirely and being away from various other helpful critters, and all."

2014-05-15 05:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Time?  Transit method?  Composition of the expedition?"

2014-05-15 05:8 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Okay, that one I have no idea about! Um... Morning, so we can have a longer period of time at the Avalon.  Driving?  Composition - you and I should both go, probably also our dads. Savannah too, maybe."

2014-05-15 05:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I guess we ask her, and I see if Charlie will have the day off - do humans who go into Avalons get crap about it?"

2014-05-15 05:11 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Not really. I mean I think they have some trouble getting in, but... Other than that, no?"

2014-05-15 05:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"So I, what, go to the door and hug his arm and pat him on the shoulder with a paw and say 'this is my dad he knows things'?"

2014-05-15 05:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Essentially, yeah."

2014-05-15 05:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay then, I can do that."

2014-05-15 05:30 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah, then it'll work, no problem. It's just if he tries to go by himself it might be an issue."

2014-05-15 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Right.  Well, hopefully he can take Saturday off."

2014-05-15 05:36 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Hopefully. If not - we will still have my dad."

2014-05-15 05:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Right.  We should probably take this car.  Charlie's only got the cruiser, which, I don't know if you've ever ridden around in a cop car, but it gets you weird looks if you are not obviously a cop.  And I cannot rock the 'stache."

2014-05-15 05:40 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren giggles. "I've never ridden around in a cop car. I kind of want to try it, now. Do you think I could rock the mustache? I think I could pull it off."

He could not pull it off.

2014-05-15 05:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I do not think you should try growing a mustache, but if you want to see if Charlie will drive us to Seattle in the cruiser we can ask."

2014-05-15 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No, it's okay.  If I can't have the cop mustache then it's just not worth it."

2014-05-15 05:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You could eat donuts," she says encouragingly.

2014-05-15 05:49 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Hmmmm. Tempting. I don't think just having donuts would make me an honorary cop, though. I don't think it works like that."

2014-05-15 05:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You could see if Charlie would let you borrow his hat."

2014-05-15 05:51 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That might help. I would feel fancy."

2014-05-15 05:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You would be very fancy.  I would obtain pictures."

2014-05-15 05:55 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"... Will they be used as blackmail?  Like my prancing pictures?"

2014-05-15 05:56 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




From the driver's seat, Vernon laughs maniacally.

2014-05-15 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I might attempt to trade them for your prancing pictures!"

2014-05-15 05:57 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Deal, if you can get 'em."

2014-05-15 05:58 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Nooooooooo! Not more embarrassing pictures being circulated in the embarrassing pictures black market!"

2014-05-15 06:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Drat, shouldn't've told you my evil plan."

2014-05-15 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes, now I will never let you take any pictures of me in a police hat. Ever. Prancing pictures of me are no joke."

2014-05-15 06:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Awwwwwwww."

2014-05-15 06:5 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"You're crushed, I know. How will you ever get over the trauma?"

2014-05-16 03:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'll probably need my fairy princess healing powers."

2014-05-16 03:43 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Then it's a really good thing you have them.  Otherwise, that'd be it for you.  Just - so broken up by not having pictures of me in a police hat, or prancing around."

2014-05-16 03:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I would spend months in catatonia.  Charlie would be furious with you for the damage to my fragile psyche."

2014-05-16 03:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"And then the entire possibility of me wearing a police hat would be out the window, and that would make it so much worse."

2014-05-16 03:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Probably he'd just ticket you a lot for minor traffic infractions."

2014-05-16 03:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It's a really good thing I don't have a car, then. Not even a license, actually, just a permit."

2014-05-16 03:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Really?  Aren't you sixteen?"

2014-05-16 03:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah.  But I kind of procrastinated."

2014-05-16 03:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I had a permit when I was fifteen and a half and the very day after my birthday I passed my test.  Renée was - kind of terrible about errands, it was better when I could do them myself."

2014-05-16 03:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Ah, that makes sense. It wasn't as necessary, for me. Just a nice thing to have, so I didn't jump on it immediately."

2014-05-16 03:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"It'll be nice when I have my own car.  I'm not supposed to drive Charlie's."

2014-05-16 03:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Since you don't have the mustache required."

2014-05-16 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"And I don't even eat that many donuts to make up for it."

2014-05-16 03:55 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Exactly.  You're definitely not police-car certified."

2014-05-16 03:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Alas."

2014-05-16 03:58 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




They arrive at the Sanders' home. There's Savannah, sitting on the porch and waiting impatiently.

2014-05-16 04:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




"Are you two okay?" she demands of them, immediately, barely even giving them time to get out of the car.

2014-05-16 04:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"We're fine, magic happened, we're both fine."

2014-05-16 04:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"Magic? What kind of magic?  Darren what did you do?!"Edited   2014-05-16 04:06 (UTC)


2014-05-16 04:5 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren winces. "A lava monster thing attacked us, we fled to the ocean, I used magic to hit it with a miniaturized tidal wave. Bella healed me, and now I am fine."

2014-05-16 04:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




"You needed healing?" demands Savannah.  She looks like she wants to interrogate Darren, but then pulls him into a hug.

"How bad was it?"

2014-05-16 04:9 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Wouldn't do it again. But I'm all right, now."

2014-05-16 04:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella considers answering and then decides against it.

2014-05-16 04:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




Savannah releases Darren from hugs, and says in an angry but audibly wavering voice, "Don't you ever do that to me again. I was scared shitless."

2014-05-16 04:11 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




Vernon is wisely going to let this swear slide, considering the circumstances.

2014-05-16 04:12 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Sorry," says Darren, quietly.

2014-05-16 04:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




Then it's Bella's turn for hugs. "Thank you."

2014-05-16 04:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Hugs.  Mumble: "I don't even know how I did it."

2014-05-16 04:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Doesn't fucking matter, you did it," insists Savannah.

2014-05-16 04:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You're welcome."

2014-05-16 04:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




Savannah nods and then releases Bella from the hug.

"... Damn waterworks," she mumbles, wiping away what may or may not be tears. "Darren!  Is the thing - whatever it is, is it dead?"

2014-05-16 04:17 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Very thoroughly."

2014-05-16 04:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"He got it good," Bella says.  "Under pressure.  It was cool if you ignore the screaming terror."

2014-05-16 04:19 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




And the fact that he got himself caught in it, too. Not that he will tell his sister that.

2014-05-16 04:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Good brother. Knew you had it in you. I," she declares, "will bake you cookies."

2014-05-16 04:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella snorts.

"I need to call my dad to come get me.  Savannah, we're going to the Avalon Saturday, do you want to come?"

2014-05-16 04:24 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




She glances between all present and says definitively, "Yes.  I am going to be Darren's lady-shaped shadow for the next month."

2014-05-16 04:26 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Vernon retrieves a phone and offers it to Bella. "Mind if I get his number, too? I can get him in the loop faster that way."

2014-05-16 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah, sure."  Bella adds Charlie as a contact and then calls him.  Her pickup is arranged without further ado; she hangs up and sits down to wait.

2014-05-16 04:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"I will be baking. Chocolate chip, sugar, or what?"

She is dead serious about baking cookies. Her brother nearly died, she needs comfort food.  Baking is a method to get aforementioned comfort food.

2014-05-16 04:32 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren laughs, just a little. "I'm not picky?"

2014-05-16 04:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"If you're going to bring leftovers to school tomorrow such that I might get any can I put in a vote for snickerdoodles?"

2014-05-16 04:33 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Bella.  Don't be ridiculous.  Of course you're getting cookies.  Snickerdoodles it is."

She goes to make those.

2014-05-16 04:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I hope you also like snickerdoodles," she says to Darren.

2014-05-16 04:36 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"They're fine cookies," he says. "Besides, I'm pretty sure that baking cookies is for Savannah's sake, more than ours."

2014-05-16 04:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I intend to enjoy them too!"

2014-05-16 04:38 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Me too. She doesn't bake cookies very often."

2014-05-16 04:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I do remember you saying you're the primary cook around here."

2014-05-16 04:40 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yup! I don't often bake, either, though.  Because I tend to get obsessive with making things perfect and I fight with frosting. Usually, the frosting wins."

2014-05-16 04:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Cookies don't usually have frosting."

2014-05-16 04:41 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yes, but then I try to get them into interesting shapes and they turn into blob monsters instead."

2014-05-16 04:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"You do this with drop cookies?" snorts Bella.

2014-05-16 04:43 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I have absolutely no idea what that means."

2014-05-16 04:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Drop cookies are the kinds where you spoon little blobs of dough onto a baking sheet and then they spread out into disks.  Like oatmeal or chocolate chip ones."

2014-05-16 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Oh.  Then yes.  It never works right."

2014-05-16 04:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I wouldn't expect it to.  I guess you could drop the dough into metal cookie cutters, and bake them therein, but I'd expect it to get too crispy around the edges."

2014-05-16 04:46 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yeah.  So I just get annoyed and pout rather than trying to find solutions. My brainpower needs to be channeled to magic and such."

2014-05-16 04:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, I'd suggest other baked goods, but I have every intention of benefitting from your expertise on magic and I know how to bake all by myself."

2014-05-16 04:49 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup! I'll just let it be a rare thing or leave it to other people.  While I try to gain experience for the next level of wizard."

2014-05-16 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe one day you will be able to magically conjure snickerdoodles.  Is making stuff out of nothing a thing spells can do at all?"

2014-05-16 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I don't think it is, but if I turn out to be wrong I will so not be complaining."

2014-05-16 04:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"But none of the runes you know have it in their repertoire?"

2014-05-16 04:55 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"None. But I don't know all runes ever, so I will not rule out the possibility entirely."

2014-05-16 04:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella nods.

Charlie's car pulls up out front.

Bella hugs Darren real quick and goes out to meet him.

2014-05-16 04:57 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Hug!

"We'll bring you cookies, tomorrow.  Want enough for your dad, too?"

2014-05-16 04:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yes please."

And she is gone.

She is at school the following morning, of course.

2014-05-16 04:59 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




There is Darren!  He is honorary cookie-bearer. "Hello! Savannah baked and the results are delicious. Do you want cookies now, or at lunch?"

2014-05-16 05:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I think I can wait till lunch, Charlie did this thing at breakfast he sometimes does where he decides the occasion calls for nice food, decides this is the time to learn to make it, and then I have to rescue everything.  There was a lot to rescue."Edited   2014-05-16 05:04 (UTC)


2014-05-16 05:4 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Oh wow.  Was it all saved? Or were there casualties?"Edited   2014-05-16 05:05 (UTC)
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I woke up and came to save the day when the smoke alarm went off, but there wasn't actually anything lost because he'd spilled grease on the burner - the food was fine.  Bacon, scrambled eggs, blueberry pancakes that I had to triple the batter for because he'd confused teaspoons and tablespoons."

2014-05-16 05:7 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snorts with laughter. "That's funny and also kind of cute."

2014-05-16 05:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"So I have a lot of pancake batter, which I will fry the rest of when I get home and put the extras in the freezer.  Do you like pancakes?  Do you want to come to my house instead today and help consume pancakes?"

2014-05-16 05:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Sure! Though Savannah is keeping to her shadow promise. So if you're not fine with her coming over, then I don't think I can."

2014-05-16 05:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I don't mind, I doubt Charlie will mind."

2014-05-16 05:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I'll ask her to keep the swearing to a minimum."

2014-05-16 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Charlie's not gonna charge her money, but if she really pushes it for reasons he considers insufficient she might find herself less welcome on future occasions."

2014-05-16 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah.  So let's avoid that and ask her nicely to try not to swear.  Too much."

2014-05-16 05:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You'd know better than me how to convince her to moderate her vocabulary."

2014-05-16 05:15 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I mostly just make faces at her."

2014-05-16 05:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Does it work?"

2014-05-16 05:16 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Kind of?"

2014-05-16 05:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Does that mean 'a little' or 'not at all, but occasionally she goes so far as to acknowledge the existence of the faces'?"

2014-05-16 05:17 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"A little. If she's upset it does nothing, but normally it alleviates it, a bit."

2014-05-16 05:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Makes sense."

English class ensues.  It is taught by not-a-bugbear.

2014-05-16 05:19 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Indeed it is! Darren turns out to not have as much fun, being taught by not-a-bugbear Mr. Phillips. For other reasons, it's kind of a pity Mrs. Adams isn't teaching. He would have given her cookies. 

Oh well!  More for them at lunch.

2014-05-16 05:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Eventually it is lunchtime!

"Cookies," is Bella's greeting when she plops down next to Darren.  Her lunch is three cold blueberry pancakes, a little container of tuna, and a salad, which she puts the tuna on top of.

2014-05-16 05:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snickers. Cookies are produced! "Hello to you, too, Bella," he teases.

2014-05-16 05:25 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




morethanimaginary: You're adorable




And there is his lady-shadow. Plop, on other side of Darren. "Cookies," she says.

2014-05-16 05:26 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren cracks up.

2014-05-16 05:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella giggles, makes sure her cookies and her father's cookies are separated so she won't dip into his portion, and tucks in.

Angela sits with them but has no reason to expect a portion of cookies, so she doesn't ask.

2014-05-16 05:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren gives Angela cookies, anyway. She is his friend. Just because she is out of the loop for why they were baked doesn't mean that she should be excluded from the delicious results. That would be pointless and mean.

"I feel like you have a one-track mind," he tells Savannah, as she devours her portion of cookies before lunch.

2014-05-16 05:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Mphfl," agrees Savannah, around a face-full of cookies.Edited   2014-05-16 05:32 (UTC)


2014-05-16 05:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Thank you," Angela says to Darren.

"Savannah actually made them, Darren's just carrying them around," Bella supplies.

"Oh!  Thank you, Savannah," says Angela.

2014-05-16 05:33 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Mflmplph," she replies, brightly. Her cookies will be gone in record time.

2014-05-16 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I was deemed the trustworthy twin. Savannah didn't want to eat them all before lunch," he explains. "But I will carry my holder of cookies title with pride."

2014-05-16 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You are a very good cookie vehicle," agrees Bella.  "I am pretty sure you didn't even lick the cinnamon sugar off any of them."

2014-05-16 05:36 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "Thanks. They're for other people, too. If I did that I could get people sick."

2014-05-16 05:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You're the most responsible cookie vehicle ever."

(Angela giggles.)

2014-05-16 05:38 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Dreams really do come true," he drawls.

2014-05-16 05:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah snorts around her cookies, and ends up in a mild coughing fit.

"Pfff- ow, cinnamon in my nooose."

2014-05-16 05:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Ow!" exclaims Angela in sympathy.

"A cautionary tale," says Bella solemnly.  "This is your nose on careless consumption of confectionery."

2014-05-16 05:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Well, that'll just send her into more giggles.

2014-05-16 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren pats her back. "Eat cookies responsibly."

2014-05-16 05:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Don't laugh and chew."

2014-05-16 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Or cinnamon spew."

2014-05-16 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"That was terrible, Darren."

2014-05-16 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He giggles. "Yeah.  Come on, it's me, I make terrible puns."

2014-05-16 05:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"And nerdy references, those too," agrees Savannah, recovering enough from her giggles to speak.

2014-05-16 05:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh well.  I'll live.  Probably."

2014-05-16 05:47 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm not sure if there's a way to weaponize puns."

2014-05-16 05:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"If there was it would revolutionize warfare, wow.  Russia and Turkey and other easily punned nations would fall overnight."

2014-05-16 05:49 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"France would fall under a hurricane of underpants puns, Spain would know true pain, and Turkey would be served at Thanksgiving dinner. Let's not unleash that terror on the world, Bella.  It's not ready.  It may never be ready. They can't know."

2014-05-16 05:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"My lips are sealed."

(Angela is giggling again.)

2014-05-16 05:53 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Good." He leans in conspiratorially, and says in a stage whisper. "You know what we have to do with witnesses that know, right?"

2014-05-16 05:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Bribe them with private islands and a corrupt senator apiece?" Bella whispers back.

2014-05-16 05:56 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Pff, no, I can't afford that, I'm saving for college. No, Bella - we will do something far more sinister.  We'll bribe them with cookies."

2014-05-16 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oooh.  Bribery on the cheap.  I like the way you think."

2014-05-16 05:57 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Thank you. I try.  Cookies add a new dimension to things, but I will adapt."

Speaking of cookies... Nom.  Nom nom.

2014-05-16 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Darren, what if you eat too much of the bribe material and have to come up with corrupt senators at the last minute?"

2014-05-16 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




".... Shhhh. Shh," he says. "I have my sister, I can make faces at her for her to make more. Or, if we're speaking truly crazy talk - I could just bake them myself."

2014-05-16 06:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah gasps, theatrically. "But - Darren.  Darren you're our main cook, if you spend your time baking, too - you might never come out of the kitchen!"

2014-05-16 06:3 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"That is a sacrifice I will have to make. For the good of cookie bribery, everywhere."

2014-05-16 06:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I can contribute large quantities of blueberry pancakes, will that help?"

2014-05-16 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Certainly.  They definitely won't hurt the cause!"

2014-05-16 06:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Right then.  Oh, Savannah, did Darren tell you, the plan is convening at my place after school and helping me get rid of the triple batch of pancake batter."

2014-05-16 06:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"He did not tell me but I am so on board with this!"

2014-05-16 06:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Awesome."  And then, because Angela's sitting right there, "I didn't think to ask Dad about you, Angela, and I don't like to call him at work if I don't have to."  She stops short of actually inviting Angela to do anything else.  Angela will be hard to explain to if she attracts more lava monsters.

"It's okay," says Angela.  "I have to watch my brothers this afternoon while my father goes to the dentist anyway."

2014-05-16 06:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"That sucks. I mean, yeah at least they're not terrible, but I'd get annoyed if I had to babysit Darren. Any more than I already do."

2014-05-16 06:12 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Ha.  Ha ha ha ha. So funny."

2014-05-16 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I don't mind.  They're sweet," says Angela.  "If they can get their friend next door to come over I'm going to teach them euchre."

"Aw," says Bella.

2014-05-16 06:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"That's cute," agrees Darren.

2014-05-16 06:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Angela smiles.

"Occasionally I wish I had a sibling, but I think being an only child suits me pretty well.  I think I would have had to share a room," remarks Bella.  "At least at Charlie's house."

2014-05-16 06:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"It would be weird to not have Darren just be there. We're not even inseparable or something, but him being non-existent is strange.  Who would translate politically correct for me and bring me things when I don't want to get up?"

2014-05-16 06:24 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren snorts. "I am reduced to translations and fetching things.  I am so proud."

2014-05-16 06:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Love you!"

2014-05-16 06:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Ah, translations, fetching things, and love.  Your twinhood is saved."

2014-05-16 06:31 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I feel so blessed."

2014-05-16 06:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Hee hee hee.

2014-05-16 06:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Besides, someone has to back you up if someone decides that since you are a nerd and scrawny that your face would look better if it were shaped differently.  So it's not just one way!"

2014-05-16 06:38 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Ah yes.  My sister, the bouncer.  Thank you, dear sister.  No one has beat me up for my lunch money, yet."

2014-05-16 06:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"That means that I'm good at my job."

2014-05-16 06:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Have you in fact had to bounce anyone intent on violence?"

2014-05-16 06:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"At some point in time?  Yup.  A few times.  Lately?  Nope."

2014-05-16 06:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Forks is pretty quiet that way," says Angela.

"That had been my impression, yeah."

2014-05-16 06:47 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I like the quiet."

2014-05-16 06:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Is it because you have time and space to nerd it up?"

2014-05-16 06:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup."

2014-05-16 06:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Would that be very much harder in a city?" asks Angela.

"Depends on the kind of nerding," says Bella sagely.

2014-05-16 06:49 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Not harder, exactly, but less space to do it in. I can pick and choose my locations a bit more easily here, without worrying about anyone bothering me or something."

2014-05-16 06:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'm not sure I understand," says Angela.

"If this were Phoenix he would have a harder time finding places to be left alone while he nerds," says Bella.  "At least within easy walking distance of his house."

2014-05-16 06:56 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah.  There are definitely out of the way places in the city, but um - some of those are dangerous.  It was Detroit, after all."

2014-05-16 23:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Oh," says Angela, nodding.

"Is Detroit as dangerous as the stereotype suggests?" wonders Bella.

2014-05-16 23:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"No, at least not where I lived.  Mind you, it wasn't safe, either."

2014-05-16 23:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Personal experience on the not-safe, or just anecdotal evidence?"

2014-05-16 23:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Anecdotal evidence. Scary looking people, questionable neighborhoods, so on."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You like Forks better?" Bella asks.
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah. I might not stay here forever and always, but it's... Charming and quaint."

2014-05-16 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Heh.  It is those things," smiles Bella.

"It's nice to go to a bigger city every now and then, though," says Angela.  "But I like living here."
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I mean, I like the options a big city offers, but if I'm perfectly honest I never took any of 'em, sooo... I lose nothing, gain some nice peace and quiet.  Maybe in a few years I'll get annoyed with a small town and want to go back to the city, though."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Cities have better libraries and movie theaters," says Bella.  "Otherwise yeah."

She has finally finished her main course.  Time to eat these cookies.  "Oh man, these are really good."

2014-05-16 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"They have both, I'll give you that much," agrees Darren.

2014-05-16 23:46 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Yup," says Savannah, without a trace of modesty. "When I bake, I can fucking bake."

2014-05-16 23:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I want your recipe, my snickerdoodles come out kind of - I don't know, not this good.  Maybe it's a cinnamon sugar ratio thing."

2014-05-16 23:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Sure.  You can have it, no problem.  I dunno what's different unless I see your recipe, though."

2014-05-16 23:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Neither do I till I see yours, I don't have it memorized."

2014-05-16 23:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Yeah, same here. It would be really cool if I could just memorize everything, I could keep up with Darren!"

2014-05-16 23:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Darren, if you have an eidetic memory and never told me I'm going to be irritated and fascinated in equal measure."

2014-05-16 23:57 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I wish," he snorts.

2014-05-16 23:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"He is just better at school than I am.  So I would need an eidetic memory to keep up.  Or smartness points."

2014-05-17 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Smartness points?"

2014-05-17 00:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"It's a technical term," declares Savannah loftily. "Smartness points."

2014-05-17 00:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I must not be smart enough to have acquired this concept."

2014-05-17 00:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"If you are smart, you get lots of smartness points.  If you are not, you don't."

2014-05-17 00:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"How many smartness points do we have now?"

2014-05-17 00:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Between the four of us?  Lots. It's a technical term, I am being very specific."

2014-05-17 00:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You should publish your findings in a research journal."

The bell rings.  Art time for the twins and Bella!

2014-05-17 00:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Nah.  Too much work."

2014-05-17 00:25 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Art time!  Hurray!

Darren waves goodbye to Angela.

Plop at their usual table.

2014-05-17 00:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Art ensues.

After the end of the school day the twins come home with Bella on her bus.  Savannah loiters, Darren and Bella proceed with magic lessons, they all eat pancakes (the blueberries are gone; there are apple slices and banana slices and chocolate chips available for those who don't want them plain), and eventually the twins are collected home by their dad.

The rest of the week passes much the same way - Bella and Darren being magic geeks at one house or the other, Bella memorizing rune flashcards and drawing charts in her spare time.  Charlie announces that he's going to go get her a laptop while she and the others wander the Avalon, after he's looked in on it and learned how to get into it if he needs to.

2014-05-17 00:35 (UTC)





Phixable

faun





shesepankh: e ~ busy




Saturday morning sees Bella with her notebooks about magic all in her knapsack, her medallion safety-pinned by its chain to her bra just in case she trips the wrong way, waiting with Charlie for pickup for the Avalon trip.

2014-05-16 17:35









steppingup: Taking credit for that




There's Vernon's car, coming to get them! How wonderfully convenient! Almost like they planned this.

He waves, when they arrive. Darren and Savannah are in the back seat in the rule of Adults Get Shotgun.

2014-05-17 00:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella slides into the back too, which leaves her wedged next to Darren who's in the middle; Charlie takes the passenger seat.

"How long a drive is it?" Bella asks.

2014-05-17 00:45 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"About four hours. I hope you like road trips."

2014-05-17 00:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe Darren will teach me things about runes while we drive.  Pretty please?"

2014-05-17 00:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. "Sure, I don't mind."

2014-05-17 00:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Auuuugh," says Savannah. "Augh, I don't want to listen to four hours of magic nerds!"

2014-05-17 00:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What would you rather fill the audio channel with, Savannah?" inquires Bella.  "Perhaps we can compromise."

2014-05-17 01:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Anything else!  Interesting topics.  We can talk about - things to see in the Avalon, how things are going, just... Not magic all the time."

2014-05-17 01:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"If I tell you that you may require us to pause in talking about magic for ten to fifteen minutes at will how flagrantly are you going to abuse this privilege?"

2014-05-17 01:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"... Some.  I mean, I can also just sleep, too."

2014-05-17 01:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"How about you can engage us in conversation about stuff that's in the Avalon, or whatever, till we're bored, and then you take a nap?"

2014-05-17 01:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Okay." Pause. "... Now I don't know what to talk about."

2014-05-17 01:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snorts with laughter.

2014-05-17 01:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella yawns theatrically.

2014-05-17 01:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




".... So!  Met any cute boys, lately?" asks Savannah, around Darren.

2014-05-17 01:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You know literally all of the people I am presently in social contact with," Bella points out.

2014-05-17 01:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"That does not make my question any less valid!  Besides, you could have seen a guy that I don't know at the grocery store or something, I don't know your life."Edited   2014-05-17 02:27 (UTC)


2014-05-17 02:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I don't make a habit of evaluating the cuteness of boys I encounter in the grocery store," says Bella.  "Is there someone in particular whose respective appeal you want to compare?  Is this a roundabout way of wondering if I'm available to come to the Valentine's dance as friends, because I don't dance, it would be a terrible idea."

2014-05-17 02:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah snorts. "Nah, I can find a date. Thanks, though. I am just trying to small talk and this was the first option.  If you like girls, I'm perfectly happy to talk about cute ones you see there, too."

She is kind of extremely accepting of all kinds of sexualities.  Considering.

2014-05-17 02:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't, as it happens.  I am a waste of an accepting family."

(Charlie snorts in the front seat.)

2014-05-17 02:35 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"Huh. Well. How accepting of a family?"

2014-05-17 03:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...Very?  Why?"

2014-05-17 03:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"So! Heeey. Bella. I'm gay. No, I'm not joking, yes I'm sure."

2014-05-17 03:18 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren pats her hand, in a supportive way. "We happen to also be a very accepting family.  It's not 'wasted.'"

2014-05-17 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay, good to know."

2014-05-17 03:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Well that was easy!  Yay!  Darren, she has not freaked out!"

2014-05-17 03:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Told you she wouldn't."

2014-05-17 03:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Yes but it's still nice!"

2014-05-17 03:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Do people usually freak out on you?"

2014-05-17 03:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"No, but I had some people that didn't react well.  Lots, actually, they make a face."

2014-05-17 03:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"That sucks."

2014-05-17 03:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Yup.  I mean, I really don't care, honestly. It's not a huge secret or anything. Dad and Darren just don't want me to get into fights, so I tend to just avoid the subject."

2014-05-17 03:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Makes sense."

2014-05-17 03:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Brotherly hug. This is what brothers are for. That and fetching things.

2014-05-17 03:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah accepts the hug, hugging back, then laughs and says, "Thanks, dork.  I'm good, get off of me."

2014-05-17 03:35 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Mhm," says Darren, who stops hugging.

2014-05-17 03:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"You have taken it almost as well as Darren had!" Savannah informs Bella. "You get a gold star.  When we can get gold stars."

2014-05-17 03:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Almost as well?  Did he throw confetti?"

2014-05-17 03:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"No, he was like, 'Yeah, I kind of already know, I am glad you have trusted me enough to tell me up front, come here I will hug you.'"

2014-05-17 03:41 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren laughs. "I didn't already know, I'd suspected! It's different.  But I'm not denying that there were hugs."

2014-05-17 03:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I didn't spend any time wondering about it, so I did not suspect except in the general 'yep, that's a trait that exists in the population that is not visually obvious' sense."

2014-05-17 03:44 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"She had been checking out various girls," informs Darren.

2014-05-17 03:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Ah, I tend not to notice that sort of thing.  I didn't know my -"  Swallow.  "I didn't know my mom's 'friend' was her boyfriend till she told me straight out."

2014-05-17 03:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren notices, but doesn't comment. "To be fair, she's my twin. It's easier to see her act like herself around people than a parent do the same."

2014-05-17 03:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Act like herself?"

2014-05-17 03:54 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Okay, I explained that badly.  Parents do a thing where they put you first and that includes changing how they act in some subtle ways to make things better for you. Great for you, but not so great for fidelity of certain things. A sibling doesn't feel the need to do that as much.  So, it's easier to notice."

2014-05-17 03:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Ah.  Wouldn't know, only child."

2014-05-17 03:57 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren nods. "Yeah. It seems so weird to not have Savannah be there."

2014-05-17 04:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Love you too, dork."

2014-05-17 04:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Aww."

2014-05-17 04:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Okay, any more mushy stuff and I will fling myself out of the window. Darren! Pick a topic!  Not magic!"

2014-05-17 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Um. Um.  ... So I am working on excitement for studying supposedly extinct things?"

2014-05-17 04:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Do you need to work on that?  I had the impression you already found us extinct things pretty interesting."

2014-05-17 04:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I do but it has to compete with magic, and that's no small feat."

2014-05-17 04:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




She laughs.  "Well, it wouldn't hurt if you were focusing especially on all that lost magic, huh?"

2014-05-17 04:18 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "I mean, I kind of want to be able to make more medallions.  But to get that far, I need to learn lots of the basics of magic. So... I kind of am focusing especially on the lost magic, but I need a general education before I can do that."

2014-05-17 04:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"So you're all set.  As long as you've either gotten better at lying recently, or have half-truths carefully lined up."

2014-05-17 04:23 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Second thing.  I'm not going to get better at lying, Bella. Savannah gets to say the part where you're a winged lion."

2014-05-17 04:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"And me, I can say it.  I'm a winged lion.  I think it was my mom's side of the family.  Let's check my dad just in case.  Nope?  Must be my uncheckable mom.  Winged lion."

2014-05-17 04:33 (UTC)









sundayfish: f ~ formality




"I don't much want to be checked.  It's been sounding like I could be something besides a sphinx, if Renée was a sphinx, and then I'd have to wear the necklace all the time, and it sounds like one doozy of a hassle to me."

2014-05-17 04:34 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It's not so much of a hassle?  It gets annoying sometimes, but I can fly now.  I think it's worth it.  But then again I am the guy who knew what was going on and made the conscious decision to embrace my critter side, so I suppose I'm biased."

2014-05-17 04:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"If the medallion breaks, or something," Bella says, "no, I can totally see his point.  If he doesn't want to fly, and there's no guarantee he could."

2014-05-17 04:41 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Perfectly content to stay on the ground."

2014-05-17 04:42 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Fair point. Wasn't questioning his choice, just - eh, I like flying and magic. If I and Savannah weren't critters I would have neither."

2014-05-17 04:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"If Ch- Dad wants to learn to magic he can do that without crittering, right?"Edited   2014-05-17 04:45 (UTC)


2014-05-17 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup.  But I wouldn't have known that I could learn it without crittering.  He's in a different situation than I was."

2014-05-17 04:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"There you go.  He doesn't want the cosmetics or the flying or the secret handshake, all the other cool stuff he can get without."

2014-05-17 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Fair enough.  Does he want to learn magic?"

2014-05-17 04:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Not especially.  If we get thoroughly checked and tested Xeroxed scrolls made he might take one or two for emergency situations."

2014-05-17 04:59 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Aha.  Makes sense. I feel like when I start making scrolls I'm just going to make absurd amounts."

2014-05-17 05:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"We'll get a copier and take stacks of 'em to the Avalon every other weekend and warn people not to re-xerox them because there could be errors introduced by more layers of it."

2014-05-17 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren snickers. "We'll have to see if copied scrolls will work. They might not, it could be like the native language thing and cause issues. If they do, though - magic is the best thing."

2014-05-17 05:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"If a copier doesn't work maybe we do woodcuts and a makeshift printing press?"

2014-05-17 05:22 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah. Stencils, too. Runes might require being hand-drawn, stencils could make that a whole lot faster."

2014-05-17 05:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Ooh, nice, it hadn't occurred to me that it might matter if you draw them."

2014-05-17 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Thanks! I need to test that, if it matters or not.  It hadn't come up yet for me on my own, but since we need scrolls for self-defense, now - time to find out."

2014-05-17 05:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"A stencil could still be really fast, though, considering, and it would make it harder for someone else to figure out our secret and swipe our market share."

2014-05-17 05:56 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Bwuahahahaha. Economical takeover! With magic!"

It's basically his favorite thing ever.

2014-05-17 05:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I think you mean 'economic'.  Economical makes it sound like we're doing it with discount snacks from Costco."

2014-05-17 05:59 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"That was the second stage of my plan," drawls Darren.

2014-05-17 06:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella laughs.

2014-05-17 06:2 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren does, too.

2014-05-17 06:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah desperately wishes they would kiss.  Maybe not now, with their dads in the car, but eventually.

2014-05-17 06:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella cannot read her mind, so how is she to know that this is Savannah's wish?  She is not to know, apparently.

"Okay, this seems to be the end of smalltalk, gimme a rune."  She's been casually making little notes in her notebook all the while - this is just how Bella has conversations she cares at all about - but now she has it propped up and flipped to a clean page.

2014-05-17 06:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers, and gives her a rune.

2014-05-17 16:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Augh," says Savannah.  Then she flops over and tries to sleep because magic makes her head hurt.

2014-05-17 16:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella does her best to keep the runey conversation down to a reasonable volume.

She will not complain a bit if the entire remainder of the trip is taken up with runes.

2014-05-17 16:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren's not likely to complain, either. Runes are lots of fun and he enjoys talking about them!  Bella's rune dictionary is doing well, they're making good progress on magic.

2014-05-17 16:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah naps, but she is generally annoyed with them doing nothing but throwing runes at each other. "Auugh," she says, two hours in. "Okay - vetoing, we will talk about something other than runes for the fifty bajillionth time."

2014-05-17 16:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"What do you want to talk about, Savannah?" inquires Bella serenely.

2014-05-17 16:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"... No idea!  But something else."

2014-05-17 16:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You don't have any ideas and you don't like our idea.  Whatever are we to do?"  Pause, then she relents.  "Tell me about the Avalon's tourist attractions or whatever."

2014-05-17 16:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Um.  We've never been there. Dad!  Help!"

2014-05-17 17:15 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon snorts. "Well, there's a lovely cafe."

2014-05-17 17:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yeah, what do they have?  I'm gonna be hungry by the time we're there."

2014-05-17 17:17 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Good coffee, and some delicious pastries, but I didn't get much proper food wise when I was there. There are a few restaurants for that. One of them is a nice Italian place, I went there, it was nice."

2014-05-17 17:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Just how big is this place?"

2014-05-17 17:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Always goes like this




"Pretty big.  Basically, consider it a town all of its own. A very insular town. With critters of all kinds."

2014-05-17 17:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Cool.  Is it customary to go around in midform or anything?"

2014-05-17 17:31 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"A lot of them go around in midform, fullform's a bit rarer because thumbs are fantastic, but there are people without medallions. Going in human form also happens and no one will care if you do, though they might get curious about what you are."

2014-05-17 17:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I think I'll put on - wings and tail and hindpaws, but not the rest of my legs, bipedal digitigrade walking is hard," decides Bella.  "What do you peryton types do?"

2014-05-17 17:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I am a pretty peryton, so I will be bipedal and have thumbs and fingers but otherwise look like a magic flying deer."

2014-05-17 17:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Antlers, wings, maybe the hooves for my feet," shrugs Darren.

2014-05-17 17:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Come to think of it," says Bella, "it's odd that I didn't have more trouble that I did continuing to register Darren as Darren when I saw the definitely-not-a-human-face.  Like, the rest of it, sure, but the face I'm surprised I wasn't more confused."

2014-05-17 17:50 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I think I still kept my same mannerisms as fullform, so that probably helped."

2014-05-17 17:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Maybe that's all.  Or it's a matter of me being a critter.  I'd ask Dad but Dad's only seen me in fullform, not you, and my face is about the same except I get sort of fangy."

2014-05-17 17:59 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I can always show him when we're in the Avalon. Savannah can too, since you haven't seen her in fullform yet."

2014-05-17 18:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I haven't!" agrees Bella.  "Rumor has it she's a pretty peryton."

2014-05-17 18:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"I am!" declares Savannah, without a trace of modesty. "I am so pretty, you have no idea."

2014-05-17 18:6 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren laughs. "She probably has some idea now, you realize. Since you've said as much."

2014-05-17 18:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes, you've set my expectations very high.  What if you're pretty but just not that pretty, what then?"

2014-05-17 18:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Then you're wrong.  That's it, no take backs, you are just wrong."Edited   2014-05-17 18:12 (UTC)


2014-05-17 18:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"This sounds like a matter of opinion, to me."

2014-05-17 18:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Nope.  It's a fact. Objective truth."

2014-05-17 18:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Says you and what controlled empirical study, huh?"

2014-05-17 18:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"The... One I made up.  Just now."

2014-05-18 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"That doesn't sound very controlled or empirical."

2014-05-18 03:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"It is definitely both of those things.  It's controlled by me, and I declare it logical, too.  There, done."

2014-05-18 04:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren bursts out laughing. "That's not how science works."

2014-05-18 04:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"And that's not what empirical means!"

2014-05-18 04:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Details. Petty details, I am right regardless."

2014-05-18 04:5 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"That's not how being right works, either. Everything you're saying is wrong!"

2014-05-18 04:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Woefully, tragically, and completely incorrect.  We might have to talk about runes to punish you."

2014-05-18 04:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"I have done nothing to deserve this mutiny!  As your empress of prettiness I declare you both traitors!"

2014-05-18 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I didn't even do anything!"

2014-05-18 04:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"If she wanted you to explain more runes would you do it?"

2014-05-18 04:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"... Yes."

2014-05-18 04:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: I can be friendly




"Yeah.  That's why.  You're a traitor, too."

2014-05-18 04:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Well, we've already been declared traitors, might as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb, gimme a rune."

2014-05-18 04:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren gives her a rune.

2014-05-18 04:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




Savannah makes an ungodly noise that sounds like someone is strangling a fuzzy animal, and flops onto the window to stare at the scenery. "Traitors."

2014-05-18 04:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Horrible no-good scoundrels, the both of us.  But magical ones."

2014-05-18 04:19 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"That makes it worse.  You are horrible no-good magical scoundrels. You both get prizes for being terrible people."

2014-05-18 04:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Ooh!  Prizes!"

2014-05-18 04:24 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"What do we get, what do we get?"

2014-05-18 04:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Shame."

2014-05-18 04:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oooooh.  Shaaaaaame."

2014-05-18 04:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I will treasure it forever."

2014-05-18 04:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Good!  Because that's the point of it.  You will feel shame about this.  Forever and for always."

2014-05-18 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm not going to feel it, I'm going to put it on its little trophy stand in a little trophy case on my desk."

2014-05-18 04:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Fine, that works, too."

2014-05-18 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Can I get my shame gilded?"

2014-05-18 04:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Only if you mount and engrave it."

2014-05-18 04:32 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Deal!"

2014-05-18 04:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I was thinking lamination, so it's preserved for ever and always but is not obscured in its shameful, shameful glory."  Beat.  "Rune."

2014-05-18 04:35 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Another rune is given!  Darren likes explaining runes.

2014-05-18 04:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah, meanwhile, makes faces.

2014-05-18 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




And Bella learns magic!

2014-05-18 04:39 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren is happy to help with this!

2014-05-18 04:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




It doesn't take long for Savannah to get sick of this! "So!" she interrupts, between runes. "Bella!  You never actually answered my question!"

2014-05-18 04:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Which one?"

2014-05-18 04:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Seen any cute boys?"

2014-05-18 04:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I have encountered plenty of boys at school who follow a roughly bellcurved distribution of cuteness, why is this so interesting?"

2014-05-18 04:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Mostly because it's fun to tease you and Darren won't talk to me about girls."

2014-05-18 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren rolls his eyes. "Nope.  It would be weird."

2014-05-18 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Why would that be weird?"

2014-05-18 05:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... I am not good at talking about how I feel about girls?" he manages.

2014-05-18 05:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Why not?"

2014-05-18 05:9 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Oh, sure.  Let's just explain to his crush why he can't talk about crushes.  That'll work out fantastically.

"Because I haven't dated anyone, and talking about - how cute girls are seems kind of shallow?"

2014-05-18 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Awww."

2014-05-18 05:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Also," adds Savannah, "he is so shy it's hilarious!"

2014-05-18 05:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm getting that."

2014-05-18 05:17 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Thanks," drawls Darren.

2014-05-18 05:18 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"It's what we're here for!  Teasing you endlessly!"

2014-05-18 05:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella pats his knee.

2014-05-18 05:20 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I am so excited. Endless teasing."

2014-05-18 05:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Bella, Bella, what's a new topic to tease Darren about?"

2014-05-18 05:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Oh, I don't know, I'm not an expert."

2014-05-18 05:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Ooo, ooo, I know, we can -"

2014-05-18 05:24 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




She is interrupted.  By hugs from Darren.  Very insistent hugs.

"I do not believe in violence," he says brightly. "So welcome to the land of passive-aggressive combat. The flavor of the day is hugs."

2014-05-18 05:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella bursts out laughing.

2014-05-18 05:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Augh, get off, Darren!"Edited   2014-05-18 05:29 (UTC)


2014-05-18 05:29 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Shhh.  It's okay.  Just accept the hugs.  Or say you'll stop teasing me, one of the two."

2014-05-18 05:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Daaaad!  Darren is hugging me!"

2014-05-18 05:30 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Cause and effect," says their father, amused.

2014-05-18 05:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Do I get hugs if I tease you, too?" asks Bella, grinning.

2014-05-18 05:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"That depends.  Would you tease me just to get hugs?"

2014-05-18 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, it would probably be easier to ask than to tease, so I guess it depends on how limited my options for hug-getting are."

2014-05-18 05:38 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"You are free to just ask."

(He is still hugging Savannah.)

2014-05-18 05:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"But you're obviously on a vengeful crusade," Bella points out.

2014-05-18 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Well, right now, yeah.  I won't be forever."

2014-05-18 05:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




Right on cue, Savannah says, "Fine!  Fine, okay, I will stop teasing you, enough with the hugs!"

2014-05-18 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




And she is released. "Like so."

2014-05-18 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"My turn?"

2014-05-18 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren laughs. "Sure."

Hug!

2014-05-18 05:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Hugs!

2014-05-18 05:48 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Soon enough, the hug's ended!  Darren would keep hugging her, but her dad is in the front seat and Darren is not suicidal. "Happy?" he asks, amused.

2014-05-18 05:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Only if you teach me one more rune before we get there."

2014-05-18 05:56 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He laughs.  Then, he gives her a rune.

2014-05-18 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Which she studies happily.

With her head still on his shoulder.

2014-05-18 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren notices.  He is not complaining at all. Magic lessons, and Bella has her head on his shoulder.  This is something he approves of!

2014-05-18 06:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Savannah will not bother them to talk about something other than magic.  They are reasonably close to maybe kissing.  She isn't going to mess this up. Instead, she curls up and tries to nap some more.

2014-05-18 06:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Then they shall proceed to the Avalon thusly!

2014-05-18 06:8 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




That's the plan!

2014-05-18 06:11 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Soon enough, they pull into a parking lot of what looks like a set of ordinary warehouses.

"Here we are," informs Vernon.

2014-05-18 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Well, this looks like the perfect place to have a cop show season finale."

2014-05-18 06:18 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"Not if the cop show was much good," snorts Charlie.

2014-05-18 06:18 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren snickers. "I'm pretty sure we're not part of a bad cop show."

2014-05-18 18:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"I dunno.  Our dads could make a great cop show duo."

2014-05-18 18:43 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"I'm the edgy one," drawls Vernon dryly.

2014-05-18 18:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Step out of line one more time and Dad'll have your badge."

2014-05-18 18:46 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"I'm the cop you need, but not the one you want," he says, in the same deadpan. "I know the streets."

2014-05-18 18:48 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




Charlie snorts.  "Reason they don't set even terrible cop shows in Forks, you know."

2014-05-18 18:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I know."

2014-05-18 18:50 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Vernon laughs. "Yeah. Each episode would be uneventful.  None of the constant serial killers that bad cop shows get."Edited   2014-05-18 18:53 (UTC)


2014-05-18 18:53 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Traffic stops, vandalism, shoplifting, domestics, occasional missing person who just went on too much of a hike, that's about it."

2014-05-18 18:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"And the people who don't know what 911 is for, don't forget those."

2014-05-18 18:54 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Heh. 'Tonight, on Bad Cop Show - some neighborhood kids need a stern talking to.'"

2014-05-18 19:5 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"I'd watch that one."

2014-05-18 19:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Previously on Bad Cop Show: the turn signal neglecter!  Shot of dramatic ticket-writing."

2014-05-18 19:7 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren laughs helplessly.

2014-05-18 19:8 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"At the end of every episode we would go to a diner and get coffee and make jokes about not eating donuts at all and how neighborhood kids never learn."

2014-05-18 19:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Pitch it, get it funded, get a pilot shot," giggles Bella.  "Anyway, how do we get in?"

2014-05-18 19:12 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"I'll be a movie star."

2014-05-18 19:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren is still laughing helplessly.

2014-05-18 19:14 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Entrance is over there," explains Vernon, who points at a little building that looks like the warehouses' central office building. "We walk over, you kids show your medallions and do a demonstration, and then we all walk in."

2014-05-18 19:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Showing the medallion itself isn't necessary, right?"

2014-05-18 19:17 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"No, it's just a way to avoid having to go midform or do what I did and spend an hour explaining everything I knew about 'critters.'"

2014-05-18 19:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Right then."

Off they go!

2014-05-18 19:22 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




Off they go! There is a bored looking person sitting in a normal looking office. He looks up at them and says, "Ben's Warehouses, what can I do for you?"

"Oh, hey. You're the same one as last time. Hey. We'd like to be let in," says Vernon.  Then he motions to the assorted perytons and sphinx for a volunteer to show that they know what's up.

2014-05-18 19:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella waves a hand.  It's a paw after the first wave.

2014-05-18 19:32 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Huh. Yeah, go on in," shrugs the person at the door. "Gotta go through the motions of normalcy."

Vernon knows where the door is - it's the one that says 'Authorized Personnel Only.' The doorwatcher gets up, unlocks it, and opens it for them.

It's a perfectly normal looking hallway.

2014-05-18 19:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Oooh, a normal looking hallway.  How exciting.

Bella recovers her opposable thumb but adopts paws, tail, and wings, as previously decided.

2014-05-18 19:40 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren gets the antlers and wings, deciding against the hooves for fear of being mistaken as a satyr.

2014-05-18 19:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah goes full peryton except for bipedal form and opposable thumbs.  As promised, she is quite pretty - a dark shimmery black, with little speckly grey-blue spots on her back.  

She is quite smug about the whole affair.

2014-05-18 19:59 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Hallway, hallway, hallway - then, another door. "Ready?" asks Vernon.

2014-05-18 19:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"As I'll ever be."

2014-05-18 20:0 (UTC)









steppingup: Taking credit for that




"Alrighty."

The door opens, and - that is not a warehouse interior.

That's definitely a town.  The roads aren't built for cars and there's no sign of any, but they're lovely and paved, with cute shops and houses and little flower gardens that decorate the place. There's got to be some kind of magic at play with the ceiling, because it looks like the sky, even though they're inside a set of warehouses. It feels like they're outside, like they're in some kind of strange American town that decided to forgo cars entirely.

And, of course, fill itself with strange creatures.  Midform appears to be the common theme. There are few people who look human, but they're rare and far between. Of the critters - they're quite varied in species, and it's possible to pick out entire families based on species. Everyone seems quite accustomed to it, and no one gives Bella or the twins a weird glance.  They fit right in, here.

"Welcome to your first Avalon," says Vernon.

2014-05-18 20:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged






Bella grins.  Her wings flutter a little with excitement.

2014-05-18 20:16 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren's grinning, too. "This is nicer than Detroit's."

2014-05-18 20:17 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Yup. Before you ask, no, I've got no clue who did the thing with the ceiling."

2014-05-18 20:18 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I," says Darren definitively, "will have to find out."

2014-05-18 20:18 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Suppose it just looks that way, if you flew up there it'd be ceiling?" guesses Charlie.

2014-05-18 20:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I'm tempted to go find out, but I don't wanna unexpectedly bump my head."

2014-05-18 20:19 (UTC)









steppingup: Always goes like this




"It's still ceiling.  I asked, and it doesn't rain here 'cause of that - they get water through pipes and water everything."

2014-05-18 20:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Makes sense.  Well, I wanna see everything, what's first?"

2014-05-18 20:22 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Books...?" wheedles Darren.

2014-05-18 20:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Food," says Savannah. "Then you can geek out over books. I'm hungry."

2014-05-18 20:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Oh wow, now that you mention it me too, starving, let's find something to eat and then I guess Dad is going computer shopping?"

2014-05-18 20:25 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"That's the plan."

2014-05-18 20:25 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Oh.  Right.  Food. I um - forgot."

2014-05-18 20:30 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




He gets a shoulder pat from his father. "What are we in the mood for?  First restaurant that we see, or something specific?"

2014-05-18 20:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Not picky, over here."

2014-05-18 20:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Not picky," declares Savannah. "Just hungry."

2014-05-18 20:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Something that won't take a while?"

He's excited about the books.

2014-05-18 20:34 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Okay," shrugs Vernon. Off they go, to the closest obvious restaurant!

2014-05-18 20:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




They locate a little sandwich shop.  It mostly has sandwiches, but also fries and milkshakes.  Bella orders a battered cod fillet on whole wheat with tartar sauce and cabbage on it and a side of fries and talks her dad into splitting a shake with her.

2014-05-18 20:40 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




In addition to his half of the shake, Charlie will be dining on a turkey club and onion rings.

2014-05-18 20:40 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon has a salami sandwich with mustard, cucumbers, tomatoes, pickles, and swiss cheese. He's not particularly interested in having a side, and just has the sandwich.

2014-05-18 20:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




At random, Savannah picks something off of the menu with a name she hasn't seen before in her life.  It turns out to be vegetarian. Extremely vegetarian. Savannah whines about the lack of meat a bit, but placates herself with fries and ends up reasonably happy in the end.

2014-05-18 21:10 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren picks a caprese sandwich, protecting himself from his sister's potential thievery while still getting something delicious. When lunch is done he starts wheedling for books, again.

2014-05-18 21:25 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"I'm off," says Charlie, when his food is gone.  "I'll call if I don't spot you or the fellow won't let me in, little lion."

2014-05-18 21:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh my god, is that my new nickname?  I have another extra nickname.  Great.  Okay.  Love you, Dad, see you later."

2014-05-18 21:27 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon waves goodbye to Charlie. "Library and the bookstore's that way," he points, "and the store with magic stuff is that way." Another point. "Up to you which you want to go to."

2014-05-18 21:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Ooh, I'm torn," says Bella, as she hugs her dad and sends him on his way.  "Magic stuff, I think, unless Darren's got a better idea."

2014-05-18 21:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Nope, I can ask them about extinct things while I'm there," he says brightly. "They might know."

2014-05-18 21:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What a pity there isn't a museum full of fossils for you to drool over," says Bella.

2014-05-18 21:34 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I know, right?  Especially older magical artifacts or notes on how they were done, that would be like Christmas and my birthday rolled into one!"

2014-05-18 21:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"When is your birthday, anyway?  Now that I know what improbable thing to get you."

2014-05-18 21:37 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"June fourteenth. So you've got time to find the improbable thing."

2014-05-18 21:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Just remember that I don't like old artifacts as presents," informs Savannah.

2014-05-18 21:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I will get you something boring, then," says Bella, writing down this date.

2014-05-18 21:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




Savannah snorts. "Your idea of boring is weird."

2014-05-18 21:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What drab dull nonmagical nonancient nonfossilized thing do you want for your birthday, Savannah?"

2014-05-18 21:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"You can get me something magical.  Just not anything that involves me doing the magic.  It's annoying."

2014-05-18 21:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oh, okay.  So not so much boring as lazy."

2014-05-18 21:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Basically," agrees Savannah with a shrug.

2014-05-18 21:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Noted."

Here's the magic shop!  Currently there are two other customers in it with their backs to the door, a faun woman in fullform and a human-shaped girl who seems to be with her and is peering at the medallion.

2014-05-18 21:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"You nerds have fun," says Savannah. "I'm going exploring. Call me if Darren's catatonic from too many books."

2014-05-18 21:59 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Not likely," he snorts. "So! Magic shop. Mostly medallions, but there are protection things that you can get, too."

2014-05-18 22:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




The girl with the faun looks up abruptly when she hears his voice.

And stares at them.

"Angela?" says Bella.

2014-05-18 22:3 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren turns and stares at her. Yeah, that's definitely Angela.

"Hello," he says, surprised.

2014-05-18 22:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal






"Hi," says Angela.  "Um, I didn't expect to run into you here."

"Same to you," snorts Bella.  "What are you?  I'm new to - critters, I know like five kinds by name."

"I'm - a faun, but I've been putting off getting a medallion, I wasn't sure I would bother at all, I'm still not really," says Angela.  "Mom, these are my school friends - Darren and Bella."

"It's nice to meet you," says Mrs. Weber.

2014-05-18 22:10 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"It's nice to meet you, too," he says politely to Mrs. Weber. "Bella turned by chance a week ago and I've been trying to show her how things work."

2014-05-18 22:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"By chance?" asks Angela.

"Found a medallion on the floor of the grocery store," says Bella.  "Weirdest thing.  Now I have wings and claws and a tail, I really like the tail actually."  Swish!  Swish!

"Oh.  I've known for a long time, I can't actually remember being told -"

"You were six.  But we only told the boys last year because they're not quite so discreet," says Mrs. Weber.

"But medallions are expensive and I wasn't sure I wanted to get one."

"It's your choice, Angela," says Mrs. Weber.

2014-05-18 22:23 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I like having wings," says Darren, smiling a little. "... Would it help if we left you alone to let you decide?  I know the decision's a big one."

2014-05-18 22:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I've had lots of alone time to think, just... being timid.  I'm not going to get wings, that's a given," laughs Angela quietly.  "I don't know, if you didn't have wings, would you like being a deer?  If you were a stag or something instead?  It's not exactly the same but it's close."

"I think I'd still want to be a critter even if I couldn't be a winged critter, but that's mostly because it came with an entrez into learning magic, which I imagine since you've manged to enter an Avalon you already have as much of as you want," says Bella.  "...Also I do like the tail."

"Oh, I don't think I'd be much good at magic," says Angela.  "It sounds dangerous."

2014-05-18 22:30 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I think I still would have, even without the wings.  Savannah turned first and it was kind of a shock - I didn't want her to feel alone."

He rubs his neck, awkwardly.  Well, that was a bit of his heart, displayed to his friends. Moving right along now. "I'm learning magic, it's dangerous if you're not careful but if you are it's really useful."

Like for taking out giant lava monsters.  He still doesn't know what that thing was.

2014-05-18 22:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"He's teaching me, too, it's pretty awesome," says Bella.

"I'm glad you're having fun," says Angela.  "Honestly I think one of the best reasons to get a medallion is so I don't wind up with a - great-grandchild who gets surprised like that because somebody didn't believe the story on hearsay or ever wind up in an Avalon."

"That's a point," agrees Bella.
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That's an extremely good reason. I suppose the best solution to that without a medallion is to live in an Avalon, but obviously not everyone wants to do that."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Angela shakes her head.  "I like Forks.  I don't really want to leave, even though it's nice here."

"And it's terribly expensive to live full-time in an Avalon," says Mrs. Weber.  "The monsters need to, and so do any family they have even if they have medallions, so the neighborhoods with houses in them are terribly priced."

"Monsters?" says Bella.

"It's not as rude as it sounds, it just means a kind that doesn't get medallions," explains Angela, "and can't look human with other magic either - jackalopes aren't monsters, because they can shapeshift by themselves, but harpies are."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Right," agrees Darren. "The ones with medallions are the lucky ones - Avalons are nice but you don't get as many options inside them. It's kind of a bad situation."

(He wants to change it.)
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella writes down this information about critters in chart form on a page of her notebook (Medallion - winged lion, peryton, faun; Shapeshift - jackalope, Monster - harpy).  "Yeah, it sounds it.  This place is huge, but - it's huge for a secret town within Seattle."
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Pretty much," he agrees. "Usually they're very nice, though."

2014-05-18 22:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"It does seem nice.  And I guess getting resources in and out must be pretty straightforward too, since it's warehouses, you just drive up a truckful of frozen French fries or whatever and haul it in for the restaurants to sell."

Angela nods.  "We're not here that often, but it's pleasant."

2014-05-18 23:1 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"This is the first time I've been to this one. I was at the one in Detroit and this is such a long drive we didn't think it was worth it for me and Savannah to go while we had school. Until Bella turned." He motions to her.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Usually we go in the summer, but Dad won a little sweepstakes, so -"

"Angela, we would have bought you a medallion any time," says Mrs. Weber.

"I know, but it seemed like it would be convenient to do it while there was a windfall."

"Is your dad a critter?" asks Bella.

"No, but he knows about us, Mom told him before they got married."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren smiles at Mrs. Weber.  Good on her, for informing Angela's father before marrying him. "My dad's human and knows, too. We seem to be making a club of fathers who are human but are supportive of critterhood."Edited   2014-05-18 23:14 (UTC)
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shesepankh: (Default)




"I make three, yeah.  We're pretty sure it was my mom's side but I don't think she knew and he doesn't want to check because it sounds like a hassle to him."

"I can see that argument," says Angela.  "I wish it weren't so permanent.  And expensive."

"We can afford it, Angela," says Mrs. Weber.

Angela nods, still looking thoughtfully at the display of necklaces.

"How do these even get into shops?  Wouldn't people be likely to hoard them for their - not kids, I guess, because it's one to a customer at a time, but grandkids?" Bella asks.

"I believe most of the ones in stores previously belonged to people who didn't have such relatives," says Mrs. Weber.  "I expect mine to go to a grandchild one day, certainly, unless all three of my children marry gryphons or something and have all gryphon children."

Angela giggles.  "It's a little early to think about that, isn't it?"
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Some of them might not have any children," points out Darren, amused.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Perhaps," shrugs Mrs. Weber.

"Well, anyway, now that we know you know about critters," says Bella, "it will be less awkward to have you over, although mostly it's just me and Darren studying magic while Savannah whines.  Maybe you could keep Savannah company or something."

Angela smiles.  "I'd like that."

"Also one of the teachers is a bugbear."

"Really?"

"Really."
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castmyown: (Default)




"Mrs. Adams. She's pretty nice about it, actually."
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shesepankh: (Default)




"She'll be able to tell if I turn, won't she?" muses Angela.

"That seems to be how it works," agrees Bella.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I think you'd have to ask her about the specifics of how bugbears work - I don't have any idea.  She could tell that Bella had, though."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"She probably already knows about me - well, that I exist; I don't believe we've met so perhaps she doesn't know who in particular I am," says Mrs. Weber.

"She's nice," reiterates Bella, "I wouldn't worry about it either way."

Angela nods.
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"We had her as a sub, it was interesting," provides Darren.
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"She's a good teacher, I'm looking forward to having her regularly actually," says Bella.

Angela nods again.

"I think I'm going to get it," she says of the faun medallion.  "I can't think of a single good reason, but I want it."

"That's quite sufficient, Angie," Mrs. Weber assures her, and she pays for the medallion and offers it to her child.

Angela hesitates, then grabs it, and is abruptly very deerlike.  She slips it over her head, which has just become complicated by large ears.  She twitches them once the chain's over her head.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins. "Welcome to the deer club," he says brightly. "Savannah's around somewhere - I should call her and let her know."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Angela smiles.

"You're adorable," Bella says.

"See if you can get human form down before we need to start home, Angela," says Mrs. Weber.  "Do you want to wander with your friends a bit?  I can go occupy myself."

"That would be great, Mom," says Angela.  She has a tail too!  Twitch twitch.
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Excuse me for a little while.  I'll call Savannah."

He goes and does that! "Hey.  No.  Of course not.  N- you're not going to guess it.  Yes, really. No, no, no, and no. Can I just - okay, definitely not that one." He turns a shade of pink. "No, Savannah, definitely not. Well if you're going to be like that you'll just have to go to the magic shop and see for yourself. Bye.  Also, no."

Click.

"She's on her way," he informs, still looking flustered.
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"What did she guess?" laughs Bella.

Meanwhile Angela is working on changing back, starting with her currently inconvenient hands.
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castmyown: (Default)




"She'd guessed that I'd been - I think her exact words were 'making out' with someone," he says, ducking his head.

With a certain someone.
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I assume this seemed like a reasonable guess based on your long sordid history of making out with people in magic shops?"

Angela gets her hands back just in time to cover her mouth with them while she giggles.
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren is still pink!  He will keep doing that. For a while.

"Yes, you've caught me," he manages, laughing. "That's exactly it."

(He's such a terrible liar. He can't even manage it when he's joking.)
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella snorts.  "Well, anyway, let's see what there is besides medallions and how awfully I'm going to strain my budget today."
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castmyown: (Default)




There are other things besides medallions, including some luck charms, something that helps with night vision, a few items for protection, including a pair of earrings that apparently help stave off the cold. There's also a few little crystals that light up on command in assorted colors, and a little music box that follows its user. Every one of them is expensive.
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Is there a good way to tell which luck charms are best at being lucky?" Bella asks, scrutinizing price tags and price tags but finding no way to squint at the underlying magic.
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




"If there is... I don't know it.  Sorry," he apologizes.

The shopkeeper glances up from the book he's reading. "The hair-pin's the best of the lot, it's why it's the most expensive."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"What makes it better?" Bella asks.
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castmyown: (Default)




"The one who made it was better at his craft," shrugs the shopkeeper.
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"You don't have any sort of try-and-buy system where I borrow one for a week and see if I like the results, do you?"
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Nope.  'Fraid not.  Small things like that - easy to hide, they just walk away and never come back with them," informs the shopkeeper frostily.

"So it's just your word for it?" asks Darren.

"Pretty much."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How do you know the hair-pin's better, did you test it yourself before you priced it?" asks Bella.
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castmyown: (Default)




"I made it," says the shopkeeper.
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oooooh, how?"
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castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"Magic," he stays, unhelpfully.

"That's really not a good explanation," says Darren, annoyed.

"I doubt you could understand the concepts behind it."

Darren glares.
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shesepankh: h ~ medallion




"I'm hoping to learn magic," wheedles Bella.  "Even if I don't understand anything you say it will give me an idea what to do first when we go to the library."
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




The shopkeeper rolls his eyes. "Kind of a waste of my time? Why would I make my own competition?"

Darren frowns. He seriously needs to learn how to make luck charms.
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella frowns and gives up.  "So who made the other ones that aren't as good?" she inquires.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Person from down the way," he points at one, "Someone from Wyoming," another point, "and I don't even know for those, but it barely works," he shrugs at some bracelets.

Darren is staying politely out of this while plotting this man's downfall.
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shesepankh: (Default)




Angela is keeping out, too, but probably not plotting downfalls.

"When Savannah gets here let's go see the books next," Bella says to Darren.
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sure," he agrees.

Bwuahahaha.  Plotting the man's downfall. He just needs to learn more things about magic.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella amuses herself by peering at the less useful magic trinkets, tail swishing, till Savannah arrives.  Angela has her phone out and is playing some manner of game.
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morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Savannah shows up fairly quickly! She waves at all present. "He- OhmygodAngela?!"
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Hi," says Angela sheepishly.

"Her mom's a faun, Angela's known most of her life but only decided for sure to get a medallion today," Bella summarizes.
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morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Hi!  Um - hi. You're a faun! Oh wow, okay, I'll roll with this," says Savannah. "So, how're you liking your medallion?"
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm still getting the hang of it," says Angela, as Bella starts ushering everybody out of the store.  "I think I like my ears."

When the door has closed behind them, Bella turns to Darren and says brightly, "Let's drive that guy out of business!"
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I am so on board with this," agrees Darren cheerily. "Let's study magic for the next two decades and outdo him in every single way."
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morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Yeah, the ears are nice," agrees Savannah, flicking her own set of deer ears. "... Wait, why are we plotting to drive that guy out of business?"
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Because he's a jerk and plausibly also incompetent," says Bella, "and may be operating without significant local competition."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That. That exactly," says Darren. "So we should make proper competition to wreck his possible monopoly."

2014-05-19 01:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"... Right.  Uh.  Okay. Remind me to not upset the two of you."
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Don't upset us," trills Bella.

Angela wrangles her medallion into allowing her human form back into place, makes sure she can hold it, and then reverts to fullform-with-thumbs.
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morethanimaginary: No shit




"Thanks for the reminder. To the library, then?  I guess? So you two can be huge, huge nerds?"
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yes.  Enormous nerdery," laughs Bella.
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morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"I am so excited," she says, sounding nothing of the sort.
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"You could have just let Darren actually tell you why he called instead of insisting on guessing that he was randomly making out with somebody."
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morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah notices the word choice and laughs. It wasn't just anyone she was teasing him about. "Yeah, but he was all blushy and embarrassed. It's hilarious!"
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"You weren't even there to watch him get blushy!"
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morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Yeah, but I got to hear him being flustered!"

2014-05-19 01:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Inefficient.  C-plus," snorts Bella.
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morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Meh.  Average. I'll take it."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Bookstore time."
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morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah sighs.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren cackles. "Yay!"

Bookstore!  There it is! Goodness they can look at books now! Darren is excited.
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Yaaaay books!  Bella looks for what there might be in the way of a card catalog or informative computer system.
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




There is indeed a computer system for finding books. How fortunate! Because there are a lot of books. A lot of books.

"I," declares Darren, "am going to look up dead things.  If you'll excuse me."
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You and your dead things," snorts Bella.  "You'd think all the live critters in the world were so many kinds of sparrow."  She looks up what there is to see about magic.
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castmyown: (Default)




"It's not my fault the dead things have cool magic," he replies brightly.  Then, off to chase after extinct critters.

There are a few books on magic, but they're hardly filled with neat outlines of runes or how-to's on magic.  Most of them outline things that have been done with magic - breakthroughs and failures. And most of all - the dangers of it. Horrific mutations, crossbreeds, deformations - the list goes on.

It's not particularly helpful, but it is kind of scary.
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




Bella collects these books regardless and makes notes of their general outlines, regardless.  If something's a known failure mode that means extra double-checking in its domain is called for.

Eventually she hunts for Darren.  "How did you even find the basic 'this is a description, this is a proscription, this is how to find a rune from one you have already' 101 stuff from these prettily bound scare tactics?"
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




He glances up from his books - he is nestled between stacks and stacks of books.

"Actually I had a teacher," says Darren, "I did a lot of wheedling and got the basics. Like - okay, you know how I am being helpful and giving you runes when you want them? That was not how it went for me. Honestly it was kind of faster just finding runes myself after a while, so - I did that."
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Okay, my next question is why does the available sample of two adults who know magic suck so much as people?"
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"I have no idea!"
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"We learn magic," she says, counting on her fingers, "we drive that jerk out of business, we make a ton of money, and then we open Hogwarts, you with me?"
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Hell yes. Dibs on being Dumbledore."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I thought you were kind of against the 'leaving children in bad-idea foster homes' thing."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That is why I would be Dumbledore. Because I would do it way better and I don't trust anyone else to do it right.  Er.  No offense."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella snorts.  "If you just mean you want to be the headmaster and not that you also plan to grow a wizard beard, participate in the government, orchestrate a defensive war, and have inexplicable involvement in child custody arrangements, then you might have a tussle on your hands unless you plan to share."Edited   2014-05-19 06:04 (UTC)
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I will share if you are being intelligent about its use," says Darren loftily.
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Do you expect anything else?"
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"Honestly? No. But I am leaving myself room in case I'm wrong, because this is too important to be casual about. I mean, people's lives are hypothetically at stake."
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"If you think I'm going to do wicked things you should probably not have started teaching me magic.  I mean, institutional power should also be kept out of the hands of bad people, but I question your timing on the seriousness and suspicion."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Fair. But I don't think you are going to do wicked things. It's mostly just me worrying about the future.  I mean, a magic buddy to share secrets with it one thing. A person to run a hypothetical Hogwarts with is another."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Maybe I will found Hogwarts by myself.  I mean, you already have a project."
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Okay, then if you run Hogwarts well I will send kids to you and we can team up with multiple world-helping projects running concurrently."
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Yaaaay!"
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He giggles. "I'm excited."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Me too."

Spontaneous hug!
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly






Surprised return of spontaneous hug!
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




And then Bella traipses off to see if there's anything worth having in this library.
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castmyown: (Default)




Darren's just going to stand here surprised for a few seconds before he goes back to reading.

There are actually several books worth reading! Most of them aren't very useful to learning magic, though. But there are books on various mythical creatures and their habits. It's probably quite useful for Bella to get acquainted with the critters that she's unfamiliar with.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella assigns herself a miniature curriculum on critters and gets on completing it.
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castmyown: l. Quiet time




There are lots and lots of mythical critters.  It will take her a while if she wants to learn all of them in-depth, but she can get a lot of the basics in a short amount of time.  Darren's earlier analysis of 'if it exists in mythology just assume it exists' seems to be generally correct. There are exceptions, including unicorns and vampires, but everything else - they're probably running around. Somewhere.Edited   2014-05-19 06:59 (UTC)
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: (Default)




There are also kinds of lots of things, which Bella at first assumes is a property of gryphons and tries to memorize just like the more general categories, then realizes are a feature of most of the more populous species - there are even kinds of perytons; Darren and Savannah are less birdy than some of these illustrations.

Bella tries to avoid looking like she's taking unusually careful notes when she gets to sphinxes.  (There are kinds of those too.  She's pretty sure she's "Grecian".)

Once she is pretty sure she won't be confusing fauns for satyrs or harpies for garudas, she sets about looking up things that aren't exactly critters in the same way.  Angels.  Demons.

Lava monsters.
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castmyown: (Default)




Angels are mostly undocumented; there are a few mentions of them here or there, but they don't seem to be the type of creatures that stick around and answer questions.  They show up, they fix a problem, and then they go.

Demons have much more background information, though a large amount of it is conflicting. They come from hellmouths, they can possess people - but for a lot of the details of how, of why - those are lost.  It's generally agreed that they're unkillable, and can only be banished to their home dimension. 'Killing' them or destroying hellmouths slows them down, but it doesn't stop them.

After some research, the lava monster is identified as a cherufe, from Chile. It's known for volcanic eruptions, earthquakes, and general disasters. The book notes that it's powerful and deadly, but it's weak to large amounts of water and it's not the smartest creature. 

Of course, that brings up the question of why a creature from Chile came all the way to Forks to come after Bella.Edited   2014-05-19 07:20 (UTC)
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella goes looking for Darren again.

"Found something."
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




There he is, in his sanctuary of too many books.

"Oh?  What'd you find?"
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shesepankh: (Default)




She shows him the lava monster.
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Huh.  Chile?  That's - strange, how did it get here? I mean at least now we know, but still."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"There aren't really volcanoes around here, even if its limitation to Chile in particular were a fiction."
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Right, that's  true, too.  It's still - weird.  It seems like there would be better options to come after you with that isn't so - exotic."

2014-05-19 20:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Such as?"
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castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Well.  Honestly?  A gun."
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Assuming they don't know enough about who I am to follow me to the drugstore some afternoon and make it look like a holdup gone wrong, and they have to identify me by species, that'd probably take a sniper, who's probably more worried about getting caught than a Cherufe is and also is a kind of difficult skillset to pick up in a weekend."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"True. But where can you go to pick up a Cherufe hitman on a weekend? It says a bit about whatever's after you that that's easier than a gun."
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah, they had a Cherufe going spare or just consider that the go-to solution, I guess."
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castmyown: k. So much to do




"That is a terrible go-to solution. 'Oh I think I'll try to kill someone,'" says Darren, in a bad impression of a British accent.

Because everyone knows all villains are British.  That's how the world works. (No it isn't, he is being facetious.)
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shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I mean, once they have decided to kill someone, a Cherufe - or possibly exotic nonsapient monsters in general - is their go-to.  They have a knack with them, they have an exotic nonsapient monster handler on the payroll, they have no liquid cash to get an untraceable sniper rifle but they do have a garage full of Purina Cherufe Chow, whatever."

2014-05-19 20:41 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Right, yeah, I got that part - I just do not approve of them. So I suppose we should start trying to figure out who had at least one Cherufe at their beck and call at that time and could get one to Forks within a weekend."

2014-05-19 20:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I think maybe we should check to see if there've been weird fires elsewhere in the general northwesterly area.  In case the Cherufe has been camping out receiving instructions for a while before you splashed it and may have been succeeding at other tasks."Edited   2014-05-19 20:56 (UTC)


2014-05-19 20:47 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"... Brr, that's a scary thought. I'll look up weird fires when I get home, that's important information to know."

2014-05-19 20:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"It was leaving a strange enough trail that it might have looked like arson, I can ask Charlie to see if there's anybody worrying about serial arson among the cops in case there's a pattern news reports wouldn't mention."

2014-05-19 21:1 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren nods. "Sounds good. I guess maybe we could also ask Mrs. Adams about bugbear senses, and ask if she knows much about its habits or its route before it found us?"

2014-05-19 21:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yes, that's a good idea," agrees Bella, snapping her fingers, "and if there's any - I mean, it's more likely to be some kind of critter, right, than a human?  If there's any critters around who aren't ruled out on account of obviously not wanting me dead."

2014-05-19 21:5 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"It could be a human that has been made aware of critters and knows magic," points out Darren. "Or something to get a Cherufe to work for them, some leverage of another sort or something."

2014-05-19 21:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"What's the relative population of critters and critter-aware humans, though?"

2014-05-19 21:9 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"More critters to critter-aware humans - I don't have the actual numbers, but... Usually a human gets told if they're best friends with or spouse of a critter. Neither leads very well to large numbers."Edited   2014-05-19 21:16 (UTC)


2014-05-19 21:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"So, most likely a critter, and Mrs. Adams can find those - although I guess it could be a critter like Angela who knows about things but hasn't turned."

2014-05-19 21:17 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah. So it's probably a bad idea to rule out other options, entirely. Unfortunately."

2014-05-19 21:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  But critters are people of interest, at least.  Even if they aren't in fact trying to kill me.  I think I'd like to know more critters."

2014-05-19 21:22 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Fair point.  Okay, we can see about meeting the critter community in and around Forks for reasons other than extremely justified paranoia," he teases.

2014-05-19 21:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella giggles.  "We can start a club."

2014-05-19 21:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"We can!  What should we call it? Hopefully something funny and clever."

2014-05-19 21:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh, you've gone and set the bar awfully high there."

2014-05-19 21:51 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I have.  I will settle for nothing less, now. Excellence only."

2014-05-19 21:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Well, there go all my ideas, I hope you have something good in mind."

2014-05-19 21:55 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"... Nope!  Nothing in the slightest."

2014-05-19 21:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, then your high standards might not be satisfied."

2014-05-19 21:59 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I don't know what I'll do if they aren't!  I might cry, Bella."

2014-05-19 22:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oh no!  That would be tragic.  Hmmmm.  Well, let's see, Angela's not a quadruped, so we can't play off that..."

2014-05-19 22:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"And you're not part deer, so we can't play off of that."

2014-05-19 22:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"How does all this - animal affinity - work, anyway?  Do I literally have ancestors who were lions and birds in, like, the zoo sense?"

2014-05-19 22:5 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I really hope not?  Because um.  That implies some things that I don't want to think about very much. As for how it works - I have no idea."

2014-05-19 22:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"And apparently there are several kinds of perytons and gryphons and so on?  Are they any more related than perytons are to fauns, or are they just loosely similar and sharing words?"

2014-05-19 22:10 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah - I've got no idea why there are several kinds. I think they're actually similar in species, it's just some cosmetic changes? But I haven't studied critter biology, I majored in magic in creature lessons."

2014-05-19 22:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"But where do the cosmetic changes come from?  Is one or the other kind a recent mutation of the other?"

2014-05-19 22:15 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Well.  Okay, I've actually got a hypothesis for why things are like this. I think it's because of magic, actually. People screwing up and some of the effects ending up as - 'Oh look now I am a winged lion' or something. So the cosmetic changes would be from the same sort of magical screw up but in a different way."

2014-05-19 22:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Ooh - magic first and accidental animal-hybrid-themed heritable transformations as a common side effect, or at least common out of kinds that don't just kill you?"Edited   2014-05-19 22:35 (UTC)


2014-05-19 22:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Right.  And then they use magic, make medallions, and bam - new species. It actually explains why different critters have different talents, maybe they were trying to change themselves and succeeded, but got crittered in the process."

2014-05-19 22:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Very tidy.  Although your species's talent would be an odd one to graft on deliberately."

2014-05-19 22:50 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Yeah. My species's talent is kind of terrible in every possible way if it was deliberate."

2014-05-19 22:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Unless it's possible for the mechanism to be part of the accidental results, I guess?"

2014-05-19 22:53 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Right, but I meant if it worked just as they intended it to and only the peryton part was an accident."

2014-05-19 22:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Right.  Yeah.  Not all the critters have such talents, though, right?"

2014-05-19 23:0 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Nope. At least, I think so. Maybe there are some ones that only occur in very specific circumstances, like perytons', and they've been forgotten about and haven't occurred since."

2014-05-19 23:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"That could be, yeah."

2014-05-19 23:6 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Or maybe my hypothesis is completely wrong, I don't really have a good way to test it without doing unsafe or unethical things," shrugs Darren.

2014-05-19 23:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, yes, there is that.  Historical research would be called for."

2014-05-19 23:14 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"But you saw the problem with that one, especially when magic's involved."

2014-05-19 23:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Yes, the people are terrible.  Maybe at some point we should go on a tour of various Avalons and see if we can find not-terrible people."

2014-05-19 23:19 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah. After graduation though, unless you want to spend your summer touring the country visiting Avalons instead of magic."

2014-05-19 23:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Magic first.  The massive amounts of scroll money will be necessary to get hotels, even if we can skip out on plane fare."  Wingflap!

2014-05-19 23:23 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




He snickers. "Agreed. Scroll money is great, I'm going to get as many scholarships as I can get, but it would help with going to college."

2014-05-19 23:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella nods.  "Do you know yet what you want to do in college?"

2014-05-19 23:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Probably something that can be involved in social services.  Also, French. Fluency will be great with magic."

2014-05-19 23:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Sounds like a plan.  I guess I'm looking at education and Spanish.  I will pretend I want to be a Spanish teacher but it will be a clever ruse."

2014-05-19 23:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. "And then you will open Hogwarts and shock them all."

2014-05-19 23:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yes.  Yes I will.  I probably won't actually call it Hogwarts."

2014-05-19 23:35 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I figured, that would get lots of people to be upset with you."

2014-05-19 23:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"A bit, yes.  Also it's kind of a dumb name if you think about it."

2014-05-19 23:37 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren snorts. "It does sound absolutely ridiculous, yes."

2014-05-19 23:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I will call my school something more sophisticated, like Goosepimples."

2014-05-19 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren bursts out laughing.

2014-05-19 23:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella grins.

"I won't really," she says, "if you were being particularly gullible just now."

2014-05-19 23:44 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"No," he says, snickering. "But it was funny."

2014-05-19 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"How's your research on extinct things going?"

2014-05-19 23:46 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"It's going okay.  Kind of. I mean, a lot of the books aren't helpful, but some are okay at being straightforward."

2014-05-19 23:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You can tell me about it on the way home and annoy Savannah!"

2014-05-19 23:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Hurray! Annoying my sister!" he laughs.

2014-05-19 23:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'm gonna see if I can find any more things about Cherufes.  Have fun with your dead critters."

2014-05-19 23:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Have fun with your horrific lava monsters and propaganda books!"

2014-05-20 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"...Propaganda?"

2014-05-20 00:1 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"The various books about magic. Nothing helpful in any of them, just scary things," informs Darren. "Fire and brimstone and all that? I'm pretty sure it's propaganda."Edited   2014-05-20 00:23 (UTC)


2014-05-20 00:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Propaganda implies something a bit more systematic, doesn't it?"

2014-05-20 00:24 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"True, but... Eh, I don't like people having information and then not sharing it, at least on this sort of scale.  So I call it propaganda because it kind of feels like it sometimes."

2014-05-20 00:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella nods.  "Well, I'll see if there's anything useful in there to extract, anyway."

2014-05-20 00:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Mhm.  I'll go back to reading about dead things."

2014-05-20 00:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




So Bella goes back to her reading.

2014-05-20 00:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren does, too. Dead things, hurray!

2014-05-20 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




And eventually Charlie talks his way back into the Avalon and presents Bella with a shiny new refurbished laptop, which she is overjoyed to receive, and then some more eventually later, the group departs!

2014-05-20 00:41 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren gives Bella an overview of extinct creatures, much to Savannah's dismay. In summary - dragons are large and scary, but didn't have the magical talent sphinxes did and were jealous. The two groups proceeded to try to kill each other, and this is largely responsible for a large chunk of magical knowledge being missing. How nice.

2014-05-20 00:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Jealousy.  Swell reasoning," snorts Bella.

2014-05-20 00:49 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I know, right?" sighs Darren. "But that's the official story."

2014-05-20 00:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Is it just me or does that story sound like it was written by somebody who wanted the sphinxes to win?"

2014-05-20 00:52 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It's not just you.  I noticed, too.  It could be because they're healers and people wanted them on their side?"

2014-05-20 00:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Maybe.  We also know for a fact that sphinxes aren't extinct, and I'm wondering how commonly known that was."

2014-05-20 01:2 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"That could be another reason. 'Write us well in the history books or suffer the wrath of the sphinxes' and all."

2014-05-20 01:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Rawr."

2014-05-20 01:5 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren laughs. "Hey now, I haven't written anything bad about sphinxes, I have done nothing to earn any wrath from any sphinxes.  I think."

2014-05-20 01:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Raaaawr.  I will fall asleep on you with terrifyingly powerful sphinx magic."

Flop!

2014-05-20 01:10 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




More laughter. "What have I done to deserve your sleepy wrath, oh great sphinx?"

2014-05-20 01:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh, I don't know, probably something."

2014-05-20 01:18 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"'Something.' You realize that if you don't tell me I'll probably unknowingly do it again."

2014-05-20 01:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah knows what he's done to earn the wrath of the perytons.  Not kissing Bella Swan, that's what.Edited   2014-05-20 01:25 (UTC)


2014-05-20 01:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Then I'll just have to keep magicflopping on you, won't I?  Till you learn better."

2014-05-20 01:25 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"How on Earth can I learn better if you don't tell me what I'm doing incorrectly?"

2014-05-20 01:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Trial and error.  Operant conditioning!"

2014-05-20 01:34 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Okay, well, will you react immediately to things I do, or wait until long after to hit me with sphinxy wrath?"

2014-05-20 01:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oh, that probably depends on my personal convenience."

2014-05-20 01:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"So how will I know what's occurred because of what if it's not immediate?  It could be for any number of things!"

2014-05-20 02:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Sounds like you will get flopped on a lot, then," says Bella serenely.

2014-05-20 02:9 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"But I will never know why! How can you do that to me, Bella?"

2014-05-20 02:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"The point is that you are suffering my wrath.  Rawr."

(It may have been a long day.)

2014-05-20 02:12 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Of course, of course," he laughs. 

(Yeah, he's a bit droopy, too.)

2014-05-20 02:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Raaaaawr."

Zzzzz.

"Spelunk."

2014-05-20 02:23 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... I - beg your pardon?" he says, confused.

2014-05-20 02:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Sawdust.  Pringle."

2014-05-20 02:27 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"She's asleep.  Does that when she's asleep."

2014-05-20 02:27 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Huh.  All right," says Darren, yawning.

Then, because Savannah isn't looking talkative...

Zzzz.

He is maybe leaning on Bella a little.  It's rather cute.

2014-05-20 02:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




And in due time they are back in Forks.

2014-05-20 02:36 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




Charlie opens the back door to nudge Bella awake.

2014-05-20 02:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Yaaaaaawn.

"Byyyye," she mumbles.

2014-05-20 02:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Bye, Bella," says Savannah, awake on account of earlier naps.

Darren is still out. She pokes him, a few times.

2014-05-20 03:8 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren doesn't move.  He's fast asleep.

2014-05-20 03:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Daaaarreeeen," sings his sister, snapping her fingers in front of him a few times. "Wakey wakey! Unless you want to be a bum and sleep in the caaaar!"Edited   2014-05-20 04:01 (UTC)


2014-05-20 04:1 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Zzzzzzzzzz.

2014-05-20 04:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"That's it, I'm sitting on you."

She does!

2014-05-20 04:3 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"Mmmrgh?" he says.

2014-05-20 04:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Up!"

2014-05-20 04:5 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren stumbles out of the car and to bed.  Then, zzzzz.

Sleeeep.

2014-05-20 04:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




The next morning, it is Savannah's sworn duty to tease her brother.

"Sooo.  You and Bella sure were cuddling, huh? Snuggling all the way back...?"

2014-05-20 04:13 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"... Um," says Darren.

And then he is looking at his cereal and blushing.

2014-05-20 04:18 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"You should ask her out.  I will coach you," offers Savannah. "Guarantee she will say yes."

2014-05-20 04:20 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Um," he repeats.

2014-05-20 04:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"No ums!  I am going to coach you, and you will ask out the cute girl! Your sister commands it!"

2014-05-20 04:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Okay."

Coaching occurs. It is maybe one of the most traumatizing experiences of Darren's life.



Monday morning, he arrives early and looks for Bella before English class.Edited   2014-05-20 04:27 (UTC)


2014-05-20 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Here she is!  She is notebooking about not-Hogwarts.

"Hi, Darren," she says when he wanders nearby.

2014-05-20 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Hi," he says.

Then all of the coaching is just gone and he blurts, "Your hair is smooth and shiny today!"

And then he runs.Edited   2014-05-20 04:32 (UTC)


2014-05-20 04:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




From her spot nearby, Savannah watches.  And then, her hand meets her face and she sighs. Her brother is so terrible at this.

2014-05-20 04:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




Bella lifts a hand to touch her hair, absolutely bewildered.

Then (at a safe, sedate pace) she heads in the direction where he fled.

2014-05-20 04:34 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




There he is, sitting and bonking his head against his palm.  Over.  And over.

(And over.)

2014-05-20 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Are you okay?"

2014-05-20 04:36 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Probably not," sighs Darren. "If I die of embarrassment, daisies at the funeral, please."

2014-05-20 04:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Embarrassment is not fatal.  Are you otherwise okay?"

2014-05-20 04:40 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Um. Yes?"

2014-05-20 04:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay, so what happened?"

2014-05-20 04:44 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I thought that part was kind of obvious," he says, closing his eyes and wincing.

2014-05-20 04:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You gave me a weird compliment on my hair and then ran away like I was a lava monster, I'm confused."

2014-05-20 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"I am so bad at this," sighs Darren. "... Sorry, um - for confusing you?"

2014-05-20 04:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You could better apologize by unconfusing me.  Unless the problem is that you don't know why you did it either and you need to be checked for some kind of neurological issue."

2014-05-20 04:47 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




There is a momentary deer in the headlights look on his face.

"... Um. I mean - I meant to compliment you but it kind of turned out really weird so I ran because I was nervous?"

2014-05-20 04:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Nervous that I'd spontaneously turn into a lava monster?  In addition to having smooth and shiny hair did I also accidentally come to class with fangs in?"

2014-05-20 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"No!  No, that's not... I don't think you're a lava monster."

2014-05-20 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella sighs.

"Am I going to get an explanation for why you bolted, or should I give up?"

2014-05-20 04:53 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Sorry," he winces, flinching a little. "Um.  I... Um. Was trying to -"

Deep breath. Then, all out in a whoosh, he says, "Tryingtofindawaytoaskyouout."

2014-05-20 04:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"...Try again with more breathing, please?"

2014-05-20 04:56 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Trying - to... Find a way to..." He is blushing so much right now. "Ask you out?"

2014-05-20 04:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Blink.

"Oh!  Okay.  We should get dinner sometime?"

2014-05-20 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren smiles a bit and giggles like a school girl. "That... Would be great!"

2014-05-20 05:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But seriously - where did the hair thing come from?"

2014-05-20 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I was trying to say that it looked nice today and - I just kind of... Screwed that up."

2014-05-20 05:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky






"Did Savannah try to teach you to ask me out?"

2014-05-20 05:6 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Yes, it was traumatizing, she made gestures!"

2014-05-20 05:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Gestures?  What did the gestures even serve to illustrate?"

2014-05-20 05:8 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Blushblushblushblush. "I am not explaining them, suffice to say the things she thought we should be doing instead of me - being a dweeb and utterly failing to even get a sentence right."

2014-05-20 05:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Oh."

Well, now Bella's blushing, too.

2014-05-20 05:10 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"My sister is something of a pervert."

They can just be blushing together, then.

2014-05-20 05:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well.  I am glad you like my hair, and I am glad you like me, and we are going to be late for English if we don't move it.  Or at least I am, because I am slow."

2014-05-20 05:12 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Right, um - to English." Pause. "... Would it help if I carried your books?"

2014-05-20 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I'm slow because I mustn't run, not because I am weighed down.  Gait, not theoretical top speed."

To English.

2014-05-20 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




To English. "That was a polite way of asking if you wanted me to," he points out, awkwardness incarnate.

2014-05-20 05:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"...You are adorable.  But no, I'm fine."

2014-05-20 05:15 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Okay," he laughs. "Thank you."

2014-05-20 05:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"You're welcome."

Here is English!

2014-05-20 05:16 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Yay, English! To their regular seats, Darren is going to try and make this as normal of a day as possible.

... While smiling just a little goofily at Bella. Every now and then.

2014-05-20 05:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella's going more for "smiling quietly to herself, fussing with her smooth and shiny hair".

2014-05-20 05:18 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




It was such a hilariously awkward compliment but it apparently worked so Darren is not complaining!

English proceeds. They have Mr. Peters. He continues to be Mr. Peters.

2014-05-20 05:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




They have separate classes next period, but Bella brushes the back of Darren's hand with her fingertips and smiles at him before their paths diverge.

2014-05-20 05:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Awww!  Awww. He smiles at her, happily. He doodles, in the next class. Not hearts, he's not that far gone, but lots of stylized S's. It's rather out of character for him, he doesn't doodle in class.

2014-05-20 05:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




When they encounter one another in science, the teacher isn't there yet.

"We never picked a 'sometime'," she points out, plopping down next to him.

2014-05-20 05:27 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"We did not," he says, grinning. "What time would be good?"

2014-05-20 05:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Tonight after some magic lessons?  I can drive us if your dad will let me borrow his car.  We could get seafood."

2014-05-20 05:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sure, sounds good."

He sounds so happy.

2014-05-20 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It might amuse you to know that I had decided to ask you out on the first of March if nothing relevant had changed for the worse by then."

2014-05-20 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... That is interesting!" he agrees. "Why the first of March?  Just a set date, in general?"

2014-05-20 05:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I considered the first of April, actually, but that had obvious problems.  The first of something seemed like a nice bright line and I didn't care to wait until May."

2014-05-20 05:32 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren laughs, a little. "Makes sense. Savannah nagged me about it after the trip to Seattle. As I mentioned - traumatizing. She is very supportive of us, by the way."

2014-05-20 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That is nice of her.  In its way.  Did she say why?"

2014-05-20 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Apparently we are cute. Together."

2014-05-20 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Or so she speculates.  Perhaps she'll be horrified by the reality."

2014-05-20 05:38 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Maybe, in which case, we'll have to stop sitting with her at lunch. I'll have to avoid her at home, too."

2014-05-20 05:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What, really?"

2014-05-20 05:39 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




He snorts with laughter. "No.  Pretty sure she's not going to be horrified at all."

2014-05-20 05:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I don't really expect her to be either."

2014-05-20 05:41 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yeah, she's already pretty supportive, and she doesn't even know we're going on a date tonight."

Internal trill of happiness.  Eee!

2014-05-20 05:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Which is good.  I imagine it would be inconvenient if you had to avoid her."

2014-05-20 05:44 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Very. She's my twin, we share a room."

2014-05-20 05:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Sharing a room sounds awful."

2014-05-20 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"In some cases, but it's okay. I mean, annoying sometimes, but I'm kind of used to it by now."

2014-05-20 05:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella nods.

Earth Science ensues!  It is earthy and sciencey.

Next time they see each other is lunch!

Bella gets there first today and plunks down with her PBJ and carrot sticks and cup of rice pudding.

2014-05-20 05:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah is there second.  Getting to lunch is a priority. She is there with her turkey sandwich and a piercing look that requires answers.

"So how badly did he fuck it up?" she demands.

2014-05-20 05:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella decides to just look at her serenely.

2014-05-20 05:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"... Well? Oh come on, did you at least take pity on him?"

2014-05-20 05:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




At this Bella actually laughs.

2014-05-20 05:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Maybe scrape him up from the puddle of shame he became with a spatula?"

She is getting the feeling that her brother managed it and the two of them will finally kiss.

2014-05-20 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I don't have a spatula."

2014-05-20 05:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Is that a no? Is he still a puddle?  Do I need to go find him and scrape him off of the floor?"

2014-05-20 05:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Hee hee hee.

Maybe Darren will show up soon and put his sister out of her misery.

2014-05-20 05:59 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




And there he is! He sits next to Bella and gives Savannah a smug look.

2014-05-20 06:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"... Oh my god did you actually manage it?"

2014-05-20 06:1 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly






2014-05-20 06:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Eeeee!"

2014-05-20 06:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"It took a little prodding."

2014-05-20 06:3 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sorry, Bella," he laughs. "I am pretty terrible at this in general."

2014-05-20 06:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I may need to revise my estimation of how intimidating I am."

2014-05-20 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I have no experience at this!  At all!"

2014-05-20 06:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't either, so there's only so far this fact will take you."

2014-05-20 06:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Yes, but he is Darren and therefore easily embarrassed."

2014-05-20 06:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I've noticed."  She pats his arm.

2014-05-20 06:7 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He smiles at her. "It's part of my charm?"

2014-05-20 06:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I do find it strangely endearing, but who knows, that might wear off after six months or something."

2014-05-20 06:11 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren snorts. "Hopefully not, that would make tutoring you awkward."

2014-05-20 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe in six months fewer things will prompt embarrassment.  It can be your project of personal growth."

2014-05-20 06:15 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yay, self improvement!"

2014-05-20 06:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yaaaay!  I don't know if you could borrow my technique to useful effect, though."

2014-05-20 06:17 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Probably not.  It's okay, I'll figure it out.  Probably."

2014-05-20 06:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"The alternative is to continue being easily embarrassed forever."

2014-05-20 06:24 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I've managed all right so far, so that's not too terrible."

2014-05-21 02:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"But the opportunity cost, Darren.  You are spending so much time being embarrassed.  What if you lose lots of valuable time, being embarrassed, and it is just the margin by which you could have created world peace or something?"

2014-05-21 02:22 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren cracks up.

"You're right, of course," he snickers. "I'll try and keep my embarrassment downtime as short as possible."

2014-05-21 02:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I am typically right."

2014-05-21 02:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Modest about it, too."

2014-05-21 02:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"No, that's not one of my traits."

2014-05-21 02:25 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. "At least you are self-aware!"

2014-05-21 02:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That," says Bella, "is."

2014-05-21 02:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"See? Look at you, showing your self-awareness all over the place.  Being self-aware that you are self-aware."

2014-05-21 02:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It recurses!"

2014-05-21 02:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It does!"

2014-05-21 02:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Wow you two are weird," says Savannah.Edited   2014-05-21 02:32 (UTC)


2014-05-21 02:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"And adorable.  We are adorable."

2014-05-21 02:33 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Weirdly adorable, yes.  Proceed."

2014-05-21 02:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You hear that, Bella? We have permission from my sister to keep being ourselves. Knew she would be supportive."

2014-05-21 02:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"She would be out of luck if she required us to undergo personality transplants."

2014-05-21 02:35 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Very much so. I might not even be able to manage to stop being easily embarrassed.  An entire personality is beyond my capabilities."

2014-05-21 02:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I could probably make a halfway creditable effort but I'd have to really want to, and I like myself."

2014-05-21 02:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah snorts. "Yeah, stay you, both of you."

2014-05-21 02:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Your irrelevant permission is noted."

2014-05-21 02:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Yup. I know you were waiting on bated breath for a pointless permission you didn't need."Edited   2014-05-21 02:45 (UTC)


2014-05-21 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I was on tenterhooks, Savannah."

2014-05-21 02:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Yes. I am wise and generous to have relieved you of your torment."

2014-05-21 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"All hail."

Om nom lunch nom.

2014-05-21 02:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"All hail," repeats Darren. "The generous sister."

(He is eating his food, too, but mostly as an afterthought.)

2014-05-21 02:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah bows, regally. "Thank you, thank you, loyal subjects."

2014-05-21 02:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Whoa, hey, I hailed you, that's barely a step up from a greeting.  I did not by any means swear fealty."

2014-05-21 02:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Awww, but you definitely should!"

2014-05-21 02:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"No.  I was one of those irritating children who wouldn't even pledge allegiance to the flag in elementary school."

2014-05-21 02:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Well.  To be fair the Pledge of Allegiance is kind of disturbing.  They make school children recite it all the time!  Hello, brainwashing!"Edited   2014-05-21 02:58 (UTC)


2014-05-21 02:57 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Savannah didn't, either."

2014-05-21 02:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I actually got over it in fifth grade when it occurred to me that no one actually treats it as a binding loyalty oath, ever, and that I was pretty sure I would notice if it was going to insidiously program my brain."

2014-05-21 03:3 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"I still won't do it. It's stupid. Why say things I don't mean, why make kids say things they don't mean? It's a flag, it's not going to come after me. Now if the teachers had tried to I would have bit them."

2014-05-21 03:5 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"It's intensely stupid, it was just no longer worth my time to fight anybody on it.  Also I have a reasonably principled stand against biting anyone who isn't physically attacking me."

2014-05-21 03:6 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"She actually stuck with enraged yelling before moving on to the biting," deadpans Darren.

2014-05-21 03:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I have no principles against yelling.  Just aesthetics.  Carry on."

2014-05-21 03:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Thank you for the completely unnecessary approval," snarks Savannah. (She is teasing.)

2014-05-21 03:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You're welcome."

Bella has now finished her lunch and will lean on Darren till the bell rings.

Someone with sharp eyes could spot disapproval from another boy in their grade if they were paying him a speck of attention.

2014-05-21 03:14 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren smiles at Bella - he is currently not paying a speck of attention to the boy in their grade, so he doesn't notice.  Bella is leaning on him and it is cute and he is pleased with this!

2014-05-21 03:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella is pleased about it too!  He is comfy!

Bell rings.  Art time.

2014-05-21 03:48 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Art time!  Hurray, art. 

Darren is generally pleased with Bella the entire time and keeps smiling at her and being generally sappy.

2014-05-21 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella keeps catching him smiling at her and smiling about it!  D'awwwww.

Arts are made.  Off they go their separate ways.  She does the hand-brushing thing again.

2014-05-21 03:56 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Hand-brushing thing! It's adorable, Darren continues to be pleased.

2014-05-21 03:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Savannah is kind enough to lead him to their next class, since they have it together and he is so obviously distracted.

2014-05-21 03:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




When they show up in history, Mike kind of glares at Darren.

2014-05-21 03:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




This time, Darren notices!  He is surprised and caught off guard by this. He gives Mike a confused 'What did I do?' look, before taking his seat.

2014-05-21 04:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Savannah sits next to him, looking between Mike and Darren blankly. "What did you do?"

2014-05-21 04:4 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"I have no idea," he whispers back.

2014-05-21 04:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Mike leans forward over his desk.  "Why was Bella leaning on you at lunch?"

2014-05-21 04:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Because he asked her out and she said yes? And finds him comfortable to lean on?"

2014-05-21 04:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I didn't ask you," Mike tells Savannah.  "Anyway, some people were giving her space because she wasn't feeling sociable after her mom died, what are you going and asking her out for this soon?"

2014-05-21 04:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"... Okay you scrawny son of a-" begins Savannah, hotly.Edited   2014-05-21 04:10 (UTC)


2014-05-21 04:10 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Savannah," interrupts Darren.

2014-05-21 04:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Her breath comes out in a whoosh and she aborts the angry rant.  But she glares at Mike.

2014-05-21 04:12 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"I gave her exactly as much space as she wanted me to? She seems to think I am good company," says Darren, icy cold.

2014-05-21 04:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Really?  Because I can also remember who it was who told everybody that her mom was dead and implied that people should back off."

2014-05-21 04:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Hey fuckwad, that was me, you dipshits were fucking tactless, Eric nearly got his head bitten off."

2014-05-21 04:15 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Yeah, I know it was you, and I know your twin didn't get the memo about Bella wanting space and now they're all cozy and how is that fair?"

2014-05-21 04:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren gives Mike a confused look. "I beg your pardon?  Fair? What am I being unfair about?"Edited   2014-05-21 04:18 (UTC)


2014-05-21 04:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Nobody else even got the chance to get to know her first!"

2014-05-21 04:18 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... In the romantic sense, you mean."

2014-05-21 04:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Yeah.  It looks like you deliberately had your sister running interference so nobody else would even have a chance with the new girl."

2014-05-21 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren stares at Mike, for a little while.  Then he growls, "You're acting like she is a prize to be won. Like if you had gotten there first she would have fallen into your arms like some plush doll you win at a carnival and you're upset with me because I got there first. She is not either, she has preferences and it seems like you don't know any of them. There is no clever subterfuge or me treating her like you seem to think I am. I was nice to her, she was nice to me, I got a crush, and then I asked her out. Simple as that."Edited   2014-05-21 04:27 (UTC)


2014-05-21 04:26 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Wh- I didn't say it'd be definite it'd be me, maybe it'd have been Eric or somebody, I'm saying it wasn't fair.  You didn't just get there first, you had like - a perimeter defense."

2014-05-21 04:29 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"No, I'd asked her what she wanted me to do, and she wanted people to leave her alone, so Savannah and I helped with that. Frankly I don't care if you think it's fair or not, it was based on what she wanted, which is important and you seem to be ignoring it entirely."

2014-05-21 04:33 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"She wanted people to leave her alone and you didn't leave her alone," Mike says stubbornly.

2014-05-21 04:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"Actually," says Savannah, "he did. He didn't pry in the slightest, avoided the entire subject of her mom, and did not expect her to be buddy-buddy, he did jack shit except give her some notes and show her to where her classes were, then invite her to sit with him at lunch. She became buddy-buddy 'cause my brother's not a fuckwad. Unlike some people I could mention."Edited   2014-05-21 04:39 (UTC)


2014-05-21 04:38 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"If you hadn't been running interference for him I would've invited her to sit at my table at lunch, too, since apparently that was allowed after all, if she even asked you to tell everybody about her mom after all."

2014-05-21 04:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"She totally did."

2014-05-21 04:41 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"You have absolutely no basis in what she wants or doesn't want," says Darren. "You continue to miss the point. It is not about 'fairness' on some kind of deranged romantic battlefield, it is about Bella's preferences. She did not want to answer lots of questions, so she spent time with people that did not ask them. That is that, none of this - manipulative high school drama that you seem to be crafting in your head."

2014-05-21 04:48 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"You know we are in high school, right?"

2014-05-21 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yes," says Darren, rolling his eyes. "I am aware."

2014-05-21 04:51 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Why should I take your word on Bella's preferences, anyhow?"

2014-05-21 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Ugh.  On one hand, he does not want to send this horrible - person Bella-ward. On the other hand, he is entirely justified in wanting to take Bella's direct word for it and Darren can't fault him for that. Darren does not like the idea of speaking for Bella, so - he's sorry she has to put up with him, but...

"If you want to ask her and be sure, go ahead," he says, coldly. "She'll just say exactly what I have been saying. Do try not to treat her like a carnival prize, Mike, difficult as it might be for you. She takes offense to that sort of thing."

2014-05-21 04:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Maybe I will," says Mike.

2014-05-21 04:57 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"To asking her about her preferences, rather than treating her like she is not a person, I hope."

2014-05-21 04:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I know perfectly well she's a person, idiot."

2014-05-21 05:0 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"You have yet to act like it."

2014-05-21 05:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'm not the one who hoarded her.  I gave her space like I thought she wanted and then it turned out it was kind of suspiciously helpful to you."

2014-05-21 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren rolls his eyes. "There you go. Again. Do you know what the word 'hoarding' has the connotation of? An item to be prized. Stop using it. She is a person, she has preferences, it is impossible to hoard her. If you've exchanged even the briefest of conversations with her you would understand that, because she has some very strong opinions and is not the meek, shy waif you're acting like she is. She would not allow herself to be 'hoarded.'"

2014-05-21 05:9 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It's not impossible to cut her off from everybody else so she'd go out with you."

The history teacher sure is late, huh.

2014-05-21 05:11 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Really, really late.

"Yes. It is, actually! Because she is Bella Swan and she would not tolerate someone doing that. Literally none of my actions were so she would go out with me! Oh, wait, there was one - asking her out. That is it!"Edited   2014-05-21 05:15 (UTC)


2014-05-21 05:15 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Why would I know that?  You were telling everyone to leave her alone and then not leaving her alone!  Are you even listening to me?"

2014-05-21 05:16 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Deep breaths, Darren.  Deep breaths.  If he wavers in this Savannah will punch Mike and he does not want that. 

"Yes, I am. No, you would not know that. But rather than trying to be certain whether what happened is what she wants or not you start trying to get me to back off. Behind her back. Frankly I'm disgusted we're even having this conversation without her present. Do you respect her as a person at all?"

2014-05-21 05:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"If I didn't respect her wouldn't I have gone straight to her in spite of the dead mom thing?" asks Mike sarcastically.

2014-05-21 05:25 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren rolls his eyes. "I'm sure telling yourself that and soothing the pathetic excuse you call a conscience is the only way you can sleep at night.  No, you are perfectly capable of not respecting her and giving her space.  The two are not mutually exclusive."

2014-05-21 05:35 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And you're perfectly capable of hoarding her and preaching about what an awful thing that would be to do to a person."

2014-05-21 05:36 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Actually, if you'd been paying attention, you'd notice that wasn't what I was doing at all.  My argument was that you are not treating her with enough respect and that it is literally impossible to hoard her like she's a collectible item. Savannah and I asked her for her preferences, did what she wanted, and moved on from there. If you want to think otherwise, go ask her rather than trying to bludgeon me into submission with bad logic, then you can see exactly how she feels about the subject."

2014-05-21 05:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You're -"

Heeeeeere's the history teacher!  Mike falls silent, continuing to glare.

2014-05-21 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren gives him his very best 'Fuck you' smile.

Then, to work.

2014-05-21 05:45 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah waits until the teacher's not looking, and then flips Mike the bird.

2014-05-21 05:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Mike pushes her chair with his foot.

2014-05-21 05:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: I can be friendly




Savannah laughs with utter contempt. Come on now, twit, you can do better than that!

2014-05-21 05:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Apparently he cannot!

After history class is dismissed he's out the door, possibly looking for Bella.

2014-05-21 05:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Yeah, she thought so.  Pathetic.

"I never knew you had claws!" she laughs to Darren when class is over. "Go you!"Edited   2014-05-21 05:52 (UTC)


2014-05-21 05:52 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Mm," he replies, noncommittally. He doesn't like arguments, but he's of the opinion that it was quite justified. "We should find Bella. At least warn her that there is a delusional idiot heading her way."

And then he walks off to go do that.

2014-05-21 05:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




His sister follows!

2014-05-21 05:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Mike found her first.

She has her arms folded and is listening to him make more or less the same argument he made to Darren, although he has toned down the creepy language some for this rendering.

2014-05-21 05:55 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Of course he did.  Damn.

Well.  Darren will jump in if she needs him, but he thinks that she can handle this just fine.

(He doesn't feel any sort of pity for Mike.)

2014-05-21 05:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella waits until Mike has run out of things to say and is looking at her expectantly.

"I suspect," she says, "that actually dealing with the content of what you just said will be a thankless task, so let's address the consequences that have you so bothered.  Hi, Mike.  I'm Bella.  Tell me something about yourself to justify the minutes of my life you just commandeered.  Perhaps you are kind to animals or passionate about raising the minimum wage or talented at origami, I'm pretty flexible."

"...What?"

"You wanted to get to know each other.  What's there to know about you?  Do you have traits?"

"...Uh, I help out part time at my dad's sporting goods store -"

"Do you have interesting traits?"

"Um, I'm - in the band elective?"

"Congratulations, Mike.  You might be able to hold a non-disastrous conversation at some time with some girl who cares at all about music, if you do more than just show up and count minutes in your band elective.  But I don't care.  Now I have gotten to know you and I am rejecting your company on its own merits.  Go away."

Mike splutters.

2014-05-21 06:1 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. Oh, Bella is amazing.

2014-05-21 06:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"You can't just -" begins Mike.

"Oh, please, you pathetic creature, of course I can.  I'm a college-bound introvert, I do not need your friendship or the friendship of anyone who is sufficiently dull-witted to listen to anything that comes out of your mouth about me, and if you choose to escalate beyond social drama we get to play 'does that meet the legal definition of assault' and 'does Bella have any qualms about running straight to Daddy if it might'.  You may leave at any time, you don't have to continue standing here letting me be rude to you, you know."

2014-05-21 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Is Bella his girlfriend?  He wants Bella to be his girlfriend. He's recovered from laughter, now, just a faint smile on his face. Now he is just sort of watching, seeing just how deeply Mike is going to dig this grave of his.

2014-05-21 06:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Savannah isn't even subtle about her grin. Just watching, grinning, available as backup if Mike decides to try anything violent.

2014-05-21 06:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Mike is sort of staring at Bella.

"I can go on, but I'm sort of worried about encouraging the parts of my brain that make up scathing commentary, because rarely am I sufficiently disgusted with someone that I feel it is worth the tradeoffs involved.  Run along, Mike.  Practice the clarinet or whatever it is you play.  Develop characteristics.  Interact with people before or, if you decide to aim really high, even instead of developing entitlement complexes about them.  Go."

Mike mumbles something growly and incomprehensible, shoots the Sanders twins a dirty look, and stalks off.

2014-05-21 06:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah bursts into helpless laughter.

2014-05-21 06:14 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"He went after me in history," says Darren, heading over to Bella. "Savannah, do you want to explain what I said?  I might get rambly if I tried."

2014-05-21 06:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Ha ha, sure," laughs Savannah, and then she says, "Darren was not happy with how he was talking about you and took offense and spent most of his time bludgeoning him with logic that he wouldn't pay attention to!  He had metaphorical claws, it was great!"

2014-05-21 06:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bells snorts.  "I guess it didn't take.  Well, that was unhealthily fun."

2014-05-21 06:20 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm going to compare it unfavorably to arguing with a brick wall. Did you know he used the word hoarding?  As a way to describe what he thought I was doing?  Utterly seriously?  Like I could actually manage it?!"Edited   2014-05-21 06:22 (UTC)


2014-05-21 06:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"There probably exist human beings who could be something-that-might-ineloquently-be-described-as-hoarded with the right kind of gaslighting.  So basically he was accusing you of a nasty abuse tactic aimed at isolating me.  His concern for my welfare might be charming if it... existed."Edited   2014-05-21 06:25 (UTC)


2014-05-21 06:25 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Right, which was why I couldn't just shut him down, he wouldn't believe me about your preferences. But my point was the entire time he was using - the sort of language that was treating you like some kind of horrific prize. It was disgusting."

2014-05-21 06:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I would hope I would not in and of myself be horrifying if encountered in prize format," says Bella archly.

2014-05-21 06:32 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren laughs. "No, not what I meant.  The idea that someone could be awarded as a prize is horrific. You are lovely."

2014-05-21 06:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Why thank you.  Anyway, do you think your dad will let us have the car circa dinnertime?"Edited   2014-05-21 06:35 (UTC)


2014-05-21 06:34 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"If I ask nicely, I think so.  If he needs it for something I can probably just make dinner and we can have something impromptu at home.  If er - that doesn't bother you?"

2014-05-21 06:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Doesn't bother me in principle, although I wonder how well-behaved a co-occupant of the building Savannah will be."

2014-05-21 06:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"I would be extremely well behaved!" says Savannah indignantly.Edited   2014-05-21 06:42 (UTC)


2014-05-21 06:42 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Savannah.  Would you, or would you not eviscerate several innocent flowers for their petals and then fling them at us?"

2014-05-21 06:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"... Totally would.  But I would dump them on you both from above when you kissed."

2014-05-21 06:43 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"There you have it, Bella."

2014-05-21 06:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"So I would prefer a less invested audience, if any.  Let's hope we can have the car."

2014-05-21 06:44 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren snorts with laughter. "Hopefully."

2014-05-21 06:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Also I don't think you can really eviscerate a flower.  They don't have viscera."

2014-05-21 06:46 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Pffff.  Okay, what's the best word for 'systematically rip petals off of flowers' then?"

2014-05-21 06:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Dismember?  Dismantle, maybe, for the cleaner term."

2014-05-21 06:47 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Dismember tends to imply ripping off limbs, which flowers don't tend to have.  Dismantle feels more robotic and doesn't quite have the flavor I was looking for."

2014-05-21 06:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Disassemble probably has the same problem.  Hmm."

2014-05-21 06:50 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Mutilate, maybe?"

2014-05-21 06:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"That sounds like everything's still attached and just damaged beyond repair."

2014-05-21 06:52 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Fair point.  Maiming has much the same connotation. Hmmm.  Why is this so difficult?"

2014-05-21 06:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Pity I left my thesaurus at home."

2014-05-21 06:54 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Very. Come on now, Bella, you should be more prepared!"

2014-05-21 06:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Aw, man, I'll never get my merit badge in reference-toting at this rate."

2014-05-21 06:55 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Nope.  Sorry.  You can't expect to get it without actually toting various references.  I expect at least three encyclopedias on you at all times."

2014-05-21 06:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I want disability accommodations for that requirement."

2014-05-21 06:59 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I offered to carry your books for you, but nooooo."Edited   2014-05-21 07:00 (UTC)


2014-05-21 06:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I would've let you if I'd had encyclopedias!"

2014-05-21 07:0 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Oh sure, now you want my help.  When your merit badge is on the line. I feel used, Bella."

2014-05-21 07:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"But don't you want to be useful?"

2014-05-21 07:2 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hmmm.  Well when you put it like that..."

2014-05-21 07:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I know I want to be useful but I can't while I'm weighed down with so many encyclopedias, Darren."

2014-05-21 07:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oh, fine.  Just until you get your badge."

2014-05-21 07:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"But what if I'm caught without later on and they rescind my badge?  I will be a laughingstock."

2014-05-21 07:9 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Am I just going to end up doomed to follow you around, carrying your encyclopedias until the end of time?"

2014-05-21 07:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes.  Your job title is 'luggage cart'.  On special occasions you will also get to carry my suitcase, you see, and we would like your title to make you feel as important as possible."

2014-05-21 16:30 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Oh, well, as long as my ego is soothed," snorts Darren. "Then I can be a luggage cart."

2014-05-21 17:32 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Of course your ego must be soothed, or I'd be booked for labor rights violations or something."

2014-05-21 17:33 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Luggage carts everywhere would rise up in protest.  There would be unions."

2014-05-21 17:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That's what unions were originally for, you know.  The forty-hour work week, safer conditions, and soothed egos.  You didn't sleep through class that day in History, did you?"

2014-05-21 17:44 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Of course not," he snickers. "I am well aware of the horrifically unfair working conditions that left egos unsoothed. I'm glad you're avoiding that route."

2014-05-21 17:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I want to be on the right side of history, of course.  Remember me kindly in your memoirs."

2014-05-21 17:51 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Certainly, just keep soothing my ego and we will get along fine."

2014-05-21 17:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You are infinitely more interesting than Mike Newton?" suggests Bella.

2014-05-21 17:56 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. "Thank you.  I wasn't comparing myself to him at all, actually, but I'm glad I win in a contest against him."

2014-05-21 17:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You are also highly interesting on an absolute scale, I assure you."

2014-05-21 17:59 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Well that just makes Darren blush and be flattered! "You are, too," he says, giggling.

2014-05-21 18:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Thank you.  My ego was not troubled, so it does not need soothing per se, but it can always use a bit of inflation."

2014-05-21 18:2 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Of course, is that a secondary job I have?  Along with a luggage carrier, an ego inflater?"

2014-05-21 18:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yes.  I might wind up giving you so many tasks that I have to abbreviate your job title to 'personal assistant' or something."

2014-05-21 18:6 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers. "Exciting stuff.  I can move up in the world!"

2014-05-21 18:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Mm-hm."

2014-05-21 18:9 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




That is when Vernon shows up to collect them! "... Coming with us, Bella?" he asks, raising an eyebrow.

2014-05-21 18:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yes please.  Also if it's okay with you I'd like to borrow the car to go out for dinner with Darren."

2014-05-21 18:12 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




Pause.  Consideration. "Hm. Okay, go ahead, but your father is going to be informed of this, right?"

2014-05-21 18:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...That I'm driving, or that I'm going out with Darren?  I mean, the answer is yes either way, but it hasn't escalated to urgent information yet."

2014-05-21 18:17 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Making sure.  Responsible parenthood, it's required."

2014-05-22 00:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"...Okay."

Bella's not sure she likes Mr. Sanders attempting to parent her, given that he's not her parent, but if he doesn't get more obnoxious about it she's not going to make a fuss.

2014-05-22 00:15 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




Yup, that seems to be about the end of that!

Off to the car they go.

2014-05-22 01:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Oh, by the way," says Bella, "I don't have my computer with me, but I got a ways into making Excel spreadsheet formulas produce sums of the final totals of how much of each effect a set of runes at various size multipliers will yield combined.  It can't actually draw it for me, or suggest rune sets, but it'll do the calculation for most of the runes I've picked up so far."

2014-05-22 02:1 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins! "That is the best idea. I've been focusing on getting as many runes as possible rather than using them efficiently, that's kind of a huge help."

2014-05-22 02:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Once we have your entire extant rune dictionary loaded up into the spreadsheet it'll be a good checking step in spell creation.  How much have we covered of what you've got, so far?"

2014-05-22 02:4 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"About a third. There are an absurd number of runes, it's ridiculous."

2014-05-22 02:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"And you don't even know about all of them.  Well, I think that's all to the good, anyway, the more there are the more flexibility there is, even if it's a steep learning curve.  We should see if photocopied spells work soon.  Do you have a safe smallish one that would be a good test subject?"

2014-05-22 02:8 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Not yet, it's actually kind of difficult to find a spell that will probably be safe even if something goes wrong with it."

2014-05-22 02:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Let's see... with the effects I know to exist... boiling water's not safe if it mistargets, same problem with freezing it, turning something blue would be bad if it was permanent and hit one of us... okay you're right this is hard."

2014-05-22 02:14 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Very. The best idea I had was something that redirects light, but then I remembered ultraviolet light and other dangerous things in light and realized that could end really badly."

2014-05-22 02:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Are there any spells you can cast with one rune in the inscription?  I wouldn't imagine it'd be very practical to produce a near-random slew of effects like that, but it'd be simple, it'd be predictable, and it'd tell us if photocopies work."

2014-05-22 02:18 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Theoretically it'd be possible.  I'm not sure if that's the safest option, though. There'd be no aiming any of the random effects with just one rune. It would just - go wherever."

2014-05-22 02:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"It's kind of sounding like we need to be prepared for that eventuality anyway.  But maybe one rune and something to aim it at a rock, two layers of protection, and then if it targets the rock we know scrolls work, if it targets something else we know exactly what it'll do no wiggle room and know that copied scrolls may partially work, and if it doesn't do anything we know it needs more than a Xerox copy of an inscription to go off."

2014-05-22 02:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hmm. Okay, I'll start trying to think of two-rune spells that are harmless, and then we can work from there.  Sound good?"

2014-05-22 02:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah."

2014-05-22 02:42 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren smiles. "And we can also be scientific about it - Xerox copy, handwritten one, one made with a stencil, and a normal set of engraved runes as a control, and see the effects of each with the same chants."

2014-05-22 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes.  Science."

2014-05-22 02:46 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "I like science.  It's orderly.  Who says it can't be combined with magic?"

2014-05-22 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Nobody who has the least idea how runes work, anyway.  I suppose if magic worked very differently it could be prohibitively difficult."

2014-05-22 02:51 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"That would be terrible and I would be annoyed with it but still use it anyway. Because it's magic. Unless it was like - the peryton ability, or something."

2014-05-22 02:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"The peryton ability's flaws have nothing to do with its amenability to science."Edited   2014-05-22 03:15 (UTC)


2014-05-22 02:57 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No, but I wouldn't use something that wasn't amenable to science and amoral like the peryton ability."

2014-05-22 03:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yes, I know.  Unless part of its unamenability to science involved occurring without being prompted, I suppose."

2014-05-22 03:17 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Ugh, that would be terrible. Just - doing horrific things without permission. Worst magic ever, I would want a refund."

2014-05-22 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe the random evil magic would give you a refund!  From some worthy charity's pocket, no doubt, as it is evil."

2014-05-22 03:20 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"In that case, no refund, I would just want the random evil magic to go away."

2014-05-22 03:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"It would not.  It is too evil."

Leansnuggle.

2014-05-22 03:25 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren shakes his fist. "Curse you, evil magic!"

Leansnuggle right back!

2014-05-22 03:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Hee hee.

Is that the Sanders house there?

2014-05-22 03:37 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




It is! 

"So, magic lessons and then uh," Darren looks shy but happy, "our date?"

2014-05-22 03:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yes.  Magic lessons till we get hungry and then we go get seafood for our date.  How many of them do we have to have before the adorable shyness wears off?"

2014-05-22 03:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I have absolutely no idea," laughs Darren. "It might just never go away and I'll keep being adorably shy."

2014-05-22 03:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Awwwww."

2014-05-22 03:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"It'll be way worse if you kiss him!" informs Savannah, calling from the house.

Apparently she has good ears.

2014-05-22 03:58 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Shoo, Savannah!" he yells back.

But he's blushing way more now.

2014-05-22 03:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I do," murmurs Bella, too softly to carry, "think I might kiss you sometime today unless you materialize strenuous objections, but not with your family around."

2014-05-22 04:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren giggles and grins goofily. "Not materializing any objections."

Shyly, he moves to hold her hand.

2014-05-22 04:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Handholding!

"So, magic lessons," she prompts gently.

2014-05-22 04:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Magic lesssons!" he agrees happily. He starts giving her runes.

2014-05-22 04:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Which she accepts happily.  She has started numbering them for spreadsheet use.

2014-05-22 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Good, good. Runes!  Wonderful runes! Darren approves of numbering for spreadsheets, and tells her so.

2014-05-22 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I can show you my index if you want to copy over the numbers into whatever you're using for reference so we match."

2014-05-22 04:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yes please."

2014-05-22 04:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




She flips to her index, which has mini doodles of the runes in neat columns beside numbers in Bella's excellent handwriting.

2014-05-22 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren copies the numbers over to an index of his own, obviously much larger than Bella's, and then goes back to giving her more runes.

2014-05-22 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Yaaaaay runes!

Eventually she says, "I could totally go for some fish right about now.  You?"

2014-05-22 04:37 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yup!  Let's go let dad know about taking the car and then we can head out."

2014-05-22 04:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella is amenable.  To wherever Mr. Sanders may be they go.

2014-05-22 04:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He is informed without any fuss, and then off they go.

2014-05-22 04:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella has never had cause to drive in front of Darren before, but after she has checked out the features of this particular vehicle she proves perfectly competent and textbook conscientious about it.

"We could," she says, once she's pulled out into the road from the driveway, "decide in advance how we're dealing with the check to avoid later possible awkwardness."

2014-05-22 04:48 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Good, Darren's really glad that she is not a terrible driver. It would be awkward if she was.

"I kind of figured I was paying, honestly?  Because I was the one to ask you out."

2014-05-22 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"We can do it that way, I'm not going to object."

2014-05-22 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "I mean if you want to pitch in feel free, but this was my idea, sooo..."

2014-05-22 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"The seafood place in particular was actually my idea," Bella points out.

2014-05-22 04:54 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Yes, but the date itself was mine."

2014-05-22 04:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You can pay, then.  The entire thing is obviously all your responsibility, I had nothing to do with it."

2014-05-22 04:56 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yes.  Nothing at all, I'm sure," snorts Darren.

2014-05-22 04:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You're probably somehow managing to kidnap me in spite of the fact that I was convinced to choose a restaurant and am now driving."

2014-05-22 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yup. All part of my evil plan.  Bwuahahaha."

2014-05-22 04:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Aieeeeee.  Help.  Stop.  Police and/or Dad."

2014-05-22 05:0 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"There is no escape.  You can't drive somewhere else, you must go to the seafood restaurant. It is the only option."

2014-05-22 05:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I can feel the evil random magic compelling me!  Noooooo!"

2014-05-22 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeees.  Even evil random magic can be used to my advantage. At the cost of my soul."

2014-05-22 05:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But what will you do without your soul, Darren?  Hasn't it been restraining you from mutilating cattle, stranding small children on desert islands, and destroying marriages with the slow advance of corrupting liberal values?"

2014-05-22 05:5 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I will do all of those things now. And then I will steal all of the toilet paper from the school, too."

2014-05-22 05:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Oh no!  Not the toilet paper!  Many people would be inconvenienced and embarrassed!"

2014-05-22 05:22 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Bwuahahaha.  Yes.  All part of my randomly evil plan!"

2014-05-22 05:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Curses and damnation rain down upon the random evil magic and those who wrought it."

Here is the seafood place.  Bella parks neatly.

2014-05-22 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Seafood place!  Hurray!

"Yup. Don't take the refund, either, it'll come from a charity."

2014-05-22 05:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe I could give it to an even better charity."  Inside.  "Two, please."

Here is their table for two!  Here are menus with food originating from the sea described on them!

2014-05-22 05:50 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Maybe, but what if the charity had already invested the money and its loss hurts more than never having money in the first place would have?"

Table for two!  Darren finds something that seems delicious on the menu to order, and then moves on to looking at Bella with a slightly sappy look on his face.

2014-05-22 05:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Then I'll have to hope it's some silly charity that was, I don't know, having inner city schoolchildren read to cats."  Bella orders rainbow trout and then looks back at him happily.

2014-05-22 05:57 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren snickers. "I guarantee that it won't be.  Evil random magic, remember."

2014-05-22 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It's still a little evil to deprive the schoolchildren of the chance to read to cats, just not as evil as taking it from an antimalarial charity or something."

2014-05-22 06:1 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No, it's a service.  Have you met any cats? They fall asleep on people and then don't move," he teases. "Better off not reading to them at all."

2014-05-22 06:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged






Bella will not stop laughing for a while.

2014-05-22 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren giggles a little, himself, happy to have made her laugh.  She has a lovely laugh.Edited   2014-05-22 06:13 (UTC)


2014-05-22 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But," she replies when she's caught her breath, "the idea of the reading-to-cats type initiatives, as I understand it, is that the cats are nonjudgmental and helps the kids build confidence in their skills.  Cats falling asleep isn't necessarily counterproductive to that."

2014-05-22 06:16 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"But what if they fall asleep on the children and the kids can never move again?  It's not worth the risk, Bella!"

2014-05-22 06:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I imagine the cats will get hungry or thirsty eventually."

2014-05-22 06:19 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"How long will that take, Bella? How long must the children suffer under the wrath of the dozing cats?"

2014-05-22 06:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Possibly hours.  It will teach them patience as well as reading skills!  Everybody wins!"

2014-05-22 06:22 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Except the children, what if their parents show up and they can't go with them because they're trapped?"

2014-05-22 13:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"The parents are adults and should have already learned patience, you see."  Then she snaps her fingers in sudden remembrance - "Oh, and Charlie didn't turn up anything about weird fires in the region, make of that what you will I suppose."Edited   2014-05-22 17:23 (UTC)


2014-05-22 17:17 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"There aren't any strange, horrific fires, at least."

Except there goes a potential lead for what the heck is after Bella.

2014-05-23 03:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Not in such a pattern that the police of Forks know anything.  There could still be fires and the fire department hasn't suspected arson because arsonists aren't usually lava monsters, hence no police involvement."

A plate of bread!  How lovely.  Bella butters some and noms it.Edited   2014-05-23 03:15 (UTC)


2014-05-23 03:8 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren raises an eyebrow at the casual discussion of lava monsters, but he won't comment on it. "True," he agrees. "But I was trying to look on the bright side."

Bread!  Darren has some, too.  Nom nom nom.

2014-05-23 03:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Fair enough.  I'm kind of stumped about what else to try, honestly, which isn't a nice position."

2014-05-23 03:18 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"No, it isn't. I suppose there's just - not much we can do except wait, and prepare."

2014-05-23 03:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella nods.

"And maybe not go flying again," she says regretfully.

2014-05-23 03:24 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren looks quite sad. "Probably only in certain places, yeah. Seattle, for example."

2014-05-23 03:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah, not just a casual thing near here.  And Seattle might be a little too close to the airport for comfort, how much do you find that matters?"

2014-05-23 03:30 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I meant in the warehouse we visited before," says Darren, amused.

2014-05-23 03:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Oh.  The ceiling's high enough to be safe?  I'd be worried about running into it.  And about undue attention, although I guess that part I can avoid."

2014-05-23 03:41 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Wings only, and yeah, Savannah checked the ceiling and you can tell where it is if you get close to it."

2014-05-23 03:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"All right then, remind me next time we're there.  Since the resident magi are useless and the library nearly as bad I might remember by myself, though.

2014-05-23 03:52 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers. "There could have been entirely helpful magi present, we just didn't meet them."

2014-05-23 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"They're not helpful enough to have lemonade stands that read 'actually worthwhile information about magic, twenty-five cents'."

2014-05-23 03:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"They could be out of lemonade. There could be a lemon shortage, you don't know!"

2014-05-23 04:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I was referring to the stand as being lemonadey in an architectural and not a flavorish way."

2014-05-23 04:7 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Well, okay, ask yourself this.  If you had ultimate magical power and there are several projects to do... Would you run a stand giving out magic parlor tricks for quarters?"

2014-05-23 04:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You already know what I'm planning to do on receipt of ultimate magical power, and we already know it's not being done.  The lemonade stand in particular, let alone its pricing scheme, is not essential, but no flyers advertising magic lessons?  No better magic shop with better, mass produced luck charms and doodads?  No decent books?  If there are good magi, they have found something to do that doesn't involve didacticism, business enterprise, or publication, and also isn't mysteriously solving desertification or hunger or cancer or tensions in the Middle East, and I'm at a bit of a loss."Edited   2014-05-23 04:22 (UTC)


2014-05-23 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yeah, okay.  You win.  Obviously we have to show the rest of them how it's done."

2014-05-23 04:26 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"We will go down in extremely quiet Critter History."

2014-05-23 04:26 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren giggles. "People will whisper our names to their children."

2014-05-23 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"What, just like that?"  Bella mimes holding a baby.  "Darren Sanders," she whispers at the mimebaby.  "What an odd activity."

2014-05-23 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yes.  Just like that," he snorts. "It'll be really strange and people who don't get it will think they're insane."

2014-05-23 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I was hoping to leave a less bewildering legacy."

2014-05-23 04:37 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Me too, but I'm not the one that makes the weird habits. I just tell them to you."

2014-05-23 04:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Did you espy someone whispering names to a baby in the wild, as it were?"

2014-05-23 04:39 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"... Noooo. No, I am amazing and I just know."

2014-05-23 04:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Oooh, you're psychic.  Predict me a thing."

2014-05-23 04:42 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hmmmmm..." says Darren, closing his eyes and putting two fingers to his temple theatrically. "I so predict that... At some time in the future, you will be given chocolates."Edited   2014-05-23 04:53 (UTC)


2014-05-23 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I like this prediction!  It is in plenty of time for Valentine's Day next week."

2014-05-23 04:55 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers. "Yeees.  Almost like I knew that, or something."

2014-05-23 04:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Predict me more things.  I wish to flagrantly abuse your knowledge of the future for both personal gain and altruistic purposes."

2014-05-23 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"The future is cloudy today.  Ask again later."

2014-05-23 05:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Awwwwwwww, man."  Pause.  "Is it later yet?"

2014-05-23 05:25 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Nope!" says Darren brightly.

2014-05-23 05:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Rats.  You're not a very good magic eight ball, are you."

2014-05-23 05:26 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"You've caught me! You're better off with a normal magic eight ball, really."

2014-05-23 05:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"They're not even really magic.  You are."  Pause.  "Can you do useful divination spells?"

2014-05-23 05:27 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Eeeh.  Maybe? Haven't tried to, I've been focusing on obsessively learning all of the runes I can before I specialize."

2014-05-23 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Is the number of runes known to be finite?" wonders Bella.

2014-05-23 05:29 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"No idea!  I want to find out, though!"

2014-05-23 05:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella laughs.  "Well, if it isn't, you're going to have one heck of a life project."

2014-05-23 05:32 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah - I figure I'll end up specializing soonish, but I still have the sneaking suspicion that there are other options for specializations available and I just honestly don't know about them yet."

2014-05-23 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'm not sure I follow?"

2014-05-23 05:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Things to - do and focus on.  I know I want to try and make more medallions, but there might be a rune that lets me cure all diseases ever, and if I focus on medallions I would never know. I don't want to throw myself into one thing without full knowledge of as many options as possible."Edited   2014-05-23 05:38 (UTC)


2014-05-23 05:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Oh, that's like eighty percent of why I jumped straight on 'found Hogwarts', can you say multiplier effect?"

2014-05-23 05:38 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren giggles. "Yeah, I can, and I know what it is, too!  Why do you think I'm teaching you, aside from you being awesome and magic being awesome and there being an obvious option of combining them?  I'm mostly just cautious, honestly."

2014-05-23 05:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I do approve caution, I plan to be somewhat careful about what kind of students I take - although not about advertising the place."

2014-05-23 05:41 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Good, good.  Very reasonable of you!"

2014-05-23 05:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm super reasonable, I will be much better at Dumbledoring than Dumbledore."

2014-05-23 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"You'll be really good at putting innocent babies in terrible, abusive homes?"

2014-05-23 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"No, see, that was a way in which he was bad at Dumbledoring.  I'm using 'Dumbledoring' to refer to his actual job description and not his extremely dubious methodology."

2014-05-23 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "There we go, that's the answer I was looking for.  I'll share Dumbledoring with you and not get snippy about it."

2014-05-23 05:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Excellent, you'd be much worse company if you got snippy."

2014-05-23 05:47 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I really would be!  Thankfully I don't seem to be in a situation where I would get snippy."

2014-05-23 05:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I'm glad.  Your company would be a huge loss."

2014-05-23 05:53 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren blushes and giggles. "Thank you! You're lovely company, too."

2014-05-23 05:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I would imagine that's why you asked me out, yes."

2014-05-23 05:56 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yeah, that's the general idea of how dating works, or so I'm led to believe.  I could be wrong.  The point could be to ask out horrible people and try to test your own patience. "

2014-05-23 05:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Your impression accords with mine!  But perhaps we read the same outdated literature."

2014-05-23 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"If we do, then lucky us! Having the same incorrect views of the world."

2014-05-23 06:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Us and our out-of-touch models of dating will probably leave us happier than the rest of our cohort!  Yay!"

2014-05-23 06:2 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yeah! It's perfect, this is great!"

2014-05-23 06:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Makes you wonder why people would do it any other way, really."

Here is their food!  It is so sea-ish.

2014-05-23 06:9 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




That is definitely a thing that their food is!

"It really does. Though maybe they look at us and think, 'Why would they do it that way? Our way is so much better!'"Edited   2014-05-24 23:23 (UTC)


2014-05-24 23:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, maybe, but better along what axis?"

Om nom nom fish. 

2014-05-24 23:24 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"On... Whatever axis those kinds of people measure on?"

Om nom nom!  Delicious fish.

2014-05-24 23:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Dubious.  Very dubious."

2014-05-24 23:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Well I can't be expected to understand how people with such alien motivations work."

2014-05-24 23:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Failure of perspective-taking.  Deficient empathy.  Oh no."

2014-05-24 23:37 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"This is what happens when I skip my class on Remedial Ethics."

2014-05-24 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"You will have to study hard for the final if you want to pass."

2014-05-24 23:46 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I really will.  Will you help me study it?  I might need a tutor."

2014-05-24 23:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I could probably see my way to doing that."

2014-05-24 23:53 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yay!  Thank you, Bella!"

He smiles brightly at her.

2014-05-24 23:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I am very benevolent.  I am an advanced ethics student and everything."

2014-05-25 00:5 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Ooo, advanced ethics. How fancy! What sorts of things do you learn about in Advanced Ethics?"

2014-05-25 00:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Dumbledoring better than Dumbledore for fun and profit," says Bella, with authority.

2014-05-25 00:10 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren laughs. "Obviously I need to get into Advanced Ethics.  Once I make sure I don't fail out of Remedial Ethics."

2014-05-25 00:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"First things first," admonishes Bella.

2014-05-25 00:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Fine, fine, but I am just excited by the prospects and now I'm driven to achieve!"

2014-05-25 00:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Ah, but are you driven to study?  'Why Not To Hold Up Convenience Stores: Chapter Six."

2014-05-25 00:41 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I'll be driven to study.  I'll change my ways, just watch, Bella!"

2014-05-25 00:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I am skeptical."

2014-05-25 00:57 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Because of my ongoing history of inability to perform well in ethical classes?  Aww, but I can change!"

2014-05-25 01:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I suppose you'll just have to prove it to me.  Describe the main theme of Why Not To Rob Convenience Stores: Chapter Six."

2014-05-25 01:57 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Because," says Darren, "not only does it put an innocent store owner in a lot of financial trouble, but it is overwhelmingly likely to end badly for the robber."

2014-05-25 02:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Hmmm.  Could have used some more elaboration.  B-plus."

2014-05-25 02:17 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I'll take it!"

2014-05-25 02:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yes, that's really the best you can hope for as a remedial student.  What are you going to write your midterm essay about?"

2014-05-25 02:24 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Hmmm. Chapter seven's section on 'Why arson is bad.'"Edited   2014-05-25 02:27 (UTC)


2014-05-25 02:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"What's your thesis statement?"

2014-05-25 02:30 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It has the high potential of injuring people, even killing them, and causes large amounts of property damage. This includes things that are irreplaceable, like scrapbooks."

2014-05-25 02:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You will probably do very well on your midterm.  There is hope yet."

2014-05-25 02:35 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Hurray!  I'm not hopeless! There is a chance!"

2014-05-25 02:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Maybe you can have a stunning comeback and eventually get an advanced ethics degree and know not to take bribes, water down beverages, or under-tip waitresses.  Optional minor in vegetarianism."  Om nom fish.

2014-05-25 02:47 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Complicated stuff, that sounds like too much for me right now.  But it's something to look forward to, if I can manage it."

2014-05-25 02:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"One day," she says optimistically, patting his hand.

2014-05-25 02:53 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren giggles. "One day!" he agrees.

He likes her touching his hand. Will she be upset if he just so happens to twine his fingers with hers?  He'll just eat with his left hand, he doesn't mind.

2014-05-25 03:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




She will not be upset!  They can hold hands and finish their dinners.  That is nice.

2014-05-25 03:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Yes, yes it is. Dinner, nom nom nom. It's kind of a struggle with his non-dominant hand, but Darren will manage.

2014-05-25 03:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella has her right hand available so she is unimpeded.  Soon she is all done.

2014-05-25 03:12 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren takes longer than she does because he is not left handed, but also finishes.

"Desert, ooor...?"

2014-05-25 03:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Hmmm, I don't think I have room for dessert.  We could go sit in the car for a little bit and I could kiss you."

2014-05-25 03:15 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren giggles, blushing. He nods. "Sure. Just um - let me pay first, then - yes to that."

He pays.  Off to the car they go.

2014-05-25 03:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




And then she kisses him!

(She doesn't wait until they are in the car, since there's a brief respite from the rain at the moment.)

2014-05-25 03:20 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Kiss! It's sweet and gentle; Darren's got no idea what he's doing so he will just leave it at that for now.

(Darren is not complaining about her not waiting until they're in the car!)

2014-05-25 03:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella thinks they might as well get in some experimenting/practice on "how the hell does one kiss" while they have this lovely Savannah-unoccupied dad-uninfested space to do it in.

2014-05-25 03:25 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Okay!  That works, too!  Darren is supportive of both experimentation and practice!

2014-05-25 03:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Yaaaay!

Kissing is fun.  Bella thinks she sort of has the gist of it after a few times!

2014-05-25 03:27 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Kissing is very fun! Darren's gotten the gist of it, too. While they're in a dad-uninhabited and Savannah-free zone - kisses!Edited   2014-05-25 03:30 (UTC)


2014-05-25 03:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky






They could probably lose track of time like this.  If they weren't careful.



Nope, it totally starts raining on them.  Bella ducks into the driver's seat, giggling.

2014-05-25 03:31 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren flees to the passenger seat, laughing. "Of course it had to start raining."

2014-05-25 03:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"It's Forks!  It would be incomplete without near-constant rain!"

She leans over the gearshift and curves her hand around the back of his head and kisses him again.

2014-05-25 03:35 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Yeah," agrees Darren. "So I'm not surprised, just exasperated."

He is also supportive of in-car kisses, too. Kiss!

2014-05-25 03:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Eventually, Bella consults the clock in the car.

"Getting late.  I should probably drive you home and call my dad," she sighs.

2014-05-25 03:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"There can be future dates," says Darren with a smile. "If you'd like to have them."

2014-05-25 03:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"There should be lots, I think!"

2014-05-25 03:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins broadly, then - leans over and kisses her, briefly. "I think so, too!"

2014-05-25 03:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




One more kiss.

Then she buckles her seatbelt and puts the key in the ignition.

2014-05-25 03:46 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Yeah, Darren will buckle his, too.  Because safety.

Homeward they go. He'll be grinning a goofy grin all the way there.

2014-05-25 03:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




She's looking pretty smiley too!

"Dates and magic lessons, our lives are pretty awesome."

2014-05-25 03:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"They really are!" agrees Darren. "Just wait until we're epic level wizards!  That'll be awesome!"

2014-05-25 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"It will!  Do you suppose we'll look good in those stars-and-moons pointy hats?"

2014-05-25 03:56 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Don't be ridiculous.  Of course we will."

2014-05-25 04:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Awesome.  New default outfit for after I found Hogwarts-still-needs-a-better-name."

2014-05-25 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"As long as you have the fancy robe to match.  You have to fit the style."

2014-05-25 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Robes seem so impractical, though.  All that swooshing around and the big sleeves."

2014-05-25 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes, but think of the effect on your students! They show up at not-Hogwarts, excited to learn about magic - and who stands before them but an epic level wizard in the fancy robe with a matching hat. Besides, you can always get the type without the big sleeves. The swooshing around is a benefit, not a downside."

2014-05-25 05:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I don't think I want to swoosh!  There is a reason I am a jeans person and not a flowy dresses person.  Maybe a calf-length sleeveless version?  Would that work?"

2014-05-25 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Oh, fine.  If you have sufficiently fancy shoes."

2014-05-25 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I could rock some neat boots, maybe.  I don't know, I barely think about shoes.  Do you have shoe opinions?  Should I be using you for your shoe opinions?"

2014-05-25 05:38 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren snickers. "I have some shoe opinions.  Savannah occasionally makes me shop for her, she likes the results but not the shopping and I tolerate it."

2014-05-25 05:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"All right, then you will have to help me with my making-an-impression-on-the-students-and-matching-my-robes boots.  No heels please."

2014-05-25 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Sure, I'll help. No heels," he agrees. "They're impractical."

2014-05-25 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"More on me than anyone else!  Most people could have a prayer of eventually getting the hang of them!"

2014-05-25 05:54 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"And I would not want you to be killed by footwear."

2014-05-25 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I dunno.  Should I wear shoes at all at unHogwarts?  I could just go in pawed."

2014-05-25 05:57 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"If you like, but you'd have to get robes to match your fur, and that could be a hassle."

2014-05-25 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"The stars and moons could be that goldy color."

2014-05-25 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"There we go, in that case - feel free to skip the shoes and go around pawed."

2014-05-25 06:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I like the paws.  I like so many things about being a sphinx, really, it's comfy."

2014-05-25 06:2 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren snickers. "I like being a peryton, too. It's very - I'm much lighter on my feet and faster in my natural form."Edited   2014-05-25 06:10 (UTC)


2014-05-25 06:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Prancy!" suggests Bella.

2014-05-25 06:10 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Prancy is a word for it."

2014-05-25 06:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I reaaaaaally want to see the prancy pictures.  Or actual prancing!  You could placate me with real live prancing."

2014-05-25 06:19 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I would be far too embarrassed to show real live prancing right after we kissed."

2014-05-25 06:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Does that mean that to get what I want I have to not kiss you for long enough that it doesn't count as having just happened?" she asks archly, turning onto his street.

2014-05-25 06:28 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"No, that would mean that you would kiss me less and that would be terrible."

2014-05-25 06:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"So clearly you should show me the pictures and/or actual prancing while I wait for Charlie to come get me."

2014-05-25 06:56 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I'm fairly certain that's a logical fallacy."

2014-05-25 07:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Is it?"  Park.

2014-05-25 07:6 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yup. Have no idea which one it is, though, but definitely one of them."

2014-05-25 07:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You have to identify it, in Latin, before this allows you to win the argument."

2014-05-25 07:8 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




".... But I don't speak any Latin..."

2014-05-25 07:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Well, then you are at a disadvantage in the identification of fallacies, quod erat demonstrandum."  She gets out of the car and does the nearest thing possible for her to a hustle towards the shelter of the house.

2014-05-25 07:12 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I have no idea what that means," sighs Darren.  Out of the car he goes, he glances up at the sky, then at Bella, then off comes his jacket and over Bella's head it goes.

2014-05-25 07:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Quod erat demonstrandum?  QED?  Thus it is proven?"

2014-05-25 07:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I'm a magic nerd, not a language nerd!" Darren defends.

2014-05-25 07:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




She accepts the jacket, anyway.  "I'm not a language nerd myself, but a few things land in English and stick there.  English is linguistic flypaper."

Here is the front door!  Perhaps Darren has a key or knows whether to expect it to be unlocked.

2014-05-25 07:20 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




He has a key.  He produces it, unlocks the door, and in they can go.

"It is, it's annoying that way."

2014-05-25 07:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You don't like that about it?  I think it's great."

2014-05-25 07:27 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It doesn't make sense!  There are so many different ways to pronounce things and so many words are the same but mean entirely different things."

2014-05-25 07:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah pokes her head around the corner. "How was your daaaaate...?"

2014-05-25 07:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Hi, Savannah," says Bella, just to be annoying.  "How are you?"

2014-05-25 07:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Good!  So did you kiss?  I bet you kissed!"

2014-05-25 07:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I'm so glad you're doing well, Savannah.  I'd better call my dad."  Bella doffs Darren's jacket.

2014-05-25 07:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: I can be friendly




"Okay!" agrees Savannah.  She'll just go ask her brother. "Soooo... Darren..."

2014-05-25 07:38 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Vana, I love you," says Darren, "but no. You didn't even go with the flower petal idea, how can I possibly tell you about how our date went?"

2014-05-25 07:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"Shit! I didn't do the flower petal idea!"

2014-05-25 07:40 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Quarter!" proclaims a voice from the living room.

2014-05-25 07:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine






".... Shit," says Savannah, in a much softer tone.  Off she goes to go deposit quarters.

2014-05-25 07:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella snorts and calls her dad to come get her and then meanders back Darrenward.

2014-05-25 07:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins at her. "Look, Bella!  I didn't devolve into a puddle of embarrassment instantly!"

2014-05-25 07:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Hurray!  It would be pretty hard to date you if you were a puddle of embarrassment."

2014-05-25 07:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It really would be.  You'd have to put me in a bucket and carry me around that way.  It would get old very quickly."

2014-05-25 08:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Maybe I could transfer you to other containers for variety.  Water bottle.  Starbucks cup.  Canteen.  Carefully disassembled snowglobe."

2014-05-25 08:6 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Exciting.  I could be a snowglobe!"

2014-05-25 08:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You could!  Although I'm not sure how comfortable containing the little snow granules can possibly be!"

2014-05-25 08:11 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Probably not very, but if they're sparkly I would feel fabulous."

2014-05-25 08:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Fabulous and itchy!"

2014-05-25 08:17 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Both of those things!" laughs Darren. "Not sure it would be worth it."

2014-05-25 08:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'd err on the side of not, personally.  Remember that if I ever accidentally turn myself into a snowglobe: I didn't want that and it was not intentional."

2014-05-25 08:25 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I will.  And then I will try to turn you back into a sphinx again."

2014-05-25 08:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Hurray!  I like being a sphinx."  She materializes her tail and loops it around the back of his leg.

2014-05-25 08:30 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




That makes Darren blush, but he smiles. "I'm very glad you like being a sphinx," he says fondly. Is that him scooting closer?  Indeed it is!

2014-05-25 08:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




And is this her putting her head on his shoulder?  It is that!

2014-05-25 08:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Well now Darren just has to drape an arm around her shoulder and hold her.

2014-05-25 15:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Awwwwwwww.  If he's gonna do that she might have to have wings and sneak one around his back.

2014-05-25 16:37 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Awww! Snuggle. Darren won't be complaining about wingsnuggles.

2014-05-25 16:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Good, because that's what he's getting!

Until her dad's car pulls up and she spirits away the extra parts.

"I'll see you tomorrow," she murmurs.

2014-05-25 16:43 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah," agrees Darren, softly. "See you."

2014-05-25 16:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella considers for a moment, then sneaks a swift little kiss and goes out to meet her dad.

2014-05-25 16:47 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Kiss!

Darren's got a goofy grin, now.

2014-05-25 16:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"So you did kiss her!" says Savannah, poking her head out from where she'd been eavesdropping from.Edited   2014-05-25 16:49 (UTC)


2014-05-25 16:49 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I have no idea what you're talking about!" he replies.

2014-05-25 16:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




The next day of school, Bella arrives humming and sits right next to Darren when she appears at English.

2014-05-25 16:51 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




He smiles at her affectionately. "Hey, you."

2014-05-25 16:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Hi!  How are you?  Was Savannah insufferable?"

2014-05-25 16:55 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Wonderful!  And of course she was, she kept asking questions and prying and eventually I just hid in our room with the door barricaded until she promised to stop teasing me about it."

2014-05-25 16:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"The etiquette around locking your sister out of your shared room must be complicated."

2014-05-25 16:56 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Not really, I got there first and she just wanted to bother me, so I can lock her out just fine.  She's done the same to me, it happens.  I can just poke her for anything I need in there and she'll hand it over before going back to whatever made her lock herself in our room."Edited   2014-05-25 16:58 (UTC)


2014-05-25 16:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"And then when it's bedtime?"

2014-05-25 16:59 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"We call a truce."

2014-05-25 17:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Sounds like an elegant system."

2014-05-25 17:4 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yup," snickers Darren. "We're rather proud that we can manage it when we're annoyed with each other."

2014-05-25 17:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"And you should be.  Do you want to come over to mine this afternoon for the lessons, though?"

2014-05-25 17:9 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I'd love to!"

2014-05-25 17:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Is Savannah still glued to you, is that part of inviting you over still?"

2014-05-25 17:33 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I can not so subtly tell her to un-glue herself."

2014-05-25 17:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Good.  I mean, I suppose her decreased gluiness is implied by the fact that she let us go to dinner without insisting on being a third wheel?  But given how enthusiastic she is about how cute we are I wasn't sure if that meant she'd also allow the magic lessons."

2014-05-25 17:39 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I think so, if I ask very nicely."

2014-05-25 17:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yay."

2014-05-25 17:46 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Besides, I think she's getting annoyed with magic lessons anyway, so she'll jump on the chance to not have to sit through them, bored out of her mind."

2014-05-25 17:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You'd think she could just bring a book or whatever she does to occupy herself.  What does she do to occupy herself when it's not shadowing us in case we need her to do something unspecified in case of danger?"

2014-05-25 17:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Watching TV, playing some weird manner of sport or something,  I don't keep track of the ones she's playing at any given time, hanging out with friends. Karate, too."

2014-05-25 17:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"So none of it terribly portable, I suppose.  Incidentally, my dad's rule is that we cannot be alone in my room together with the door closed."

2014-05-25 17:53 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren's confused at the rule.  What would they be doing in her room with the door closed, air circulation helps a bit with the temperature change brought on by fur -

Oh. Oh.

He blushes beet red, and mumbles, "Okay."

2014-05-25 17:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Bella giggles.

"You're cute when you blush."

2014-05-25 17:58 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Thanks," he laughs.

2014-05-25 17:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You're welcome!  Oh, by the way, are we just going on dates or are we dating?  Like, can I tell annoying Mikeish people that I have a boyfriend if that is the best way to shoo them?"

2014-05-25 18:13 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I would like to be dating," says Darren affectionately.

2014-05-25 18:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Then so be it."

2014-05-25 18:18 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren giggles.  He is so pleased!

2014-05-25 18:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




And then English ensues!

2014-05-25 18:24 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Ensue it does!

Then it ends, and Darren takes Bella's hand and gives it a squeeze before heading off to his next class.

2014-05-25 18:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Yaaay handsqueeze!

And later, science!

"So Jessica asked me about - the exact words she used escape me, but she asked me about us, and I told her, so presumably everyone will have heard by lunch."

2014-05-25 19:5 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren snickers. "Good to hear, hopefully there will be no repeats of Mike."

2014-05-25 19:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You will be my shield against repeats of Mike just by existing and taking me to dinner sometimes, isn't that lovely and efficient?"

2014-05-25 19:11 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Very! I will continue to exist and take you to dinner sometimes."

2014-05-25 19:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Good.  I like it when you do those things."

2014-05-25 19:13 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Then I'll just have to keep them both up, won't I?"

2014-05-25 19:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes.  You shall."

Science ensues!

2014-05-25 19:15 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Science does ensue!

Then, after that - lunch!

2014-05-25 19:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




There's Angela over there; they can sit with her and presumably Savannah will show up of her own accord.

"Hi," Angela says.

"Hello to you too."

"And, um, congratulations?"

"That seems like kind of a heavy word to break out this early, but thank you."

2014-05-25 19:29 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren giggles a little and looks embarrassed. "Hey. Thank you, Angela."Edited   2014-05-25 19:30 (UTC)


2014-05-25 19:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Then Savannah shows up! "Hiiiii, lovebirds!  Hi, Angela!"

2014-05-25 19:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Lovebirds?  Really?"

2014-05-25 19:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Yes," says Savannah. She grins and lowers her voice. "You two both have wings when you can  get away with it.  So, lovebirds."

2014-05-25 19:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, I suppose she has us there."

Angela giggles.

2014-05-25 19:37 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Darn it.  At least it's a better nickname than 'Prancer.'"

2014-05-25 19:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Don't get me started on that one I will do it!"

2014-05-25 19:39 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Lovebirds is fine!"

2014-05-25 19:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Hee hee hee.

2014-05-25 19:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Knew you'd see it my way." Plop, into the chair Savannah goes. "So! Now you are prime gossip material, congratulations to you both, I'm sure you've very proud."

2014-05-25 19:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Ecstatic."

2014-05-25 19:55 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Elated."

2014-05-25 19:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Yup, people don't become prime gossip material often in their lifetimes, this is a once in a lifetime thing."

2014-05-25 20:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"We will certainly never accomplish anything notable as adults which will warrant our becoming household names, or anything.  That would be preposterous."

2014-05-25 20:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"I know, right?  What could be more interesting than two people... Going on a date?!"Edited   2014-05-25 20:25 (UTC)


2014-05-25 20:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"It's almost unheard of!  Stop the presses!"

2014-05-25 20:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"The world needs to know! Bella, Darren, you have to get your stories out there, go run off to a publisher and get a book written about it!"

2014-05-25 20:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"But I'm concerned about ghostwriter quality."

2014-05-25 22:46 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Obviously we'll have to write it ourselves."

2014-05-25 22:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"And take away time from our valuable educations?  Perish the thought."

2014-05-25 23:12 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Good point.  We'll have to just trust the ghostwriters, then."

2014-05-25 23:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Much more important than getting our story out accurately is knowing the events of 1776 and how to do geometry."

2014-05-25 23:14 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yes!  Those are life-long skills we're learning."

2014-05-25 23:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"...The geometry could conceivably be important, come to think of it."

2014-05-25 23:27 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Well, okay, yeah. The events of 1776 might not be, though."

2014-05-25 23:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Indeed."

"Geometry's important for...?" asks Angela.

"Inscriptions," explains Bella.  "There are protractors."

2014-05-25 23:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren giggles. "Also, lots of math.  And rulers."

2014-05-25 23:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Percentages and careful arrangements of runes and cancelling things out.  It's very mathy.  Maybe I'll minor in math on top of majoring in Spanish and - or maybe the Spanish will be the minor, it'll depend."

2014-05-25 23:41 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




More snickering. "We have lots of things to study.  It's a really good thing I'm good at math."

2014-05-25 23:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Nerd," says Savannah affectionately.

2014-05-25 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm not bad at math, but of school subjects it's my worst.  Maybe it'll pick up now I see a use for it beyond things like statistics and arithmetic."

2014-05-25 23:46 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It's useful for some other things, too, but - yeah, way more useful for inscriptions than normal day to day life."

2014-05-26 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"If it were very useful, they wouldn't have to come up with such contrived word problems.  I suppose maybe people who are good at coming up with homework exercises have better uses for their talents, though."

2014-05-26 00:4 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snickers. "Basically, yeah."

2014-05-26 00:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I wonder if in a hundred years magic will be a dreary elective in high school and people will complain about it?"

2014-05-26 00:8 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"If they do then they're lame."

2014-05-26 00:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Or sane.  One of the two."

2014-05-26 00:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"But magic is so potentially practical, Savannah!  What do you want to do when you grow up?"

2014-05-26 00:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"I have no idea.  I'll figure it out when I get there," she shrugs.

2014-05-26 00:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Do you plan on going to college?"

2014-05-26 00:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Maybe!"

2014-05-26 00:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"It's going to be time to have a not-maybe answer, soon."

2014-05-26 00:17 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"And I will figure it out then," says Savannah brightly.

2014-05-26 00:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Luck to you.  Angela, plans?"

"I'm not sure.  Maybe teaching or - I don't really know."Edited   2014-05-26 00:28 (UTC)


2014-05-26 00:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"I recommend avoiding math. Teaching it, learning it - whatever. Don't be like the nerds."

2014-05-28 23:48 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I don't mind math so much," says Angela.

"Maybe you can teach some kind of not-magic course at my school when I start a school.  I'm planning to be specialized, but maybe not that specialized."

"That'd be at like - university level though, wouldn't it?  That might be a little much for me."

"Maybe, I'm not sure.  It could wind up being the sort of school kids show up to afternoons and weekends, like, I don't know, Hebrew school."

"Oh.  I don't know."

"University is more likely though.  Well, trade school sort of thing."

2014-05-28 23:51 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"University level would give you the ability to not have to do as much work to be the same level of selective. It's already common practice to see grades and essays and talk to teachers about it."

2014-05-28 23:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, yes, but I'm not sure I can call someone's English teacher and be like 'hello, can you tell me if Tom Jones is the sort of person who will carelessly handle or deliberately misuse phenomenal cosmic power?'"

2014-05-29 00:3 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Good point, but it's not like you can do that with someone who's 12, either. Since they haven't settled as who they are in the slightest yet."

2014-05-29 00:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah.  So, university is probably more likely and then I have entrance essay questions like 'what would you do with three wishes'."

2014-05-29 00:9 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snickers. "I bet lots of people put 'World Peace' on there without any expansion on it.  Technically the world's at peace if everyone's dead or brainwashed, with wishes you should be very careful of what you're getting."

2014-05-29 00:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"So I have a minimum wordcount and specify that the genie is kind of a jerk."

2014-05-29 00:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That's the spirit!"

2014-05-29 00:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Or maybe not a jerk per se, but the genie will pick the simplest way to produce your wish."

2014-05-29 00:16 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Aha, so you have to be very specific but it will not be out to get you."

2014-05-29 00:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yeah.  Like the actual magic I will be teaching."

2014-05-29 00:20 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren giggles. "If you're going to add a bar for competence, some kind of puzzle would also help.  Since I think magic's kind of like a huge puzzle. With math."

2014-05-29 00:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Logic puzzles," she almost joked riddles but Angela doesn't know, "and specificity-requiring genies, maybe short-answer ethics questions with a 'justify your answer on the back' part.  And I will charge tuition but if I can afford to I'll give scholarships if people agree to do something of social value for some period of time with their educations."

2014-05-29 00:34 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It'll be like a normal test to get into college, like the ACT or SAT - except with ethics.  And logic."

2014-05-29 00:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"SEMAT.  Standardized Ethics and Magical Aptitude Test."

2014-05-29 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




He giggles. "That's perfect, I support this and will help you make it."

2014-05-29 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yay!"

2014-05-29 00:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"They're planning to make standardized tests together," whispers Savannah to Angela. "They'll probably elope in a week."

2014-05-29 00:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I think they're too young to legally elope?" says Angela.  "Also wasn't their first date... yesterday?"

Bella laughs into her hands.

2014-05-29 00:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Shh, details. They move quickly, they can't let a silly thing like age get in the way of standardized testing."

2014-05-29 00:50 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren is amused but embarrassed and looking at the table!

2014-05-29 00:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"We do not have to elope to write standardized tests," says Bella primly.  "We aren't even writing them yet!  They won't be useful until I'm ready to open my school."

2014-05-29 00:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"More petty details.  Don't let the future get in the way of love!"

Savannah is teasing.

2014-05-29 01:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella rolls her eyes.

And leans on Darren.

2014-05-29 01:1 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren smiles at Bella, perfectly happy to be leaned on.

"At least Savannah's supportive," says Darren, amused.

2014-05-29 01:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Better than the alternative," Bella acknowledges.

2014-05-29 01:17 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"She would be all glary.  It would be terrible."

2014-05-29 01:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Spare me from the terrible wrath of your glares, Savannah."

2014-05-29 01:19 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Rawr," says Savannah, grinning. "Yeah, sure."

2014-05-29 01:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Even if we become less cute at some time for some reason?  We are safe?"

2014-05-29 01:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"If you are less cute at some time for some reason you might not be safe.  But for now, yes. You are."

2014-05-29 01:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Oh, no.  We'd better remain adorable, Darren.  I'm scared."

2014-05-29 01:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Me too," says Darren. He wraps an arm around her. "We should try rationing it, so it lasts longer."

2014-05-29 01:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"How do we do that?"

2014-05-29 01:39 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Only certain levels of adorable that we can meet per day, if we go over we are tapping too much from the bank of adorable and risk running out."

2014-05-29 01:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"But what if we found a way to reinvest the adorable and draw compound interest?"

2014-05-29 01:44 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Then we will have to react accordingly," agrees Darren with a laugh. "And reinvest the adorable."

2014-05-29 01:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yay.  Cuteness perpetual motion machine."

2014-05-29 01:46 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It's perfect! Savannah will never start glaring at us!"

2014-05-29 01:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Do you suppose you can make a magic literal perpetual motion machine?  To power a generator of some kind?"

2014-05-29 01:52 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




".... Hmmm." Darren thinks about this. "... Maybe? I wouldn't know where to begin, but I don't think I should rule it out."

2014-05-29 01:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"It'd be cool.  And it'd help fund the school."

Is that the bell for Art?  That may be be the bell for Art.

2014-05-29 01:56 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Both of those things!" agrees Darren.

It is indeed the bell for Art! Off they go, to that class!

2014-05-29 02:12 (UTC)





Phixable

bugbear





shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella amasses a spreadsheet full of runes.  She learns enough about programming to store them a bit more elegantly than that and get the program to make suggestions that do various results.  Doesn't have a GUI wrapper, but it works for the part that is about choosing runes and sizes, if not laying them out - that still has to be done by hand.

Invisibility is going to be very popular with monsters who want to go out in the world.

As far as scrolls are concerned: Xeroxing them doesn't work.  Carbon paper does, even on gray paper where the runes are barely visible for intellectual property reasons, and tracing a xeroxed copy also works fine; a simple spell takes about five minutes to make a stack of four.  The spells are available in French and Spanish.  There isn't a huge selection to start.  But it's something.

They give Angela an after-school job tracing them according to demand so they have more time to discover additional runes and work out additional spells, and they put up fliers in the Avalon advertising a mail-order service.

Bella gets a car.  It's a beat-up station wagon, but it works.

Bella has a small business, a vehicle, and a long-term career plan.

She sets about making arrangements to skip the eleventh grade, and Darren follows suit.

The two of them are adorably attached to each other.  There is a lot of kissing.  Savannah teases them a lot and Bella messes with her and Darren blushes.

By the time summer vacation starts, they have a stabilized price point, sufficient regular buyers, enough repertoire, and a nest egg of money that permit them to rent a small storefront and hire a teenage griffin to sell scrolls in the Avalon.  They are on their way out (Savannah accompanying for kicks, Bella driving) to seal the deal and drop off a batch of inventory.  Bright and early.

2014-06-17 20:3









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren's delighted with Bella when she organizes their runes with a program.  He tells her so. Kissing is involved. Then he starts working on making new spells - practicing them, inventing new ones under pressure, and the like. Bella's caught up to his library of runes, and then periodically he discovers a new one. None of the ones he finds are wonderful breakthroughs in that one spell that they wanted to do, but discovering more certainly couldn't hurt.

They make scrolls, and then scrolls kept are on their persons at all times. Invisibility, a shield spell, simple healings, and luck spells. Darren's trying to figure out how to get that last one onto an object that can go on their persons, but hasn't managed it yet. He thinks he's closing in on managing it, though. Soon.

Now without new runes to give Bella, Savannah isn't subjected to nerdy teaching talk.  She's subjected to nerdy magic talk, instead. "Do you think," says Darren consideringly, "that it's worth the extra trouble of using fur or hair or something just to avoid having to draw out like ten more runes to keep things from catching on fire for the luck spell? It's so flimsy, but I keep having trouble trying to get something made out of metal or the like to work."

2014-06-18 03:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Getting a supply of hair could be a problem, but it could work, once it's spelled we could coil it up and put it in resin, maybe?"

2014-06-18 03:29 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Hmmm, maybe.  We could also give feathers a shot, see if those count to catch fire or not in a controlled setting. They're sturdier than a lock of hair, I would know."

2014-06-18 03:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"They still don't hold up all that well, I'd want to put them in something.  And finding a supply would be harder."

2014-06-18 03:35 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"True.  And I wouldn't exactly find it fun to rip out feathers."

2014-06-18 03:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Which is exactly what I meant.  I mean, if we lose one, we can try it, but it'd be way easier to raid my hairbrush and maybe Savannah's - your hair probably isn't long enough to use easily - and Angela's I guess."

2014-06-18 03:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He nods. "I could always grow my hair longer, have it flowing in the wind behind me.  Pretend to be Fabio."

2014-06-18 03:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Fabio?  I'm not seeing it.  You're rocking a very different style."

2014-06-18 03:43 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren giggles. "I am, aren't I. I would get annoyed with carting around the fan required to properly rock long hair."

2014-06-18 03:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Design a wind spell.  Problem solved."Edited   2014-06-18 03:46 (UTC)


2014-06-18 03:46 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Cast it when I enter the room, maybe.  Have the wind blowing through my hair upon entry and flip it every now and then."

2014-06-18 03:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Sure."  Pause.  "Is Savannah asleep back there?  She has not made one crack about you with respect to Fabio."

2014-06-18 03:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Mmm?" says Savannah. "Oh uh - sorry, I was thinking."

2014-06-18 03:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"A wonder of the world."

2014-06-18 04:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah grunts in a vaguely disgruntled manner.

2014-06-18 04:3 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren is confused. Savannah's lots of things, but closed off and standoffish is not one of them.

"... What are you thinking about?"

2014-06-18 04:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Private stuff, don't worry about it."

2014-06-18 04:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Huh.

2014-06-18 04:6 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Okay now Darren is even more confused.

"Are you okay?  Is there a topic that I need to avoid in the future? You're usually only quiet when you're angry about something."

2014-06-18 04:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




Savannah rolls her eyes. "No, it's fine, nerd, stop prying."

'Nerd' does not have the vaguely affectionate ring that it usually has. It just sounds derogatory.

2014-06-18 04:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)






"Carsick?" guesses Bella.  "Wishing you hadn't come along?"

2014-06-18 04:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"Ugh, I'm fine, but I'm getting kind of annoyed that you two keep poking me.  Shoo, go back to talking about magic."

2014-06-18 04:11 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Eyebrow raise.

"... Are you sure you're okay?"

2014-06-18 04:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"I said I'm fine.  Shoo!"

2014-06-18 04:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"We haven't been driving long, I can turn around if you wanna go home and sulk or something?"

2014-06-18 04:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"No, no, I want to go to the Avalon," sighs Savannah.

2014-06-18 04:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay."

Bella falls silent.

2014-06-18 04:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren exchanges a look with Bella that says, 'I have no idea what's going on I don't know why she is like this.'

But he also falls silent.

2014-06-18 04:19 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Savannah does not break the silence.  She doesn't even grouse about the pair up front being silent.

2014-06-18 04:19 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"So," says Darren, after a while. "Where should we go first when we reach the Avalon?  Food, I'm guessing?"

2014-06-18 04:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Should collect our prospective employee and buy him lunch and see if we trust him with a great big stack of scrolls and their instruction manuals."Edited   2014-06-18 04:24 (UTC)


2014-06-18 04:23 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Nod. "Hopefully he's not going to cackle and then go running off with his new found power of invisibility to spy in the girl's showers or something."

2014-06-18 04:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Or pretend to lose the stock in a fire and not give us our money."

2014-06-18 04:28 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"That, too. Sorry, I grew up with Savannah, take a wild guess at what she wanted to use invisibility for."

2014-06-18 04:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Savannah flips Darren the bird.

2014-06-18 04:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"What, really?  Savannah, you are aware that as a lesbian you have the coveted trait of already sharing gym lockers with who you'd want to stare at.  Being invisible would make you creepier but not particularly more effective."

2014-06-18 04:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




She rolls her eyes and doesn't reply. She gives an annoyed sigh, and then looks out the window, obviously not feeling talkative.

2014-06-18 04:32 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren looks at her, and tilts his head.

"Okay.  Twin veto rules apply, what the hell is up?  I changed the subject, are you mad at us for something and just feeling - weird and passive aggressive today?"

2014-06-18 04:35 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Nothing is up, you keep bugging me, stop it."

2014-06-18 04:35 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Okay, Savannah, seriously, I am not blind and stupid, something is wrong. Tell me what it is and I promise not to mope or get passive aggressive about you not telling me sooner."

2014-06-18 04:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"Auuugh," says Savannah. "Shush.  Just - shush, stop talking, that is what's wrong, you keep talking and poking me and it's getting on my nerves!"

2014-06-18 04:40 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"The fact that I am talking is getting on your nerves?  That - what, that never happens, what topics are upsetting you so I can avoid them and stop upsetting you? You told me to go back to talking about magic, you think that's the most boring thing ever."

2014-06-18 04:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




There is an - awkward pause, from Savannah.

"Because I don't want to talk right now," she says, a bit off guard.

2014-06-18 04:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Then what do you want to go to the Avalon for?"

2014-06-18 04:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works






"Reasons," declares Savannah, throwing up her hands.

2014-06-18 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Please stop being cagey, Savannah I'm your brother I won't disown you or something if it's terrible - is someone dead, is that what's going on?"

2014-06-18 04:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"I'm not fucking scared of you disowning me! I'm pissed off because you are bugging me for no reason and now you are interrogating me!"

2014-06-18 04:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"You're acting strange.  That's not no reason."

2014-06-18 04:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"I'm allowed to be strange if I want to!"

2014-06-18 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella sighs.

"Suppose."

2014-06-18 04:51 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Yes," says Darren, frustrated. "You are, but I'm allowed to be worried, which I am, because you are my twin and I have never in my life seen you act this way! Please.  Please let me in, Savannah."

2014-06-18 04:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Fuck off!" growls Savannah.

2014-06-18 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Is it me, I can, like, pull over and wander off for ten minutes if you don't want to talk about it in front of me?"

2014-06-18 04:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Wh- no, it's you guys!"

2014-06-18 04:56 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Let's go with pulling over and wandering. Savannah did you suddenly just start hating our relationship?  I thought you were supportive?"

2014-06-18 04:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"I don't give a fuck about your relationship!"

2014-06-18 04:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella looks for a safe place to pull over, and does so.  Now they are stopped on the shoulder of the highway.

"Shit, do I have my umbrella?  I think I forgot my umbrella."

2014-06-18 04:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Ugh, are you seriously going to make us go get rained on so you can interrogate me some more?  This is so stupid, let's just keep going to the Avalon."

2014-06-18 05:1 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Uh, yes, because you are acting like you are-" Pause. Darren trails off, before adding quietly, "Like you're possessed."

2014-06-18 05:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"The idea was that I would get... rained... um."

2014-06-18 05:3 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




There is a brief moment of utter terror in Savannah's eyes. Then it's very quickly gone and replaced by anger.

"What, no, no that's absurd!"

2014-06-18 05:6 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"... Oh my god, are you actually some person impersonating my sister?! - Thing we swore when we were eleven, what was it?!"

2014-06-18 05:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Wh- ... Why does that matter, that shouldn't matter, I'm fine!"

2014-06-18 05:10 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"That," hisses Darren, "is not my sister, she doesn't know, fuck. Fuck!"

He starts fumbling for scrolls.

2014-06-18 05:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella reaches for one of hers too.  "How the fuck do we get it out," she mutters.

2014-06-18 05:12 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Could be a shapeshifter, another peryton, maybe, it's not like we know how that works -"

Scroll.  Scroll is gotten -

2014-06-18 05:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"-Stop that," hisses Savannah, and then she grabs the back of Darren's collar and slams his head into the dashboard.

2014-06-18 05:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful






Shit.

Bella opens her door, gets out, fumbles for her phone, and goes as fast as she can on the slippery asphalt to Darren's side.

2014-06-18 05:17 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Fucking bastards you should have just stopped poking at it," growls not-Savannah, getting out of the car to try and tackle Bella.Edited   2014-06-18 05:20 (UTC)


2014-06-18 05:20 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren is briefly dazed but it's not like Savannah had good leverage from back there.

He says something in French, quietly, under his breath. It's not too hard of a sentence, and is says it as fast as possible.Edited   2014-06-18 05:24 (UTC)


2014-06-18 05:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




At just the right time, too.

She goes to deck Bella, and instead slams into a swirling shield of air. She's sent flying a few feet away, away from the highway and down towards the woods.

2014-06-18 05:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella opens Darren's door.  "Are you okay?"  She dials her dad.  "I'm calling Charlie -"

2014-06-18 05:28 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Ow," says Darren, rubbing his head and fumbling to get out of the seatbelt. "Yeah, mostly, ow."

2014-06-18 05:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Not-Savannah struggles to her - his? its? - feet. She looks at the pair and growls again, and she starts making her way back up to the car.

She has Savannah's speed.  They do not have very long.

2014-06-18 05:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Fly?" asks Bella, scanning the highway.  It is for the moment empty.  "C'mon, Charlie..."

2014-06-18 05:35 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah, it probably can't -"

2014-06-18 05:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




And then not-Savannah is there.  This time she doesn't rush the wind-shield, she stops at its edge and glowers. "Think I don't know anything, little magicians? This won't last long."

2014-06-18 05:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella reads the nearest mile marker.

She checks the highway again.

She sprouts wings, only wings, and starts flapping.

2014-06-18 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren does the same, looking at not-Savannah nervously. Flap, flap, away from the safety of the wind-shield but also into the safety of the air.

2014-06-18 05:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Not-Savannah snorts.

Then she sprouts wings of her own - Savannah's, actually. Color, texture, size - they are hers. She is fast, and she is not pulling her punches.  Darren's closer, he hesitated - she catches his ankle.

2014-06-18 05:50 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren makes a little sound before he is slammed into the ground with a painful sounding crunch.

2014-06-18 05:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom






There go Bella's shoes.

Savannah can have a clawed foot to the face while Bella recites one of her healing scrolls' incantations from memory.

2014-06-18 05:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




Foot to the face has the desired effect, if the desired effect is, 'Scratched up and briefly stunned but now incredibly angry not-Savannah.'

Bella's gets to recite the incantation.  From his spot on the ground Darren is looking better, though it's kind of hard to tell from where theyare. A second later, her pursuer is back and swooping in to punch Bella.

2014-06-18 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella's good in the air.  She'll lead not-Savannah on a bit of a chase.  While waiting for her dad to pick up the phone and for Darren to get in the sky and distract his not-sister.

2014-06-18 06:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Not-sister is scary good in the air too. She gets extremely close to Bella, swooping in from the left to rearrange Bella's face -

2014-06-18 06:7 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




- but Darren has recovered enough to repeat an earlier phrase.  He carries two shield scrolls.

2014-06-18 06:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




"Arg!" says the imposter, slamming into a shield for the second time and barely correcting mid-air to avoid crashing into the ground. "Fucking cheating magic..." she hisses.

2014-06-18 06:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful






Finally, finally the phone stops ringing.

"DAD.  Mile marker is -"  She rattles it off.  "Savannah's possessed, call Mrs. Adams, come too if you can.  We're going to run out of scrolls at this rate."

Altitude altitude altitude.

2014-06-18 06:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




Fine, go to a higher altitude.  Want to know who's on the ground and vulnerable?  Darren.  Darren's on the ground and vulnerable.

Not-Savannah will take advantage of this.

2014-06-18 06:16 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren hisses a curseword, flapping to get away from his not-sister while trying to rattle off the spell for invisibility -

2014-06-18 06:17 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Not again, asshole!"

Hands go around his neck, he's interrupted and the spell fizzles, the world abruptly resuming normal non-quiet levels. It turns out that the imposter is also just as strong as Savannah. This is very bad for Darren's breathing abilities. As in, he will not be.

2014-06-18 06:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"Oh, fuck."

Bella dives.

This time claws are going for Savannah's wings.

"Savannah if you're in there I will fix this later," she mutters, digging in and hauling not-Savannah away from Darren as best as she can.

2014-06-18 06:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




The imposter lets out a cry of pain, and releases Darren.

2014-06-18 06:25 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren falls for about two yards, coughing before he recovers enough to glide. He lands, crumpling a little, but otherwise okay.

Then, he restarts the chant.

2014-06-18 06:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




And then Bella is on her own with an angry not-Savannah. She twists around, and starts kicking at her attacker.

2014-06-18 06:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Ow ow ow.  Okay, more-claws time, claws meet not-Savannah.  Bella's not carrying a whole lot of scrolls...

2014-06-18 06:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Claws do nicely to really piss off not-Savannah. Another kick, then she shakes Bella off. She swoops around to work up some momentum -

2014-06-18 06:32 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




- And then Darren finishes his spell.

Bella is now invisible.

2014-06-18 06:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Not-Savannah misses.

"AAAAUGH," she cries. "FUCKING MAGIC ASSHOLES!"

2014-06-18 06:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella dives as soon as she notices she's invisible, then swoops around to confuse the issue further; she could be anywhere in local airspace now.

First thing when the dust settles she wants a spell to harmlessly confine people.

2014-06-18 06:35 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




That's just upsetting. She gives up trying to find Bella, that's pointless, she could be anywhere.  Back to trying to attack Darren.

2014-06-18 06:43 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren has only a healing scroll left. He shifts, goes full peryton, and then proceeds to dance out of not-Savannah's reach. He is graceful in his natural form.

They probably don't notice right now because they are busy, but there is a car approaching.

2014-06-18 06:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella trails not-Savannah, using her wake, gliding rather than making flapping noises, so she can pounce if she catches up to Darren.  She's gone fullform since she's conveniently invisible.

2014-06-18 06:46 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Dance away, dance dance - whoo that was a close call he almost got punched - dance dance.

2014-06-18 06:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And that is when the car on the highway stops. Out comes the passenger.

There is a growl in a familiar voice that says, "Demon."

It appears that Mrs. Adams got something of a head start.

2014-06-18 06:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella doesn't want to blow her invisibility when presumably Mrs. Adams can identify the demon's host and even tell where Bella is if she has to.  So she doesn't say anything.

2014-06-18 06:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams can indeed do all of those things.

Not-Savannah is tackled to the ground by a large and angry bugbear with very sharp claws. "Out," growls the bugbear. "And I will not make your return to Dis last hours."

2014-06-18 06:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella, reasonably confident that Mrs. Adams knows what she's doing, alights next to Darren, close enough for him to hear her breathing.

2014-06-18 06:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"What," laughs not-Savannah. "Going to set me back to Dis?  Good fucking luck managing that without killing the girl."

2014-06-18 06:59 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Application of sharp, sharp claws to Savannah's throat. "Try me, demon. I've met you demons before, if you think I won't kill someone to get you gone you are mistaken," growls Mrs. Adams.

2014-06-18 07:0 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren makes a little sound in his throat. "What, no, Mrs. Adams - my sister-"

2014-06-18 07:1 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Now that won't be my first option," assures Mrs. Adams. "I am reasonable. But, demon," the bugbear leans in close. "Look me in the eye and say that I haven't done this song and dance before. Say I'm not a murderer."

2014-06-18 07:3 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




The demon stares up at Mrs. Adams. It flinches. "Y-You... You wouldn't-"

Another stare. "D-Don't, no, don't."

2014-06-18 07:5 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Get out," purrs the bugbear, "and I will make it quick.  But you are not staying. You are never staying."

2014-06-18 07:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella thinks - hopes - that she's doing a very, very good job of bluffing.

And if she's not, maybe fairy princess magic can heal even after the point where someone's technically dead enough to evict occupants.

Bella presses herself against Darren, hopefully comfortingly.

2014-06-18 15:47 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren would appreciate the effort if he were not staring in horror at his sister potentially getting horrifically killed by Mrs. Adams.

He doesn't know what he would do if she died here.

2014-06-19 05:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




But, as it turns out - it does not become an issue.

The demon phases out of Savannah. The teenager slumps back, unconscious, but alive.

2014-06-19 05:30 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Of course, doing this gets the demon out from under Mrs. Adams claws, too.

Who's up for round two?

Mrs. Adams.  Mrs. Adams is up for round two. She demonstrates by picking up the demon with sharp, sharp claws, and throwing him - it? - at a tree. She does not pull her punches, not when demons are involved.

2014-06-19 05:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella lopes up to Savannah, goes human-form enough to get at the scrolls on her person, pulls a healing one, recites its incantation from memory.

2014-06-19 05:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren notices Bella's attentions towards Savannah (by sound, not by sight) and smiles a little.  He is perfectly happy to go help with taking out the demon that possessed his sister, now that it is firmly out of her...

2014-06-19 05:39 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




But Mrs. Adams does not need his help.  Actually she doesn't seem to need any sort of help at all.

The demon might, though. It becomes readily apparent that demons don't bleed. Instead, they ooze a red light that sticks to things before fading away. Some of the gore without none of the mess, how convenient. Because trying to clean up after the English teacher's demon-centered rampage would take hours.

It is not a clean fight.  But it is very very fast. Also very one sided. The scattered pieces that remain of the demon fade away after, leaving nothing but the teenagers and the bugbear.

2014-06-19 05:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella goes back to invisibly leaning on Darren.  She doesn't return to fullform; the invisibility will wear off any minute now.

2014-06-19 05:54 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren would try to take her hand, but - invisibility. "Thanks," he murmurs to her, instead. He checks over his sister with worry, occasionally giving Mrs. Adams nervous looks. 

2014-06-19 05:57 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




The threat nullified, Mrs. Adams returns to human form, nonchalantly retrieving her cellphone to inform all parents that the threat has been handled.  Charlie first.

2014-06-19 05:58 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




Charlie thanks her.

Then calls Bella to confirm.

2014-06-19 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah, demon's - gone.  Sort of dissolved after she tore it up.  Love you too.  Don't know yet, I guess.  Darren, do you still want to go to the Avalon?  And if so should we take Savannah home or...?"Edited   2014-06-19 06:00 (UTC)


2014-06-19 05:59 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams calls Veron, and updates him on the situation. She confirms that Savannah is okay.

2014-06-19 06:2 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Admittedly, I kind of want to go home and curl up under a blanket now. Possibly while force-feeding Savannah chicken noodle soup."

2014-06-19 06:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Okay.  I can call - whatshisface, griffin kid, I have his name and phone number written down.  We can go home."

2014-06-19 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"We'll say family emergency.  Do - you want to come to my house, or go to yours? Is your dad at work, I can't remember."

2014-06-19 06:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"He's at work.  I can come over to yours if you want but it would be reasonable for this to be Twins Time."

2014-06-19 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do






"I don't know how Savannah will react. We'll wait until she wakes up to decide? I mean - I'd want you there, because horrific trauma and I kind of want to cuddle you forever now, but I'm worried about her."

2014-06-19 06:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Hug.  "Okay."

2014-06-19 06:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Awkward return hug because she's still invisible, but he obviously tries. Snuggle snuggle.

2014-06-19 06:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Snuggle.

"So I guess we haul her into the backseat and - sit her up and buckle her in, lay her across it?"

2014-06-19 06:15 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Or wait for her to wake up.  Um. Mrs. Adams?  Do you know how long it'll be until she -"

2014-06-19 06:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Unghh," says Savannah.

2014-06-19 06:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Now," drawls Mrs. Adams dryly.

2014-06-19 06:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Hey, Savannah," says Bella.  Oh, she's fading back into visibility now.

2014-06-19 06:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




Savannah sits up and curls around herself in one single motion. "Is it gone?" she hisses.

2014-06-19 06:20 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It's been banished back to Dis."

2014-06-19 06:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"That is not the same thing as gone, did you make the - did it suffer?!"

2014-06-19 06:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Very briefly," informs Mrs. Adams.

2014-06-19 06:24 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Good enough." She then wraps her arms around her legs and proceeds to not say anything else.

2014-06-19 06:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)






"Want to go home and let Darren feed you chicken noodle soup?"

2014-06-19 06:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Savannah snorts. "Pfff, he would. Home's good, being fed chicken noodle soup, nah. He can make it and I feed myself, though."

2014-06-19 06:28 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like






"... I'm sorry I didn't catch it sooner," apologizes Darren.

2014-06-19 06:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"S'fine. Wasn't long."

And that seems to be all she wants to say of the subject.

"We heading home?"

2014-06-19 06:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella nods and walks around to the driver's side door.

2014-06-19 06:35 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren checks to see if his sister needs help standing (the answer is very definitively no, she can stand just fine and is annoyed with being treated like she's weak and vulnerable) and then into the car they go.

It's probably going to be a quiet car ride.

2014-06-19 06:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




(Mrs. Adams returns to her own car, bids them goodbye, and heads back to her house.  She's got essays to grade.)

2014-06-19 06:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella drives, silent unless addressed, back to the Sanders house.

2014-06-19 06:39 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




No one in the car is feeling talkative.

When they arrive, Vernon is waiting and immediately hugs his kids.

"Everything all right?"

2014-06-19 19:21 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Mostly," agrees Darren.

2014-06-19 19:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




Savannah nods. "Yeah.  Bit scratched up, and I need like a pint of ice cream, but I'll live."

2014-06-19 19:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: h ~ medallion




"I can stay or go, whichever."

2014-06-19 19:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Eh, stay, Darren needs cuddles and that is an auxiliary use of a girlfriend," snorts Savannah.

2014-06-19 19:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Okay."

Bella serves her auxiliary purpose.  Snugfully.

2014-06-19 19:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Snuggle, snuggle.

Actually they can go snuggle on the couch, that is better than snuggling standing up. Couch-move, then snuggles.

2014-06-19 19:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah, not being the snuggling type, retrieves an entire carton of ice cream from the freezer, plops onto a nearby couch, and then starts working her way through it. Nom. Nom nom.  The best part about horrific trauma is the license to eat lots of ice cream after.

2014-06-19 19:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




It certainly compares favorably to pretty much all other components of horrific trauma.

Snuggle snuggle.

"Should we have, like, actual passwords?"

2014-06-19 19:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I vote Darren's is snugglebunny."

2014-06-19 19:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"He is not a bunny."

2014-06-19 19:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Pssssh, details."

2014-06-19 19:40 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "What do you get, then? Ice cream tree frog?"

2014-06-19 19:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I'm claiming my own long random password before somebody invents one for me.  Uuuum.  Euphrates potato Poughkeepsie."

2014-06-19 19:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Giggle. "There is no way I'm remembering that."

2014-06-19 19:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"This is a substantial disadvantage to the passwords, I guess, we'd all have to memorize them.  I suppose we can continue going with quizzing each other about events from our shared history."

2014-06-19 19:50 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Sure, that works all right.  Passwords as a backup, though?"

2014-06-19 19:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Euphrates potato Poughkeepsie."  Snuggle.

2014-06-19 19:56 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He giggles, then snuggles her back. "I am also not going with snugglebunny, Bella, you get to pick because I can't think of anything."

2014-06-19 19:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Chocolate raindrop spider."

2014-06-19 19:58 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Okay.  I'll memorize that and that will be my password."

2014-06-19 19:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Meh.  I'll go with ice cream tree frog, it's already embedded into my head because it was pretty funny."

2014-06-19 20:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That's why the charmingly random words.  Conveniently, each password is also consistent in its poetic feet."

2014-06-19 20:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"The what now?"

2014-06-19 20:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"All your words are one emphasized syllable.  Mine all go dah-DAH-dah.  And Darren's go DAH-dah."

2014-06-19 20:3 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"... Huh! Okay, that's weird jargon but now I understand what you're talking about."

2014-06-19 20:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"If you've ever heard about 'iambic pentameter' as in the thing Shakespeare does, similar deal - dah-DAH dah-DAH dah-DAH dah-DAH dah-DAH end of line."

2014-06-19 20:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Huh!  Okay.  Cool. That sounds like it's super hard to do, props to Shakespeare."

2014-06-19 20:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella giggles.  "He didn't do it all the time.  But yes."

2014-06-19 20:19 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I think she just learned more from that than she has in several years of English class," marvels Darren.

2014-06-19 20:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah sticks her tongue out at him, and then goes back to eating lots of ice cream.

2014-06-19 20:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Well, I am planning to major in education, if not specifically literature education."

2014-06-19 20:23 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"And now if you ever need to apply for a job in education if not-Hogwarts falls through, just tell them you taught my sister about iambic pentameter. They'll hire you on the spot."Edited   2014-06-19 20:27 (UTC)


2014-06-19 20:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"A truly impressive line item on my resume."

2014-06-19 20:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"People might not believe you about it, actually, it's so unheard of. You might need to drag Savannah along to confirm it."

2014-06-19 20:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Ah, too much hassle, I will just become a truck driver."

2014-06-19 20:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren laughs. "All right. Too bad, now no one will know your abilities." Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-06-19 20:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Snuggle!

2014-06-19 20:36 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




Soon enough, Savannah finishes her ice cream.  The entire tub of it.

"Okay, I am going to go watch a movie.  Bye, snugglebunnies."

Wave.  Then she goes.

2014-06-19 20:46 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren waves back.

He snuggles Bella.  Then, he says, "Hey, uh, Bella?"

2014-06-19 20:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Snuggle.  "Mmm?"

2014-06-19 20:47 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Randomly, he seems to be nervous.  He fidgets, a little. "Um - okay, um, just going to say it - I love you."

Fidget, fidget, oh look there's the return of shyness.

2014-06-19 20:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella kisses him.

"I love you too."

2014-06-19 20:51 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Well that's the best possible answer!

Kiss.  Snuggly kiss.

2014-06-19 20:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Yaaaay snuggly kisses.

2014-06-19 20:53 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




The best kind!

He laughs a little. "You know I'm pretty sure I've been in love with you for a while now, I just - didn't realize it."

2014-06-19 20:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I have no such excuse, I have been since April and was waiting for you to say something first."

2014-06-19 20:58 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren sporfles. "Have you really? You weren't afraid of how I was going to react, were you?"

2014-06-19 21:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"A little?  I mean, even the very sweetest possible reaction that did not include the same sentiment would have been demoralizing."

2014-06-19 21:2 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Awwww," says Darren.  And then Bella is snuggled. "Well, good news, I do happen to love you, I am just a dork and didn't realize it for a while."

2014-06-19 21:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Snuggle!  "Very good news."

2014-06-19 21:3 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Sorry that I'm a dork and took so long. I would have said it sooner if I'd realized."

2014-06-19 21:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"It's okay."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-19 21:6 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Nuzzle!

"If I do something like it again tell Savannah. She will use her delicate touch to inform me," says Darren dryly.

2014-06-19 21:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"If you do something like fall in love with me and not notice, communicate with me on the subject, or otherwise do anything that would let me know it was time to report to your sister?"

2014-06-19 21:10 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"No," laughs Darren. "I meant if I'm being annoyingly dense, tell my sister, and she will tell me to stop it and I will."

2014-06-19 21:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Aha.  I will keep that in mind."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-19 21:12 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Cuddle, cuddle. "Good, it now retroactively bothers me that I didn't notice sooner."

2014-06-19 21:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Because it betrays a lack of self-examination or because of retroactive impatience to get on with mentioning it or what?"

2014-06-19 21:17 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"First one, kind of. It's like I missed a variable and now I'm annoyed at myself for missing it because for a long stretch of time the rest of the problem was wrong."

2014-06-19 21:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Are you a math problem?"

2014-06-19 21:28 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"... If I am I am the most ambulatory one of all time," laughs Darren. "It's an easy way to think about my head? I guess?"

2014-06-19 21:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"How peculiar.  What kind of math problem?"

2014-06-19 21:31 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It's... Hmmm. A really complicated giant math problem? Where I weigh things that I have and their uses and how important they are to me or my goals. Then I combine certain parts of it to get what something is worth to me both resource and emotional wise and then I file it into mental priorities. So I guess it's also like a spreadsheet?  And a math problem?"

2014-06-19 21:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Huh.  I mean, I do that, but it's all extremely verbal and felt out, not numerical at all."

2014-06-19 21:40 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Nod. "Mine's numerical. I mean there are - non-numerical parts of it, but I do tend to look over those and give them a value in comparison to other things. With numbers."

2014-06-19 21:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Can I have examples?"

2014-06-19 21:49 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Okay, well, what sorts of examples do you want me to give? Like - what do you want me to aim for? A lot of the time it's with a goal in mind, but once I've worked out the values for those I reuse them later."

2014-06-19 21:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Mostly I want an idea what sort of scale you're working with, since I imagine it's relative value and not absolute that makes the Darren-spreadsheet behave.  If I am very important does that make me worth fifty points or fifty million or what?"

2014-06-19 21:53 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He giggles at 'Darren-spreadsheet.'

"Yeah, it's relative. I don't like having large numbers just to have large numbers, they're annoying to work with, so - fifty instead of fifty million. You are very much above average at a solid 37.4. I can break down why you have this number?"

2014-06-19 22:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Ooooh yes.  Why am I thirty seven point four, do tell."

2014-06-19 22:2 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Well there's math and reasoning behind all of these numbers, but - seven point six for intelligence and general sense-making. A solid ten for aiming it in the right direction, as in, fixing the world. Three and a half because you are systematic about it and things in general. Six point eight because I am dating you and there are reasons for that and they are good ones. Six point five because you are a super magic fairy princess and that has proven to be very, very useful. Two because you do not go about the sorts of things that you want in an immoral way. Then the last is the token point I give every sentient being ever just for being alive."

2014-06-20 00:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You have all this memorized?  And morality is only two points compared to nearly seven for dating you?"

2014-06-20 00:33 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I would not be dating you if you were not moral," points out Darren. "It's not actually just because I am dating you, it's because you are the sort of person I would date, and am, in fact, dating. I'm kind of picky. The numbers are kind of memorized, I was approximating them a bit, in my head they're more fluid. Besides, yours are pretty easy, I think about you a lot.  If you wanted me to spit out the numbers for say, Mike, I would need time to think because I don't think about him very much."

2014-06-20 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Nuzzle.  "Awwww."

2014-06-20 00:39 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren smiles and nuzzles back. "Also, your boyfriend is a nerd. I hope you're not surprised by this development."

2014-06-20 00:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Not a bit.  It's great."

2014-06-20 00:42 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snickers. "Was it the math problems that made you think so?"Edited   2014-06-20 00:50 (UTC)


2014-06-20 00:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Nope.  I already thought it."

2014-06-20 00:51 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Awww.  Thanks." Snuggle.

2014-06-20 00:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Snuggle.  "I am extremely fond of you, you may have noticed.  And you are a huge nerd, so if it was a minus, I could not be nearly so fond of you."

2014-06-20 00:54 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




He giggles and nuzzles her. "Thank you for loving me and my nerdy, nerdy ways."

2014-06-20 00:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"You are welcome."

2014-06-20 00:57 (UTC)





Phixable

peryton





shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Summer vacation elapses, and sees their storefront doing one heck of a business in the Avalon with the help of their griffin employee.  There is a suggestion box for new spells they should invent, some of which have to be long-term projects but others of which are converted into new product fairly promptly.

School starts up again.  Darren and Bella are both skipping straight into twelfth grade.  (Bella looked into just starting college early, but while she does technically have the sort of resume that can lead to that kind of thing, she can't exactly write an essay about how she saved the life of another person and this caused her to have Moral Character, let alone about how she started a small business - so skipping one grade it is.)

They apply to colleges.  They both get into University of Washington and get sufficient scholarships to accommodate both going there.

Summer ensues again.

One afternoon, Bella is over at Darren's, and has fallen asleep - in purring fullform - across his lap on the couch.

2014-07-10 13:59









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren's still in human form, reading a book about magic that's slightly less unhelpful than other books of its type. But only slightly. It's naming the failed attempts at doing certain things magically, and what the results were. He's trying to reconstruct what runes were used and figure out why those attempts failed. While he's really got no reason to try and do most of the spells here (why would he even want to boil someone's blood in their veins, if he were feeling murderous there are better, easier options), it's the academic exercise that's important.

He's petting Bella, gently, as he reads. He's not planning on getting up any time soon, she can sleep as long as she likes.

2014-07-11 17:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Mmmm petting purrrrrr zzzzzzzz.



Something dark seeps flatly under the front door.

2014-07-11 17:52 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Pet, pet, pe-

-What is that?

2014-07-11 17:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




It shoops, flat and liquidy and silent, across the floor.

2014-07-11 17:55 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Okay. Okay that is probably not friendly.

"Bella," Darren murmurs, gently shaking his girlfriend.

Meanwhile, he starts wracking his head for a spell.

2014-07-11 17:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella yawns groggily and shifts a wing.

The shooping blackness - unflattens.  It piles up on itself until it's thick and squodgy-looking and approaches the couch.

2014-07-11 18:0 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Well that's utterly terrifying.

"Bella," he says, fear tinging his voice a bit. "Bella there's a - thing. Wake up."

It's - like darkness personified. The first obvious idea Darren has is to combat it is with light - does he have a light scroll on him? He might, if not that's an easy spell and he can - draw that out pretty quickly.

2014-07-11 18:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




Bella shifts again.  "Mm?  Thing?"

One wing flops down off his lap, towards the blackness.

The blackness opens up and swallows her wing in one gulp, and she screams.

2014-07-11 18:8 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like






Fuck.

"Shift," he tells her, trying to - pull her away from the - creature but not getting very far due to the weight of a fullformed sphinx on his lap.  He's piecing together half remembered pieces of a spell, searching his clothes for a light scroll or something that will do light or something.

2014-07-11 18:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"I -"  If she tries it, it's hard to tell.

The blackness spreads past her wing and gets the rest of her, and then there is not a weight of a sphinx on his lap anymore - just a squodge of inky blackness, now retreating.

2014-07-11 18:17 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren will wonder, later, exactly what went through his head when he saw his girlfriend get - eaten by an ink monster. He won't be able to recall. He'll try to describe it as 'a deadly calm' but that's not what it is at all. It's focused, it's logical, and it's - like a tidal wave of emotion, pushing him to act and to act decisively.

But he will be able to remember what he says, in perfect French, and how he managed to get the fire scroll out of his pocket before the ink - thing makes it to the door.

"Light, heat, sunlight brought to life, come forth, come forth without harm to any but darkness," he nearly whispers. "And do some fucking smiting."Edited   2014-07-11 18:29 (UTC)


2014-07-11 18:26 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The inky thing flattens when the light pours onto it - but it absorbs it all, blacker than ever, and slips out the door.

2014-07-11 18:29 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Fuck. Fuck, he miscalculated -

He is off of the couch and after the - the ink monster as fast as he can manage it, and he's already trying to figure out a new angle to kill it. Because he is going to kill it, it ate his girlfriend, it is not allowed to keep shooping along like that's perfectly fine, it gets to die. It gets to die efficiently, damn it, except he can't figure out how to kill it, not yet. He just knows that he's going to.

2014-07-11 18:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Shoop shoop.

It melts into a storm drain.

2014-07-11 18:39 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren hisses a curse word and grasps at the storm drain, briefly trying to see if it will do what he wants it to and be ripped out of the fucking ground, but no, no it holds just fine. Damn engineers. He tries to tell what direction the ink - thing goes, see if he can follow it, but it's too dark down there, he can't tell. 

He indulges himself by allowing himself a primal scream of rage and despair. Once. He makes it a good one.

And then he stands, turns on his heel, and marches back to his house to start composing a spell to find the ink monster, and then a spell to kill it, and then he's going to do both in rapid succession and maybe it will spit his girlfriend out.

Or maybe not.  She could be dead. Please don't be dead.

He ignores the cold pit of fear gripping his heart. He adds another item to his list of things to do, and that item is 'find way to torture the information out of ink monster about the whereabouts of his girlfriend.' He doesn't even think about the ramifications of it, it's just a mission that he is going to accomplish. Because it ate his girlfriend, and Darren wants her back right this instant.

2014-07-11 18:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"Darren," says a panicked father, having heard both screams. "What -"

2014-07-11 18:51 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Call Savannah, I require her. Ink monster just either kidnapped or ate Bella."

And then he walks off to make spells. To find, torture, and then kill the ink monster.

2014-07-11 18:52 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




Vernon calls Savannah. She says not to bother picking her up, she's flying home, it's important, and that she gives no fucks about subtlety. Vernon does not enforce the swear jar, just this once.

And then, wondering what on Earth he's going to say - Vernon calls Charlie.Edited   2014-07-11 18:56 (UTC)


2014-07-11 18:55 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Hello?"

2014-07-11 18:57 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"Hello.  There's been a problem." Vernon pauses, and closes his eyes, and then says. "Another creature just attacked my house."

2014-07-11 18:58 (UTC)









sundayfish: o ~ uniform




"You need help?"

2014-07-11 18:59 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Possibly. It - took Bella."

2014-07-11 19:0 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun






"Took?"

2014-07-11 19:0 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"The exact terminology Darren used was 'kidnapped or ate.'"

2014-07-11 19:3 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"What kind of - what happened?  How did it happen?"

2014-07-11 19:4 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"I wasn't there. Darren was, he said it was an ink monster, I can only assume it snuck into my house and -" Vernon trails off.

2014-07-11 19:5 (UTC)









sundayfish: l ~ nice and respectful




"He got time to explain it to me or is he up to his neck in magic?"

2014-07-11 19:6 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"He said two sentences to me and then went off to do - what I assume is magic. I can ask?"

2014-07-11 19:8 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"I need to know.  Especially if there's - anything I can do."

2014-07-11 19:9 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Yeah, understandable."

He goes and finds Darren.

"Darren, Charlie's on the phone."

2014-07-11 19:10 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren is currently at his computer, notebook in hand, drafting out spells with the rune-sorting program in the background. He looks up at his father, impassively. He takes the phone, because maybe Charlie has resources that can be used.

"Five minutes ago a pitch-black ink-like monster flowed under the door like it was part of the floor, formed up into a shapeless flowing mass, and then - swallowed Bella." There is a faint waver in his voice at Bella's name, but otherwise the tone is curt and flat. "I hit it with a light spell, it didn't hurt it in the slightest, and then it fled to a storm drain and melted through. I tried to see what direction it went but I couldn't tell because storm drains are dark. I'm making a spell to find it."

And then he is going to ask it in no uncertain terms where his girlfriend is. Then, he kills it.

2014-07-11 19:19 (UTC)









sundayfish: o ~ uniform




"Anything I can do?  Anything else funny go on around that time?"

2014-07-11 19:20 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"Came out of nowhere. You can get me a map of where the storm drains go, that might help."

2014-07-11 19:21 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Will do.  Anything else?  You sure it went through the drain somewhere and wasn't just hiding out waiting for you to leave?"

2014-07-11 19:21 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"It did not care about my presence in the slightest," informs Darren curtly. "I could have been wall-dressing for all it cared. It's much smarter for it to travel by out of the way methods to - where ever it goes." Pause. "I'm going to give the phone back to my dad, I'm going to find it."

There is no hesitation in his voice, only disturbingly calm certainty. He will be finding it.

2014-07-11 19:27 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"You do that," says Charlie.

2014-07-11 19:27 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Yup."

And then the phone goes back to Vernon.Edited   2014-07-11 19:29 (UTC)


2014-07-11 19:29 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"I will - talk to some friends of mine.  See what they know," says Vernon, half to Charlie, half to Darren.

2014-07-11 19:30 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand




"Friends who know about ink monsters?" asks Charlie.

2014-07-11 19:30 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"They might. No guarantees, but it's - worth checking."

2014-07-11 19:50 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




"Right.  Keep in touch.  I'll drop off the map soon as I can."

2014-07-11 19:50 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Mhm. Thanks. I'll call you if we find anything."

2014-07-11 19:51 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




"Mm-hm."

Click.

2014-07-11 19:51 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




Click.

Well. Now he's got some other people to talk to.

2014-07-11 19:52 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren - prepares. He tells himself that he will do Bella more good if he walks into whatever he's walking into full prepared for everything. So he prepares.

He makes a spell to find the ink monster. He makes several other spells that seem like they might hurt it - light obviously doesn't work, but maybe something involving stealing energy, or ripping it apart, or - various other things. He has lots of ideas, he wants to have as many as possible on him for the inevitable ink monster confrontation, because he is going to kill it no matter how unkillable it seems. It ate his girlfriend. It dies.

His sister can't really do much right now, but she prepares, too. Her preparation is less cerebral, and more - going out and buying knives. Lots of knives. She'd get a gun or two, but can't on such short notice, and not while she's still seventeen. She practices throwing the knives, takes to it pretty quickly, and deems that while not as good as guns, it's faster than magic and not utterly useless. She grabs a few combat scrolls, practices saying them in Spanish (because Darren's sure as hell too busy to help her with pronunciation, and Spanish is at least more straightforward in that vein) so she can use them, and then - waits. Practicing with her knives.

It's not a long wait, Darren turns out to be exceedingly efficient in this sort of crisis, and soon they're ready to go. They debate over bringing Mrs. Adams, and eventually decide against inviting her due to her lack of wings. They can make it to the necessary location faster than she can - so they tell their dad that they're leaving, and then they use Darren's spell to locate where to go, and they go.

The flight is several hours, but in terms of geographical placement it's relatively close by. Lucky. It wouldn't matter if it wasn't, though, the twins are pretty committed to this. They are going to kill at least one creature today. Possibly more.

Darren turns them both invisible, and then they start investigating when they're close to where his spell says to go.

2014-07-12 06:25 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The place in question is a warehouse - it would be sort of like the kind of warehouse that might conceal an Avalon if it didn't stand far apart from its neighbors and have much more obvious security guards around the door.

2014-07-12 06:27 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Oh, look, guards. How quaint.

Too bad they're not guarding this patch of wall, over here. Because Darren brought a few scrolls that let the twins just - phase through a wall. A muttered chant, a pair of held hands, and then they're both inside.

First priority: find Bella.  Second priority: kill the hell out of the ink monster and whoever was responsible for sending it.Edited   2014-07-12 06:30 (UTC)


2014-07-12 06:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The warehouse is divided inside with those fuzzy cubicle walls.  They have phased in to a section with a coffee machine and some boxes and a filing cabinet (locked).

2014-07-12 06:32 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Maybe at another time, Darren would be interested in what the filing cabinet has in it.  He might find interest in it, later. Right now, though, nope. Bella. Ink monster. Bella.

2014-07-12 06:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




Savannah leads the way, because she is the one with the knives. Let's go wandering, hmm? See what kind of things they find. Preferably sphinx shaped, they are looking for a sphinx.

(Personally, Savannah doesn't think Bella's alive. Of course she hopes she's wrong, but - well, she's not an optimist. Realistically, she's dead, and Savannah will be killing every single person in this warehouse. Darren can help.)Edited   2014-07-12 06:39 (UTC)


2014-07-12 06:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




How is a loud familiar scream at convincing Savannah she's wrong?

"I DON'T KNOW - I DON'T KNOW ANYTHING - AAAAAAAAUNGH -"Edited   2014-07-12 06:40 (UTC)


2014-07-12 06:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Pretty damn good. She has to stop Darren from rushing off to go be heroic - she can feel him pull insistently at the hand gripped in hers towards the source of the scream. She pulls him back. They will go, but they're going to go carefully.

The people that took her want to keep Bella alive, if they want to know things from her. The twins can do more good if they get a good grasp of the situation instead of going in proverbial guns blazing. Savannah's aware of this. She hisses her explanation of it to Darren, under her breath.

"And then," she finishes, still in a murmur, "once we have a good position, we kill them all."Edited   2014-07-12 06:50 (UTC)


2014-07-12 06:45 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like






"Fine," growls Darren, after a pause, sounding like he hates the word.

Back to investigating. Someone in charge, they need someone in charge. Someone to stop Bella's torture.

2014-07-12 06:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"TOLD YOU I DON'T AHHHHH FUCK STOP NOT - SINGAPORE!" comes Bella's wildly inventing scream.  "THE SPHINXES ARE IN FUCKING SINGAPAAAAAAAAGH!"

Here is a whistling fellow in a business suit with a coffee mug approaching the coffee machine.

2014-07-12 06:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Why, hello, whistling fellow in a business suit. How important does he look? Like he's in charge of anything?

2014-07-12 06:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




He seems pretty full of himself, is that a hint?

"I DON'T KNOW ANYTHING!  WHAT DO YOU WANT?!"

2014-07-12 06:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




Enough of one, yeah. Hand squeeze, gentle pull of held hands in the fellow's direction. Hey, Darren, think we should?

2014-07-12 06:56 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Return of hand squeeze, then Darren starts murmuring something under his breath, a chant for the correct spell. That's a yes, they should.

The spell's so no one will hear the fellow scream.

2014-07-12 06:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Because oh is he going to scream.

Savannah releases their held hand, waits for Darren to be finished with the spell, and then, after it goes - the fellow is tackled to the ground.

"Hello," purrs Savannah, into his ear. "We have some questions for you."

She's invisible, but he gets to feel the knife, at his neck.  Look at it, so sharp. So insistently at his neck.

2014-07-12 07:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




The fellow is very surprised.

"Wh-what?  Who's...?"

Meanwhile: loud jagged sobbing.

2014-07-12 07:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"The lovely lady with a sharp, pointy knife and a silencing spell, that's who. Tell me, who's in charge of this? Who thought it was a good idea to snatch up the sphinx?"

2014-07-12 07:3 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




(Darren is so glad that a breaking heart isn't audible. He wishes there was a way to tell Bella to hold on, that they'll be there, they'll be there soon. Just hold on, Bella.)

2014-07-12 07:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella is unrelieved in her ignorance.  "Oh god n-AAAAAAAAAAH -" panicked gasping, "AAAAAAAAAAAAH SADISTIC FUCK -"

"M- no, I can't -" the gentleman in the suit says, struggling, trying to feel around for the invisible knife and pull it away from his neck.

2014-07-12 07:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Mhm, that's real cute, trying to find the invisible knife. What about this other invisible knife over here, this one that's ever so delicately moved to threaten some fingers from the hand trying to find the invisible knife?

"You can't? Are you sure? Because I can always ask your, hmmmm..." She slams the offending hand into the ground with her palm, knife threatening the pinky finger. "Talkative pinky finger, here.  Look at it, pretty, isn't it?"

Does she draw blood?  Oh yes, oh yes she does.Edited   2014-07-12 07:12 (UTC)


2014-07-12 07:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Hsst- look - I really - the boss'll," pants the fellow in the suit.

And screaming and screaming and screaming -

2014-07-12 07:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Don't worry about your boss right now, just tell us -" Slice, that'll hurt, oops, clumsy her. "Where a person that can stop the torture on our lovely screaming sphinx is. Or you get to start putting her to shame."Edited   2014-07-12 07:14 (UTC)


2014-07-12 07:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




The man in the suit yelps.

(But not as loudly as the sphinx.)

He doesn't talk.

She starts a panicked gabble through what sounds like it has to be the hundredth time of saying she thinks it was her mom, she thinks her mom didn't know, she doesn't have any aunts or uncles or live grandparents, she thinks that side of the family is some combination of English and possibly Swiss but not for generations and she doesn't know she doesn't know she doesn't know.

2014-07-12 07:17 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




And that is what finally causes Darren to snap.

"This is taking too long," growls Darren. "Invisibility's about up. She's in pain, we can't just -"

2014-07-12 07:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy







"I have another idea," says Savannah, quietly. "Hey, man in suit. Last chance to squeal, or bad things happen."

2014-07-12 07:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




"Can't," gasps the man.

"No," Bella sobs.  "No no no please -"

2014-07-12 07:21 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Sucks to be you."

And then she slices his throat wide open.

2014-07-12 07:23 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"... What's the idea?" hisses Darren in an undertone.

2014-07-12 07:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Invisibility's up in - how long?"

She turns the man over, to be face up, probably still spluttering. Good thing Savannah's not squeamish.

2014-07-12 07:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




He is indeed still spluttering and twitching.

And now Bella's howling again.

2014-07-12 07:25 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




"Just about now, Savannah why are we -"

They both turn visible.

2014-07-12 07:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Cool."

And then Darren gets to see the way she's prepping a knife - the saw-like one, the one that can cut through bone. Over the ribcage.

She's going to eat a heart.

2014-07-12 07:27 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time







"... Okay. Go, I'll - be invisible, follow after."

He finds another scroll for that, and starts getting on making that happen.

2014-07-12 07:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




Scream.

2014-07-12 07:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah hasn't ever ripped a man's heart out from his chest before. She hopes she doesn't screw this up because it's not done very neatly. It's - actually very messy, there is blood everywhere.

Then she gets the entirety of the heart out of the corpse. She looks at it. Savannah takes a deep breath, and then she starts eating.

She's pretty sure this is supposed to taste disgusting. It doesn't. It's delicious.




"... Head rush," she half-laughs, after she's done. "Woo, that's fun."Edited   2014-07-12 07:42 (UTC)


2014-07-12 07:32 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Fun?!" Darren hisses, tinge of panic in his voice. "How the hell can you -"

2014-07-12 07:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Tsst. Figure of speech. Didn't just get the form, damn, no wonder Perytons took ages to get discovered."

Then she stands, covered in blood, and she shifts.

She ceases to be a she, and ceases to be covered in blood. Her clothes are an exact copy of the - set the fellow was wearing when he died. She pats herself down, stretching a bit to get used to - everything. It's a very thorough shapeshift. Walking's going to be fun. How do men do it? Whatever, she'll adapt.

"I think," she says, sorting through the vague flashes of memory that she's getting from the man (she didn't get everything), "that I can just walk in there and get her out."

2014-07-12 07:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




"Stop, please, please, stop, I don't know anything -"

2014-07-12 07:47 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren twitches. Not that she could see, he's still invisible.

"- Okay. Do. I'll back you up."

2014-07-12 07:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Mhm."

And then Savannah turns and - oh, that's lovely, she knows how to walk like him, too. In an eerily accurate facsimile, she walks towards the source of the screams, smile and all.

2014-07-12 07:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




It's a bit of a maze in here.

But she's still hollering, so eventually -

there she is, still in fullform, deprived of her medallion, chained to the floor by each paws, looking like she's fallen off a few cliffs in rapid succession - broken wings, bruises and cuts everywhere.  It looks like she's been declawed on three of four paws and one of the guys is wiping blood off a - thing.  The other one has her hair in his fist and is getting in her face and saying in a low, level voice:

"If there's one of you there's more.  If you're such a magic hotshot there's teachers.  Where are the other sphinxes?"

"I don't know," she sobs, and he kicks her hard in the ribs with a sick enough thuck noise to suggest that there's metal in his boot.

2014-07-12 07:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah doesn't flinch at the brutality. She doesn't even look surprised, though underneath the coating of the businessman she's plotting ways to kill every person in this room.

"The boss is getting impatient," she says, in his voice. "I've got a better idea. Give me some alone time with her? I've got something better."

2014-07-12 07:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"She's still got claws on one foot," objects the guy with the instrument in his hand.

Bella whines miserably on the floor.

2014-07-12 07:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Not going to matter," laughs Savannah, not because she wants to laugh but because her - peryton instincts are telling her it's what the businessman would do. "Trust me, I've got something special."

There's a heavy dose of menace to her voice.Edited   2014-07-12 07:58 (UTC)


2014-07-12 07:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Uh, sure," says Guy With Instrument.

Guy Without Instrument kicks the sphinx again and then follows his co-worker out of the section.

2014-07-12 07:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Hey. This is a jailbreak. Do me a favor," says Savannah, in an undertone, "and start pretending to freak out for me, okay? Dare, got anything for the chains?"

2014-07-12 08:2 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Maybe," murmurs Darren, all worry and concern and barely contained anger - he touches a part of Bella that is not injured, gently, lovingly. "It's us, Bella."

He starts trying to see if he has any scrolls for breaking chains, one hand buried in Bella's fur trying to offer some measure of - of comfort.

(Fuck they hurt her so bad, he wants to cry. He wants to burn down the warehouse and then cry.)

2014-07-12 08:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella inhales sharply when spoken to, eyes going wide, and - freaking out, right, okay, she doesn't have to reach hard for that, she bursts into loud miserable tears.

2014-07-12 15:53 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren leaves the hand in her fur where it is, and then finds a spell that can be aimed to get rid of the chains. He murmurs the chant, and then -

Nothing?

"... Vana, I think there's something here preventing magic."

2014-07-12 17:24 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




"Mmm. Makes sense. Lemme look, I'll find something."

Savannah starts investigating the area for key-like things, or, conversely, something that will cut through chains.

2014-07-12 17:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




There's a key on the little tray of grotesque instruments.

Bella sobs, either unable to explain or not willing to break up the audible freakout for it.

2014-07-12 17:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Savannah takes the key. She also pockets some of the more useful grotesque instruments - she's still plotting murder. Also torture, now, because they need to know who was responsible for orchestrating this.

She starts unlocking chains.

2014-07-12 17:29 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"It's okay," soothes Darren, softly, because he can't just leave his girlfriend to freak out like this. "We're here, we're getting you out."

2014-07-12 17:31 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: j ~ watchful




I know, Bella mouths silently, and then she produces a credible wail to keep the torturers from wondering what's up.

2014-07-12 17:32 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He smiles, just a little - she can't see it, because he's still invisible. He murmurs, "I love you."

2014-07-12 17:35 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




And - click, there goes the last of Bella's chains.

"My vote - kill all but one, keep that one for interrogation, figure out who's in charge of this shit and then make sure this never happens again."

2014-07-12 17:36 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




"We get Bella out first," hisses Darren. "So she can heal herself, and then we work from there."

2014-07-12 17:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella makes an attempt to stand up.

It doesn't work especially well.

"Ink monster's in the building," she warns hastily before screaming again.

2014-07-12 17:39 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren shifts to fullform, and then he's there beside her, invisibly trying to support her while not hurting her. As much as possible.

"I've brought lots of spells. I think I can kill it, that was the plan if you were -" He stops, because he can't choke out the words 'If you were dead.'

2014-07-12 17:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"They're going to find the corpse soon, it's a matter of time 'til they do. Dare, you do your thing, stick with Bella, I'm going to start killing people."

2014-07-12 17:43 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







"Okay. Want an invisibility scroll?"

2014-07-12 17:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Couldn't hurt. If I find ink monster, and it comes after me, I'll scream like a banshee. Come blow it up, if that happens."

2014-07-12 17:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"It's fast," hisses Bella, "I almost escaped once but it got me again - AAAAAAAAAAH," she adds as a helpful afterthought, "but I don't think it flies."

2014-07-12 17:50 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren passes the invisible invisibility scroll towards Savannah, and after ten seconds away from him, it turns visible.Edited   2014-07-12 17:55 (UTC)


2014-07-12 17:54 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah takes the scroll, reads over what its chant is, and then pockets it. "Okay, minute they find the corpse I use invisibility and start flying around being death from above, got it. Dare, don't be here with Bella when that happens."

She straightens up, drops back into an eerily accurate body language of the fellow whose heart she ate, and then she (he?) turns and leaves.

Off to go kill people.

2014-07-12 17:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




Bella's still struggling to stand up so she can get out of the antimagic field.

2014-07-12 18:4 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Her boyfriend is - trying to help her do that. Gently.

"You can lean on me, it'll - probably hurt, though, because - well," he murmurs. "I'll help you move, though."

2014-07-12 18:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella leans, and this scream is a little less unfeigned than the last one.

Heavily favoring her most recently declawed paw, she drags herself out of the room.

And then collapses, healed.

2014-07-12 18:7 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren glances around, then retrieves another invisibility scroll - his last one, in fact - and uses it on Bella. 

He shifts to midform, drapes an invisible wing over her while still keeping thumbs, and he waits. For either the corpse to be found, his sister to be caught, or Bella to wake up.

2014-07-12 18:11 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"HOLY SHIT," says one of the torturers, who went to get coffee.  "ROB, HE'S REALLY REALLY FUCKING DEAD!"

2014-07-12 18:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Want to know who else is really, really fucking dead? Rob. Rob is really, really fucking dead. Savannah wipes off her bloodied knife onto his shirt, wondering if it's worth the time investment to eat his heart and take his form. The call from the coffee-retrieving torturer tells her that it's not. She gives the corpse a kick, because the bastard deserved it, and then she gets out her invisibility scroll and ceases to be visible.

She shifts in her wings, and she takes to the skies. She heads over to the torturer, the one that's found the corpse. This one gets to be the one that gets interrogated.

"Rob's not here right now," she says, in the dead fellow's voice. No use blowing her identity if she can avoid it, even if she's way better at the terrifying purr in her voice than dead fellow was. "Can I take a message?"

2014-07-12 18:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"HOLY SHIT," repeats the non-Rob torturer.

2014-07-12 18:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Nah, I don't look like shit at all. I'll accept the divinity, though."

She slams into him, invisible, keeping an eye out for the ink monster and ready to jump back into the skies at a moment's notice.

"So who's your boss?" she asks, pleasantly, like they're getting coffee together.

2014-07-12 18:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Oh my god who are you what's going on," babbles the torturer, flailing his hands at the invisible attacker.

2014-07-12 18:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"I," says Savannah, dodging the flailing hands and adding in some knives to the equation, "am the holy not-shit. Pleasure to make your acquaintance. This is an interrogation, I'm better at it than you are!"

She's still talking in a dead-man's voice, but the rest of her body's hers. She knows how to use it well. Knife. Knife to throat, and then one of the man's arms gets to go snap, because Savannah does not want to deal with its shit right now. The other gets pinned by Savannah's knee. 

2014-07-12 18:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He can dish it out, but he can't take it; he chokes back a scream.



Meanwhile, near the corridor of cubicle walls where Bella is passed out with Darren's wing over her, a darkness shoops around the corner.

2014-07-12 18:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Tsk, tsk, I'm disappointed, that wasn't even the opener, it was just your arm annoying me," snorts Savannah. "But hey, if you want to make my job tons easier, go for it, pretend to be a knocked over jar and spill all of the beans."

2014-07-12 18:40 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren looks up a the darkness, and then he sort of growls. That thing? That thing is going to die.

He retrieves a scroll, and he starts chanting, softly, under his breath.

2014-07-12 18:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




To be fair, he isn't spilling any beans, he's just tearing up and gibbering.  He still has three functioning limbs; he is now using them to try to get away.




Shoop shoop.

2014-07-12 18:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




Blah, annoying man. Now his other limbs are annoying her.

So, in turn, one by one - they get to go snap.

2014-07-12 18:43 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren's not sure if this spell will work, but it seems the best bet of all of the spells he has on him. Energy-draining, life-stealing - he is going to unmake that - thing. Steal its essence away to nothingness.

He finishes his chant, and the spell goes.

2014-07-12 18:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The torturer isn't struggling anymore.  Well, he doesn't have much to do it with.

The darkness shudders - but doesn't stop.

Shooooop.

2014-07-12 18:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"See, isn't that nicer?" soothes Savannah, in false-sweet tones, once all limbs have gone snap and he's stopped annoying her. "Now we can get started! Exciting, isn't it? You sure you don't want to start talking now? Don't worry, I'll give you a breather, you can have some time to collect your thoughts."

2014-07-12 18:52 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren hisses a curse word, and he starts fumbling for another scroll - what the hell will work against the thing, what on Earth kills it?

Another scroll - ice. He'll freeze the - thing. Whatever it is. He chants, and then - spell goes.

2014-07-12 18:54 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The shooping darkness does not seem to be freezable.  However, it doesn't like moving on the frost that forms on the floor.  It stops, and starts edging around it.

The man takes his breather.  During it, he breathes.

2014-07-12 18:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




Savannah waits.

Then: "You ready to spill some beans?"

2014-07-12 19:1 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Well, that's - something, at least.

Another ice spell, not even aimed at the shooping darkness, but aimed to cut it off from getting to him and Bella. He needs time to think - what can kill - inky darkness?

2014-07-12 19:2 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"What do you want?" he asks fearfully.



The shooping darkness turns around.

An extremely optimistic person might think it has given up.

2014-07-12 19:3 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Who's your boss? Why does he want to know where the sphinxes are? Why kidnapping and torture, you could have just as easily sat down for tea with the sphinx you snatched."Edited   2014-07-12 19:05 (UTC)
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren's not extremely optimistic. But - this is something, at least.

He shakes Bella, a little, hoping she'll wake up and - magic fairy princess the shooping darkness away.

(He thinks of which scrolls he should try, next.)

2014-07-12 19:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"We worked for the guy you killed - he was working for somebody - we didn't snatch her, it was the dark thing!"

Bella shifts when shoved, but doesn't wake.

2014-07-12 19:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




Well that's unfortunate. Hmm.

"Ah, yes. That thing. Not to worry, we have someone working on it, right this minute." She hopes. C'mon, Dare, don't let your sister down.  Kill the hell out of the ink monster. "Got anything useful to tell me, or do I have to force it out of you?"

2014-07-15 02:20 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Right. Right, okay, then - the ink monster's going to be circling around. Darren has one more ice scroll left, but it's not enough to cover the surrounding area in frost. That's fine, he's got a magic marker. He'll draw out more runes to - get a protective circle of frost around him and Bella. And then he'll try to figure something out from there.

Scribble, scribble.

2014-07-15 02:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I don't know anything about who he was working for!" wails the guy.  "I'm a specialist!"

The ink monster is fast, but either it's not very good at mazes, or it's given up, or it's doing something else.

2014-07-15 02:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Let me guess. You specialize in torture."

2014-07-15 02:27 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




That's - worrying, he hopes it's not going after Savannah, but it's not like he can carry Bella out right now. He definitely isn't going to leave her. So, protections it is. It gives away where they are if anyone that isn't the ink monster shows up, but Darren can handle anyone that isn't the ink monster. Probably.

He finishes the ice spell. One chant later, and the circle around them is a bit more complete. He could finish it with the scroll at this point, but that seems like wasted resources. He'll draw out another spell, and keep the scroll in reserve.Edited   2014-07-15 02:30 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"That's what I - was hired for," whimpers the guy.

2014-07-15 02:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"By dead dude. Mhmmm."

She will have to investigate the paper trail.

"Well, how's that working out for you, jackass? Feel proud of yourself?"

2014-07-15 02:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Oh, God, what do you want," says the jackass.

2014-07-15 02:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




If she had time to work, she'd make him suffer for torturing Bella, and be sure that there isn't anything that she missed, intelligence wise. But there are guards outside who will probably catch on any minute, there's an ink monster that hasn't been accounted for, and an unknown number of people that are running around here.

She does not want to deal with a hostage, or a prisoner.

"Just one thing," she informs him. "You're getting off lucky."

And then she slices open his throat.

2014-07-15 02:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The result is predictable.

2014-07-15 02:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Entirely.

She takes to the sky, and goes looking for - others. Other people to question, other people to kill, or the ink monster.

2014-07-15 02:51 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




There's the ink monster.  Slipping out the door of the warehouse.

2014-07-15 02:51 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that







Okay. Bad that it's alive, Darren hasn't gotten to it, yet. Or he lost. She does not think he lost. She suspects it's going to warn the guards, get some backup, instead. That's bad, they'll have weaponry, they'll be aware that she's invisible and watch each other's backs.

Hmmm, what's a way to turn the tides with the materials she has, when outnumbered...

2014-07-15 02:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Out the monster goes.

The door opens.  Guards, with guns, come in.

2014-07-15 02:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Yup. Called it.

Where's the power? She's going to need to separate them and - well, she ate the heart of their boss. Let's play with them a bit.  She soars on silent wings, searching for a way to cut the power.

2014-07-15 02:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




There's a big fusebox on the wall over there.

2014-07-15 03:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Oh, how nice. All of these switches that are switched on? They get to go off now.

And on the first day, Savannah said, "Let there be darkness."

Lo. It was dark.

2014-07-15 03:3 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren flinches in alarm at the darkness. Wing, over Bella, she is going to be safe. That - must have been where the ink monster went. Clever bastard. Okay, well, ice has been the only thing that's worked so far, but Darren can't draw out the runes for it in the dark.

The problem is not that there isn't a solution. He came prepared. Night vision goggles weren't possible on short notice, but a scroll to help with seeing in the dark? For him? Much easier. He just has to get to it. And to find the right one, that requires being able to see, which requires the scroll and - well, catch twenty-two.

He solves it by using his cellphone. Just enough to see by, and - bam, scroll. The light from it was possibly noticeable, but so's the ice ring, and he needs to see in the dark. Worth the risk.

One murmured chant later, and Darren can see in the dark.Edited   2014-07-15 03:14 (UTC)


2014-07-15 03:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The guards, for their part, have flashlights.

The ink monster stays near the doorway, where there's sunlight, rather than following them back in.  It is a puddle at the door.

2014-07-15 03:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Yeah, Savannah figured they would. She'll just - use them to see by, too.

She floats to a place out of the way but near the guards. Some place they can get to but not easily. She switches to her other voice (the male one) and then says, pathetically, like she's wounded, "Help, please, is - someone there...?"

2014-07-15 03:19 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Boss?" says one of the guards.  "Where are you, what happened?"

2014-07-15 03:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Over here, something - didn't see them, sphinxes, maybe - attacked me. It broke my leg, I can't move."

2014-07-15 03:21 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Are the sphinxes still here?  Is the antimagic area intact?"

2014-07-15 03:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"It said something about - teleportation. Probably going to grab the one we got and teleport away with her. Augh -" she winces with false pain, hoping it's convincing in this foreign voice, "- come get me, I think once they get her I think they're going to kill me, but you can't - can't let them get away with the sphinx."

As in, split up, gang. C'mon, fall for the ploy. You know you want to.

2014-07-15 03:25 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'll call an ambulance," one suggests.  "We need to find the antimagic zone or we're sitting ducks."

2014-07-15 03:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"You wanna explain the torture equipment to the ambulance?" hisses Savannah. "Because I don't. Just - carry me out, I need cell reception, I know someone that can help -"Edited   2014-07-15 03:28 (UTC)


2014-07-15 03:28 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Paramedics won't have to go far enough in to see anything," argues one of the guards.

"Do you know how to get the dark thing someplace they won't see it, though?" asks one of the others.

"...Point.  Boss?  How do we control the dark thing?"

2014-07-15 03:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




Fuck.

"You won't be able to," she says, thinking on her feet. "Too complicated - I've got it, but I have to be close, drag me to it, I'll get it. Then - paramedics."

2014-07-15 03:31 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Right then," and they move towards her voice.

2014-07-15 03:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Some of you - I need you to check on the anti magic field, if it's intact that's where we need to be, paramedics or no, I don't know if the sphinxes are still here."

Meanwhile, in Savannah's head - maniacal laughter.  It's working, it's working. Ha.

2014-07-15 03:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Garcia, Johns," says the guard in charge, "you get him, we'll check the antimagic."

Garcia and Johns obligingly peel off towards Savannah.

2014-07-15 03:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




How nice of them.

Savannah just needs to wait until the other guards are out of sight, and then she swoops around and glides behind the two of them, landing on quiet shoes. She has the absurd urge to say, "I am the night" but then she realizes where that's from and decides that she's been spending too much time with her brother. The nerdiness is spreading.

She stalks the one in the rear, and then when the other's eyeing something else - slice. One more, down. One to go, then she deals with the other group.

2014-07-15 03:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The other group knows where the antimagic field is.  The entrance to it is - right behind Darren and Bella, actually.

They're invisible, but the ice isn't.

"What the hell -"Edited   2014-07-15 03:45 (UTC)


2014-07-15 03:44 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




Savannah takes care of the second guard, and then she's in the air and heading towards Darren -

2014-07-15 03:46 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren barely dares to breathe.

He needs to shield himself and Bella from gunfire, but - but they'll hear him if he chants. So he stays absolutely still and just - waits. To see what they'll do.

2014-07-15 03:49 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Sphinxes?" asks a guard dubiously.

"Doing what?  Well, step careful."

They go over the ice, step by step.

2014-07-15 03:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




Savannah - doesn't know if Darren's inside that ice circle, but she has suspicions. That wasn't an accident, he deliberately did that, it must have been to protect himself and Bella from the ink monster. Worth giving up the element of surprise if it means her brother doesn't get shot.

"We're doing stuff," says Savannah, in her own voice, from behind them in the air, adding a laugh for theatrics. "The others are gone with her, we win, fuck you. You can tell 'cause of the ice circle, for future reference, it means they teleported."Edited   2014-07-15 03:54 (UTC)


2014-07-15 03:54 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Now there are guns firing in her general direction.

2014-07-15 03:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




Of course there are. She expected that. She expected that, right? Fuck, this was a bad idea. Darren owes her one.

One of her wings catches a bullet, and she hisses and uses the other to - spin to the floor, shifting mid-way to full human to get her delicate wings out of the way of any more harm. She's had better landings, certainly, but this one's hard to hear over the gunfire.

She hopes to hell Darren is actually there and can use the distraction she just bought him.

2014-07-15 04:3 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Darren is both there, and he can use this to his advantage.

A scroll, a mumbled chant, and then - the guards are all on fire.

2014-07-15 04:5 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




They stop, drop, and roll.

2014-07-15 04:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




That's time enough for Savannah to get another knife and - well, rush in to do some stabbing while they are dealing with this 'on fire' problem.

"No AoEs!" she growls, for Darren to hear. Then she realizes what she just said, as she is slicing open a guard's throat. Oh, hell, it is spreading, she's becoming a nerd, too, she just used a word that Darren would use and used it perfectly. She'll nerd out every full moon and go running off to live in a basement or something. Great, just great.

2014-07-15 04:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




When one of them sees another's throat opening up he gets up, still slightly on fire, and tackles the general area Savannah's in.

2014-07-15 04:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




Oof. Down Savannah goes.

She struggles, and then she starts trying to stab her attacker.

2014-07-15 04:13 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He's still got a gun, although he's sort of unclear on what to aim at.

Bang.

2014-07-15 04:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




It hits her shoulder. Ow.

Savannah, unlike the guard, has a much better idea of what to aim at. Knife, knife to heart, knife to face, knife to literally anything she can reach, get the gun away from her she doesn't want to die.

2014-07-15 04:15 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Darren has finally retrieved another scroll that will not blow his sister up along with the other guards -

Chant, chant, and a guard goes down from having a very severe case of brain freeze.

2014-07-15 04:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Death.  Death.

One live'un left.

He isn't on fire anymore; he scrambles over the ice towards the source of Darren's voice, firing.

2014-07-15 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







Darren abruptly realizes that he probably should have created a shield before speaking and letting people know he's here. This is about the same time that a bullet enters his right arm. Ow. Pain. Lots of it.

2014-07-15 04:25 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




Savannah shoves the corpse off of her, huffing and ignoring the pain in her shoulder -

Darren.

She doesn't think, she just reacts, and then there is a knife in her hand. Then it ceases to be in her hand, because it's buried in the guard's back. Then she retrieves her kill's gun, because she is officially pissed and if they touch her brother they get to die with extreme prejudice.

And then she gets up, and she stalks over to the guard, and she shoots him.

Over. And over. And over. Until she is out of bullets.Edited   2014-07-15 04:30 (UTC)


2014-07-15 04:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It doesn't have that many bullets.  Soon it's over and the warehouse is quiet.

2014-07-15 04:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella chooses this moment to stir slightly, whimpering.  (This may jostle Darren's bullet wound.)

2014-07-15 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren winces with pain, but he doesn't undrape his wing from Bella, he just - grabs a hold of his right arm in pain. Which, ironically, makes it worse. Ow.

"That could have gone better. Bella. Bella are you awake?"

2014-07-15 04:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




Savannah doesn't say anything for a while, she just - breathes. Heavily. And then she sinks to the floor in a heap.

"Dare, Dare tell me you are all right," she whimpers.

2014-07-15 04:35 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




"I'm all right," he assures. "Just - bullet clipped my arm."

2014-07-15 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Oh god I hate the smell of blood - what's -"  She squints in the dim light of the dropped flashlights.  "What's going on -?"

2014-07-15 04:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"We just killed," declares Savannah, "a fuckton of people."

2014-07-15 04:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Are - are you okay - I can probably heal you - which one of you is hurt worse, bleeding more - are there more people, did you get the monster -"

2014-07-15 04:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Monster's - at the door, waiting I think, Dare, the ice circle, is it for -"Edited   2014-07-15 04:42 (UTC)


2014-07-15 04:41 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Keeping the thing out, it doesn't like traveling over ice. Bella, I've been shot, but I've got scrolls, I can handle it. Savannah, you?"

2014-07-15 04:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Shot twice. Wing, shoulder. Hurts like a bitch."

2014-07-15 04:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Okay - Darren, please heal yourself, I can't control this thing and if you're going to be shot right next to me I might well pass out and then Savannah's going to go on being shot -"  Bella heaves herself to her feet with effort.

2014-07-15 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Mhm," agrees Darren, scooting away and then getting to retrieving the correct scroll with his left hand. He looks like a mess. But then he heals himself. He still looks like a mess, but at least he's stopped bleeding on things and being shot.

"Got it."

2014-07-15 04:46 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"I'm over here," says the still invisible Savannah. "I don't know where you are, I'll stay put, just - follow the sound of my voice."

2014-07-15 04:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Mmhm."  Bella kisses Darren on the top of his head, and starts edging over the ice border towards Savannah's voice.  "Can one of you find my medallion after -?"

2014-07-15 04:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Yeah, I'll - find the fuse box, turn back on the power so we can see. Go looking for the medallion. Those should be all of the guards, I think, if there are more we all fly up in the air and - Darren blasts them."

She's breathing heavily. She shifts to fullform, inspecting the injured wing and wincing.

2014-07-15 04:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Bella nods.

"Okay, this is the first time I've tried to do this on purpose -"

She concentrates.  It doesn't work immediately.

2014-07-15 04:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




Savannah - waits.

2014-07-15 04:54 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"I'll get the fuse box," says Darren, standing with a groan. "I can see in the dark now, it's easier for me to do it."

2014-07-15 04:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"How the hell does my fairy princess magic w," says Bella, and then she collapses.

2014-07-15 04:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Thanks," murmurs Savannah. "Dare, good plan - go, I'll protect her."

2014-07-15 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren nods, and then flies off to fix the lights.

He stops, when he sees the ink monster at the door, and he hovers and - watches it.

2014-07-15 04:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It is a pool of void in the doorway out of the warehouse.  Sloshing back and forth slowly.

2014-07-15 05:0 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it







Hmmm.

Darren goes and gets a flashlight from - one of the many dead guards, warily watching the ink monster. Is it going to come after him during the vulnerable time when he's on the ground?

2014-07-15 05:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The ink monster does not leave its position.

2014-07-15 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Interesting.

Darren goes back up into the air in midform, and then he - shines the flashlight down at the ground in front of the ink monster. What does it do?

2014-07-15 05:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It sloshes forward, extending into the new patch of light.

2014-07-15 05:4 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Darren turns off the flashlight.

2014-07-15 05:5 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It shoops disconsolately back into the area of light provided by the open door.

2014-07-15 05:5 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Aw, poor little kidnapping horrific void monster thing, it breaks his heart to see it sad. Except not. Not at all. Darren would like it to be dead.

He starts looking around for some paper. He's got an idea for a spell to draft.

2014-07-15 05:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




There are officey places in this warehouse.  File cabinets, desks.

2014-07-15 05:8 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Easy places to find paper and a pen in. He finds both, and then he flies over to inform Savannah of what he's doing.

"The ink monster," he says, "only stays in the light. I'm going to make a spell that traps it in darkness, and see what happens."

2014-07-15 05:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"... Ooo. Ooo, okay, then - don't turn on the lights."

2014-07-15 05:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren snorts. "Really? Don't, you say? I never would have guessed."

Spell drafting, spell drafting, runes runes runes runes.

2014-07-15 05:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Savannah laughs a little, and then she settles in to wait. The only sound is of Darren's pen, and occasional muttered cursewords as he gets things wrong. He'll get it eventually, she believes in him.

2014-07-15 05:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




And then, entirely predictably, he does.

"Got it," he informs, and by this point his invisibility has worn off. "Let me go try this out, wait here."

He flies off, back to the door, to look at the ink monster.

2014-07-15 05:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It is stirring itself around in little circles.

2014-07-15 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Charming. Let's see what this does.

"Light, sunlight, brightness, begone. Surround and entrap that which is dark with your absence. I ask you, I order you, begone. Turn away, and brighten that place no more, let it suffer without the light. I order you - begone!" he says, in French.

And then the ink monster is thrown into total darkness.

2014-07-15 05:21 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Well.

Nothing visible happens within the scope of the darkness spell.

2014-07-15 05:22 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




That's - Darren's not sure if that's a good thing or not. He decides to wait and see if it worked. He has no idea how long the area will be covered in darkness, so - time to go medallion hunting, before his 'darkvision' wears off.

2014-07-15 05:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






Copious searching will eventually reveal the medallion in a desk drawer under the coffee machine.

2014-07-15 05:25 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do






Darren gets to see various corpses during his search. That's - a bit disturbing, but okay. Medallion, that is the thing he's after, and he just got it. He'll worry about the disturbing implications of this entire trip later.

He flies back to Savannah and Bella.

2014-07-15 05:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella is still snoozing on the slowly melting ice, head resting on her re-clawed left forepaw, wings folded tightly to her back and tail coiled around a rear leg.

2014-07-15 05:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Landing, Darren gently slips the medallion over her head. Where it belongs.

2014-07-15 05:28 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Is the thing dead?"

2014-07-15 05:29 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"I have no idea. I put it in darkness but it's not like there was a way that I could check. I'm waiting for it to wear off and then seeing if it's gone or not."

2014-07-15 05:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"And if that didn't work?"

2014-07-15 05:30 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... We never ever get a nightlight?"

2014-07-15 05:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"I mean how do we kill it?"

2014-07-15 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




"If I knew that, it'd be dead already. If that didn't work I'll - try something else. I'll kill it."

2014-07-15 05:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"I know you will," agrees Savannah.

And then they silently agree to spend the time waiting for Bella to wake up in silence.

2014-07-15 05:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal






Eventually, Bella wakes up.

2014-07-15 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hey," says Darren, gently. "Got your medallion back, figured out a - weakness the ink monster has. It doesn't like darkness, so I hit it with a darkness spell, we're not sure if it's dead now or not. Thus, why the lights are off."

2014-07-15 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)






"No idea how to domesticate it?" Bella yawns, scooting closer to him.

2014-07-15 05:36 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




"No idea. Kind of don't want to, useful as it would be if we managed it. It ate you."

He wants it to die because of that. It's a subtle thing, now, he's not as angry now that Bella is obviously safe and healthy, but it certainly hasn't gone away.

2014-07-15 05:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I don't think it was very smart.  Maybe a little brighter than a dog."  She puts her wing around him, tucks her head under his chin, sighs.

2014-07-15 05:39 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time







"If I didn't kill it with the darkness spell, we can see about - trying to domesticate it," he says, dubiously.

2014-07-15 05:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I'm - patching together clues - Savannah, did you eat that one guy's heart?"

2014-07-15 05:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Yup."

She doesn't sound like she regrets it.

"Tempted to eat some others, here, since they're all dead anyway."

2014-07-15 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Don't," winces Darren. "Please."

2014-07-15 05:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"And that let you pass for him - do you know how he was directing the monster?"

2014-07-15 05:43 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




"Nope, no idea. I got - flashes of memories, but not all of them, I know he likes pumpkin pie, for instance. But not how he directed the ink monster. Sorry."

2014-07-15 05:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Who he was working for?" tries Bella.  She extends claws, scratches the ice with a horrible sound.

2014-07-15 05:46 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: My fault




"I - don't have enough to go off of. I got the voice, it was soft and quiet but it echoed across the entire room, almost like a whisper but sweeter. Rather unforgettable, so that's - something. I know dead-person was terrified of him, that he scrambled to do everything to make the boss happy. But other than that... Not much."

2014-07-15 05:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Do you know if any of these people were critters?"

She's squeezed very tight to Darren, trembling a very little.

2014-07-15 05:53 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren kisses Bella's forehead, and then wraps his arms and wings around her. Some measure of comfort.

2014-07-15 05:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"If they are, they were in human form. We'd have to check for medallions. Which we should do, we'd make a killing if there were any."

2014-07-15 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Sure.  Loot the corpses," sighs Bella.  Snuggle.  She will obviously not be participating any time soon.

2014-07-15 05:57 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren does not want to participate, either. Snuggle.

2014-07-15 05:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Looting, wheee," says Savannah, and then she fumbles her way to a flashlight and gets to looting.

2014-07-15 05:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




One of the guards who was supposed to bring "the boss" out to where paramedics could collect him has a satyr medallion, and the torturer she didn't extensively talk to has a nokk medallion.  Everyone else is either a (dead) human or very thoroughly shapeshifted by other means.

2014-07-15 06:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Meanwhile, Bella murmurs to Darren: "If she eats the others - the memories might add up to something better."

2014-07-15 06:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Oh, look, two medallions. Those are Savannah's, now. Ka-ching!

2014-07-15 13:59 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Possibly," allows Darren. "But I'm - worried about her."

2014-07-15 14:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Do you think eating the hearts will make it worse?"

2014-07-15 16:21 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I have no idea. It's - kind of a... Unique situation."

2014-07-15 22:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  But - they're already dead."

2014-07-15 22:35 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing







"They are," he agrees, quietly.

2014-07-15 22:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck






"Would you feel better about that if I went into extensive detail on why I'm not significantly upset?"

2014-07-15 22:37 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"I'm not upset that they're dead," clarifies Darren. "I'm just - I think we might be losing something if we sent my sister to eat their hearts for convenience."

2014-07-15 22:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"It might not be convenience.  If they know things about the person they were working for, and Savannah can piece them together, we could find him before he finds another monster to eat me right out of your lap."

2014-07-15 22:51 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







"Okay. Okay, then - she can... Go ahead with it." He buries his face in Bella's shoulder.

2014-07-15 22:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella hugs him.

She's still ever so slightly shaky.

2014-07-15 22:54 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Snuggle.  All of the snuggles. Darren's obviously not well, wither, but it shows differently. He's more quiet, with a sort of far-off look in his eyes.

He's going to need to invent more spells to make sure this never happens again.

2014-07-15 22:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




Savannah, meanwhile - is mostly fine. She herself doesn't seem shaken up, but every now and then during her looting she just so happens to stop by and check to see if both Darren and Bella are there and safe. That is the most important thing. She loots, too, but - she preps again for another attack, picking up several fallen guns to keep. She'll practice with them, later, she doesn't like how she reacted to the recoil of the first gun. Savannah will fix that, she'll be a champion marksman in no time.

Once she's done looting and loaded up with weaponry, she informs them, "Okay, done. Unless you changed your mind on eating the hearts? It would be useful to have, in case I need to be sneaky."

2014-07-15 23:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Not for sneakiness purposes, but if you think you could find out more about whose orders they were working on, that could be very important.  If the guy whose heart you already ate was the only one who knew anything - don't bother."

2014-07-15 23:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"He probably is, the guards seemed kind of out of the loop, the torturers, too. But I can always check."

2014-07-15 23:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Then - I don't know, if they only vaguely might know something - I guess I don't care."

2014-07-15 23:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward







"Dare?" asks Savannah, when Darren doesn't immediately volunteer his opinion.

2014-07-15 23:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I'm - not sure."

2014-07-15 23:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah blinks. "Okay. Well if you're doing that thing you do where you're worried about my innocence or some shit, don't bother, I got this."

2014-07-15 23:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Are you sure?"

2014-07-15 23:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Yup. I know me better than you do. I'm not freaking out about killing them, but I do want to be as prepared as possible if this shit ever happens again." Pause. "So, I want to eat all of their hearts."

2014-07-15 23:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"If you say so.  Were there any critters?  You can't use those, right?"

2014-07-15 23:12 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Two. I don't think I can use those. I can always try," she shrugs. "If all else fails, guess I have dinner early."

2014-07-15 23:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You seem strangely enthusiastic about eating raw hearts."

2014-07-15 23:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"It's the practical thing to do, and they're surprisingly delicious."

2014-07-15 23:14 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Ew."

2014-07-15 23:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I suppose you're - built for it," says Bella dubiously.

2014-07-15 23:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Guess so! I'm not complaining. I'd still do it if it wasn't delicious, but I'd probably have a harder time at chewing it."

2014-07-15 23:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yeah."

Bella snuggles closer to Darren.

2014-07-15 23:17 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren snuggles her back, closing his eyes.

2014-07-15 23:18 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah gets to work. She's polite enough to drag the corpses out of view of Darren and Bella, before she starts. She leaves out the satyr and the nokk, but everyone else's heart? She's going to try to eat. She shifts halfway through the second to fullform, and then it just sort of - comes naturally. It seems absurd that she can fit this many hearts in her stomach, but... It works. It just works.

"Done," she says, once she's eaten the hearts of everyone they've killed. Her face is covered in blood and gore. "Time to check on the ink monster?"

2014-07-15 23:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Maybe.  How does the spell on it work, Darren?"

2014-07-15 23:25 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Darren launches into a very technical reasoning - he lists out the runes he used and ballparks the configuration he put them in, but can't get it exactly right from memory without redoing the math.

"I'll remake it when we get home, certainly. It seems like it could be useful."

2014-07-15 23:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Okay.  Let's go see what it did."

Bella heaves herself up onto her paws.

2014-07-15 23:28 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Her boyfriend follows in fullform, and off they go to the exit.

Is the ink monster still there, noticeably alive?

2014-07-15 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




The spell has worn off.

There is a puddle of goo.  It doesn't slosh around.

"How do we tell?" wonders Bella.

2014-07-15 23:34 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"It was sloshing, earlier," says Darren, dubiously.

2014-07-15 23:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I don't know if it's smart enough to play dead, but I don't know that it's not either."

2014-07-15 23:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Hmmm."

He goes off, grabs a flashlight, and then flies up and shines a light down at the ground in front of the ink monster. Is it going to go into the light? Or has it already done so? (Ha.)Edited   2014-07-15 23:36 (UTC)


2014-07-15 23:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




It doesn't move.

"Looks dead," sighs Bella.  "I guess I didn't really have a good idea of how to retrain it, anyway..."

2014-07-15 23:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Imagine trying to play fetch with it. It'd be a nightmare."

2014-07-15 23:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I think I'd find it very satisfying if I played 'fetch your old boss's boss', personally."

2014-07-15 23:40 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Good point. Then it'd be a nightmare for other people."

2014-07-15 23:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Yes."

2014-07-15 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Well.  It's a bit of a flight home, Bella, are you up for it? Or should we - try to get cleaned up and then find a hotel we can afford?"

2014-07-15 23:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How much of a flight is a bit - and how much of a hilarious comedy of errors will it be to try to hose down here so we can eat something first?  They weren't feeding me."

2014-07-15 23:45 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Darren's eyes narrow, a bit. "... Of course they weren't. We have a backpack, we brought some sandwiches, we stashed it outside."

2014-07-15 23:46 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Pass on sandwiches, I'm full."

2014-07-15 23:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Of course you are.  I could really, really use a sandwich right now," sighs Bella.  "What does the outside of this place look like, where are we?"

2014-07-15 23:47 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Several hours south of Forks. We may or may not be in Oregon, there weren't any road markers to let us know where we were."

Darren lands, and then - carefully, carefully steps into the light. Is the ink monster definitely dead?

2014-07-15 23:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Well, it doesn't move.  Whether this means it's dead or hibernating might be a question for people more versed in the ways of ink monsters.

When it doesn't attack him Bella steps forward too.

2014-07-15 23:54 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




He eyes the ink monster for any sign of attack after Bella steps forward, but upon seeing none - off to lead Bella to the sandwiches. He pauses, when he notices something after Savannah's stepped back into the sunlight.

"... Savannah. Your shadow's weird."

2014-07-15 23:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Mm?" says Savannah, and then she turns and looks at it.

She's not even in midform, but her shadow is of a peryton in fullform.

"... Huh."

2014-07-16 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"That could be inconvenient for stealth, but I guess most people don't study each other's shadows... and it could be awkward among critters too, I suppose."

2014-07-16 00:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Little bit. If they know why I've got it. But think of the icebreaker!"

2014-07-16 00:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Oh my god, you're a murderer, get away from me?  That kind of icebreaker?"

2014-07-16 00:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah cracks up. "It's not a perfect solution, I'll admit!"

2014-07-16 00:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Well, maybe people won't notice and if they notice they won't know what it means, I guess.  Let's get the lights back on and see if there's plumbing in here so we can get less - bloody."

2014-07-16 00:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Sure, I know where the fusebox is."

She heads back inside to turn on the lights.

2014-07-16 00:9 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Sandwiches, meanwhile?" prompts Darren.

2014-07-16 00:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yes.  Please tell me they're in plastic bags so I don't have to touch them with my hands."

2014-07-16 00:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"They are, don't worry."

Off they go, to retrieve sandwiches. 

2014-07-16 00:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella takes a sandwich.  She eats it in about a minute and a half and then starts on a second one a bit more slowly.  She leans on Darren while she eats, shivering.

2014-07-16 00:12 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren has his own sandwich, and is perfectly happy to be a Thing To Lean On.

"Are you all right?" he asks, gently, when her second sandwich is taken care of.

2014-07-16 00:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Define 'all right'."

2014-07-16 00:13 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I - don't know. It's kind of a stupid question, anyway, you're obviously - not. What can I do to help?"

2014-07-16 00:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You're doing it," she assures him softly.

2014-07-16 00:15 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Okay."

He hugs her. "Let me know if there's anything else I can do. I'll even pull another daring rescue again, if you need me to."

2014-07-16 00:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I know.  It's very comforting."

2014-07-16 00:18 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Good."

Nuzzle, nuzzle.

2014-07-16 00:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Any chance of a third one of these?" asks Bella when she has finished her second sandwich.

2014-07-16 00:20 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yes, Savannah opted out of sandwiches."

A third sandwich is produced, and Bella-ward it goes.

2014-07-16 00:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Nom.

"Oh, shit, we need to call our dads."

2014-07-16 00:25 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected






"We do!" agrees Darren with a yelp.  Cell phone, cell phone -

Then he dials Charlie's number and offers the phone to Bella. "You first."

2014-07-16 00:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Thanks -"  And when Charlie has picked up.  "Dad - it's me - I'm in once piece - Darren and Savannah saved the day, we're going to fly home soon."

2014-07-16 00:29 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren waits patiently. He will get a turn to call his dad shortly.

2014-07-16 00:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Love you too.  I don't know how long a flight - Darren?"

2014-07-16 00:32 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"A couple hours, I'm not sure about the exact time. Three or four, I'd say?"

2014-07-16 00:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Three or four hours," Bella reports.  "If it looks like it's going to take longer I'll call again, okay?  Okay.  I'll see you soon, Dad."

End of call.

2014-07-16 00:37 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"We probably should have done that earlier. Whoops."

2014-07-16 00:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Whoops," she echoes, and she hands over the phone.

2014-07-16 00:43 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




He takes it, and calls his dad.

"Hey, dad. Got Bella, she's all right - Savannah and I are fine. Nope, no clue. They're - um. They're all dead, we don't know who hired them, though. Yeah, yeah I'm all right. ... Yes, please. Love you, too. We'll be back in about - fourish hours? I think? Mhm, heading straight home. Yeah, we did. First thing. Bye, dad, see you in a bit."

2014-07-16 00:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"We did what first thing?"

2014-07-16 00:47 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Called your dad, let him know you were all right. I mean, technically it was after we made sure you were all right, and let Savannah loot and eat some hearts, but uh - yeah. First thing we did when we remembered we had the cellphone."

2014-07-16 00:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"First phone-related thing," Bella nods.  She peers back into the warehouse to see if the lights are on yet.

2014-07-16 00:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




They are! Savannah's currently looking for the plumbing.

2014-07-16 00:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




Bella goes back in, stepping around the puddle of ink monster, to help with that search.

2014-07-16 00:51 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren, too, though more for the sake of hovering protectively over his girlfriend rather than looking for the plumbing.

2014-07-16 00:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Eventually Bella finds a spigot in a cubicle-walled space that contains a little dishwasher and a hose and a bucket and other things that one might expect to find near a water source in a warehouse.  She locates a bunch of rags.

"Hose each other down, wipe off any stubborn blood with the rags, air-dry on the way home?" she suggests.  "Lucky it's summer."

2014-07-16 00:55 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Sounds good."

2014-07-16 00:56 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Me, first, I am - I feel like a crazy person, I'm just covered in blood."

Savannah is indeed covered in blood. It's kind of icky.

2014-07-16 00:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella hooks up the hose, turns on the spigot, and aims.

2014-07-16 00:58 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




Wheeeeeeeee!

"I feel," says Savannah, when she has been mostly hosed off for blood, "less sticky and psychotic now."

2014-07-16 00:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"The clothes are probably not salvageable," says Bella.  "I don't suppose you brought spares?"

Her own supply of blood is mostly not on her clothes.  She was in fullform at the time.

2014-07-16 01:1 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Yeah um, no."

2014-07-16 01:1 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Darren's similarly mostly clean, aside from the bullet wound in his arm. Savannah's the one who was a mess, really.

"It didn't seem important at the time. Whoops."

2014-07-16 01:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Oh well."

Bella shifts one bloody paw in at a time and washes them off.  One is noticeably cleaner than the other three.  She washes her face, and rolls up her sleeves to get her arms, and puts her wings on to rinse them, and then calls that good.

"Flying home time?"

2014-07-16 01:6 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren knows why that one paw is cleaner than the others. It makes him feel sick. He shifts to full form and wraps a wing around her, nuzzling a bit in comfort.

"Yeah. We should grab the backpack, first."

2014-07-16 01:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful






"Possible we should torch the place.  Arson and some disappearances might add up better than warehouse full of inexplicable black goo and several people missing vital organs."

2014-07-16 01:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Agreed. Plus we left our blood at the scene, I don't know about you but I don't want the police to play CSI: Miami with us as the perps."

2014-07-16 01:10 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I'll - draw out a huge spell, burn the place to the ground?"

2014-07-16 01:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yeah.  That way it won't even look like conventional arson, I bet."

2014-07-16 01:12 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




He nods, and then he gets to work. He finds the largest open space in the warehouse, retrieves a sharpie, and starts drawing out the runes. His ruler's not nearly big enough, but he makes due. Bella's welcome to help.

2014-07-16 01:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




She does.  Draw, draw, draw.

"You can incant this from outside the warehouse, right?"

2014-07-16 01:16 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Yeah. And then we run away because with the runes this size it'll go up like a torch."

Draw, draw, draw.Edited   2014-07-16 01:17 (UTC)


2014-07-16 01:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Well, fly away.  I still can't really run."

Draw draw.

2014-07-16 01:20 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Yeah. Fly away," he agrees. "The heat will even lift us up."

Draw draw.

2014-07-16 01:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"How convenient."

2014-07-16 01:21 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Very!"

And soon enough, they're done.

"Do you want to chant, or is this mine?"

2014-07-16 01:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"If you could."

2014-07-16 01:23 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Certainly."

He fiddles with the chant a bit to compensate with this being such a large fire, and then - chanting.

The warehouse is devoured by an inferno shortly after.

2014-07-16 01:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Wow. Remind me to never piss you off, Dare."

2014-07-16 01:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




Bella smiles slightly.  And acquires wings, and takes off.

2014-07-16 01:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Off they go! Well, after Darren grabs the backpack. Back to Forks, at last!

2014-07-16 01:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella flies very quietly.

2014-07-16 01:29 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Darren, too. It's - kind of the situation for a quiet flight.

2014-07-16 01:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not invincible




Savannah wisely does not disturb their quietness. Flying, flying, flying.

2014-07-16 01:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Eventually Bella starts to recognize stuff.

"Are we stopping at your house first - or each going to our respective homes - or what?"

2014-07-16 01:33 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Mm - not sure, what would you prefer?"

2014-07-16 01:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I - I want a shower and a nap but I don't want you to be far away either."

2014-07-16 01:37 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I go with you to your house, embrace my inner pillow?"

2014-07-16 01:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah.  That'd be good."

2014-07-16 01:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Okay. I'll call my dad, he'll understand."

2014-07-16 01:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Thanks.  I love you."

2014-07-16 01:41 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"I love you, too."

Cellphone, out. "Hey, dad. Yeah, nope, we're fine. Bella would like to keep me and use me as a pillow for right now. Mhmm. That's the gist of it. Yeah, I'm all right. Rain check on the hug. Love you, too, dad. I'll be home after. Bye."

Click.Edited   2014-07-16 01:43 (UTC)


2014-07-16 01:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Thanks."

2014-07-16 01:46 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"You're welcome."

2014-07-16 01:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Unless you need me to be there," says Savannah, "I will go home and fall into a coma for the next week or so."

2014-07-16 01:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Enjoy your coma with my blessing."

2014-07-16 01:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Happily. Also, burning my clothes. Good thing I didn't love them anyway."

2014-07-16 01:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Never wear your favorite clothes on a rescue mission.  Do we have extra invisibility scrolls to cover our landings or are we coming in via the woods?"

2014-07-16 01:58 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Woods. We brought all the invisibility scrolls with us, and used them all. Next time, more invisibility scrolls, apparently we didn't bring nearly enough."

2014-07-16 01:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Entire bindersful," says Bella.  "Do you suppose we could enchant a three-ring binder or something to make it clear which scrolls in it were already used up?  Then we could just bring forty of everything and clear it out and replace the paper later."

2014-07-16 02:5 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it







"That is a good idea. We need to do that."

2014-07-16 02:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I'm very clever," she yawns, and she starts circling for a sufficiently obscured landing in the fog of the woods near her house.

2014-07-16 02:7 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"You are!" he agrees, following behind. 

2014-07-16 02:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




Savannah waves, and then heads off to her home, to go be in a coma. She's tired. Killing people and eating their hearts is hard work.

2014-07-16 02:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Bella lands on soft paws, then trades them for shoes, and puts away all her nonhuman parts, and waits for her boyfriend before walking to her house.

2014-07-16 02:15 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren lands shortly after, putting away his hooves and wings and returning to human form. He takes her hand, and then - off they go.

2014-07-16 02:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella lets herself in the back door, lets her father hug her briefly, and then kisses Darren and says she'll be back in a little bit and scurries upstairs for a shower and change of clothes.

2014-07-16 02:20 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




And Darren - is there, with a bullet wound obviously in his shirt, looking drained and exhausted. He returns the kiss, and watches Bella go with a very obvious 'in love' face. Then, he looks at Charlie.

"I'll do my best to make sure this never happens again," he promises.

2014-07-16 02:24 (UTC)









sundayfish: m ~ carry a gun




"I believe you," Charlie says, eyeing the bullet hole in his sleeve.

2014-07-16 02:26 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren follows his gaze, and looks at the bullet hole. "Oh. Um. I healed it, it's fine," he says, lamely. "We kept Bella out of harm's way once we got to her."

2014-07-16 02:28 (UTC)









sundayfish: n ~ disquieting




Charlie nods.

2014-07-16 02:29 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... Mind if I go crash on your couch?"

2014-07-16 02:30 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"You're welcome to it."

2014-07-16 02:30 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren smiles a little, and then - couchward.

Flop.

He's out like a light in record time. Savannah's not the only one who was tired.Edited   2014-07-16 02:31 (UTC)


2014-07-16 02:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Some twenty minutes later his damp girlfriend cozies up to him right where he is.

2014-07-16 02:32 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




That's fine, Darren shifts a bit in his sleep to accommodate her. It's not like she could ask, what with him being asleep and all, but she's probably welcome to use him as a pillow.

2014-07-16 02:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




She presumes so.

Snuggle snuggle zzzzzz.

2014-07-16 02:34 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren concurs. Zzzzzzz.

2014-07-16 18:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella, over the next couple of weeks, makes a lot of variations on luck spells, and casts them, on top of each other, on herself, on her house, on Darren's house, on Darren, on Savannah, on Charlie and Vernon, on Angela and their griffin storefront operator for good measure.

And she works on her fairy princess magic.

She has now done it accidentally a few times and sort of on purpose once - and the first couple times she doesn't even know what she was doing, because she wasn't injured.  So it probably isn't just healing unless she and Darren did both have very quiet cancers, but it beats her what it would be.  Maybe she can do other things.  Maybe she can learn to do them without passing out.

Maybe if she does something smaller than healing somebody of potentially lethal injuries she'll be able to feel what's happening while it's happening.

She gets a piece of thread and snips it in half and puts the cut ends close together and puts her chin on her desk in front of them and stares them down.

And fifteen minutes later she's at Darren's door practically battering it down in her excitement.

2014-07-16 19:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




Savannah is the one to answer it. "Oh, hey. Darren's magic nerding it up, fair warning, what's up?"

2014-07-16 19:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Magic is up!"

2014-07-16 19:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Oh, goodie, you can magic nerd it up with my brother," snorts Savannah. "C'mon in."

2014-07-16 19:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Bella plunks down next to her magic nerd.

"Guess what?"

2014-07-16 19:8 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren is currently buried in magic notes and is drawing out what seems to be three spells at once. "What?" he asks, amused.

2014-07-16 19:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Bella presents him with the string, pulls out a pair of scissors, cuts it in half, puts the string down on top of his spells, and says, "Watch."

And then she stares down the thread, and it slowly knits back together.

2014-07-16 19:11 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







"What."

2014-07-16 19:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Fairy princess magic," she cackles.  "I haven't gotten it to do anything else without passing out yet but I can do that and I don't need a diagram!"

2014-07-16 19:12 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Oh. My. Gosh, magic fairy princess," cackles Darren, and then he scoops his girlfriend up into a hug. "We need to try things, how does this even work?"Edited   2014-07-16 19:14 (UTC)


2014-07-16 19:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Hug!  "I have to think really, really small," Bella says.  "I've done this specific thread before so I don't have to be an inch away looking at the individual fibers anymore, seems like, but the first time - it only started doing anything when I was, in fact, thinking about each fiber connecting up with its neighbors."

2014-07-16 19:15 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Does it work with other things, too? Should we try paper, or cloth or something, or...?"

2014-07-16 19:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"We should try!  This was my first experiment, it might work on all kinds of things, when it worked I came straight here to show you."

2014-07-16 19:18 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"You're the best girlfriend of all time. Want to do experiments together?"

2014-07-16 19:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes.  Yes I do."

2014-07-16 19:19 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren cackles madly and then goes off to retrieve things to break that his girlfriend can fix. Paper, a shirt he's not attached to, some twigs - he can always get some other things, but these are things to start off with.

"Which would you like to do first?" he asks, grinning.
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"After we figure out if and how the repairing generalizes," Bella says, scissoring one piece of paper in half and tearing another for comparison purposes, and producing her notebook for experimental records, "I want to see what I can do besides fixing stuff, if anything."

And then she sets about staring at the cut paper.

2014-07-16 19:23 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Yeah, but this is good for figuring out the limits of your ability to fix things without passing out immediately after. Once we figure that out we work from there."

Then he gets to watching the cut paper and seeing what it does. For science!
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




Eventually -

Millimeter by millimeter -

The paper knits back together, seamless, good as new.

Bella sits back up, triumphant, and writes this down.

2014-07-16 19:28 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren giggles. "I'm a bit curious - once we're done with fixing things, do you want me to get like - a pen, scribble something, then see if you can change that?"

2014-07-16 19:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes."

2014-07-16 19:30 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Okay!"

And then he goes off to get a pen, and he starts scribbling on the newly fixed cut paper. She doesn't have to do the test right now, but he is prepping for it!
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"If I can learn to do that quick and without so much focus on the detail work it's possible I could make scrolls happen faster than drawing," she observes.

The ripped paper heals just like the cut paper.  She takes a twig and breaks it and starts concentrating on that.

2014-07-16 19:32 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Now I'm really excited," he giggles, watching her fix the twig with interest.

2014-07-16 19:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"This is harder," she observes absently, staring at the twig, but eventually - entire twig.

2014-07-16 19:34 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Harder in what way?"

2014-07-16 19:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"The twig has more structure to it than the paper or the string.  I'm doing all of this consciously above about the cellular level, it's really concentration-intensive."

2014-07-16 19:35 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Aha, so if it has more to fix, it's harder to do," muses Darren. "Interesting."
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shesepankh: (Default)




"Which doesn't explain how I manage to do comprehensive healing," she says.  "That's definitely not conscious."

2014-07-16 19:37 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah, that's - hmm. It's almost like there's two modes? One where you do it yourself and stay conscious and another one where you don't but pass out."

2014-07-16 19:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Which is really weird."

She heals all the objects intended for healing - then, thoughtful, cuts along part of the hem of Darren's supplied shirt, lines the edges up, and stares them down.

She manages to reunite them with a sort of chevron pattern in the visible stitching.

2014-07-16 19:40 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Her boyfriend watches with fascination. "You know, if not-Hogwarts fails you can always take up tailoring," he deadpans.

2014-07-16 19:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I'll keep it in mind when I take my career aptitude test."

2014-07-16 19:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"By day, magic teacher. By night, best tailor of all time."

2014-07-16 19:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Where in there do I get my beauty sleep?" she snorts.  "Do you want the embroidery on the shirt or should I put it back?"

2014-07-16 19:43 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Obviously you will run entirely off of coffee. And magic. Don't worry about the shirt, it's not my favorite one in the world, feel free to embroider it."
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Cool."  She cuts a stripe entirely out of the left sleeve, and very slowly manages to turn that sleeve into a swath of embroidered whitework attached to its original location.  It's not especially pretty embroidery - she is not, despite fairy princesshood, a seamstress - but it is sort of visually interesting, and, of course, magic.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I like it," pronounces Darren. "I declare this to be test subject shirt, do whatever you'd like with it."

2014-07-16 19:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Hmmmm."

Bella stares at the shirt.

A splotch of green slowly spreads from the collar.

2014-07-16 19:50 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Darren grins madly when he sees this. "That means - you can probably do designs, too. Or, more practically, runes. Do you want to try runes? We can pick a simple spell and see if you can use magic fairy princess magic to do even more magic?"

2014-07-16 19:52 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Lemme see how well it works on paper at all - and it's slow; it might be neater than drawing but I don't seem to be faster," she says, leaving the green splotch at about two square inches of collar-area and picking up a piece of paper.

She manages to "draw" a line on it in black.

2014-07-16 19:54 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Her boyfriend hugs her, grinning. "It could be useful, if you're being sneaky," he points out.
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That's true," she acknowledges.  "Okay, good harmless simple spells..."  She starts rummaging through her notes.

2014-07-16 19:56 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




There's a simple one for making a little light.
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




She props that up for reference, gets a clean sheet of paper, and draws it, slowly, neatly, carefully.  It is definitely slower than drawing.

Then she incants it.
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




And there, lo and behold, is a little tiny light.

Darren cackles.
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Eeeee!"
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Hugs! All of the hugs!

"Best magic fairy princess girlfriend," giggles Darren.
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"So I can do mending, and drawing, and I'm sort of tempted to start giving myself papercuts to see if I can do small healing without passing out."
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Do you want me to sell my finger for science? Because I can, a paper cut's not a huge deal."

2014-07-16 20:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It might be easier to concentrate on if it's not me, but I'll want to try on myself eventually anyway," she says.

2014-07-16 20:6 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Okay. Paper cut, then..."

He goes about trying to make this happen. After a few attempts: "Ow! Okay, got it."

Bella is presented his wounded finger. Look at it, bleeding just a little from a tiny paper cut.Edited   2014-07-16 20:07 (UTC)
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Sorry," she apologizes, and she scoops up his hand in hers and looks.

She looks dizzy for a second - but doesn't fall unconscious - and lo - Darren is healed.

2014-07-16 20:8 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Don't be sorry," he says, smiling. "Thank you for healing me - no falling unconscious?"

2014-07-16 20:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I think healing must be really automatic?  It almost slipped into the wrong - mode, but then I concentrated on the details enough and stayed awake and did it."

2014-07-16 20:10 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hmmm. Is the - automatic mode just for healing?"

2014-07-16 20:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I don't know.  It does seems suspiciously strange that we would have both needed healing without knowing it right after I turned, doesn't it?"

2014-07-16 20:15 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"A bit, I mean we still could have both secretly had cancer, but - yeah. A bit strange."

2014-07-16 20:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"But I don't know what else it would have thought was important enough to do all by itself.  Or if 'thinking it's important' is even the right metric."

2014-07-16 20:18 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I... have no idea. Do you happen to remember what you were thinking about at the time?"

2014-07-16 20:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"That I was dreaming," she says wryly.  "That I could not possibly have really turned into a winged quadruped."

2014-07-16 20:25 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




He snorts. "Oh, right. 'Welcome to my freaky transformation dream,' indeed."

2014-07-16 20:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"It was very freaky."

2014-07-16 20:27 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I bet," he laughs. "But you got magic out of the deal, so that's pretty cool."

2014-07-16 20:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  And I didn't, say, accidentally use sphinx magic to turn myself into not-a-sphinx.  So that seems like a dead end."

2014-07-16 20:29 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Hmmm. Yeah, ugh, that's annoying. I have no idea how to solve this problem, I can't math at it to make it go away."

2014-07-16 20:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I wonder if I can trigger automatic mode on anything other than healing.  It could come in handy in any situation where as long as I succeed it's okay to nap for half an hour afterwards."
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castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Well, what sorts of situations would those be?"

2014-07-16 20:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"If I'd known how to kill everybody in the warehouse," she suggests darkly.

2014-07-16 20:34 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




He winces.

"The problem with that is hitting other people that are innocents in the warehouse, or missing guards that are just outside of it," he points out gently.
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...you and Savannah did, in fact, wind up killing everybody in the warehouse," Bella points out.  "And I knew there were guards present.  I'm assuming here a reasonable state of knowledge about where I'm aiming my magic carpet bombing."

2014-07-16 20:38 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I mean in a future warehouse situation. I uh - yeah, we did end up killing everybody in the warehouse."

2014-07-16 20:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Yeah."

2014-07-16 20:40 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Hug.

"We got there as quickly as we could," he promises.

2014-07-16 20:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I know."
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castmyown: (Default)




"I - maybe there's a way to do automatic defensive magic? Put a shield up and be safely asleep inside it where no - ink monsters or anything can get you."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...That sounds worth doing.  I'll try it before I go to bed, maybe, passing out during the daytime wrecks my sleep schedule."

2014-07-16 20:44 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




He nods.

"I love you."

2014-07-16 20:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"I love you too."

2014-07-16 20:46 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Good!"

And then there are snuggles. "Any other experiments we can do? I bet you can do some cool things to technology if given the chance."

2014-07-16 20:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I'm afraid I'd break any technology I got if I tried to do something more complicated than fix a cracked screen."

2014-07-16 20:48 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"We'll throw money at it after we're rich. Give you lots of things to play with."

2014-07-16 20:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Yay, toys.  I mean, if you have busted stuff cluttering up the garage, that's another thing entirely, but I don't want to touch anything hard to replace."

2014-07-16 20:49 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Nnnope we had some broken stuff but we left it in Detroit. Sorry."
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"No big deal.  I'll - try magic on various things that come up in everyday life, get a feel for it."
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castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Okay. Let me know if there's anything I can do to help? Fairy princess magic is pretty cool."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Will do."

2014-07-16 20:53 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




He grins at her, and then starts being a huge magic geek and talking about his various magic projects - he's still trying at true invisibility, something that works on cameras along with people, but there are other things, too. One to be bulletproof, for example.
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Bella will happily magic geek with him all day long.

College approaches.  There's a big shopping trip for all the essentials.  They rent the furnished apartment above their store from the same Avalon landlord, and move in, a few weeks before school starts.  It has one bed in it.  They wind up falling asleep on each other all the time already, quite innocently; Charlie doesn't fuss.  There are housewarming presents.

Bella's birthday is a short while before the start of classes.
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




Vernon doesn't fuss, either, but he does drop off various housewarming presents. A few of which he hides. The most notable of these is found at around eleven o'clock at night, when Darren drops a sheet of scratch paper for magic and goes to retrieve it. He sees something red under the bed, and peers at it.

"Bella," he says, confused, "Why is there a huge bowl with a bright red bow on it under our bed?" Pause. "Why is it filled with condoms?"Edited   2014-07-16 21:08 (UTC)
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"What - what?  I didn't put that there.  And I can't really see Charlie doing it, it must have been your dad."

2014-07-16 21:9 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Darren retrieves it, turning red to match the bow and looking - generally embarrassed. "I don't even - he left a note."

'Congrats on the apartment,' it reads. 'Now if you make me a grandfather before I'm fifty we will be having words. Here you go.'

"Dad did it," snorts Darren. "Wow. Wow."

2014-07-16 21:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I mean, I guess it saves us a drugstore trip?"

2014-07-16 21:12 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I - um. Probably like twelve drugstore trips, this is an absurd number of - of these, how many did he buy?" Pause. "How long has he prepared for this?!"

2014-07-16 21:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I assume he knows when my birthday is, so - hard to say."

2014-07-16 21:15 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Why would your birthday have anything to do with...? Oh."

And then Darren coughs.
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"So you haven't been counting the days, huh?"

2014-07-16 21:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




He opens his mouth, and then he second guesses that sentence and closes it.

"I didn't realize it would be something you wanted to do?" he tries, again.
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shesepankh: k ~ startled




"...Have I somehow left you with a misunderstanding about my sexual orientation?"
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castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"N-No, no I'm - I um - oh, hell, there is no way I'm not going to be in trouble for this, um. It genuinely did not occur to me that we could have sex?"

2014-07-16 21:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck






"I don't understand."
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castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"I'm not - now that I have been reminded that it's a thing we can do I'm all for it, but I was literally not thinking, 'Okay I'm going to wait until she's eighteen to - to have... sex.'"
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Whether the date entered your mind isn't my confusion, just - I have spent extended periods of time sprawled over you nibbling on your neck.  And you did not mentally take that any further?  Ever?"

2014-07-16 21:24 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I have trouble thinking conscious thoughts at all when you're sprawled on me nibbling my neck," says Darren defensively.
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"...good answer."

2014-07-16 21:26 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Thanks."

2014-07-16 21:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I am not completely unconfused, though.  You're not just claiming to be all for it because you think I'll be upset or something?  Do you want a bit to think about it since you did not get any... thinking about it... done in advance?

2014-07-16 21:28 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




".... Nnnnnoooo I'm pretty sure I want to," coughs Darren. "I just needed to be hit across the head with -" He peers at the bowl of condoms. "- that plastic monstrosity."
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shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Do you have any idea why the plastic monstrosity was necessary? ... I was also planning to use, like, language, at some point, probably today, because, eighteen now."
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castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Because I'm an idiot sometimes?"
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




Bella flops on him.  "I was hoping for more information than that."
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castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"You um. Never mentioned, and I never asked?"

He is totally, totally fine with being flopped on.
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...I'm not going to have any, like, clinical surprises, am I?  The source of my information is health class and this one thoroughly embarrassing book, mostly, plus pop culture, and none of these things have suggested that it is typical for teenage boys to have this experience."
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castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"'Clinical surprises'?" echoes Darren. "Um. Regular teenage boy, I swear."

2014-07-16 21:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"If you say so."

Snuggle.
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Snuggle.

"This might be one of the most mortifying moments of my life," he muses. "This entire - 'Darren forgot that he could bang his girlfriend' thing."
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shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Well, you couldn't, before today, not unless we wanted to sneak around," she points out.
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castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"True. That makes me feel better. A little."
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shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Just a little?"
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"I still feel like a huge, huge dork," clarifies Darren.
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shesepankh: e ~ busy




"...I am trying to figure out how to smoothly segue from point A to point B and I don't have a line," confesses Bella.
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castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly







"I think I have an idea of what point B is and we can just - start - skipping to it."

Blushing. So much blushing, look at him, he matches the bow.
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shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oooh."

2014-07-16 21:46 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Kisses?
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shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Kisses!
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castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




They find their way to point B easily enough.
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shesepankh: a ~ winged




Happy birthday to Bella.

2014-07-16 21:52 (UTC)





Third Plague

You've Got Mail





darkest_evening: Give you an award




There is a lot of time spent making portals to various places. Pantheon starts as the unofficial hub, and then essentially becomes the official one. Prime makes a portal to Iobel's and Edarial's world, and then he gets to checking out the various new planes he has access to. One, in particular. It's really rather minor, in comparison to the others, but he considers it important.

Few people have the chance to - go back, do something again. But the other version of Kystle is a very specific exception. He knows what's in store for it if he doesn't do anything. Genocide for the invaders (Lynn would call it justified, he just thinks murder is murder), a second invasion of New Kystle, immortal psychopaths with sharp weaponry running around - not the kinds of things he wants. So Prime is thinking of ways to circumvent the problem.

It's unfortunately humbling when he finds no moral solution knocking at his door. There are plenty of immoral ones, but he doesn't touch those. Certainly, he could throw the out of work demon hunters at the plane, tell them to kill things, but that hardly solves the underlying problem. Even he, with all his power, can't save an entire planet. His sister couldn't, either. Not even both of them together.

Obviously, he needs more resources. He didn't deal much in other planes, not when the risks were so great. But now - now he knows that there are other versions of him, other versions of Bells. With various types of magic. Prime isn't a greedy man, but he knows new possible resources when he sees hints of them, and he wants them. He can fix - not his mistake in particular, but his mother's, the second bloodline's.

He spends some time scrying, and then he sighs and snaps his eyes shut. Yeah, that's definitely something. He did not need to see a younger version of himself having sex. Ever. Annoying how his alts seem to come in pairs with 'Bells,' it leads to awkward situations like this. Mirrors are retrieved, and then Prime informs everyone of what he's found - another Adarin, another Bell, together and obviously with some kind of magic.

Since Pantheon seems to be their impromptu central base, he retrieves a recent creation of his, and off he goes to meet with Spring. They're going to write a letter.
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namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Spring is excited!  She confers with her alts about the content of the letter, finds out from Prime what language it ought to be in, and then writes.

To the local Bell and Adarin,

There are alternate universe versions of both of you and we have interuniverse transit abilities!  This is exactly as exciting as it sounds.  We have a variety of kinds of resources and we want to share.  Because of past issues with visit recipients being startled by their visitors, we're not just dropping in.  Please write on the reverse when it would be convenient for some of us to come by and if there's anything in particular we should bring if we can.

Sincerely, "Spring" (Ayabel)

2014-07-16 22:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime picks up the letter, seals it, and then on a whim gives it an illusion that'll activate when opened, and sends it. A nice, hard-to-miss location that they'll find nice and quickly.

Then he looks at Spring, and says, "I finished the flying trinket. What's your opinion of jewelry?"
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namesthesky: (Default)




"As long as it doesn't require piercings and it's within my dress code I like it fine."
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darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"It's a necklace." Then - behold. Necklace.
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namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Flat wooden almost-rectangles, distorted just enough to form a crescent all neatly together, polished.  "Oh, I like that, very understated.  Thank you!  How do I work it?" she asks, holding out her hands.Edited   2014-07-16 22:52 (UTC)
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darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"You're welcome. There are multiple ways to make it work, but one of those requires me poking it and making it only work for you by thought. Some people find that one disconcerting because they are worried the necklace can read minds. It can't, if you're curious, it's a necklace. Not even close to being sentient. The other methods are reasonably intuitive, but not as fast."

2014-07-16 22:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't mind if a non-sentient necklace can tell what I want it to do," says Spring, "but, yes, I probably would have asked.  You can't read minds, can you?"

2014-07-16 22:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"No. Useful as it would be to have, alas, morality." He pokes the necklace. "There you are, think flighty thoughts at it and it will work." 

2014-07-16 22:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya concentrates.

And floats.

"What's my top speed?"

2014-07-16 22:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I could tell you, in a measurement system that you don't use, or you could test it and I could time you and we use yours."

2014-07-16 22:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You've seen Idania fly, am I as fast as her?"

2014-07-16 23:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Almost."

2014-07-16 23:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Cool.  Thank you!"

2014-07-16 23:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"You're welcome," he replies, almost brightly. For him.

Prime has his staff. He twirls it, a bit, because it's fun and it lets him fly. He's grown fond of it. His mind absently goes back to the Kystle problem, and if these new alts can help solve it, and it leads him to wonder how other people deal with similar problems.

"What was your original plane like?" he asks Aya, curiously.

2014-07-16 23:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"No controllable magic, no gods, no non-human sapients.  Low tech - lower than here, as of the time I moved, though I suppose they could have caught up since.  And - I suppose this isn't really about the world, but about Eseo in particular, the country I lived in - bit of a problem with slavery."

She scratches her heel.  Unmarked since she was resurrected.  There's a line in the poem about "comfortable skin".

2014-07-16 23:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Do you know how the slavery system works? I am making it one of my multiple projects to make it shoo, it's always helpful to know more about it." Pause. "So I can make it stop."

2014-07-16 23:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"It may have changed since I was there.  People can be sentenced to it for crimes; children of slaves," she raises a hand, "inherit the status, and if it's one slave parent and one free parent, the free parent gets to decide if their child's going to be free or belong to them.  It was ambiguously legal to actually kill us, but pretty much everything else was fair game."

2014-07-16 23:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







Carefully, Prime asks, "You were born into slavery?"

2014-07-16 23:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Yes.  That didn't already filter its way to you?"

2014-07-16 23:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"No." He pauses. "What a tremendously horrific waste of talent."

2014-07-16 23:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I was not completely wasted between the ages of six and seventeen.  But thank you."

2014-07-16 23:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime nods.

2014-07-16 23:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I don't have any hangups about discussing it, at this stage of my life," she mentions.  "If you're curious."

2014-07-16 23:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Not really, it has little to no bearing on who you are now, I think. Unless there's leftover trauma that I can help with?"

2014-07-16 23:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Nope.  All taken care of well before I turned twenty."

2014-07-16 23:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Good. I would have helped if you needed it, but I'm glad that you don't require it. Less trauma all around, I say."

2014-07-16 23:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"What would you have done?" she wonders.

2014-07-16 23:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I don't know. Some kind of combination of a listening ear, a sympathetic figure, a shoulder to cry on, or champion that travels to another plane to put someone in prison."

2014-07-16 23:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I imagine everyone who ever personally had anything to do with it is long dead."

2014-07-16 23:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes, I wouldn't be very good at that last one. Maybe disinter a corpse and put it in prison. For solidarity's sake."

2014-07-16 23:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya snickers.

2014-07-16 23:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things






2014-07-16 23:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Meanwhile:

"Why is there a letter on my Spanish homework?"

2014-07-16 23:39 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... I have no idea? I didn't put it there."

2014-07-16 23:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"...Are there letter-depositing monsters?" she wonders.

2014-07-16 23:41 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I really, really hope not. How would it even get in here?"

2014-07-16 23:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Slipping under the door.  Phasing through the wall.  Down the chimney like Santa, how should I know?"

2014-07-16 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time







"Should we even open the letter?"

2014-07-16 23:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I don't know.  Pick it up with a stick, see if it explodes...?  Pick it up with a stick while under shield...?"

2014-07-16 23:43 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah, let me go get some scrolls, get shields around both of us."

He goes and does this thing, also retrieving a stick, and then they're both shielded. "Okay, should I be the one to pick it up with a stick?"

2014-07-16 23:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Be my guest."

2014-07-16 23:45 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Darren pokes the letter with a stick.



Nothing happens.

"Okay, uh... Tentatively going to open it, I guess?"

2014-07-16 23:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"With the stick."

2014-07-16 23:47 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah," he agrees.

It's a bit difficult to do, but after some fumbling - he opens the letter's seal with the stick, safely behind the shields.

Little celebratory looking illusionary fireworks brighten up the room, in multitudes of colors. They don't even hit the shields, they're just - harmless and bright. They go away after about three seconds.

"What."

2014-07-16 23:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"What in the fuck," Bella agrees.

2014-07-16 23:49 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"How would you - but - magic doesn't - what, did we just get accepted to critter Hogwarts or something?"

2014-07-16 23:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"That would be a hell of a thing, since we haven't started it yet - safe to read it, do you think?"

2014-07-16 23:52 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Maybe? Want me to do it? I'm not the sphinx, pretty sure they don't know or care about me."

2014-07-16 23:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...Yeah, if it's like - magic entrapment words, they might either trigger only for a sphinx or yield to fairy princess powers to get you out."

2014-07-16 23:54 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah. Okay, uh - reading it."

He scoots forward, carefully, gets the letter out of the envelope with as little physical contact as possible, and then -

"What the fuck?"

2014-07-16 23:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




"What?  What is it?"

2014-07-16 23:55 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren reads the letter out-loud, but not verbatim. In case the specific words spoken aloud would do something bad.

"So. Um. I repeat, what."Edited   2014-07-16 23:58 (UTC)


2014-07-16 23:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)






"They couldn't throw in a group photo?" Bella asks weakly.

2014-07-16 23:59 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Apparently not. I think we could ask for one, but - this is weird, I kind of still feel like this is a trap somehow?"

2014-07-17 00:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Anyway, it's a good thing they didn't come in person, if they're legit, we'd have dropped spells on them for sure paranoid as we've gotten."

2014-07-17 00:2 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah. Um. What do we do? Should we - write a reply on the back?"

2014-07-17 00:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"...I guess?  While the shield's still up.  Tell them to come with a group photo and, um, if they're from other worlds how do they know English, they probably don't have dollars anyway and we don't need any portable non-liquid things, I don't think..."

2014-07-17 00:5 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Mhm. When we both don't have class."

Carefully, Darren writes this out. Then he puts the letter down (away from the Spanish homework) and sort of - backs away from it.

2014-07-17 00:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I wonder how they're going to read it.  I wonder how they knew to do it in English.  I wonder how they knew where to put it.  I wonder if they've been, like - spying on us?  Even if it was the bare minimum to be able to find more of - themselves - that's creepy."

2014-07-17 00:9 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Little bit, yeah. I guess we just - wait for a response, then."

2014-07-17 00:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Meanwhile - "That didn't take long. They responded. And they would like a group photo, that'll be annoying to coordinate."

2014-07-17 00:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I think it sounds fun.  I can make the calls if you don't want to do them."

2014-07-17 00:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Feel free," shrugs Prime, faintly amused.

2014-07-17 00:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Except for your sister - you should probably talk to her if she's going to want to be in on it, I haven't met her."  Aya starts calling up alts.  There's not that many.  Ice and Cypress, Iobel-who-still-needs-a-nickname and Edarial.

2014-07-17 00:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mmm. Best to save that can of worms for another day, I believe. We'll need to update the group photo, anyway, she can be part of it, then."

He is not looking forward to that conversation. At all.

2014-07-17 00:22 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"They probably don't want it as a memento but as evidence, and including the various twins-of-Adarins would help."

2014-07-17 00:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story







"It's likely that it will take several hours for me to convince my sister to show up and not try to strangle me, I don't believe we have the time for that?"

2014-07-17 00:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox






"Would it be faster if one of her alts talked to her?  If not we can just skip it, I suppose."

2014-07-17 00:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Probably not, she's still upset with me. Skip it."

2014-07-17 00:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Okay."

Calling calling calling.

2014-07-17 00:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress is the first to show up, with his wife and soul-birds in tow. They considered leaving behind their daemons, but decided against it after - last time. Cypress would like to keep his soul very close right now. 

His sister isn't here yet, but she's on her way.Edited   2014-07-17 00:34 (UTC)


2014-07-17 00:32 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




And his wife and her bird remain disinclined to let him and his bird out of their sight.

"English speaking new Bell and new Adarin, I'm excited."

2014-07-17 00:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"The Adarin doesn't have the white hair," informs Prime. "It was surprising."

2014-07-17 00:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What color is it?"

2014-07-17 00:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"He's a brunette. I thank my lucky stars that he is not blonde."

2014-07-17 00:38 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Huh.  So what are the logistics here once I've got a picture of us?"

2014-07-17 00:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"The smart move would be one of us," Prime motions between himself and Cypress, "to send the other, and the one that's sent making a portal once there."

2014-07-17 00:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You get to go," says Cypress.

2014-07-17 00:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly."

2014-07-17 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Have fun being the welcome wagon."

2014-07-17 00:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'll accompany you, if it wouldn't be too much of a waste of mana."

2014-07-17 00:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"No, it would be fine, I've got enough."

He really hasn't been doing much casting, lately. Mostly snuggling, really.Edited   2014-07-17 00:48 (UTC)


2014-07-17 00:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I welcome the company."

2014-07-17 00:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"And I'm the one who wrote the letter."

2014-07-17 00:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




The queen and king of Marlatia arrive, familiars in tow.

"Should Cricket and Berathyme be in the picture?"

2014-07-17 00:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sure.  The daemons are, and Prime and I can just explain all the animals in question when we get there."

2014-07-17 00:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"That works," agrees Edarial. "Zevros is coming, he should be here -"

2014-07-17 00:56 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




And Zevros comes dashing through the portal.

"Okay, okay. Got it!"

2014-07-17 00:57 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Got what?"

2014-07-17 00:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: d. Fruity drinks on an island




Zevros holds up what looks to be a sword - he's got one on his hip, this seems to be an extra.

"Junior sword! So I can teach the other me tricks!"

2014-07-17 00:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"There'll be a bit of a wait, I understand," Iobel says.  "While they pick out a place for the portal."

2014-07-17 01:0 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"It's cool. I got time. Definitely going to do it, I'm not letting another me beat the shit out of me, this time I win!"

2014-07-17 01:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"How do you know?"

2014-07-17 01:1 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Because I got another sword and we're going to use that and I bet I'll beat the shit out of them in sword combat!" Pause. "We'll wrap them in something, make them non-sharp and stuff."

2014-07-17 01:3 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"No, I mean, how do you know you'll win, maybe this one will beat you up too."

2014-07-17 01:4 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Because I'm going to win," he declares, illogically. "Duh."

2014-07-17 01:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial is smiling, faintly, obviously amused.

2014-07-17 01:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"So we're waiting for Cypress's Zeviana and then we take the picture and then Prime and I go introduce the new ones to the world of interdimensional alts.  Fun."

2014-07-17 01:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Exciting," agrees Prime, in a deadpan.

2014-07-17 01:8 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"I know," says Zeviana, arriving through the portal. "I am pretty exciting!"

2014-07-17 01:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Hello there.  How do we want to pose?"

2014-07-17 01:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel apparently wants to pose holding her cat.  And she adds:

"Clustered by worlds, I think.  Bells are shortest, we can stand in front."

2014-07-17 01:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




They arrange themselves accordingly, politely ask Rae to hold the camera (which he does) and then - they have a group picture.

"First thing I'm telling them," says Prime in a deadpan, "is that the picture was taken by a literal god."

2014-07-17 01:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"And if they don't believe you they can come back through and say hi.  Do I need to do anything to be transported?"

2014-07-17 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Nope," says Cypress. "But it would be helpful if you stood next to Prime."

2014-07-17 01:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya goes and stands next to Prime.

2014-07-17 01:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress studies some notes, does a bit of math, asks some clarifying questions from Prime about the specifics of aim, and then -

2014-07-17 01:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




- There they are, in a secluded alleyway next to the shop containing their alts.

"Oh, charming, anyone that tries to mug us will be confused by our clothing," says Prime. "And that will be when I hit them."

2014-07-17 01:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Aya snorts and goes around to the front.  The door into the shop is unlocked; the door up to the residence isn't.  She knocks.

2014-07-17 01:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeep!"

2014-07-17 01:23 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




".... Seconded!" says Darren. "Um. Shields? Then we answer the door?"

2014-07-17 01:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yeah."  She grabs a scroll, chants it.

2014-07-17 01:26 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren does the same. And then they're protected.

Carefully, carefully, Darren opens the door. "... Hello?"

2014-07-17 01:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Hi.  I'm Ayabel, but you can call me Spring, and this is Adarin, but you can call him Prime."

2014-07-17 01:28 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







"I'm Darren," says, well, Darren.

2014-07-17 01:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Pleasure to meet you."

2014-07-17 01:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"...Bella.  Um, please don't take this the wrong way, but we keep getting attacked by monsters, you aren't monsters, are you?"

2014-07-17 01:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Not monsters."  Spring produces the group photo.  "Alts.  See, you have the more common face for us.  And Darren has an uncommon hair color for them."

2014-07-17 01:31 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Okay. Okay, hair," says Darren, peering at the photo. "I - get the planar shift thing, but - but hair!"

2014-07-17 01:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Be glad all of them are over seventeen. It used to be longer," drawls Prime.

2014-07-17 01:33 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Weird.  Do they dye it, or...?  You guys can come in, I guess."

2014-07-17 01:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"That's our natural hair color. He's the odd one out."

2014-07-17 01:35 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Am I special because I'm not a snowflake?" muses Darren.

2014-07-17 01:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Apparently."  Bella takes the photo.  "What's with the - owl and this white bird and the cat and the snake?"  She starts heading up the stairs to the apartment.  "Close the door behind you, guys."

2014-07-17 04:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Spring steps in.  "The birds are their souls, they live in a world where that's a thing.  The cat and snake are familiars, they live in a world where you need those to cast spells."

2014-07-17 04:40 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Are - souls just birds there? The familiars I get, the bird soul thing's a bit strange."

2014-07-17 04:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime follows Spring, closing the door behind himself. "That will not be the strangest thing you hear today. A literal god took the picture."

2014-07-17 04:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for







"Bella. Bella I think we just hit epic level this is the best day."

2014-07-17 04:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Not all souls in general are birds.  His is a coincidence, and her species is limited to birds; she's a witch."

2014-07-17 04:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"No hablo D&D, Darren."

2014-07-17 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




".... Means we are awesome. Basically."

2014-07-17 04:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




Prime raises an eyebrow. "I have no idea what you're referencing."

2014-07-17 04:48 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Don't worry about it."

And that's when Darren starts cackling.

2014-07-17 04:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"My boyfriend here is a huge nerd," explains Bella, "both in the useful inventing real life spells researching real useful runes casting helpful magic sense, and also in the sitting around with fellow nerds pretending to do all the above in the persona of a fictional character according to rules involving a lot of arithmetic."

2014-07-17 04:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"What kind of magic have you got?  Ice is a witch, her Adarin and this one are both mages, Iobel and Edarial are both spellbinders, and I'm an acolyte of Perinixu, who's a healing goddess."

2014-07-17 04:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Uh, the both of us do the kind with runes - draw diagram, chant in non-native language, boom, it's more complicated than I just made it sound.  And there's also species-specific stuff, different for each of us because we aren't the same thing."

2014-07-17 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Meanwhile, Darren continues cackling.

2014-07-17 04:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime doesn't seem surprised by this outcome at all.

"You... Aren't the same thing," he says, looking between the two. "Is this a plane with multiple species that look exactly the same?"

He pats the still-cackling Darren's shoulder. Pat, pat. There, there. Let the megalomania out.

2014-07-17 04:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"We're shapeshifted," Bella says.  "We have medallions for it - that's presumably more of the runes-chanting-bam magic, that made them, but the art's been lost."

2014-07-17 04:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"So what are you?"

2014-07-17 04:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Uh, he's a peryton, but - don't tell anybody what I am, somebody has already sent two monsters and a lot of goons with instruments of torture after me about it," winces Bella.

2014-07-17 04:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Extremely racist goon squad. With torture. Of course. Do you need help with them?"

2014-07-17 05:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"The goons and both monsters are dead.  We still don't know who procured them."

2014-07-17 05:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Spring elbows Prime.  "You're scrying guy."

2014-07-17 05:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I thought my job description this time was taxi," he drawls. "Am I both taxi and scrying guy? Alas, I'm so overworked in my retirement."

2014-07-17 05:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"If they were suffering from pox and whooping cough I'd take care of them.  This one's your department."

2014-07-17 05:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Prime rolls his eyes, clearly amused.

"I will try scrying. But first - I believe our others are impatient for a portal. Thus the job description of 'taxi.' I should do that first, I think, before I resign myself to being the mage equivalent of a blood hound."

2014-07-17 05:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Okay, but if a monster crashes into our apartment and spirits me away you need to save me."

2014-07-17 05:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"On a possibly related note, Ice has cracked resurrection."

2014-07-17 05:8 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




It's around this time that Darren finally recovers from his bout of uncontrollable laughter.

"... Sorry, what?"

2014-07-17 05:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Spring, here, died of old age. Obviously, it's been fixed. But yes, if a monster crashes into your apartment, I will indeed go and be heroic. Hurrah."

2014-07-17 05:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It's possible she'll have trouble with you non-humans.  She had trouble with mages, until she revised the spell, and her objective-truth-dispensing artifact is only omniscient about her world, and if you go there so it can have a look at you you'll get the animal souls."

2014-07-17 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: h ~ medallion




"...I'm a sphinx, I don't think I said.  And I think my mom was too, but she never got a medallion, she looked human her whole life, maybe Ice can try her?  She - do most of us have our moms die?"Edited   2014-07-17 05:17 (UTC)


2014-07-17 05:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"I haven't seen my parents since I was six and assume they've been dead for decades, but Iobel and Ice both have theirs."

2014-07-17 05:18 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"We should go grab - Ice? - then. So Bella can have her mom back."

2014-07-17 05:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Certainly. Where would you like the portal? I can disguise it as a painting or part of a wall or something, but it does need to be large enough to step through."

2014-07-17 05:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"How permanent is it, and do you supply the painting as well as the magic attached to it?"

2014-07-17 05:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"They won't un-make themselves randomly, and they are usually meant to be permanent, but they can be broken easily enough. Either I do it with magic, or the wall where it's located breaks and the portal goes with it. I'd make the painting, I can do rudimentary stoneshaping to create a frame and then make the painting itself with complicated illusions."

2014-07-17 05:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay - Darren?  Inside the door to the water heater closet sound good to you?  We can move the painting if we ever need the water heater fixed."

2014-07-17 05:26 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Works for me."

Darren looks like he is just barely holding back on asking Prime fifty thousand questions about magic.Edited   2014-07-17 05:32 (UTC)


2014-07-17 05:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime eyes him.

"After the portal is made, yes, you may ask me all of the questions that are burning in your mind. Patience is a virtue, thank you for having it. Do you have a place where I can retrieve some rock for the frame, or shall I go hunting on my own and possibly cause the unfortunate death of your favorite pet rock?"

2014-07-17 05:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"We don't have a pet rock - uh, how much do you need and does it have to be all one piece? I can get you a scoop of gravel from the little park without attracting too much attention, anything more than that and I think we'd have to leave the Avalon. Avalons being where critters can critter it up," she clarifies. "Little hidden towns."

2014-07-17 05:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"It doesn't need to be in one piece, but I do need a significant amount of it if I want to make it very sturdy. Which I will be doing, because broken portals are terrible wastes."

2014-07-17 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"So possibly enough gravel that someone will want to know why I am taking so much.  This would be easier if we were in Forks still instead of the middle of Seattle, I don't immediately know where to get lots of rocks."

2014-07-17 05:37 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Neither do I."

2014-07-17 05:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Ah, yes. I'll just add 'fetch' to my bloodhound duties.  I'll be back soon enough. Hold this for me, please." He holds his staff out to Spring.Edited   2014-07-17 05:40 (UTC)


2014-07-17 05:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Spring takes it.

"Anything he ought to know to avoid getting harassed in this world?" she asks the natives.

2014-07-17 05:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You seem to speak English - how, by the way? - so, common sense, and don't blink if you see critters around, within the Avalon, and don't do any of your kind of magic where anybody can see you in or out of it.  Critters might be in some kind of midform," she accessorizes herself with hindpaws, tail, and wings, "or fullform."  She demonstrates.  "With the exact details varying between critter species, obviously, Darren is a winged deer."

2014-07-17 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Obligingly, Darren displays his winged deer status.

2014-07-17 05:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Slow blink. "Would you believe that I have seen stranger things?"

2014-07-17 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Yes," says Bella, flumphing onto the bed as long as she's already cozy-catlike.  "But I'd love to hear them enumerated."

2014-07-17 05:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"My mother's ghost resurrected the dead, granted immortality, killed every member of a certain species on an entire planet within a day, and caused an unwanted reunion with my centuries-dead father. I have seen a hilariously tiny woman easily defeat six people - each at least twice her size - in unarmed physical combat. I met a younger, married version of myself and accidentally caused them great personal distress that wasn't helped with a botched resurrection attempt. Then, I played board games with a god. All of the above happened in the past three weeks. I am five centuries old. My life was not boring before this month, either."Edited   2014-07-17 05:53 (UTC)


2014-07-17 05:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy






"Married?"

2014-07-17 05:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Ice and Cypress are married and deliriously happily adorable about it.  Iobel and Edarial are also married but they have a more complicated story."

2014-07-17 05:55 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Darren... Raises his eyebrows, but doesn't comment. He does go snuggle with his girlfriend, though. Flop, onto the bed, deer and kitty snuggles.

2014-07-17 05:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"The entire rambling of absurd fantastic things," snorts Prime, "and you focus on the 'alternate who is married' part. Of course."

2014-07-17 05:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"Would you rather I be curious about how you caused them great personal distress?"

2014-07-17 05:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"No," he sighs. "Thank you for the offer, please go back to being curious about the married part."

2014-07-17 06:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Besides, this conversation has already introduced alts and the existence of foreign magic and resurrection," Bella points out.  "Anyway.  Complicated how?"

2014-07-17 06:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Edarial was a prince, and he had to get married for prince reasons, and absented himself from the process enough that someone else with strong opinions about who the future queen ought to be slipped in and held Iobel's familiar hostage - her familiar's death would have rendered her a vegetable - to force her to marry him.  They spent several months with her assuming Edarial had done this to her and him having no idea why she glared at him all the time."

2014-07-17 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yikes."

2014-07-17 06:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Bella puts a wing around her boyfriend.  "Seconding that yikes, how are they now?"

2014-07-17 06:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, they're not Ice and Cypress, but they're working on it."

2014-07-17 06:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"If you are curious, Ice and Cypress are incredibly flagrant about being happily married. I don't believe they can even help it, they just ooze 'being in love.'"

He looks vaguely annoyed with this. Alts. Of him. Being in love. Despicable!

2014-07-17 06:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"You two are cute too," Spring adds.  "They're just - I think it might be the animal souls.  The animal souls are helping."Edited   2014-07-17 06:10 (UTC)


2014-07-17 06:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I think we're secure in our cuteness, thanks. You don't appear obviously paired off?" 

2014-07-17 06:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"We are not even non-obviously paired off," says Spring.

2014-07-17 06:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime sighs.

"You can tell by the lack of sappy looks and recited love poetry," he drawls.

2014-07-17 06:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"They can tell because I told them," says Spring.

2014-07-17 06:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Funny," mutters Bella in Darren's ear, "they bicker like old alts of a married couple."

2014-07-17 06:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Of course. Next time, we can have a sign. 'Not even non-obviously paired off.' Shall it go around your neck, or mine?"

2014-07-17 06:17 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"They really do," giggles Darren.

2014-07-17 06:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I don't know if signage is within my dress code," says Spring lightly.  At Bella's quizzical look: "Acolytes and priests of the healing goddess who gives me my cool magic powers have a dress code.  It's an excellent excuse not to wear anything I don't like."

2014-07-17 06:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Taxi, bloodhound, and now sign holder. Should I endeavor to become a pack mule, too?"

2014-07-17 06:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"What are you expecting to haul?"

2014-07-17 06:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Luggage. When no luggage is available, I find the largest rock and start rolling it up a nearby hill. It's a flawless plan."

2014-07-17 06:23 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren starts giggling.

2014-07-17 06:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Are you going to be that sarcastic when you're old and gray?" Bella asks Darren.

2014-07-17 06:24 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I have no idea," he snorts. "At least I'm guaranteed to not be boring?"

2014-07-17 06:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"That was never a danger."

2014-07-17 06:26 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Awwwww.

Nuzzle, nuzzle.  Deer and kitty snuggles.

2014-07-17 06:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I get worse the more annoyed I am," informs Prime. "If you're curious. Though the sarcasm isn't a random accident, this was formed slowly over centuries."

Obviously, he is a work of art. Ha.Edited   2014-07-17 06:29 (UTC)


2014-07-17 06:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Are we annoying?"

2014-07-17 06:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No, I'm also easily annoyed. Cranky and old, and all that."

2014-07-17 06:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"How old are the two of you?"

2014-07-17 06:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I have that annoying discontinuity which I spent being dead, and I also moved to a different world from my original when I was seventeen and this made birthdays a little hard to track, but on the order of ninety."

2014-07-17 06:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Five hundred and something or other. I stopped caring after a while - mostly when everyone I hated died. It's strangely gratifying, outliving everyone you hate."Edited   2014-07-17 06:37 (UTC)


2014-07-17 06:37 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







"Was that - with extra-planar magic, or...?"

2014-07-17 06:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Sort of. I am only mostly human. The non-human bits help immensely with longevity. Thus, five centuries and change."

2014-07-17 06:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Around here, mostly human means not human, albeit potentially very cunningly disguised.  What else are you?"

2014-07-17 06:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Fae. Race of extremely powerful, immortal undying beings."

2014-07-17 06:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Sounds like a nice racket."

2014-07-17 06:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Sort of. Except for the part where the half-breeds are inevitably crazy. My mother was one of those, she killed herself by leveling a capital."

2014-07-17 06:43 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







"What."

2014-07-17 06:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I think it might be more efficient if we told all these stories in Pantheon where the others are waiting," Spring opines.  "Darren, is your twin - you have one too, right? - is he or she readily available?  There's two of those around back near the portal hub at the moment."

2014-07-17 06:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Agreed. Off I go, to play fetch."

And off he goes. To play fetch. What a surprise.

2014-07-17 06:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"She. Uh - I can get her, but it's a bit of a flight from Forks to Seattle, so it will be a bit."

2014-07-17 06:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Another time, then, maybe.  Although I think Zevros has a sword he wants to give her."

2014-07-17 06:48 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it







"Is that some kind of euphemism, or a - literal sword?"

2014-07-17 06:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"A literal sword.  He lost a fight with Zeviana, and apparently this resulted in him having to accept a nickname he didn't like from her, and he is determined to beat up your sister."

2014-07-17 06:49 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Okay."

2014-07-17 06:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"She has killed like - eight people.  And can shapeshift.  Into a flying hooved quadruped.  I don't think he'll get his wish."

2014-07-17 06:52 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"My sister kind of frightens me sometimes," admits Darren. "I'm betting on her."

2014-07-17 06:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I abstain," snorts Spring.

2014-07-17 06:54 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I don't think I'll actually make any bets, though. Because uh. I have never met Zevros in my life."

2014-07-17 06:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"He's Edarial's brother.  The only male of his template, so far, but sufficient to alert us that gender isn't guaranteed to be consistent any more than species or coloring is."

2014-07-17 06:58 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... I'm trying to imagine my sister as a man. That's - really weird."

2014-07-17 06:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Well, as soon as Prime is back and has made a portal for you, you'll get to meet him."

2014-07-17 07:0 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Darren nods.

2014-07-17 07:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Are they both gay, or do they both like girls, or - what?"

2014-07-17 07:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't know about Zevros, it hasn't come up.  But I've heard references to Cypress's Zeviana having a girlfriend, and Prime and his surrounding people seem to match in every respect except for events after his and his Zeviana's age twentyish, so she probably likes women too; I don't know about exclusively.  Bells are all straight, so far.  All I know about Adarins is that they seem to like Bells under the right circumstances."

2014-07-17 07:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Apparently being winged quadrupeds together in high school is a good circumstance."

2014-07-17 07:7 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I think 'the right circumstances' are basically when we can talk to each other and not married under unfortunate circumstances by miscommunication. Though maybe old wizard me's different. He's - definitely more sarcastic than I thought I'd be at - five hundred and change?"

2014-07-18 05:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Have you been expecting to be five hundred and change?"

2014-07-18 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"No, but if I were asked what I expected to be at five hundred and change I don't think I'd point at Prime and say 'that.' I would have expected to have a beard and pointy hat, honestly."

2014-07-18 05:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"When he's back we'll make him answer for his lack of beard and pointy hat," Bella says.  "You, Spring, tell me about you, that's not redundant with later stories, the others will already know about you."Edited   2014-07-18 05:37 (UTC)


2014-07-18 05:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, I was born into slavery on a world called Tayane and when I was seventeen I fell into a magic - 'magics' are locations in which random, usually bad, effects happen to anything that wanders into them.  It gave me a door, which led to a weird bar, where I met my friend Idania, who also found the door under much less explicable circumstances.  The bar let me do a little arbitrage with a loan from Idania on its stuff-distribution system, which was not limited to drinks - I have a hoverbike, most notably.  Then Idania brought me back into her own world, since for various reasons I didn't care to return to Tayane, and I lived there for the next seven decades and a bit, working my way up the priestly hierarchy in the service of Perinixu, who I've mentioned.  I'm an acolyte, which is as high up as it gets - I have all the blessings she distributes and I can also heal arbitrary diseases with a touch.  And eat free at restaurants, it's pretty cool.

"I died of old age and then about a century went by and then Ice passed through my world on her way to Prime's, where Cypress had seen evidence that there was another of him to greet, and while they were there Rae, Idania's god, thought Ice sounded like me, which intrigued her enough to resurrect me and then Idania too, so now we're back.  Recently I installed an extension of her in Prime's New Kystle - there are two Kystles and two New Kystles and they don't have distinguishing names yet.  You're going to need to nickname yourselves and your world, by the way, there's already an Earth where Ice is from; she named it Chamomile."Edited   2014-07-18 05:41 (UTC)


2014-07-18 05:40 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"That's - wow, um. Sorry about - that, glad you got out," says Darren.

"I think I want to know about all of the magic ever, like - why do planets repeat? I'll save that for after Prime's back and I can grill the other me's with funky hair, though. Bella, should we name the world Medallion? Or something that's - magical quadruped related?"

2014-07-18 05:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Ooh, I like Medallion.  Either that or Rune."

2014-07-18 05:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"It occurs to me that I should get one of the mages to look for the bar, and see if they can find that.  In addition to eventually getting around to locating Tayane."

2014-07-18 05:50 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah. Magic dimension-shifting bar sounds really, really useful. Rune seems more appropriate for our magic, though. I kind of want to be all neat and tidy with names, is there a rune-based name we can have for our magic type that doesn't get confused with others? Rune caster, maybe?"

2014-07-18 05:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Okay.  We are runecasters from the world of Medallion," agrees Bella.  "And - the nicknames are just for use with people who are, like, us, right, not with racist torture goons - so - I'll go by Phix."

2014-07-18 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Darren snickers, a bit. "I don't know what to call myself! I guess I could go with something off of 'peryton' or being secretly a deer?"

2014-07-18 06:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Bambi," drawls Bella.

2014-07-18 06:2 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Extra, special no."

2014-07-18 06:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"What am I missing?"

2014-07-18 06:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Children's cartoon deer character by that name."

2014-07-18 06:4 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Anyone who got the reference would be unable to take me seriously. Ever."

2014-07-18 06:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"And you're very serious.  You and your future hypothetical beard and pointy hat."

2014-07-18 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Yes. Super serious max-level runecaster that never prances around in fullform ever."

2014-07-18 06:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I still haven't gotten to see you prancing, not even in adorable baby pictures," wheedles Bella.

2014-07-18 06:7 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Nooooo, how would you ever take me seriously if you saw that?"

2014-07-18 06:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Because I take you so seriously now.  We have a very somber relationship."  Pause.  "I want to see and if you don't let me see I may go to your alts for advice on how to get you to show me the adorable baby deer pictures that I know to exist."

2014-07-18 06:9 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"There's no stopping you on your adorable baby deer pictures rampage, is there. You have to see them, don't you."

2014-07-18 06:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Yes!"

2014-07-18 06:12 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Very well," says Darren, gravely. "You may see the adorable prancing fawn pictures." Pause. "On the condition that you show no one else."Edited   2014-07-18 06:13 (UTC)


2014-07-18 06:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"You don't have to let me take physical possession of them, I just want to see them!"

2014-07-18 06:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Good, good. Then when we're in Forks we will bug my dad for them, and you may see them. Briefly."

2014-07-18 06:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Yaaaay at laaaaast."

2014-07-18 06:15 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"It only took years of begging," he snorts. "And alternates of both of us showing up with fancy magic."

2014-07-18 06:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Intermittent begging.  And negotiating and attempts at bamboozlement."

2014-07-18 06:18 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Yes, all of those things. Is it worth it, Bella? Is it worth the cost and toil for these baby deer pictures?"

2014-07-18 06:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I guess I'll finally know when I've seen them!"

2014-07-18 06:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I'm gathering letting me look over her shoulder is out of the question."

2014-07-18 06:20 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes."

2014-07-18 06:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"What if I invest years of intermittent begging and negotiating and attempts at bamboozlement?"

2014-07-18 06:22 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Probably still no. I'm not dating you, and I'm terribly sorry to say that I am happily taken, so - I doubt it's going to happen. Sorry."Edited   2014-07-18 06:27 (UTC)


2014-07-18 06:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Terribly sorry?" says Phix archly.

2014-07-18 06:28 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I figured I should let her down gently."

2014-07-18 06:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I wasn't hitting on you.  I'm more than four times your age and Phix would be irritated with me."

2014-07-18 06:29 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"It's still really rude to be like - 'Yeah I'm not ever going to date you, and I'm not sorry. I'm dating this awesome equivalent of a magic fairy princess, and she geeks out about magic with me; it's the best.'"Edited   2014-07-18 06:30 (UTC)


2014-07-18 06:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Considering what relation I stand in to the fairy princess in question, I could still be flattered," Spring points out.

2014-07-18 06:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I am, it would seem," Phix mentions, "the only living sphinx, although I guess if resurrection works on critters that could change.  And sphinxes get very cool powerful magic."

2014-07-18 06:33 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Not why I'm dating you," says Darren in a sing-song voice. "Just a nice perk."

2014-07-18 06:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I know, dear."

2014-07-18 06:36 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Good. Also, ha. Deer, dear. Did you do that on purpose?"

2014-07-18 06:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Yes, dear."

2014-07-18 06:37 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren cackles. "I love you."Edited   2014-07-18 06:38 (UTC)


2014-07-18 06:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"I love you too."

2014-07-18 06:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




The door opens, and there is Prime.

"Look, I fetched. I can roll over, too," he drawls, rocks in hand. "Where do you want the portal?"

2014-07-18 19:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I'll show you," says Phix, disentangling from deer-and-kitty snuggles to turn human and lead him to the water heater closet.  "You didn't have any trouble finding it discreetly?"

2014-07-18 19:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Not really, one person gave me a weird look and I told him that it was so they could be painted bright colors to decorate the house with." Pause. "He assumed I was indulging grandchildren. I didn't correct him."Edited   2014-07-18 19:57 (UTC)


2014-07-18 19:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"...Are you all as terrible at lying straight out as Darren is?"

2014-07-18 20:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Oh, yes, but I find it's easy to get around that if you word things just so."

2014-07-18 20:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I can't really do that.  I have to tell people I'm a winged lion."

2014-07-18 20:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mmm. I think you could get away with giving partial descriptions of what you have with only picking things that a winged lion would have. Though, yes, actually lying would be more useful."

2014-07-18 20:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"And I'm not appalling at it.  Not good, either, lying with the truth is still my first port of call, but, yes.  Winged lion."

2014-07-18 20:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"If anyone asks, I will say that I heard that you were a winged lion," says Prime with a smirk.

2014-07-18 20:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"There you go."

2014-07-18 20:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Mhm."

They reach the door to the water heater closet.

"What," he asks whimsically, "would you like the painting to look like?"

2014-07-18 20:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Oh, I get choices - um, something innocuous, I suppose, landscape?"

2014-07-18 20:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Mine is a landscape of Pantheon. Would you like me to do that, or is it too obvious?"

2014-07-18 20:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Is Pantheon made of crystal spires and populated by flying pigs, or does it just look landscapey?"

2014-07-18 20:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It looks landscapey. Top of a mountain by a desert, if you're curious."

2014-07-18 20:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Sure, go with that."

2014-07-18 20:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"Certainly."

He sits, and retrieves the fetched rocks, and then he starts shaping the stone. It isn't a very dramatic affair, he mostly just stares at rocks and then they seem to move under the terror of his gaze. Obviously that's not how it works, but that's certainly how it looks. It twists and moves and smooths out and occasionally adjusts itself to match the other side or fit with the decided style of the frame

And then there is a large slab shaped like a picture frame, made out of stone.

2014-07-18 21:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Phix applauds.

2014-07-18 21:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime snickers. "Thank you. Though that was literally the simplest part of the entire process."

2014-07-18 21:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Oh, I retract my applause."

2014-07-18 21:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh no, by all means, applaud away."

2014-07-18 21:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Too late, it's retracted.  You'll have to do the more impressive part to get applauded again."

2014-07-18 21:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Of course," he snorts.

And then he gets to work, doing - staring. The frame doesn't visibly change at all.

After a while, he says, "There, something more impressive."

2014-07-18 21:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




She claps politely.  "So how does it work?"

2014-07-18 21:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh, it's not done yet, that was me making it lighter and stronger so it doesn't break your door, fall to the ground, and shatter into fifty thousand pieces."

2014-07-18 21:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Ah, useful."

2014-07-18 21:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Very," he agrees.

He gets back to work. This time, something visibly does happen. The frame itself gets a wood-like coloring and finish, and then there is a frame around a stone background, and Prime gets to the real work.

First he pokes the spot where the portal will go (leaving a marker that matches the one in Pantheon) and then he does a lot of fancy, fancy magic. Rip open a doorway in the fabric of the universe, tell it to hide itself under a veneer of something like paint, telling it to stay looking like that and being closed unless someone says the correct thing - and contingencies for various purposes, reinforcing the portal to keep it from breaking, keeping it stable even when planes shift, that sort of thing.

"Done," he says, and the 'painting' looks it. "Now we hang it up and people may come through - or we may go there. Either."

2014-07-18 21:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I'm a little short on picture hooks, but I can probably rig something up if you are not also a picture-hook-maker."

2014-07-18 21:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I can make picture hooks," shrugs Prime.

2014-07-18 21:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  Well, inside the door, here," she says.  "Darren, why are you not watching your epic wizard alt do epic wizarding?"

2014-07-18 21:44 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do







"Oh my gosh I'm terrible is he epic wizarding?"

Then there is a deer with wings, rushing up to watch magic.

2014-07-18 21:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes. I'm just about done, in fact."

He gets to setting up the picture hooks with leftover bits of rock.

2014-07-18 21:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You missed it.  He turned the rocks into this painting and the painting into a portal."

2014-07-18 21:47 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Awwwwwww," says Darren.

And then Prime gets the Sad Deer Face.

"If you do magic again will you come get me?"

2014-07-18 21:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime raises an eyebrow. "Possibly."

2014-07-18 21:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Phix pets her boyfriend.  "Sorry I didn't think to call you over, I couldn't figure out why you weren't following by yourself."

2014-07-18 21:57 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"I was comfy," he complains. "I thought there'd be like - some prep time or something, not just - bam, portal."

2014-07-18 22:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Bam, portal.  Seems to work a lot like fairy princess magic, at least from what I saw."

2014-07-18 22:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point






"... Are you secretly a magic fairy princess, Prime?"Edited   2014-07-18 22:06 (UTC)


2014-07-18 22:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Yes, you've caught me," says Prime, dryly.

2014-07-18 22:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Hee hee hee.

2014-07-18 22:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime finishes the picture hooks, and then he hangs up the portal-painting and - "Pantheon."

The painting stops looking like a painting and looks like a doorway.

"Done. Shall we get Aya and go, or do you feel like hosting a house party?"

2014-07-18 22:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Our neighbors aren't nosy, but they're - existent.  Pantheon sounds like a fine place to hang out and meet everybody, I doubt they really need to see the apartment or the store today."

2014-07-18 22:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Works for me. Spring! Portal's done!"

2014-07-18 22:29 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren shifts back to human form and bounces with excitement.

"I get to meet magic me's!"

2014-07-18 22:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Phix giggles and hugs her bofyriend.

2014-07-18 22:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




And Spring emerges from where she's been loitering, ready to go.

2014-07-18 22:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren hugs her back!

And then, through the portal they go.

2014-07-18 22:34 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Hi, newbies!"

2014-07-18 22:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You've met Spring and Prime...  I don't have a nickname yet but I'm Iobel, and that's Ice, and these are Edarial and Cypress, and their respective twins Zevros and Zeviana, and this is Cricket, and that's Berathyme, and I'm not sure whether it's customary to introduce daemons by name."Edited   2014-07-18 22:37 (UTC)


2014-07-18 22:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Usually we introduce ourselves to their daemons, but it's completely fine for us to be introduced," says Vernaia. "Hi, I'm Vernaia! This is Pathalan!"

2014-07-18 22:52 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oh my goodness you are an adorable talking bird," says Darren, delighted. "Hi! I'm an adorable talking deer. With wings."

2014-07-18 22:58 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Don't touch the talking birds," warns Ice.  "Ever, ever, ever.  The cat and snake don't have such dire consequences, but ask first.  Though you won't be able to understand Cricket till you get a translation spell."

2014-07-18 22:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Cricket is not a polite cat.  I didn't think it would be a good idea for everyone to be able to understand him."

2014-07-18 22:59 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I was not going to pet anything without permission."

2014-07-18 23:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"We know," says Vernaia, brightly. "It's just important that you don't do it by accident, either, you can't avoid what you don't know about."

Cypress pets his daemon, smiling a little.

2014-07-18 23:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"No petting the birds, nonbirds fair game, huh?  Can Cricket understand us?"

2014-07-18 23:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"No.  Do you want to pet him?"

2014-07-18 23:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes."

2014-07-18 23:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




When Cricket has received a translation, he goes up to Phix and purrs at her and lets her pick him up and rub his tummy.

2014-07-18 23:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Awwwww," pronounces Darren. "Can I pet him, too?"

2014-07-18 23:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Uh, probably best to ask him yourself when you have the translation spell on, he's not as enthusiastic about Adarins as he is about Bells."

2014-07-18 23:14 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"... Oh, um - that makes sense! I'll hold off, then."

2014-07-18 23:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime pats his shoulder. "There are other cats."

2014-07-18 23:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"There are," giggles Phix.  "Oh, uh, I decided to call myself Phix, Darren doesn't have a nickname yet, we're calling the world Medallion and the kind of magic we both do runecasting, and we are not actually humans, we're just using the aforementioned runecasting-made medallions to shapeshift with.  I'm a sphinx, he's a peryton."

2014-07-18 23:19 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Obligingly, Darren takes fullform.

"Behold. Magic flying deer!"

2014-07-18 23:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Hoooow does that work?" wonders Cypress. "Can you get more medallions to make humans look like - perytons, or...?"

2014-07-18 23:23 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"We don't know how to make more. I'm working on it."

2014-07-18 23:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Phix does her favorite midform, but doesn't fullform; she is mid-tummy-rub with Cricket.  "Medallion-making is a lost art.  And since there aren't any medallions that do anything other than let critters look like humans, or in between, it may be that there's a limitation somewhere that means we really can't, but it might be that we could let you turn into critters.  If we figure it out.  I'm planning to start a magic school because the current state of magic-as-it's-practiced in Medallion is terrible."

2014-07-18 23:29 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"It really is! I had to badger people endlessly to learn magic, it was annoying."

2014-07-18 23:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... 'Badger people,'" says Edarial, musingly. "Can anyone learn it?"

2014-07-18 23:30 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I think mute people would have a bad time and not be able to do anything but draw the runes, but - yes?"

2014-07-18 23:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Come to think of it we haven't tried sign language incantations," muses Phix.Edited   2014-07-18 23:35 (UTC)


2014-07-18 23:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"What is the fastest way to find out if people who aren't from your world can runecast?" asks Spring. "Because if we can, this is the first magic we've found that other people can just learn." 

2014-07-18 23:35 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"... Ooo! Ooo, okay, I'll go get a scroll and hand it to one of you and then you say something in either Spanish or French."

Darren - dashes off to go do that. He's back in record time, scroll in hand. Grinning manically.

2014-07-18 23:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




Spring takes it.

"This is, I think, going to dovetail really nicely with the translation spell," she says.  "What does this do?"

2014-07-18 23:36 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Light spell, really simple. You can't say a chant in your first language, it - does weird things. I - guess it would dovetail really nicely with the translation spell!"

2014-07-18 23:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




The Adarins -

2014-07-18 23:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




- are all -

2014-07-18 23:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




- grinning. Some more subtly than others.

2014-07-18 23:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Well, Aya has a translation spell on.  She reads the incantation provided at the bottom of the scroll in French, aloud.

2014-07-18 23:41 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And then there is a light.

2014-07-18 23:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren starts cackling again.

2014-07-18 23:42 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: a ~ winged




"I mean, the rest of you already have magic, I don't know if runecasting is going to be better than what you have for most things, but it's certainly something!"

2014-07-18 23:43 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"It's not a huge step up for me, unless it can do really heavy-duty stuff with smaller or more convenient setup than I need, since I also do chanting and sometimes also drawing, but Spring has a versatility gap and the spellbinders and mages have usage limit problems."

2014-07-18 23:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Not to mention this is more scale-able since other people can use it," says Edarial, happily.

2014-07-18 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Do you think that if we wrote up a - rune spell in Chamomile, that the Alethiometer could help make new spells?"

2014-07-18 23:54 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I don't know - are the scrolls reusable?"

2014-07-18 23:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"No, why?"

2014-07-18 23:55 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"The alethiometer only works on things within Chamomile.  I have a bag with a portal in it so that the alethiometer is technically in Chamomile; I could put a scroll in the bag, too, and then the alethiometer could talk to me about scrolls.  But if that one's - empty - then it might not be that informative."

2014-07-18 23:56 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"We have others, I can go get more?" offers Darren.

2014-07-18 23:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah!"

2014-07-18 23:57 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren cackles again, and then off he goes to get more scrolls!

He comes back, with more scrolls.

"What's an alethiometer?" he asks, laughing, handing them over.

2014-07-18 23:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Objective truth teller."

2014-07-18 23:58 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"... Best day." He pauses, then looks at Phix. "... Second best day! Eeeeee!"

2014-07-18 23:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I admit that I'm amazing, but my amazingness has not mostly been localized to one specific day, when are you thinking of?"

2014-07-19 00:0 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Ice, meanwhile, takes a scroll and stuffs it into her bag and starts quizzing her objective truth teller.

2014-07-19 00:1 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"I'm really not sure, but it seemed really rude to say that it was the best day with you right here next to me."

2014-07-19 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Cypress is looking over his wife's shoulder. Not subtly at all, in fact, he looks excited.

2014-07-19 00:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"The alethiometer says - it's not a runecaster and only runecasters can find runes.  But..." (fiddle fiddle) "Given a vocabulary of runes, it could produce lists of them for spells."

2014-07-19 00:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"It doesn't sound like that big an improvement over my software, then, or at least the next version of the software," says Phix.

2014-07-19 00:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Still useful."

2014-07-19 00:9 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I need to go back to obsessively finding runes, don't I."

It's not phrased like a question: he sounds pretty okay with obsessively finding runes, and excited and happy in general.

2014-07-19 00:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"More runes is always better.  But maybe we can outsource, now, to somebody who's not in college?"

2014-07-19 00:13 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What are you in college for?" wonders Ice.

2014-07-19 00:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Education and, uh - Spanish, though I might cut that if your translation spell is as good as it seems."

2014-07-19 00:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"It's a fantastic translation spell."

2014-07-19 00:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I'm very proud of it," says Cypress, grinning.

2014-07-19 00:19 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Sweet. I can drop French, then."

2014-07-19 00:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Maybe we can finish in two years instead of three."

2014-07-19 00:20 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren grins. "Not-Hogwarts, here we come."

2014-07-19 00:21 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"What year is it on your Earth?  Mine's currently in the middle of 2015."

2014-07-19 00:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Wow, you have a decade on us.  I'm only eighteen."

2014-07-19 00:23 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"That math doesn't work unless I was born later than you.  Ninety-four?"

2014-07-19 00:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Eighty-seven.  Huh.  But it's still totally an Earth!  With, like, Las Vegas and Siberia and hurricanes named after people and stuff."

2014-07-19 00:24 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"... Cool future tech. Do you have cool future tech? I know it's only a decade but cool future tech would be great!"

2014-07-19 00:40 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Maybe!  I'll have to actually look up what's been invented in the last ten years - and for that matter make sure it matches up before that.  Since we have witches and daemons and bears, oh my, although I guess you might not find the bears that remarkable."

2014-07-19 00:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"People bears?"

2014-07-19 00:41 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"People bears.  Who wear armor and live way up north.  And don't turn into humans."Edited   2014-07-19 00:41 (UTC)


2014-07-19 00:41 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Inconceivable," says Darren in a deadpan.

2014-07-19 00:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes, the only sane bears turn into humans."

2014-07-19 00:49 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Obviously!"

2014-07-19 00:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Our old eleventh grade English teacher is a bugbear," mentions Phix.  "She got us home after we fought a lava monster and also once chased a demon out of Savannah."

2014-07-19 00:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"'Lava monster'?"

2014-07-19 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"'Chased a demon out of Savannah'?"

2014-07-19 03:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story







"... Tiny, brunette, fair skin, likes debates, disturbingly utilitarian about how far she will go to stop demons?"

2014-07-19 03:41 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"... Yyyes?"

2014-07-19 03:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Fantastic. Is her name some form of 'Lynnari'?"

2014-07-19 03:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I don't actually remember her first name off the top of my head, we just called her Mrs. Adams - why, are there more of her too?"

2014-07-19 04:33 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Quite possibly."

2014-07-19 04:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Who is this person?"

2014-07-19 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"She helped me when Cypress was temporarily dead."

2014-07-19 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck






"Do any of us not have harrowing adventures?"

2014-07-19 04:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't feel particularly harrowed, but perhaps you're drawing the line differently."

2014-07-19 04:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I don't know exactly, just - wow."

2014-07-19 04:38 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Agreed. 'Wow' is a good description."

2014-07-19 16:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I got better?" offers Cypress.Edited   2014-07-19 16:36 (UTC)


2014-07-19 16:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Yes, good, congratulations, speaking of which I want my mom back if it works on sphinxes."

2014-07-19 16:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"Your mom?"

2014-07-19 16:38 (UTC)





This is a branch point. Multiple story threads start here. This is the first thread.





shesepankh: m ~ last




"She died a couple years ago, car crash, I've been living with Charlie since then."

2014-07-19 16:39 (UTC)





The previous branch has ended. This is thread #2.





dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Wow, yeah, I can give it a try, but - can't promise about the sphinx thing, unless you want to go stand in Chamomile, acquire a daemon in so doing, and let the alethiometer look at you."

2014-07-19 16:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hmm. We try it first without that, and if it doesn't work we - hear the pros and cons of getting a daemon and decide from there?"

2014-07-19 16:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I found having a daemon to be extremely beneficial," shrugs Cypress. "And I recommend them despite the risks."

2014-07-19 16:43 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... Okay but the fact that you added 'despite the risks' to that statement, that makes me nervous."

2014-07-19 16:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Yeah, me too, and I notice that nobody else has collected one besides Cypress."

2014-07-19 16:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"In a world where everybody has them, they're great unless you get a really inconvenient species.  Everyone knows what they are and what they're for and how to treat them.  In worlds where not everyone has them - well, you'd probably look really strange if you had to be followed around by a lemur or something, not that you come off as a lemur person, just as an example - and no one would know not to touch him."

2014-07-19 16:46 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"What exactly happens if people touch the magic soul animals?"

2014-07-19 16:54 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"It hurts."

2014-07-19 16:55 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







Darren looks at Cypress.

2014-07-19 17:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Twelve."

2014-07-19 17:1 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Holy shit," breathes Darren.

2014-07-19 17:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"If it's most people.  It doesn't have to.  I can hold Vern and Cypress can hold Path and it doesn't hurt at all.  But - yeah, it's not something I would casually recommend if you're not going to move to Chamomile."

2014-07-19 17:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Understood.  Uh, is 'twelve' the same thing as the system on which I have a flattering number of points?"

2014-07-19 17:3 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"It's uh - scale of how bad a thing is. Twelve is bad. Really, really bad."

2014-07-19 17:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Is the scale on which I have the flattering number of points also shared across the board?"

2014-07-19 17:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Oh, don't let's have a contest," murmurs Iobel.

2014-07-19 17:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It seems to be shared, but - yes, let's not have a contest."

He does not look at Edarial and Iobel. This is by design.

2014-07-19 17:11 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket escapes from Phix's arms and goes back to his spellbinder, who picks him up.

2014-07-19 17:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Sorry."

2014-07-19 17:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"No harm done."

2014-07-19 17:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial - pats Iobel's shoulder. Gently.

2014-07-19 17:15 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Darren wonders if he should switch his degree to get something in therapy, but decides against it. He's not sure even a trained therapist could - help with this.

2014-07-19 17:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Anyway.  Phix.  Story of your life, go."

2014-07-19 17:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Uh, born in 1987, September 13.  Forks, Washington.  My parents Renée and Charlie got divorced when I was a baby and she moved with me to Phoenix and taught kindergarten there.  I spent most summers with Charlie.  When I was fifteen Renée got hit by a car, and she died, and I moved in with Charlie full time.  And then somebody who looked sort of like Renée from behind dropped my medallion," she displays it, "in the grocery store, and I picked it up to try to give it back but couldn't catch her, and decided to keep it.  Which was good because I need it to look human now.  Uh, went for a walk in the woods, passed out, woke up like this," she changes to fullform, "and then Darren found me and explained about critters and got really, really excited that I was a sphinx."

2014-07-19 17:20 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Sphinxes are supposed to be extinct and are also super magic. I'm a magic geek, thus - really, really excited."

2014-07-19 17:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Anyway, turns out I'm also a monster magnet, we got attacked by a gigantic lava thing during my first flying lesson, we got to the ocean and Darren hit it with a wave but got really hurt and it turned out that sometimes when I pass out it's because I'm doing thoroughly comprehensive healing magic.  Mrs. Adams who I mentioned came out and drove us home.  Me and Darren started a business selling magic scrolls and I've been iterating software to automate part of the spell development process.  Savannah got possessed by a demon one time, which wasn't fun either, and then most recently I got swallowed up by a sort of ink monster, right out of Darren's lap, in his house, and taken away to a warehouse where I was tortured for information about other sphinxes until he and Savannah rescued me.  Aaaand then I started college a year early and we live in an apartment over our store because college is in Seattle and so is a critter-hideaway-town-place - they're called Avalons."

2014-07-19 17:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




".... Perhaps you're right, we all just seem to go through some sort of harrowing experience," observes Prime.

2014-07-19 17:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Joy," sighs Edarial.

2014-07-19 17:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I still don't feel very harrowed.  I have been very frightened on several occasions, but not by anything that actually went on to happen."

2014-07-19 17:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I wish there was some kind of observable pattern to - harrowing experiences. Half of them seem to be because of people taking offense to pedigree..."

2014-07-19 17:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Or parents."

2014-07-19 17:35 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Or one's romantic conduct."

2014-07-19 17:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Is mine counted under 'parents'?"

2014-07-19 17:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Yours is counted under parents, because Nataliem." Pause. "If you weren't aware, Darren, our birth-father is a terrible person."

2014-07-19 17:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Annoyingly arrogant, too, it's not even deserved," snorts Prime.

2014-07-19 17:45 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do







"Yaaaaaay."

2014-07-19 17:46 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Phix pats her boyfriend's arm.

2014-07-19 17:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How does critterhood inheritance work?"

2014-07-19 17:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"If you have any critter parent, you are a critter.  If you have one critter parent, or they match, you are that critter; if you have two non-matching critter parents you could be either.  If they're using medallions then you get born looking human and stay that way till you get your own of the correct critter type."

2014-07-19 17:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"That is a bizarre system."

2014-07-19 17:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Is ours any better?" snorts Prime.

2014-07-19 17:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Point."

2014-07-19 17:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"There's a lot of critters who don't know it.  I could easily not be the last sphinx, but it sure looks like I'm the only one who's - actively sphinxing."

2014-07-19 17:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The mages might be able to find you some fellow sphinxes."

2014-07-19 17:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"I'm not sure I want to meet any fellow sphinxes apart from Renée.  Sphinxes as a group made somebody really mad and I don't have that handled yet, it might not be a kindness to them."

2014-07-19 17:57 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yeah, it's probably a better idea to get the mages to find the somebody that is upset with sphinxes." Pause. "I would like that to stop, that person or group of people is terrible."

2014-07-19 18:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress peers at Darren, seems to come to a conclusion, and then - doesn't say a word.

2014-07-19 18:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial - looks at Cypress, and then he looks at Darren.

And then he sighs.

"Am I the only one of us that hasn't killed someone?"

2014-07-19 18:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Silence.

2014-07-19 18:5 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




More silence.

2014-07-19 18:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime's the one to reply.

"Yes," he says, bluntly.

2014-07-19 18:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




Edarial makes a face and looks generally annoyed with his murderous alts.

2014-07-19 18:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"He had a good reason," snaps Phix defensively.

2014-07-19 18:8 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Ice nods.

2014-07-19 18:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Okay," sighs Edarial.

2014-07-19 18:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning






"Anyway.  Darren, story of your life, go."

2014-07-19 18:19 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Savannah and I grew up with Mom until we were eleven, terrible birth father nowhere in sight. Dad came investigating because he knew our dead terrible birth father was a peryton, and he thought it was right that we should know. He had his amulet, Savannah touched it, shenanigans ensued, Dad realized that our mom is terrible at raising kids, called social services, and bam, to the adoption agency. Then he realized that sucked, too, so he started trying to figure out how to adopt us properly, but that takes a while. So meanwhile I was flinging myself at magic, got myself an amulet, and begged myself the basics of runecasting. Dad was - unofficially dading at that point. Then we got adopted and moved to Forks, where nothing much happened until," he motions to his girlfriend. "And it's about the same from there."Edited   2014-07-19 18:28 (UTC)


2014-07-19 18:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"My parents live in Forks too," mentions Ice.  "The clan lands are near there.  But mine aren't divorced.  Iobel's are... I wonder why the difference."

2014-07-19 19:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Mine were technically never married, but they were still together as of my first sale," volunteers Spring.

2014-07-19 19:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"I seem to be missing a father," sighs Edarial. "That's annoying, the one I have is broken."

2014-07-19 19:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago







"I like you," says Prime. "You're snarky."

2014-07-19 19:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Narcissist," Spring accuses Prime.

2014-07-19 19:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Yup!" he says, brightly. "It's like looking at my own little version of myself, just learning how to be sarcastic. Oh, wait."

2014-07-19 20:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts.

2014-07-19 20:1 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Is this going to be weird? Are you going to be a replacement Vernon for him?"

2014-07-19 20:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Let's not, say we did."

2014-07-19 20:5 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"He could get you the bowl of condoms. It'd be just like home."Edited   2014-07-19 20:06 (UTC)


2014-07-19 20:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that







"What."

2014-07-19 20:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Is that a what of 'why did he do that' or a what of 'what is a condom'?"

2014-07-19 20:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Cypress, meanwhile, is giggling uncontrollably. Leaning on his wife for support.

"Translation spell covers the definition," he says, between laughs. "Did he actually-?"

2014-07-19 20:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Yes."

2014-07-19 20:9 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial's palm, meet his face.

2014-07-19 20:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Found a bowl of them under the bed tied up in a bow.  It was pretty... uh... yeah."

2014-07-19 20:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress continues to giggle. Not as uncontrollably, but it's still present.

2014-07-19 20:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Joy."

2014-07-19 20:18 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I mean, I'm assuming you're human-like in the relevant ways?"

2014-07-19 20:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"As long as we're in our human drag we are pretty damn human," confirms Phix.

2014-07-19 20:20 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren is an interesting shade of red and is inspecting his shoes. Oh look, shoes.

2014-07-19 20:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime is not touching any of this. None of it. Not with a ten foot pole.

Are those clouds? Those are clouds. Look, clouds.

2014-07-19 20:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"... Look, love! I've made progress in comparison to my alts!"

2014-07-19 20:25 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Congratulations!" giggles Ice.

2014-07-19 20:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Oh, the gossip there could be," murmurs Phix.

2014-07-19 20:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"And that is my cue to exit, stage left. Bye," waves Prime, and then he turns and walks off to his home portal. Obviously he does not want to have anything to do with gossip.

2014-07-19 20:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I said could be!" exclaims Phix.

2014-07-19 20:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Don't let me stop you, feel free to gossip, I just genuinely want no part of it."

2014-07-19 20:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sticking Cypress with the scrying-for-the-anti-sphinx-mystery-person job?" inquires Spring.

2014-07-19 21:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story







Prime sighs. He stops. "I can scry for the anti-sphinx-mystery-person."

2014-07-19 21:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"I would really like to know who it is.  What do you need to do the scry?"

2014-07-19 21:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Things that are specific to only that person that aren't things they assign to themselves. For example, names are useless to me, clothing styles are useless to me, and a basic description is less useless but difficult to aim and will take a while. Places they've been, things they've interacted with, what they've used to own, those work just fine. If you can get a relative, I can use them to aim, too, but I'm thinking that might be rather difficult in this case."

2014-07-22 02:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Well, now I kind of regret torching the warehouse.  Savannah can shapeshift into the guy they hired to have me kidnapped...?  She might be able to come up with information about places or something too.  But she's not here right now."

2014-07-22 02:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Then... I don't think I can easily find this person or group of persons without her present."

He only barely stops himself from saying, 'Can I go now?' Look at him, and his self control.

2014-07-22 02:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"It doesn't take parameters like 'whoever hired people to hurt Phix'?"

2014-07-22 02:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"It's quite difficult to specify something like 'hiring' to the universe," says Prime, dryly. "That's a human concept, hiring people. I can do people that have interacted with the people that tried to hurt you, see any people that lines up with all of them, but hiring doesn't work."

2014-07-22 02:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful






"Maybe narrow it down to critters?  The guy who was bossing around the others was a human, but - I think humans are less likely to care about sphinxes all by themselves."

2014-07-22 02:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I might be able to do that. Where are the - I'm going to assume the people that hurt you are all dead, but do you happen to know where their corpses are?"

2014-07-22 02:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"Burned with the warehouse.  But Savannah can turn into several of them."

2014-07-22 02:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Then we're at the same place we were before, I'm afraid."

2014-07-22 02:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...Okay.  Thank you anyway.  We'll - bug you when we have Savannah around, I guess."

2014-07-22 02:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Certainly. I'm sure - someone will give you one half of a mirror pair? Or should I scrounge for one of those?"

2014-07-22 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"We have some mirrors to spare," says Ice.  "Go ahead."

2014-07-22 02:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




He gives another little wave, and then goes back to walking off. He's not currently interested in their - socializing thing. Especially the gossip.

2014-07-22 02:41 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I'm going to take the wild guess that the mirrors do more than just letting us look at ourselves?"

2014-07-22 02:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Extra-planar telephones," translates Cypress. "But they only work in pairs."Edited   2014-07-22 02:42 (UTC)


2014-07-22 02:42 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oooooo!"

2014-07-22 02:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Very nice," Phix agrees.  "Uh, is this a good time to try to get my mom back?  There's still someone evil who hates sphinxes and is unpleasantly good at finding me out there, I'm wondering if we shouldn't wait, but on the other hand - if we don't try it I don't see how we're going to find out if it works on critters.  Darren, can you think of any dead critters we want back besides Renée?"

2014-07-22 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed






"If your Mrs. Adams is a Lynn, she might have a dead kid, and if your Mrs. Adams is a bugbear, her kid would be a critter.  I promised Lynn I'd get hers back but haven't done it yet - was planning to do it before going home today, actually, as long as I'm leaving Chamomile at all.  You could phone Mrs. Adams and ask her some weird questions."

2014-07-22 02:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"That - yeah, we can do that. Pretty sure she'd prefer we ask about it, since - resurrection. Dad's got her phone number, should we go ask her weird questions right now?"

2014-07-22 02:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sounds like a good idea, especially if she'd take a while to get to the portal."

2014-07-22 04:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I have her number in my phone already since the demon," says Phix, and she goes through the portal and calls Mrs. Adams.

2014-07-22 04:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hello, Bella," answers Mrs. Adams.

2014-07-22 07:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Hi.  I have something pretty staggeringly unbelievable to say, and if you decide I'm just messing with you it's the kind of thing that would seem like a really mean prank, can I get suspension of disbelief or do I have to wait for you to come visit me in the Avalon so I can actually show you the underlying hocus-pocus?"

2014-07-22 14:53 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Suspension of disbelief is present, how important is it?"

2014-07-23 00:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Uh, very important but not actually urgent per se."

2014-07-23 00:41 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Okay, then - however mean it may seem to be, I won't hold it against you. What is the staggeringly unbelievable thing?"

2014-07-23 00:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"First of all, is your first name Lynn or something like it and do you have a dead child?"

2014-07-23 00:44 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)







"Yes." Pause. "To both."

She sounds vaguely pained, but true to her word, not truly upset or angry.

2014-07-23 00:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Today me and Darren met alternate universe versions of ourselves and they know somebody who sounds like she's an alternate universe version of you.  And one of my alts can resurrect the dead.  We don't know yet if it works on critters but I don't want to try my mom first because someone is already after me for being a sphinx."

2014-07-23 00:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... You may test it on my daughter, provided you can - be sure that it won't - I want her back, but I don't want to cause her pain."

2014-07-23 00:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"You should probably talk to the alt of me who has the spell if you're worried.  You should probably talk to her anyway.  But she resurrected her husband once and he seemed fine."

2014-07-23 00:52 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Then - yes. I would like my daughter back. Please."

It's hard to tell over the phone, but she sounds close to tears.

2014-07-23 00:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Can you come to the Avalon?  The portal is in my and Darren's apartment and you could talk to her, I don't know what she needs or if there's a list of risks or side effects or what."

2014-07-23 00:54 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"In Seattle? Yes. I will be by - this weekend. What's your address?"

2014-07-23 00:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Bella rattles it off.

2014-07-23 00:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Thank you," she says, sincerely. "Truly. Thank you."

2014-07-23 00:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"You're welcome, but - we don't know if it works on critters," Bella cautions.

2014-07-23 01:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I understand. It's still - a chance."

2014-07-23 01:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yeah.  Okay.  I'll tell them - I can't guarantee that the one who does the resurrections will be available right when you show up, she has her own world full of things to do, but I'll get a list of things you should know and things she needs to know to work, anyway."

2014-07-23 01:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That's fine. I've - she's been dead this long. I can wait."

2014-07-23 01:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay.  See you this weekend."

And that would seem to be that.

Back Phix goes to the rest of the peal.

"Mrs. Adams sure sounds like she's an alt of that Lynnari person, and she'll come by the Avalon this weekend to talk to you, Ice, about resurrecting her daughter."

2014-07-23 01:8 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"... Wow, that's - poor woman."

2014-07-23 01:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Isabella - Ice, sorry, love, still getting used to that - will fix it," says Cypress, serenely.

2014-07-23 01:13 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Unless Mrs. Adams wants to volunteer to get a daemon so I can check ahead of time, it could potentially take a while to get a critter-compatible spell version, maybe turn up glitchy somehow the way your first resurrection did - and even if she does want to let the alethiometer have a look at her, it might be that critters just aren't resurrectable at all," says Ice.  "But I'll certainly try."  At the look on Phix's face: "The first version of the spell doesn't work properly on mages.  They come back, just not - magey.  I have actually had to resurrect Cypress twice, and the second one was - planned."

2014-07-23 01:15 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







"Oh."

2014-07-23 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I got better," assures Cypress.

2014-07-23 01:22 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path fluffs up, still disgruntled.

2014-07-23 01:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"It would also be very nice to know if it worked on spellbinders.  I don't have any immediate experimental candidates."

2014-07-23 01:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Why wouldn't it?"

2014-07-23 01:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"It's possible that it would work, but bring us back without our familiars attached, in which case we wouldn't be spellbinders anymore - or that it would work, but bring us back attached to familiars that aren't there, and therefore leave us unmade - or that something more complicated would happen.  I think what I'd want to do first is resurrect a non-spellbinder likely to be amenable to the experiment and of an age where they can reliably see their spirit animal and gather information from that, at least outside of an emergency like what we'd have had on our hands if Edarial had died in the building collapse or something."

2014-07-23 01:26 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Unmaking?"

2014-07-23 01:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Becoming a vegetable. If your familiar dies, that's what happens."

2014-07-23 01:33 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like






2014-07-23 01:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I am very glad I didn't die in the building collapse."

2014-07-23 01:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"If the spellbinder dies, the familiar does too - so resurrecting the familiar first would have similar problems, and even if two witches synchronously worked on a binder/familiar pair I'd be worried they wouldn't appear connected correctly in some way."

2014-07-23 01:35 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"That's - um. I'm glad you didn't die in the building collapse, too. Why was there a building collapse?"

2014-07-23 01:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"We were putting magic fountains in a couple of cities, and were therefore both out of spells for the day when someone who objected to monarchy decided to express this by bringing a building down on our heads.  I broke a leg, Edarial broke - more things.  The magic fountains heal familiars, but not humans.  Our guards all died and I had to keep Edarial awake until midnight came and we got spells again to heal ourselves and walk out of the wreck.  And yell at the anti-monarchists."

2014-07-23 01:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"We didn't even do anything to deserve assassination," mutters Edarial. "I agreed to writing a constitution, and we're working on that - not right now, but as a project."Edited   2014-07-23 01:42 (UTC)


2014-07-23 01:42 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"... Okay then. Um. Wow."

2014-07-23 01:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I'm sort of concerned that I should be expecting harrowing adventures to hunt me down any minute now."

2014-07-23 04:51 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Unless the criterion is literally along the lines of 'long term emotional damage sustained' you probably count on the sole basis of the slavery."

2014-07-23 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"I do have to wonder why the - constant harrowing experiences occur. I wish there were a way to easily study it, figure out if there's a way of making it - stop it."

2014-07-23 05:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I am," says Edarial, "completely on board with making it stop it."

2014-07-23 05:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"We have complete causal explanations for why all the things that have happened, happened," says Iobel.  "But we don't have explanations for why we so resemble each other at all, so it's possible that hiding with the rest of that explanation is one saying why we're all so thoroughly adventured.  Whatever the hell kind of explanation that might be."

2014-07-23 05:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more







"I wish we could find and ask the Fae, but there's no way that could end well."

2014-07-23 05:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Do tell.  In fact, all of you, stories of your lives, go."

2014-07-23 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




The Adarins with untold stories of their lives look at each other, and then upon Edarial's prompting, Cypress goes first.

"My magic dilutes through generations and has only had three major sources. One of those was my mother. So for a large portion of my childhood I was ferried around to be used as a puppet, and then when I got older expected to... Er." He breaks out the air-quotes. "'Sire a generation.'"

2014-07-23 05:25 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren makes a face.

2014-07-23 05:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I told them all 'no,' and avoided getting my mind changed without my permission. Then some idiots summoned something that they shouldn't have to my home world, and the world was invaded, and the survivors - myself and my sister included - ran for our lives to another plane. It was lacking in various supplies and wasn't properly built to house humans, but it was too much trouble to try to get everyone to leave it to search for a better spot, so I went looking for another plane for helpful materials and found -" He grins. "- Isabella."

2014-07-23 05:29 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Snuggle.  Isabella picks up from here.  "I'm a witch, we're a minority but not a tiny one, grew up the same place you were born, Phix, near my clan's lands - my dad is also Charlie but my mother's named Ranata Ekamma and she never hared off with me to Phoenix.  I went to mortal school through tenth grade, then quit to study magic full-time, then met," grin, "Adarin.  There proceeded to be quite a lot of magical collaboration and now I have a portal network and an army of alien robots and we run a colony on the planet where we found the alien robots and I have a better way to read my alethiometer than anybody else who has one does and I'm heavily subsidizing the mass resurrection and immortalization of people in my world in between going on welcome wagon trips for new folks."

2014-07-23 05:35 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




".... Ooooooo," says Darren, looking at Cypress like he's his hero. "An army of alien robots?"

2014-07-23 05:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"We went planet shopping for a colony. We found a planet that was filled with alien robots, and then Isabella made them hers. Through a huge hole in their security systems."Edited   2014-07-23 05:41 (UTC)


2014-07-23 05:40 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That's really, really cool!"

2014-07-23 05:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I mean, to be fair, the hole in the security systems only proved relevant when the aliens in question were all extinct.  They're well past caring and their planetary infrastructure wasn't in good enough shape for me to strongly consider resurrecting the aliens sooner than later so they could have it back; they'll have nearly as much luck colonizing a different rock.  Phix, maybe we should check for aliens in your world, since you're from a world that matches mine some ways."

2014-07-23 05:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I'm not sure how much to expect matching.  I mean, our Earthly species don't even match.  Did the aliens have daemons?"

2014-07-23 05:45 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"They did.  They were just aliens, not zombie aliens."

2014-07-23 05:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Wait, are we considered zombies?"

2014-07-23 05:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Yes," says Vern.

2014-07-23 05:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Welcome to the zombie club," says Edarial, dryly. "Enjoy your stay, drinks and refreshments are to your left."

2014-07-23 05:52 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren sporfles.

"Right, okay then."

2014-07-23 05:53 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I mean, to be fair you aren't properly zombies.  If this were a horror movie you wouldn't act just like normal people only with mysteriously invisible inaudible daemons that are never in anybody's way, there would be other effects from the soullessness.  And since you aren't actually human I can sort of categorize you like you're bears, I guess.  Though the bears say their armor is their souls."

2014-07-23 05:56 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together







"If they leave it out in the rain do they get a rusty soul?"

2014-07-23 05:57 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I don't know if sky-iron rusts, and doubt they tend to leave it out like that, but I suppose?  If I leave Path out in the rain I get a waterlogged soul.  This sort of thing happens when you don't keep your soul creepily insubstantial."

2014-07-23 05:59 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That just seems - so strange."

2014-07-23 06:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"It's something to get used to, certainly. But I have 'gone native' and now you're the strange one in my eyes."

2014-07-23 06:3 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And a good thing you have gone properly native.  If Chamomile didn't confer daemons on visitors you would not have one and then where would we be?"

2014-07-23 06:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Not married, and that would be terrible." He kisses her forehead, smiling. 

2014-07-23 06:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial does not say a word.

He wonders if Cypress is even aware that he's doing it, now. Probably not. He can't even blame it on the soul birds this time. It's just - so blatantly in love. Again.

2014-07-23 06:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Well, Phix thinks it's adorable.

"I'm missing some life stories.  Already heard the gist of Spring's, so, you two are up."

2014-07-23 06:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I was born in a place called South Fork -"

2014-07-23 06:12 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay, that's weird," opines Ice.  "...Sorry for - but it's weird.  Forks, South Fork - Spring?"

2014-07-23 06:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I can't for the life of me remember the name of the town.  I didn't dare write any of my personal notes in plaintext until I got to Pantheon - or even a cipher, someone could have beaten the translation out of me.  I used to do everything in drawings that I didn't expect to keep.  Sorry."

2014-07-23 06:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Are you sure you aren't harrowed?"

2014-07-23 06:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I was very good at avoiding provoking the woman who owned me for most of my time in Tayane.  As people who purchase six-year-olds go, she was positively saintly.  And I would like to stop dwelling on my childhood while I am so very, very old and have unrelated accomplishments under my belt, thanks."

2014-07-23 06:15 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Anyway, after my having been born in the charmingly named South Fork, my parents Raney and Kalars got divorced and Raney moved with me to Emavan.  She taught school, so I got a few years of it as an employee benefit to her. I bound Cricket young and turned out to be pretty good at spellbinding and soon I was able to rent and stock a hex and spellchart shop myself.  And then the, ah, fiasco, happened."

2014-07-23 06:18 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"We've heard a - basic rundown of the fiasco."

2014-07-23 06:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"... Anything in particular you need me to expand on, then?"

2014-07-23 06:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal






"We probably can't, like, help, can we."

2014-07-23 06:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"It's unlikely," sighs Edarial. "Unless you happen to own a time machine, we are in the market for one of those."

2014-07-23 06:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




Iobel smiles slightly.  "Barring that - well, we're doing what's doable, and that which isn't won't get more so if you go hmmmm at it.  Though you do seem less outrageously showoffy about how cutely coupled you are than Ice and Cypress, so thanks for that."

2014-07-23 06:25 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"You're... welcome?"

2014-07-23 06:30 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"We're trying," defends Cypress. He is, but - wife. Wife.

2014-07-23 06:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




'I'd hate to see when you're not trying,' Edarial almost says, but he stops himself. No, no, civility with himself.

"Thank you for that," he says instead, cordially.

2014-07-23 06:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"I wonder why we are less cutely coupley.  Any guesses?"

2014-07-23 06:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted







"It might have helped that I figured I wouldn't be able to find love, ever. Or that if I did it would come with various problems from my home to solve and prevent me from - fixing all of the various problems my former home has. Except it turned out to be the exact opposite of that and Isa- Ice, Ice annihilated those expectations and is everything I'd never dared to hope for and more."

2014-07-23 06:40 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Ice can't not kiss him after a speech like that.  Kiss!  Snuggle.  And then she adds:

"Also the soul birds.  I think the soul birds help."

2014-07-23 06:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Another thing I want to know is why you don't truncate 'Isabella' like I do."

2014-07-23 06:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Bella doesn't sound as witchy.  I like the way my name scans first and second parts with all its syllables.  Isabella Amariah.  What's your middle name?  You have one, right, mortal style?"

2014-07-23 06:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Marie."

2014-07-23 06:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Maryah."

2014-07-23 06:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Not applicable," says Spring.

2014-07-23 06:44 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"That's - weird. Cool, but weird. Do we have a similar name thing? My full name's Darren Elliot Sanders."

2014-07-23 20:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Adarin Evaniel Sorelas."

2014-07-23 20:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Edarial Elire Cartalian."

2014-07-23 20:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




".... Kiiinda similar? I guess? Sort of?"

2014-07-23 20:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"If you squint."

2014-07-23 20:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"And possibly have been drinking heavily."

2014-07-23 20:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Well, it's better than random, anyway.  'Darren' is the obvious Anglophone gloss on 'Adarin'."

2014-07-23 20:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Why even this much similarity though - I assume everyone present was named by people with no information about multidimensional confluences."

2014-07-23 20:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yes. Even mine - I didn't know it was possible to have alternates until," he motions to Edarial and Iobel, "I met them."

2014-07-23 20:23 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"This is so weird," says Darren. "I'm not complaining, it's awesome, I love magic, but - so weird!"

2014-07-23 20:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"About how easy is it to just - reach out and find more of us?" wonders Phix.

2014-07-23 20:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Scrying is the cheapest thing for a mage to do, mana wise, but it's not easy per say - it's often very time consuming."

2014-07-23 20:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay, but like, could there be fifty - sets of us - instead of four this time next week if that were a good idea, or are there severe limiting factors of some kind?"

2014-07-23 20:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"I'm not sure of the specifics for finding you, but it took several hours for me to find Prime, and the same with Edarial and Iobel."

2014-07-23 20:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"So this is - set aside an afternoon and probably turn up somebody, and of course efficient use of the added value of the new somebody takes time, you aren't going to be great runecasters in the next thirty minutes - though if somebody gives me a flash drive, I'll put my program and rune notes on it, it's probably the most efficient intro easily available.  And some of the somebodies are going to have problems like 'somebody is mysteriously racist against sphinxes' which limit our ability to be positive-sum right away.  Okay.  Was there a particular reason we were sought out today?"

2014-07-23 21:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Isabella and I were busy with - things, Prime was the one who found you. He's trying to find a way to fix my instance of Kystle, and we don't have the resources yet to manage that in any sort of - non murderous fashion. We'd all like to work on that."

2014-07-23 21:4 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... What's the situation there, exactly? I'm guessing that was the place that got invaded, but - specifics?"

2014-07-23 21:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Place that got invaded. I checked, and - most of the original population is dead, and the ones that aren't are incredibly dangerous to be around so rescue is near-impossible. I was taking care of the mage situation first and getting proper living conditions up, because there genuinely wasn't very much I could do. Prime informed me that if Kystle's left alone for several hundred years my dead mother will start a second invasion in a mad quest to resurrect my terrible birth-father. So."Edited   2014-07-23 21:09 (UTC)


2014-07-23 21:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Hoo boy.  Well.  You can have my runecasting notes and program with my blessing, they should be nicely organized at least for another me to look at, and - I don't think I have a big enough hammer to hit an entire planetary invasion force with.  I get ambushed by monsters we can barely handle just at home."

2014-07-23 21:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




He nods. "Yeah, it's - something of a difficult problem. The runecasting notes and program would be lovely, though, every little bit helps."

2014-07-23 21:25 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Also, magic. Magic is cool!"

2014-07-23 21:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I don't have a spare flash drive, but I can pick some up.  Although we're not exactly bursting at the seams with spare cash.  I mean, we have a small business, but it's small and there's a fair amount of labor costs getting people to scribe for us and the rent in the Avalon for the shop and apartment is kind of astronomical.  So if anybody has solved economics that would be nice to know."

2014-07-23 21:27 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"I'm rich - in American dollars, even, and I could probably get some that were printed long enough ago.  I'm heavily subsidizing resurrection and immortalization but the main bottleneck is witch labor, not cash, so I have it to spare.  Lemme stick my head back in Chamomile and tell my assistant to call my bank about old cash."  Off goes Ice.

She's back after a brief phone call.  "I'll get back to you about how much minimally suspicious cash I can divert your way.  Unless the Secret Service already suspects you of counterfeiting or it turns out the design of the money is different, you should be fine."Edited   2014-07-23 21:35 (UTC)


2014-07-23 21:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"What if the design of the - then you have some spare petty cash lying around which happens to be kind of old, okay.  Thanks."

2014-07-23 21:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"No problem, what else would a portal network slowly edging out airlines the world over be for?"

2014-07-23 21:37 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess







Darren grins and looks at Cypress.

2014-07-23 21:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Cypress waves, obviously pleased with himself. "The economy cowers before us. Bwuahahaha."

2014-07-23 21:39 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"At some point we're planning to come clean about who's making the portals, but I keep putting it off for this or that reason."Edited   2014-07-23 23:15 (UTC)


2014-07-23 21:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We want the result that it gets us in the end, but the upheaval necessary for it annoys the both of us," clarifies Cypress. "I don't particularly mind her taking all of the credit."

2014-07-24 00:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Katydid," says Iobel suddenly.  "I mean - that'll do for a nickname.  By analogy to Cricket.  Call me Katydid until I think of something better."

2014-07-24 00:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Two water features, an insect, and - what's Phix supposed to mean?  The translation spell isn't getting it."

2014-07-24 00:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Mythology reference.  The Sphinx."

2014-07-24 00:17 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"That's all of us handled, then, the Adarins are behind," says Ice, gesturing at Darren and Edarial.

2014-07-24 00:18 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Is this a contest? I didn't know I needed to have a nickname when I woke up this morning!"

2014-07-24 00:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Nothing comes to mind for me. I suppose I could try to match Berathyme, but her name is rather hard to translate."

2014-07-24 00:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Okay, I don't have any translation spell, so! What's it mean?"

2014-07-24 00:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"It's a term in her language for the quiet, peaceful period after a gentle rain has subsided."

2014-07-24 00:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"That's pretty," says Phix.  "You could be, I don't know, Rain."

2014-07-24 00:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




".... Sure, why not."

2014-07-24 00:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"That just leaves you," says Phix, elbowing Darren gently.  "Come on, I didn't know I needed a nickname when I woke up this morning either."

2014-07-24 00:33 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"There aren't many good plays off of peryton, though. Or possibly any. What do I get from that? Antlers?"

2014-07-24 00:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"You already rejected Bambi -"

2014-07-24 00:39 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Ice sporfles.

2014-07-24 00:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"- so yeah, options are a little thin on the ground there."

2014-07-24 00:40 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"If Bambi's the best my pedigree has to offer for nicknames, I'm not missing out on much."Edited   2014-07-24 00:41 (UTC)


2014-07-24 00:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress doesn't get the joke. He looks at his wife, obviously confused about the sporfle.Edited   2014-07-24 00:43 (UTC)


2014-07-24 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Bambi is a Disney cartoon deer who spends most of his movie being an adorable fawn with huge eyes," says Ice.Edited   2014-07-24 00:47 (UTC)


2014-07-24 00:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted







He smirks at Darren.

2014-07-24 00:48 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Don't you say a word. Don't you do it."

2014-07-24 00:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Is he doomed to eternal silence, now?"

2014-07-24 00:49 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Yes. You are, too, actually, unless you don't actually know what Disney cartoons are, in which case - carry on."

2014-07-24 00:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"But you could burst into song at every opportunity!"

2014-07-24 00:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Pass."

2014-07-24 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"That one's not a musical, if I recall right."

2014-07-24 00:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"So, wait - I'm betting Chamomile movies include daemons, but do they include them for talking cartoon animals?"

2014-07-24 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, yeah.  That's how you know that in the relevant fictional universe, the animals are people.  The daemons are generally very small, and hide whenever a human character is around unless it's a setting in which humans know that their cartoon animal neighbors are intelligent."

2014-07-24 00:55 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"... How do you tell the difference between the intelligent, talking animals and the daemons, in that case?"

2014-07-24 00:57 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"...Are you having trouble telling which between me and Path is the daemon?  I mean, considering where you're from I have to assume you're open to the possibility of an owl that is a person in their own right...?"

2014-07-24 00:58 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"No, no, I mean - I'm - I thought daemons were intelligent talking soul animals? And that is different from intelligent talking animals."

2014-07-24 01:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




(Vern snickers.)

2014-07-24 01:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"The daemons act like daemons, is how we can tell.  And are introduced like daemons and avoid contact with non-daemons and are, like I said, typically small.  In real life daemons very occasionally settle as humans, and people can tell."

2014-07-24 01:2 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Huh. Okay, I can kind of see how that works? Maybe?"

He sounds dubious.

2014-07-24 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It's much more intuitive when you're used to being around daemons."

2014-07-24 01:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I'll take your word for it. I feel like I need the campaign guide for Chamomile."

2014-07-24 01:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Nerd," says Phix affectionately.

2014-07-24 01:11 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Hey, it's what's making me make sense of all of everything here," he teases back. "We're the same basic character put into different campaigns and changed for the setting."

2014-07-24 01:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I should probably let you actually rope me into a game at some point so I'll get all your references and know more about what to say to them than 'nerd'."

2014-07-24 01:15 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Yes, you should. It would be a lot of fun and then we could be nerdy together."

2014-07-24 01:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"A game of...?"

2014-07-24 01:26 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Dungeons and Dragons."

2014-07-24 01:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there







"Well," says Cypress, amused, "we've found out what I'd be like if I grew up on Earth - I'd be a huge nerd."

2014-07-24 01:28 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Yup!"

2014-07-24 01:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'm genuinely curious - how are you equating that to - all of this?"

2014-07-24 01:35 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Wizards," says Darren, pointing to himself and Phix. "Sorcerer." He points at Cypress. "Clerics." He points at Ice, and then at Spring. "You're all about to multiclass into wizard, congrats." He looks at Rain and Katydid. "I haven't figured you two out. Sorry, I'd have to hear more about what you can do."Edited   2014-07-24 01:44 (UTC)


2014-07-24 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"By what logic are me and Spring the same thing?"

2014-07-24 01:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Spellbinders get six spells per day, which each have a charge time somewhere between thirty seconds and half an hour and then go off.  Charging looks like this."  Katydid starts charging, then stops after the demonstration seems sufficient.  "We learn spells by managing to cram the contents of an entire spellchart explaining exactly what it does into working memory all at once, and after that it's ours to keep.  There are spells that make permanent magical objects or effects, called hexes - I think we should call our world Hex, actually - which cost all six of your spells for the day.  New ones come in at midnight with no rollover.  Is that what you wanted to know?"

2014-07-24 01:47 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Well, obviously you two have completely different domains. But you heal and resurrect the dead, respectively. Clerics. And - I'm... not really sure how to equate that one to a class. Tentatively a strange version of a psion?"

2014-07-24 01:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I do things besides resurrect the dead.  My goddesses are only involved in some spells, not all of them.  Spring's powers are much less flexible than mine and require less involved prep work."

2014-07-24 01:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I'd almost think you resented being associated with me, Ice, but I agree, my powers aren't like anybody else's except for other acolytes and to a lesser extent blessed priesthood members."

2014-07-24 01:54 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Okay, fine," sighs Darren. "Either of you have any sort of control over animals?"

2014-07-24 01:55 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I do.  I mostly use it to summon them so I can stab them for sacrificial rituals."

2014-07-24 01:56 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Then I dub you a druid. With the ability to resurrect the dead. Even though that's a cleric spell." Pause. "It's hard to accurately slot all of you into classes, but sort of fun to try."

2014-07-24 01:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What exactly is a psion?"

2014-07-24 02:0 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Kind of hard to explain without getting into mechanics, uh - you have a main pool of power points to work from, can cast any spell you know at any time but it eats away from your total number of power points. Except you just get six power points and every spell you do costs either six or one."

2014-07-24 02:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Huh.  Okay.  Do psions have familiars?"

2014-07-24 02:5 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Well. Um. No."

2014-07-24 02:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"That's not a very good fit, then."

2014-07-24 02:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




(Edarial is trying very hard not to giggle.)

2014-07-24 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




(Cypress isn't. He's snickering.)

2014-07-24 02:8 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Darren makes a face. "... You both have one level in wizard. To get a familiar. You can cast flare like once, congrats."

2014-07-24 02:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen






2014-07-24 02:11 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sweetie," says Ice, "how's your mana, for giving the critters a translation spell apiece?"

2014-07-24 02:12 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Low, but enough for translation spells."

Book of cheat sheets comes out, and he starts flipping through it. He's pretty sure that if this keeps up, he's just going to have it memorized.

2014-07-24 02:23 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"By the way, this is now a competition, since I'm losing in the nickname department. I'll reach max level before all of you."

2014-07-24 02:24 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"There's a max level?  That doesn't seem like much fun, having a limit."

2014-07-24 02:24 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It's really difficult to get to it, but technically there is one. I think at that point you basically become a god. So. Max level or bust."

2014-07-24 02:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I technically have the ability to become a god, but it would be deeply unkind of me and wouldn't improve anything."

2014-07-24 02:33 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"What do you have to do to become a god?"

2014-07-24 02:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Acolytes can do it by usurping their gods.  So, Perinixu would die.  I'm not going to, I just thought it would be a topical tidbit."

2014-07-24 02:37 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"That's... definitely a thing, okay then. Yeah, don't do that. Unless she's a god of murder or something, I suppose."

2014-07-24 02:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I do not serve a god of murder, Darren.  She's a healing goddess."

2014-07-24 02:39 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Oops. Uh - sorry."

2014-07-24 02:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress pats his shoulder.

"Max could work as a nickname," he says, amused. "Since you want to be 'max level.'"

2014-07-24 02:43 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for







"Oooooo."

2014-07-24 02:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"And it's reasonably namey and it ends with an X like mine.  Phix and Max."

2014-07-24 02:44 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"We can match, that makes it perfect!" cackles the newly dubbed Max.

2014-07-24 02:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Yay!"

2014-07-24 02:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Ice and Cypress named themselves after what their crowns are made of."

2014-07-24 02:47 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I can make permanent ice," chirps Ice.  "And am unharmed by cold."

2014-07-24 02:48 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Wait, that's ice? I thought it was glass or something. That's really cool!"

2014-07-24 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes. Yes it is," says Cypress. Smugly.

2014-07-24 02:49 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




Awwwww.  Smug husband gets a kiss.

2014-07-24 02:50 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Phix giggles.

"Oh, I just realized, I haven't explained our species-specific magic.  Besides being runecasters and besides the medallions, I mean.  Perytons get a gross shapeshifting power - that's what Savannah's going to use to guide the scry for the racist villain - and sphinxes get - well, we're calling it fairy princess magic for inside joke reasons, but basically I can do extremely comprehensive healing and then pass out for a while, and I can do a large number of very minor effects - repairing cut paper or thread or skin a little at a time very slowly, making lines appear on paper, I can telekinetically move around droplets of water, most of the really tiny things I've been able to come up with to try I can manage if I focus.  And the tiny things don't make me pass out."

2014-07-24 02:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Usage limit?" asks Katydid.

2014-07-24 02:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"For the healing, well, I can't do it while I'm already passed out, so sort of - thankfully I haven't had cause to do it twice in immediate succession, although I did something to make me pass out twice nearly in a row right after I got my medallion; we only have guesses about what - but for the little stuff, not that I've run into."

2014-07-24 02:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Can you do delicate technological repair work? Out of curiosity."

2014-07-24 02:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I think I could probably make delicate alterations to electronics, but whatever I'm doing - the kind I'm doing when I don't pass out, anyway - doesn't understand what 'repaired' means on its own, so I'd have to know what I was doing.  Basically I could bypass the need for tools but not skip the electrical engineering classes."

2014-07-24 03:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Interesting. That - sounds sort of similar to mine, in some ways."

2014-07-24 03:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Enough that I can steal your notes, or just in a sort of conceptual way?"

2014-07-24 03:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"You can probably steal... some of my notes? But half of them are figuring out ways to trick things within my magic system, so those probably wouldn't work for you."

2014-07-24 03:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Probably.  I wish I knew more about what I'm actually doing, maybe then I could figure out how to cheat."

2014-07-24 03:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




He nods. "It might be possible to scry for things written by sphinxes? To see if there are magic notes."

2014-07-24 03:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Ooh."

2014-07-24 03:12 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"You're my hero."

2014-07-24 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress bursts out laughing. "For - offering to scry for something I might not even be able to find?"

2014-07-24 03:14 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"For being super magic!"

2014-07-24 03:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yay magic!  There can be an elective on otherworldly magic when I start Hogwarts."

2014-07-24 03:16 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You're not really calling it -?"

2014-07-24 03:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Nah, I just don't have a better idea yet.  It'll be a magic school, though, and I can have a survey course on forms of magic from other places.  For the upperclassmen who have demonstrated that they can be responsible with this information."

2014-07-24 03:17 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"We're going to do Dumbledore's job. But better."

2014-07-24 03:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress snickers.

2014-07-24 03:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




And Edarial completely misses the joke.Edited   2014-07-24 03:21 (UTC)


2014-07-24 03:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




For the benefit of those who don't know the story: "On Earth there's a very popular series of books in which there's a magic school called Hogwarts and its headmaster is named oh my God, Ice, do you have the last book out in Chamomile?"

2014-07-24 03:26 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"...The headmaster is not named Oh my god Ice do you have the last book out in Chamomile, he's named Dumbledore, but yes, it's out," giggles Ice.  "It's the version with daemons in, though.  I'm not sure how much they'll differ on those grounds."

2014-07-24 03:27 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Worth it. I'm willing to reread the book series with daemons in it, if I get to read the last book early."

2014-07-24 03:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'll get you a box set as a welcome-to-the-gang."

2014-07-24 03:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Phix giggles.

2014-07-24 03:33 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Darren does, too.

2014-07-24 03:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We should compare notes, see exactly what's different between the Earths besides the year," muses Cypress.

2014-07-24 03:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Can you snake Internet connections through these portals?  So we can get on each other's Internets to see what's what."

2014-07-24 03:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Yes. We have borrowed internet connection, in fact."

2014-07-24 03:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"It's very interesting, and Cricket enjoys silly browser games if they don't require too much manual dexterity."

2014-07-24 03:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I've been studying useful topics to introduce tech to Pantheon.  In between catching up on what happened while I was dead and making sure Perinixu's installation in Prime's New Kystle is going smoothly."

2014-07-24 03:38 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Multidimensional internet connection, have I mentioned that I love magic? I love magic."Edited   2014-07-24 04:01 (UTC)


2014-07-24 04:0 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"And now there's much more of it to love.  Speaking of which, on top of your translation spells, I should probably load you both up with wards.  The best ones involve tattoos, which aren't comfy but don't hurt for very long.  I can make 'em invisible after they're on if you prefer."

2014-07-24 04:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Uh, okay.  Should we be in human form or critter?"

2014-07-24 04:5 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Uh, good question.  Critter, I think."

2014-07-24 04:6 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Darren shifts to fullform, fluffing out his wings.

"Any idea how the tattoos will interact with fur?" he wonders.

2014-07-24 04:9 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"No problem.  Usually there'd be a copy of the marks on your daemons," Ice assures him.  "I could still paint them on you if you were eels.  All right, I'll get my stuff."

She goes to Chamomile and comes back with stuff.  She mixes the stuff.  She paints Phix's tattoos along her left flank - as promised, it sits just fine on the fur - and Max's on his shoulder.  She spells them in and then invisibles them all (though not before Phix has ducked into Spring's bathroom to see how they show up on her leg, the answer to which is just fine).

Then she gets more stuff, and then she summons a couple of wild goats, and makes them both immortal.Edited   2014-07-24 04:14 (UTC)


2014-07-24 04:13 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren is very happy about immortality! He almost, almost prances. It's close.

"Later, can you get my sister and dad?"

2014-07-24 04:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yeah, sure."

2014-07-24 04:19 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Thanks!"

And then he goes over to Phix, drapes a wing over her, and is generally pleased about immortality and protective tattoos to keep them both safe.

2014-07-24 04:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Purrrrrr.

There is further exchange of information and smalltalk and (a little) gossip.  And then, armed with a checklist of things to tell Mrs. Adams when she shows up, magic mirrors, translation spells, tattooed wards, and an IOU for some elderly Chamomile US dollars, the critters go home.

2014-07-24 04:21 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




And Ice makes sure her portal bag has plenty of herbs -

and goes to Prime's New Kystle and looks for Lynn.Edited   2014-07-24 04:22 (UTC)


2014-07-24 04:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress accompanies her, and helps with finding Lynn with a quick scry -

2014-07-24 04:25 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




- and she's close by. She hung around Prime's house for exactly this reason.

"Hello," Lynn says. She glances at Cypress. "I'm glad that everything was sorted out."

2014-07-24 04:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"We are too.  Guess what, we think you have an alt in a world we just made contact with."

2014-07-24 04:28 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Don't tell my husband," she says, wryly. "He'd have a heart attack. Have you met her?"

2014-07-24 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"No, but our newfound alts have.  She was one of their high school teachers and apparently she's something called a bugbear, and she's volunteered her daughter as a first test case for whether resurrection works on that world's critters.  But yours is not a bugbear and my Adarin has already served as a test case, so unless this is a bad time, I can do it now.  I need her full name."

2014-07-24 04:31 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"High school. How bizarre. Regardless, my daughter's name is Cecelia Kenatri Anis."

2014-07-24 04:36 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Cecelia Kenatri Anis..."  Ice fiddles with the line in the verse until it scans.  Then she gets started.

Draw draw draw.

Verse - mage version.  Dead birds.  Gestures.

2014-07-24 04:37 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




And then - child.

She looks to be four.

Lynn scoops her up into her arms and sobs.

"Thank you," she whispers, fiercely.

2014-07-24 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You're welcome."

2014-07-24 04:44 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Old memories




Lynnari is then busy comforting a very confused and frightened four year old whose last memory was of her daddy killing her. Hugs and a soothing, quiet lullaby are required for the sobbing, confused child. It's been five centuries, but she still remembers her daughter's favorite one. It's about a planewalker that travels the planes fixing things by snapping his fingers.

She isn't going to be up for proper conversation for a while, probably.

2014-07-24 04:50 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




Isabella's work here is done.  She links arms with her husband and heads back towards the portal.

2014-07-24 04:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Her husband smiles a little, at the sight. He loves his wife. To the portal, and back home.

2014-07-24 04:52 (UTC)





Third Plague

Equation





royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Once the meeting of alternates has concluded, it's back home for the resident monarchs. Zevros grouses about his alt not being reachable yet. And then he grouses about his alt not being a man for - for reasons. Edarial tries very, very hard not to think about those reasons, and makes a face every time it's brought up. Zevros has mercy on his twin, and Edarial doesn't have to make many faces before Zevros's desire to screw himself isn't brought up again.

He also tries very hard not to think about how all of his alts have killed someone. This time, he's not as successful. Edarial's not sure if Prime's killed someone before the fiasco that was finding him, so he might be absolved for that, but the other two certainly chose to. Neither of them regret it in the slightest. He knows this because he asked, quietly, privately. It was in the defense of their matching Bells. That's - he doesn't know how to feel about that. That's worrying. 

Obviously, the solution is math. He asks both alts for their - mental numbers, the factors behind them, and then he scurries off to crunch his own and compare with what they have. Iobel didn't want to have a competition, but - this isn't that. He's comparing notes. If he's - likely to kill someone in defense of her, he'd like a heads up first. 

Copious amounts of math is completed. Edarial is - kind of frightened by the results. He gets up, and he goes to find Iobel. Because according to Adarin-math, he is probably capable of killing people in her defense.

2014-07-25 19:31









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Iobel is sitting at her desk in her room, with Cricket on her feet, taking inscrutable notes on something.  She's left the door to the room open, and looks up when Edarial approaches.

2014-07-26 00:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"Hey," says Edarial, looking - troubled. Troubled is a good word.

"I think I would kill someone in your defense," he blurts, because he has no idea how to gently ease into that topic.

2014-07-26 00:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)






"...Okay?" says Iobel, thoroughly wrongfooted.

2014-07-26 00:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I. Um. Did math." That is a terrible explanation. He is so terrible at this.  "I have no idea what to do with this information."

2014-07-26 00:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Why were you doing math about killing people in my defense in the first place?"

2014-07-26 00:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Because it's - the kind of thing I feel like I need to know in advance. If I could be a murderer. And - both Cypress and Max had extremely specific reasons for killing. That being," he motions to her, "in defense of someone else."

2014-07-26 00:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Bells," specifies Iobel.

2014-07-26 00:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Yeah. Bells. And - I'm not assuming that because they did, I will, too, I - did math."

2014-07-26 00:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"The - point system thing."

2014-07-26 00:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He nods.

"You were bothered by it, before," he says, softly. "I can skip the topic, if you like?"

2014-07-26 00:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm not bothered by the idea of having a rank in a point system at all, I was just bothered by how the others were obviously all set to have a - fun contest about it."

2014-07-26 00:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial blinks.

"... Are you worried that your - rank in a point system is abysmal?"

He sounds bewildered. "Because it's not, you're beating Phix in at least one factor."

2014-07-26 00:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart






"I was thinking I'd obviously lose by a dramatic factor the same way I'd have lost against either one in a - a race, when my flying spell is so disappointing and they've got wings and a flying tree branch respectively.  I am?"

2014-07-26 00:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




He nods. "Phis is planning to fix things, which is great, but you are already working on fixing them by being queen. And have shown that you are capable of doing so. So you're definitely winning there. And - it's only about two points behind Phix. Ice is about six points ahead of her, if you'd like a comparison scale."

2014-07-26 00:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm behind Phix by less than Phix is behind Ice?  Really?"

She sounds like she might not entirely believe him.

2014-07-26 00:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Yes? Why wouldn't you be? She's got the huge factors of being able to resurrect the dead, and their empire is - all stable and perfect and everything."

2014-07-26 00:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't know, maybe I - misunderstood what it's supposed to measure."

2014-07-26 00:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that







"It also measures love. Or some aspect of it. But it's not as large of a factor."

2014-07-26 00:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I had my understanding of the weightings wrong, then, I guess."

2014-07-26 00:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial smiles a little. "I - sorry, I should have realized."

2014-07-26 00:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"How would you have known?"

2014-07-26 00:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I have no idea, but I'm occasionally mad at myself for not knowing everything. So."

2014-07-26 00:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What is the breakdown?  If you don't mind saying."

2014-07-26 00:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Seven point six for intellect, twelve for wanting to help the world and using monarchy to do it and actually manage it, three point five for being systematic and logical about it, two for sticking to morals, four point eight because you're good with magic and trying to figure out immortality with it. Then, token point for being alive. And the - remaining four point six is - um. Complicated."

2014-07-26 01:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"Do you want to skip the remaining four point six?"

2014-07-26 01:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I'm going to summarize it as 'emotional investment in our - whatever it is, coupled with outside factors.'"

He does not bring up the negative numbers that make it a four point six instead of something higher. That would be rude.

2014-07-26 01:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'm - surprised it's that high, then."

2014-07-26 01:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial - doesn't really have a reply to that. "Well - it is."

Awkward. Awkward awkward awkward.

2014-07-26 01:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Maybe I'm just misunderstanding again, but you don't seem to want to go into it."

2014-07-26 01:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"It's complicated. I'm - I don't think I want to get into it right now, no. Sorry."

2014-07-26 01:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's okay.  You didn't have to tell me anything at all in the first place."

2014-07-26 01:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




He smiles a bit. "Thanks. I - hope it helped?"

2014-07-26 01:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Some.  Yes.  Thank you.  It turns out when I'm presented with several alternate universe versions of myself we become sort of competitive."

2014-07-26 01:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts a little. "Apparently when I'm presented with several alternate universe versions of myself, we do math about our heads a lot."

2014-07-26 01:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Do you not do that anyway?"

2014-07-26 01:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Not - quite this much, it's more of a background thing, not really for - figuring out how my own head works. Except when I can compare my math to my alt's math and discover what's different and what that means about my relationship with people."

2014-07-26 01:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Did you find anything else interesting or was it all Bells and homicide?"

2014-07-26 01:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Max seems to have the best relationship with his sister than either I or Cypress do with our respective twins."

2014-07-26 01:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Huh.  Any idea why?"

2014-07-26 01:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I think it's because she helped save Phix, and because nothing she wants opposes Max's goals."

2014-07-26 01:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Is Prime massively losing this one?"

2014-07-26 01:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"He hasn't handed over his math yet, but - we're pretty sure, yeah."

2014-07-26 01:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Why's that, or shouldn't non-Adarins hear about it?"

2014-07-26 02:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"It's - mostly how he acted when asked to go get her. The evasion. That - isn't something I would do unless I were sure my brother was furious with me. Therefore..."

2014-07-26 02:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Oh, so this isn't something he's told you at all - I was thinking he'd mentioned but didn't produce numbers about it."

2014-07-26 02:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah, it was - purely observation. So maybe we're wrong."

2014-07-26 02:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Maybe."

Iobel sighs.

2014-07-26 02:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that







"Are you all right?" asks Edarial, gently.

2014-07-26 02:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm fine.  Just thinking about - having alts."

2014-07-26 02:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Anything you'd - feel comfortable talking about, or should I leave you be?"

2014-07-26 02:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't know if you'd like me to talk about it, which isn't really the same thing as being uncomfortable but might as well yield the same results."

2014-07-26 02:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"What's the subject?"

2014-07-26 02:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Alts," she repeats.  "And how they come in pairs."

2014-07-26 02:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that






"... Ah, that. I'm - all right with talking about it, with you. Though technically neither Prime nor Aya are - in a pair."

2014-07-26 02:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Yes.  Before we met Phix and Max it was just a coincidence, more or less.  And now it looks less like one."

2014-07-26 02:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"That it does. It sort of makes me want to go throw my father into a slightly more terrible dungeon, but I'm resisting that urge."

2014-07-26 02:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"Doing that would require you to interact with him again," she points out wryly.

2014-07-26 02:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: m. Better me than him




"Yes, yes it would. And I never want to have to put up with that - person. I'll go with person. I never want to have to put up with that person again."

2014-07-26 02:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't blame you."

2014-07-26 02:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Thanks. But - we're... A bit off topic. Aren't we."

2014-07-26 02:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"A bit."  Her hand clenches in her lap.  "They're - so happy."

2014-07-26 02:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"So delightfully happy," he agrees.

He glances at the clenched hand. He considers trying to hold it, then - decides against it, for now. Maybe later.

"We've - decided what to do, but we seem to be - having trouble making it - happen."

2014-07-26 02:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Yes.  I don't suppose we can just pretend you found a time machine and start over?"

2014-07-26 02:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I - wouldn't even know where to begin."

2014-07-26 02:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Me, either."

2014-07-26 02:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)








Edarial swallows, and then - carefully goes to take her hand.

2014-07-26 02:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




She lets him, unclenching it as he collects it.  She almost says something, but then changes her mind.

2014-07-26 02:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




He'll just - hold her hand. Gently. For now.

"... I have no idea if that was a place to begin or not?" he laughs, self-consciously.

2014-07-26 02:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"If you'd walked into my shop and held my hand without saying hello first I daresay I would have been puzzled," she remarks.

2014-07-26 02:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial snickers. "I - would not have gone with that, as a starter."

2014-07-26 02:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"In the scenario where you were acting on instructions from your future self or the one where you have suddenly contrived a need for a spellbook?"

2014-07-26 02:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Both. The - contrived need for a spellbook I would have acted utterly ordinary. The instructions from my future self, less so."

2014-07-26 02:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I think I would have recognized you if you'd walked in.  Because you were a prince and it is generally wise to know what the future ruler of one's country looks like.  It would have been very unexpected."

2014-07-26 02:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I'll bet," he snorts. "What would you have done if the crown prince walked in asking for a spellbook?"

2014-07-26 02:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Sold it to you.  Maybe if I had politics on my mind I'd have asked how you were planning to do some particular thing, if there seemed to be a rapport, but I didn't like to overdo customer interaction, I never liked it when I was held up making small talk while buying jam and bread and sardines."

2014-07-26 02:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Aha. So it might have been required for me to ask for help on, say, a project for a certain fountain."

2014-07-26 03:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I would have been fascinated by the fountain.  I'd probably have given you the spellbook for free just to look at what you had on it."

2014-07-26 03:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"If you'd offered to help with it I would have let you."

2014-07-26 03:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"And you've seen what I'd do with it - although if I'd gotten at the chart in an earlier stage of development I might have been more useful."

2014-07-26 03:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You were still useful at the final stage," defends Edarial.

2014-07-26 03:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I didn't say I wasn't, but I could have contributed more if there had been more left to do."

2014-07-26 03:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Fair. I'm sorry, next time I remake a lost hex, I will enlist your help."

2014-07-26 03:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color






"Do you want to see my immortality and teleportation charts?"

2014-07-26 03:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I'd love to see them both."

2014-07-26 03:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel digs them out of her pile of papers on her desk, and unfolds the teleportation one first.

"It's huge," she says, and it is.  "I'm probably going to wind up pruning it into a few versions, each with its own massive drawback, unless we find alts with magic that handles working memory - I checked Phix's notes on runecasting and it doesn't have anything like that."

2014-07-26 03:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Edarial nods, grinning and looking over the huge teleportation spellchart. "Maybe we'll find something that offers extra working memory. If that happens, don't be alarmed when I start cackling maniacally."

2014-07-26 03:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I will be too busy cackling myself to have any attention to spare for alarm," she assures him.

2014-07-26 03:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Oh, good. Then there won't be an issue."

Read. Read read read rea-

"- I think you might be able to condense this part if you tweak the wording here," he says, and he points at part of the spellchart.

2014-07-26 03:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




Iobel looks to see what he's aiming at.  "Oh?  How?"

2014-07-26 03:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well, remember the part of the fountain chart that was worded similarly? I managed to condense a branch by specifying the later part first."

2014-07-26 03:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Oh, I see -"  Iobel starts drawing arrows and annotations on the chart.

2014-07-26 03:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial smiles again, and then goes back to reading.

"... Oh, that's clever," he praises.

2014-07-26 03:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Which bit?"

2014-07-26 03:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"This one, right here," says Edarial, pointing. "It's inspired."

2014-07-26 03:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I was very proud of it.  I was sure the contingency about passengers would take up square feet of chart by itself, and I literally woke up one morning, sat bolt upright, and wrote that down."

2014-07-26 03:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I wish my wake ups were like that, I'm worthless at spell charts in the morning."

2014-07-26 03:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You do seem to take a while to start up each day."

2014-07-26 03:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yeah. It's terrible."

2014-07-26 03:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"This over here," she says, pointing, "is my other favorite part."

2014-07-26 03:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




".... Oooo. I can see why."

2014-07-26 03:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex






2014-07-26 03:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"You're brilliant, has anyone mentioned?"

2014-07-26 03:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"It's always nice to hear."

2014-07-26 03:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






2014-07-26 03:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"These marks here signify branches I can omit to shrink the spell, in the likely event that I can't make the whole thing fit," she says, pointing at an example.  "I really hope we find an alt with good memory improving magic, it would be so useful for cheating at spellbinding.  We could do anything, and then it wouldn't matter so much that we could only do it six times a day."

2014-07-26 03:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Yeah," he agrees. "Immortality that works on several people at once. Mass resurrections. Something like Cypress's portals - that reminds me, I started working on that. Do you want to see, after I'm done being impressed with your wonderful spell chart?"

2014-07-26 03:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Yes."

2014-07-26 03:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Another grin, and then - spellcharts. Spellcharts. She lets him look at her in-progress immortality spell (it's huge), and he offers her his - well. Start on the transportation hex. It is really obvious that Edarial likes magic. Furthermore, he likes useful magic. Beautifully designed spellcharts that do nothing important interests him less, but spellcharts meant for useful, scale-able magic? Exciting stuff.

"I swear," he mutters, once they are out of spellcharts to look at, "if someone drops another building on us after we manage these I will be very unhappy."

2014-07-26 03:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Maybe we'd better not both cast hexes in the same day when there are would-be voters around," suggests Iobel.

2014-07-26 03:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"Yeah. Though - one of us could get concussed again and - well." He sighs.

2014-07-26 03:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Maybe we should see if we can get our alts to escort us when we do things like that, then."

2014-07-26 03:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial nods.

"... I - still don't even remember most of what happened when I was concussed. It's a little distressing."

2014-07-26 04:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I didn't get a chance to write notes on it until much later, so I don't have - a verbatim transcript, but I can tell you some things."

2014-07-26 04:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Sure. Uh - I heard I was fun? How so?"

2014-07-26 04:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You were a lot less guarded.  You made jokes and didn't seem like you were walking on eggshells.  I'm not sure how much of that was your apparent expectation that you were going to die or that I should have let you."

2014-07-26 04:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... A jovial nihilist. Charming. I'm - sorry you had to put up with that."

2014-07-26 04:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"The nihilism per se wasn't so much a problem as the - I didn't like that you seemed to think I might agree with you if you suggested I let you die."

2014-07-26 04:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




Wince.

"Thanks for - not."

2014-07-26 04:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"You're welcome.  I - I think sometimes you've seemed to think I'm fishing for compliments that I haven't earned or something, but a decent fraction of the things I'd like to have recognized about me include such glowing personality recommendations as not literally malicious enough to want an innocent person to die."

2014-07-26 04:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away






"I - think it wasn't... About you," he sighs. "You just - happened to be there. I don't - think that you're malicious enough to want an innocent person to die."Edited   2014-07-26 04:16 (UTC)


2014-07-26 04:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't think you intellectually believe it, but."

2014-07-26 04:17 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"You're worried that I - subconsciously think you're - that malicious?"

2014-07-26 04:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"I worry that on some level you either think that, or - assign me the role of someone who is that malicious without thinking about it because your thought process requires the role be filled."

2014-07-26 04:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"I -... Maybe? The second one, I - think."

2014-07-26 04:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yeah.  While you were concussed Berathyme ran interference when I thought of something I wasn't sure I should say - she said it boiled down to you being paranoid."

2014-07-26 04:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"... A bit."

Understatement. Huge understatement.

2014-07-26 04:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I don't know what to do about that.  I don't know how to even make progress."

2014-07-26 04:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"You're making progress anyway," he points out, quietly.

2014-07-26 04:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I'm not very patient," she says wryly.

2014-07-26 04:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there







"-If you get impatient, with - with me, no hard feelings if you just give up."

But he looks sad.

2014-07-26 04:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I've thought about it," she says softly.  "I'm still here.  But - I wish it didn't take so long."

2014-07-26 04:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Sorry."

2014-07-26 04:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Would you rather not bother?  It wouldn't even have to be going to Chamomile, now, to be flaunted at and to acquire a daemon.  I imagine Spring could find a use for me."

2014-07-26 04:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"I - I'd like to try."

2014-07-26 04:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Then I'll wait."

2014-07-26 04:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Thank you."

2014-07-26 04:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You're welcome.  Should I be doing anything besides waiting of which I am unaware?  I have - no idea what it might be like to live behind a wall of paranoia sufficient to stay standing in the face of our alts and - everything."

2014-07-26 04:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"I - think you're mostly past the wall of paranoia." Pause. "I did realize that I'd kill someone to defend you. So."

2014-07-26 04:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"What else is missing, then?"

2014-07-26 04:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"For us to - be couply?"

2014-07-26 04:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"To be happy like they are, I guess."

2014-07-26 04:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: j. Signs were all there




"I - don't know."

2014-07-26 04:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Me either.  I'd suggest asking them, but - I don't think Phix and Max would be much more help than Ice and Cypress were."

2014-07-26 04:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Probably not. They're at least less - flaunty."

2014-07-26 04:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I wonder why.  More recent parental supervision, maybe."

2014-07-26 04:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial snorts. "Maybe. We can always ask."

2014-07-26 04:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Ask them why they aren't flaunty?  They might not know."

2014-07-26 04:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Good point. I wish there was a - comprehensive guide."

2014-07-26 04:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"To Bells and Adarins and how we work?"

2014-07-26 04:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Yes, and a nice little - 'If this happens, do this' guide. How to unscrew up a relationship."

2014-07-26 04:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"We'll have to write one, I guess.  For the future additions to the peal of Bells and the - lack of a convenient collective noun of Adarins."

2014-07-26 04:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"We should try to think of one. A nice convenient noun for - the male member of the duo that wants to change the world in a logical and reasonable fashion."Edited   2014-07-26 04:59 (UTC)


2014-07-26 04:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Zevros comes in female.  Several times over.  We don't know if our own templates are unisex.  We aren't all the same coloration or species, we know that."

2014-07-26 05:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... True. That - would be weird. Seeing myself as a woman."

2014-07-26 05:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"And vice-versa for me, but we can't rule it out, can we?"

2014-07-26 05:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I suppose not. I think I'll just be confused meeting a female version of me. And then we'll compare our math and see if things are accurate and move on, I suppose."

2014-07-26 05:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I wonder if different-gender versions of templates sound the same to the Pantheon gods.  Maybe Zevros should go talk to one and check."

2014-07-26 05:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"He should. If he ever stops pouting about his alts all being women."

2014-07-26 05:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"There would be other clues, I suppose, even without divine confirmation.  But the divine confirmation is a nice clincher."

2014-07-26 05:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Yeah. When we're not - perfect carbon copies of each other, anyway."

2014-07-26 05:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's funny, Prime and Cypress don't act unusually similar compared to you with either of them - Max I haven't seen enough of to know, I guess - but they have more ostensibly in common, history-wise."

2014-07-26 05:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I think it's got something to do with the time difference between them. Or he's - mysteriously got Cypress's name and is not our alt, we haven't exactly checked yet."

2014-07-26 17:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I thought Rae checked.  I guess I was just assuming."

2014-07-26 17:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"We're pretty sure he's one of us, just - with five hundred years tacked on. But occasionally I worry I'll be that bitter and standoffish, so I try to distance myself from him a bit."

2014-07-26 17:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line






"You're worried about being standoffish, so you distance yourself."

2014-07-26 17:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"The irony has not escaped me, I am aware."

2014-07-26 17:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel giggles.

2014-07-26 17:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I mean, the - constant sarcasm is hilarious, narcissistic as that sounds, but the lack of filter for it... Somewhat concerning."

2014-07-26 17:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I suppose Spring's not nearly as old as Prime, but I find her - reassuring about how I'll develop over time."

2014-07-26 17:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I look forward to my future days as a sarcastic, bitter old man," says Edarial, dryly.

2014-07-26 17:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Maybe it doesn't count if you don't age normally."

2014-07-26 17:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Maybe. Then I'll be a sarcastic and bitter young man."

2014-07-26 17:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Is being sarcastic and bitter that much fun?"

2014-07-26 17:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"The sarcasm is, the bitterness I have less experience with but I will guess it's a 'no.'"

2014-07-26 17:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Suppose there's any way to alleviate the oncoming bitterness, then?"

2014-07-26 17:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Then I could be the anti-Prime. That might be fun."

2014-07-26 17:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Your nickname could be Composite, if you got tired of Rain."

Translation spells: useful for making impromptu puns in foreign languages.

2014-07-26 17:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions







Edarial bursts out laughing.

2014-07-26 17:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex






2014-07-26 17:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




When he's recovered enough to actually manage spoken language, he snickers, "That - if I ever become the anti-Prime, I might change my nickname to that. Confuse everyone's mail."

2014-07-26 17:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line






"I wonder how many of us there will eventually be.  If there's even a finite number."

2014-07-26 17:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I - have no idea. I wonder what they're all like."

2014-07-26 17:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Like us.  I guess.  In the basics.  With different - contexts.  I wonder in the long run what fraction come in pairs."

2014-07-26 17:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I do, too. I - suppose we'll find out?"

2014-07-26 17:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I suppose so.  So far we haven't found any of either of us who are romancing anyone other than their opposite number - Spring was more or less single her entire life, first time around, Prime doesn't seem to have anyone at home."

2014-07-26 17:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"If he does, he certainly doesn't act like it."

2014-07-26 18:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah, I don't think he does."

2014-07-26 18:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"Might explain the bitterness."

2014-07-26 18:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Five hundred years of singleness?  Maybe.  Though if it were that much of a problem for him - I don't know, I'd expect him to have addressed it somehow.  By acting more interested in Spring, maybe, even if nobody from his world suited him."

2014-07-26 18:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I'd - have to have an extended conversation with him, to learn all of the details. But I don't think he likes the idea of flinging himself at anyone in particular."

2014-07-26 18:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"He's not quite as swayed by how happy they are, I take it."

2014-07-26 18:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"This is guesswork, but - I think it's the principle of the matter."

2014-07-26 18:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"How so?"

2014-07-26 18:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... That... Okay, he wasn't in a coma for the five hundred years. He was doing stuff and accomplishing important things and changing the world, and honestly as of right now, his New Kystle is the best of all of the planes. Even Chamomile. So he's - not only is he so vastly different from the rest of us, but he's validated by all that he's done? I think?"

2014-07-26 18:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And this means - what about the principle of looking for people to romance?"

2014-07-26 19:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




"That he's obviously gotten along just fine without, so he doesn't need to look for people to romance. Which may or may not be true. This is - just guesswork, I don't actually know what's going on in his head, just - what I would be doing if I were in his situation."

2014-07-26 19:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"That doesn't explain how he got to be the various intervening ages between say Max's and his own without ever getting anywhere."

2014-07-26 19:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I - don't know," sighs Edarial. "For all I know he might have a string of ex-girlfriends. I did give the caveat that it's guesswork."

2014-07-26 19:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Right, sorry."

2014-07-26 19:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"It's all right. We can always find him and ask him."

2014-07-26 19:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You don't think he'd find the question too personal?"

2014-07-26 19:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Oh, he probably would find it incredibly personal. But you seem extremely curious about it."

2014-07-26 19:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"More or less only insofar as I want the space around the general territory mapped.  I don't want to intrude on Prime, specifically, I want to - figure out Adarins, generally."

2014-07-26 19:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Aha. Then - Cypress or Max are probably fine with answering all the questions you like. I am, too, but I thought that was obvious."

2014-07-26 19:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable






"It wasn't.  You're very opaque to me, most of the time."

2014-07-26 19:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"... You can ask me questions, I'll try to answer them?" says Edarial, quietly.

2014-07-26 19:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And sometimes you don't know the answers, or not ones I can use to do anything."

2014-07-26 19:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"I - can't actually help with that. Sorry."

2014-07-26 19:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's -"  She doesn't finish the sentence, just sighs again and shakes her head.

2014-07-26 19:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




"I'm trying."

2014-07-26 19:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: n ~ fountain




"I know.  And I'd be doing more to - help, meet you halfway, something - if I knew what.  I'm so fucking jealous of Ice and Phix -"  She shakes her head again.

2014-07-26 19:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial laughs a little. "I'm incredibly jealous of Cypress and Max. Less so of Max, but Cypress is just - flaunting, all the time. With his fancy magic and his perfect relationship and no actual personality traits to complain about without sounding hypocritical."

2014-07-26 19:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: m ~ desperation




"Yes.  That.  Look at me, I'm Ice, I can resurrect the dead and my husband looks at me like I'm a deity and I get to snuggle his soul when I'm not cornering the economy of my entire planet or commanding my robot army."

2014-07-26 19:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Do you want a hug?"

2014-07-26 19:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"Yes."

2014-07-26 19:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




He nods, and then - hug.

It is careful and snuggly.

"Obviously," he murmurs, "the solution is to figure out how to resurrect the dead with spellbinding. And then we can corner the economy of the entire planet and make a robot army with the proceeds and technology from other planes, and after all that I'd be insane if I don't look at you like you're a deity."

2014-07-26 19:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Well, great," she mumbles into his shoulder, "that's simple then."

2014-07-26 19:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




He manages a soft little laugh, and then because it seems appropriate - he strokes her hair. Gently. Like he's sort of afraid that she will either pull away or be upset with him.

"I'll help with it, of course. We have - forever to do it."

2014-07-26 19:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




She sort of slumps limply against him when the hairpetting starts.

"Great.  I hate deadlines."

2014-07-26 19:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Well, that's okay, then. Edarial is fine with being a thing for her to lean on.

"I never get things exactly the way I want them before I reach the deadline," he agrees.

2014-07-26 19:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I don't think I'm a perfectionist in the same way, I just like having time to do other things, now and then.  Psychological health maintenance."

2014-07-26 19:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Ah, that makes sense." 

She seems to want to keep being held, so - he'll keep doing that! Hair pet, hair pet.

2014-07-26 20:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"When I'm in a hurry I can set aside other things, but then the deadline hits and I find that I've neglected Cricket and a letter from my father and remembering to eat more than once a day and getting to bed at a reasonable hour and all my side projects and - I'd rather not be in a hurry."

Lean.  Sigh.

2014-07-26 20:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I do - something similar. Though a deadline's not always required, sometimes it happens when I'm excited about something. I've asked Berathyme to mind me if I ever - ignore everything not necessary. She does it reasonably well."

2014-07-26 20:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Cricket will remind me to eat - well, he'll remind me to feed him, and that reminds me to eat."

2014-07-26 20:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Edarial snorts. "Berathyme prefers to - hunt. It's actually kind of horrifying."

2014-07-26 20:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Cricket chases mice, if he finds them.  He doesn't like the taste, though."

2014-07-26 20:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Taste isn't as much of an issue with Berathyme, I think she just likes being a thing that hunts."

2014-07-26 20:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"The way familiars are people and their kinds of animal at the same time is very strange."

2014-07-26 20:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Very, very strange. I wonder if the soul animals are similar?"Edited   2014-07-26 20:18 (UTC)


2014-07-26 20:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"They seemed to make noises like animals sometimes, but somehow I can't picture Pathalan swooping down on a mouse."

2014-07-26 20:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Neither can I. It seems - beneath them. Or something?"

2014-07-26 20:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Outside their scope, anyway.  Their job is the lofty social interference-running and emotional labor.  Also I think Ice mentioned that they don't eat, anyway."Edited   2014-07-26 20:25 (UTC)


2014-07-26 20:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial nods. "That - is strange, but the concept of soul animals in general is strange, so. Them not needing to eat is less strange because of that. I think."

2014-07-26 20:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yes, it's much less peculiar to find that soul animals don't eat than it would be to find that, on Chamomile, cows or something do not eat."

2014-07-26 20:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He giggles, a bit, stopping the hair pets to do so.

"I'd want to know why they mysteriously don't eat randomly."

2014-07-26 20:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"The cows?  Yes.  And then I would want to import a lot of these magical non-eating cows.  We could export beef.  It'd be fantastic."

2014-07-26 20:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Absolutely wonderful," he agrees, amused. "We should ask the mages to look for non-eating cows."

2014-07-26 20:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"A complete complement of magical non-eating livestock.  We will lead the world in the production of cheese and goosedown and bacon."

2014-07-26 20:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"We'll take over the economy with them."

2014-07-26 20:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Future Bells can be jealous of me and my fancy magic menagerie."

2014-07-26 20:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"But they won't be upset with us at all because we won't be flaunty, even if I wind up looking at you like you're a deity by that point."

2014-07-26 20:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Does looking at me like I'm a deity not count as flaunting?"

2014-07-26 20:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Not if I carefully manage the way I'm looking at you so I'm not doing it in front of whoever would be upset by it."

2014-07-26 20:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"How romantic," says Iobel dryly.

2014-07-26 20:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial snorts, and goes back to petting her hair and holding her.

It's - surprisingly nice.

2014-07-26 20:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Snuggle.  Almost like when they fell asleep on each other on the boat back home after the building collapse.

2014-07-26 20:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Yes, like that, but with less exhaustion and trauma.

"This is nice," he observes. Out loud, instead of just in his head.

2014-07-26 20:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Cozy," agrees Iobel.

2014-07-26 20:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Very. Though the - standing is annoying, should we - sit down, or something?"

2014-07-26 20:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel glances around her room.  She doesn't have a sofa, but she has a bed, and it is sittable-on.  There she goes.  And sits on it.

2014-07-26 20:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Edarial does the same, and - shyly holds out his arms for more hugs.

2014-07-26 20:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel tucks herself into his embrace and puts her head back on his shoulder.

2014-07-26 20:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




And Edarial goes back to holding her and petting her hair.

2014-07-26 20:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Snuggly.

"If somebody were spying on us and didn't know better, they'd think we were flaunting," she murmurs.

2014-07-26 20:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Well that is what they get for spying on us. Their own fault."

2014-07-26 20:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"That makes perfect sense."

2014-07-26 21:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"I try."

2014-07-26 21:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket has woken up and is peering at them silently from under Iobel's desk.

2014-07-26 21:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Edarial does not care! Look at him, not caring about what the cat thinks of him.

(Okay, maybe he still does. A little.)

2014-07-26 21:2 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Well, Cricket isn't saying anything judgmental or otherwise.

He lies back down again and closes his eyes, apparently satisfied that Iobel doesn't need her cat to spring to her defense against the horror of snuggling.

2014-07-26 21:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Good. Cricket can keep on not saying judgmental things. That is the solution that makes Edarial happy, here.

Back to the horror of snuggling.

2014-07-26 21:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




So horrific.  Eeeeeee.

2014-07-26 21:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial smiles a bit. At the horror. Eeeeee!

2014-07-26 21:10 (UTC)





Third Plague

Sister





darkest_evening: Give you an award




Once he leaves the - self-help meeting, Prime goes to his list of things to do. A lot of it has to do with Perinixu's temple and the acolyte responsible for bringing the goddess here. And magic, always magic. In particular, creating a stack-able set of portals-necklaces with limited amounts of mana is a challenge Prime hasn't encountered before. Even he can't manage it, not in the time frame that he'd like it to be finished. 

So, he does the obvious thing. He outsources. He's not the only mage in the world, not even close, and he just so happens to be extremely rich. He asks (well, asks and then pays) a talented stoneshaper to make the necklaces in one fell swoop, and then spends several hours bugging significantly less busy mage healers at hospitals to make the portals. He only manages to get three sets, but he deems this 'better than nothing.' Especially considering most mages don't have a strong enough bloodline to manage a portal on their own. Just three was difficult to get, and required a lot of teamwork.

With that done, he heads off to Perinixu's temple, to shower Spring with gifts. In the sense that he will hand them to her, and then ask her nicely to use them to heal people.

2014-07-26 20:15









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Spring is at the temple, right on schedule, doing various errands involving putting on a good face for the very first interactions of Perinixu with her new planet.

2014-07-27 00:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Hello," says Prime. "Behold, I come bearing gifts."

2014-07-27 00:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"For me, or Perinixu?"  Since this is where one would bring presents for Perinixu.Edited   2014-07-27 00:46 (UTC)


2014-07-27 00:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Yes? Both. I don't know, is there any change in if I put the magic portal necklaces onto the altar, or just hand them to you?"

2014-07-27 00:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, in the one case, it's for me, and in the other case, it's for her.  The magic portal necklace is probably for me.  Gaming the system by giving acolytes useful things 'through' our deities is generally frowned on."

2014-07-27 00:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Aha. Then, in that case, here."

Six portal necklaces go to Spring. Only three sets of portals in total, but that's three more than they had originally.Edited   2014-07-27 00:53 (UTC)


2014-07-27 00:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Excellent, now I'll be able to be in more places at once."  She collects them and then turns around and hands half of one set to the priest she has manning this site.

2014-07-27 00:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You're welcome," he says, in a cheerful tone. "I'll be able to make more, or have more made, but mages need to recover mana."

2014-07-27 01:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I understand."

2014-07-27 01:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Good, if you didn't I'd have to try to explain it again more slowly, and there lies the path of sorrow and torment."

2014-07-27 01:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"It sounds tedious, certainly."

2014-07-27 01:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Just a bit, yeah -"

2014-07-27 01:54 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Without my twin




And that is when a woman walks into the temple.

She spots Prime.

"You!"

2014-07-27 01:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing






"Me," he sighs. "Hello to you, too."

2014-07-27 01:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You're probably Zeviana."

2014-07-27 01:56 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"You get a prize. Congrats. Now! You!" She points at Prime. "You did this, didn't you!"

2014-07-27 02:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"I do lots of things. You're going to have to narrow it down..."

2014-07-27 02:4 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Oh, fuck you, you know exactly what I'm talking about." She motions around them, to the temple. "This shit! This fucking shit! What the fuck is this?!"

2014-07-27 02:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"This is the new temple of Perinixu, and I did it, he just let me in."

2014-07-27 02:7 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages







"You let her in," she says, in a deadpan. She looks at Prime. "What. The fuck. Other planes?! Really?!"

2014-07-27 02:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"No, she dropped out of the sky randomly," drawls Prime.

2014-07-27 02:12 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Without my twin




"Okay, take your fucking smarmy attitude and shove it up your ass, you hypocrite, I don't believe you, you asshole!"

2014-07-27 02:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"He didn't - some friends of mine came to visit him and later introduced us," summarizes Aya.  "That's all."

2014-07-27 02:14 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"Visit him. Visit him?! Why the hell would anyone visit him?!"

2014-07-27 02:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"They resurrected Veron," sighs Prime.

2014-07-27 02:15 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Oh just go away







"And you didn't fucking tell me?! You asshole, how dare you, you bastard -"

2014-07-27 02:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Yes, we're both bastards, that is the thing that happens when we're born out of wedlock."

2014-07-27 02:17 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages




"Fuck. You! Fuck you!"

2014-07-27 02:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"...Do you want me party to this conversation?  Either of you?"

2014-07-27 02:19 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"I don't give two fucks. Go wherever the hell you like."

2014-07-27 02:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Do you want to know why I didn't immediately tell you?"

2014-07-27 02:20 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Because your testicles never dropped and you're a manipulative, traitorous asshole?"

2014-07-27 02:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime sighs. "No, because the last time we spoke you were shouting at me. Sort of similar to another thing that I remember, hmm, the example escapes me. Something involving jumping straight to namecalling before I can even explain myself. I don't quite know, there are so many examples, it's hard to narrow it down to just one."

2014-07-27 02:23 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




His sister makes a rude gesture. It's quite graphic.

2014-07-27 02:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






Aya doesn't have any positive contribution to make here.  She goes back to writing up how she wants the wording on the sign explaining how offerings work, watching the twins warily.

2014-07-27 02:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes, thank you for the commentary. How delightfully helpful."

2014-07-27 02:27 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"I try. Also, fuck you with a rusty, used spoon."

2014-07-27 02:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Also! There are younger versions of us from other planes. Three sets."

2014-07-27 02:31 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem







The look on Zeviana's face makes it clear what she'd like to do with her younger selves.

2014-07-27 02:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"There, brotherly duties completed. I'm leaving."

He waves goodbye to Spring, and turns to leave.

2014-07-27 02:33 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Oi! Hey, no, you can't do that, I want to meet them!"

2014-07-27 02:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"If you like, I can mirror my alternate selves and see if they care to invite you over.  The other three of me are dating or married to the other three of him."  Aya points at the retreating Prime.  "Fair warning, one of you is a boy."

2014-07-27 02:35 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages




Zeviana stares at Aya. Then she looks at Prime.

"Dating or married. To him? Why?!"

2014-07-27 02:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You can ask them, if you like.  Two sets are very happy together, the other is having a bit more trouble because of the circumstances of how they met.  Also, the other instances of him - and for that matter of me; I'm older than I look - are considerably younger."

2014-07-27 02:48 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"So... Before he became an asshole. Okay, that makes more sense."

2014-07-27 02:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime isn't far enough away to have not heard that. He gives his sister a glare, but then walks out.

2014-07-27 02:52 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Where do I go to meet my mini-me's?"

2014-07-27 02:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Well, the current portal from here to my world is in this Adarin's house," says Aya.  "But I can mirror any of my alts right now.  Which do you want me to try to look for first - the one who's a teenager, the one who's a guy, or the one who's attached to an Adarin most nearly identical to this one minus several centuries and therefore your probable closest counterpart?"

2014-07-27 02:56 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




"Mmm. Third one, closest counterpart."

2014-07-27 02:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"All right, I'll see if Ice can scare her up for you."

Aya produces her mirror to Ice, and gets Path, and speaks briefly to Path, until Path sets up the mirror to Zeviana and tries it for her.

2014-07-27 03:0 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Yeeeeees?"

This is one of those times where she is not wearing clothes. Because, witch.

2014-07-27 03:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Hi, it's Spring.  Prime's sister has turned up and wants to talk to you."  Aya offers Prime's sister the mirror.

2014-07-27 03:4 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem




And Prime's sister takes it!

"Hello," she purrs.

2014-07-27 03:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Her alt grins.

"Oh good, I'm still smoking hot after five hundred years. Score!"

2014-07-27 03:10 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Yeah! And no clothes, hope I wasn't interrupting?"

2014-07-27 03:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Ada and I jumped ship to another, better plane. This one, there are hot witches with no nudity taboo."

2014-07-27 03:13 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"You lucky bitch! Can I visit?!"

2014-07-27 03:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It's not a good idea to visit there unless you're planning to stay, or for some other reason want your soul to be shaped like an animal and live outside of your body."

2014-07-27 03:14 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"... Thaaaat's weird. Mini-me, what's that like?"

2014-07-27 03:16 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Huge point of weakness, but pretty cool once you get past that."

Lecasryn preens herself. Smugly.

2014-07-27 03:17 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Eeeeeeeh, pass. Want to meet me some place where I won't get a soul animal thingy?"

2014-07-27 03:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Yes. Can I bring my girlfriend? Otherwise Lecasryn will get bored..."

2014-07-27 03:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Pantheon has been serving as the unofficial interworld transit hub, and since this temple is operating here I can change New Kystle currency for something that will be good for a Pantheon hotel room, if you like.  Perinixu should be able to approximate a good exchange rate based on coin offerings she's gotten."

2014-07-27 03:20 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Plants




"Sweet. Transit hub world sounds good - and yes, mini-me, you can bring company."

2014-07-27 03:25 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Good. I'm gonna."Edited   2014-07-27 03:28 (UTC)


2014-07-27 03:27 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem







"Average cost for a hotel room and food and stuff in - Pantheon? - for... Hmmm... Three nights, let's go with three nights."

2014-07-27 03:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya consults with Perinixu, and then names a quantity of New Kystle currency that will suffice.

2014-07-27 03:30 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Cool, I can do that."

2014-07-27 03:57 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Among other things."

2014-07-27 03:58 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem






2014-07-27 04:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"How about you just return the mirror when you're done with it and come back here with your hotel fee and I'll show you back to Pantheon and get you some currency from there?"

2014-07-27 04:2 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Sounds good! I hope you don't -"

2014-07-27 04:7 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Not in my temple," says Perinixu, annoyed.

2014-07-27 04:8 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




".... Okay. Sure. Voice in all languages person."

2014-07-27 04:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"That would be Perinixu."

2014-07-27 04:9 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




"Hiiii, Perinixu."

2014-07-27 04:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hello," says Perinixu, subtly annoyed at being addressed so casually.

2014-07-27 04:11 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Plants




"I," says Zeviana, "am just going to take this mirror with me and return it when I come back. Be back - Mmm. Later. Let's go with later."

2014-07-27 04:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sure. Please don't keep it too long, I like to be able to call my alts."

2014-07-27 04:13 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Mmhm!"

And then she heads off to - gather money. So she can go screw herself.

2014-07-27 04:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya goes back to her fussing with temple minutiae.

2014-07-27 04:14 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem




She comes back with money, has it changed over, and then is brought to Pantheon.

Her alt and Luzia are already waiting.

As expected, they have lots of fun together. After the first few hours they get magic involved.

Luzia needs to take a break to check on her husband and kids, and since her daemon is responsible for keeping Lecasryn entertained - the alts finally have a chance to talk to one another in between other activities.

"So you and your Adarin never had the thing, then?"

2014-07-27 18:0 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"The 'thing'?"

2014-07-27 18:0 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"That's a no. Good, I'm glad, the thing sucked."

2014-07-27 18:2 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"Uh. What's the thing, how do I avoid it?"

2014-07-27 18:2 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Without my twin




"The thing's - I don't know how to explain it, it really wasn't just one giant thing of terrible that made me want to punch his face in. It was - lots of little terrible things that added up to the thing. That was terrible."

2014-07-27 18:5 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Specific. Is everything up there still working, you old fossil? Did I break you?"

2014-07-27 18:6 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




Her alt snorts.

"No. It's - okay, how far along were you before you got out, like, how many years were you on New Kystle?"Edited   2014-07-27 18:07 (UTC)


2014-07-27 18:7 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Four, five-ish? I wasn't huge on keeping track."

2014-07-27 18:10 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages




"Oh, wow, lucky you. Yeah, then the thing barely even started by then. But - you know that thing he was doing where like - everything else was more important than him?"

2014-07-27 18:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Yyyyyes? It was annoying, I told him to stop it. He did, but only after he met Isabella and they were all - lovey."

2014-07-27 18:13 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Awww. Aww, that's cute, good for Isabella. But mine - never did."

2014-07-27 18:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: l. Like a child again




"What, like - never?"

2014-07-27 18:14 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"Nope. And also, he did this thing where - if I wasn't helping him, then I didn't matter as much as the thing he was doing."

2014-07-27 18:15 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion







"Fuck. Wow. Your Adarin's a jackass."

2014-07-27 18:15 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"I know, right? So - watch out, I guess. Even though it probably won't be a problem, because you ditched New Kystle early."

2014-07-27 18:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"Yeah. Shit was unhealthy for him. I said from the start, ditch the bastards, but noooo..."

2014-07-27 18:20 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"Ugh, yes, I mean obviously he hated everything about being there! And mine just - stayed! Because he is still all -" She waves her hand expressively, and deepends her voice to try to sound more male. "- 'I want to change the world and, it has to be this exact way! Nevermind that I am miserable!'"

2014-07-27 18:22 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Our brothers. So smart..."

2014-07-27 18:23 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"... But so fucking stupid!"

2014-07-27 18:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Ugh. I'm kind of glad mine's got Isabella, now. I mean, I already was because she's pretty cool, and like - my brother's hopelessly in love and it's fucking concentrated adorable, but the - getting him out of that - whatever the hell that is - is nice."

2014-07-27 18:28 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"Yeah. Do. Congrats, mini-me. You still have your brother."

2014-07-27 18:29 (UTC)









headunbowed: l. Like a child again




...


Hug.

"I will punch yours in the face for you, if you want? Pin him to a wall and yell at him until he apologizes?"

2014-07-27 18:30 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




"Pretty sure that won't help, but thanks for the offer."

2014-07-27 18:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"I could drag mine to talk to yours?"

2014-07-27 18:34 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"If you want? I mean, I'm used to this shit by now, it's just depressing as fuck."

2014-07-27 18:36 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"I bet. I'll try to help, that's bullshit. We're - there's - we're a fucking team, my brother and I, and you and yours. It is bullshit, that that happened, and I want it to stop."

2014-07-27 18:38 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Aww. Mini-me, you're adorable."

2014-07-27 18:39 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Damn fucking straight I am. C'mere."

2014-07-27 18:40 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem




And then her alt is very thoroughly distracted from depressing talk of neglectful brothers!

2014-07-27 18:40 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power









After they're done (it takes a while) Zeviana heads home and marches up to Ice and Cypress's house. She knocks on the door.

2014-07-27 18:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Ice is home.  She opens the door, but she's on the phone, and holds up a finger in a wait gesture.  Path hops off her shoulder and looks for Lecasryn; Path is not on the phone.

2014-07-27 18:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




Lecasryn is nearby, and she leans down and gives Path a friendly sort of nuzzle.

"Zevi needs to borrow her brother. The older version of him is a jackass and we'd like him to stop it."

2014-07-27 18:45 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We noticed," says Path dryly, "that he isn't as good as our version.  What are you going to do exactly?"

2014-07-27 18:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"We're sort of making it up as we go along, but we need him to help."

2014-07-27 18:46 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Well, he's in the kitchen, making soup."

2014-07-27 18:46 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Cool, thanks. Zevi - kitchen."

Zeviana nods, and heads off to the kitchen to collect her brother.

"By the way," says Lecasryn. "While I'm here - we are really fucking glad that they met you."

2014-07-27 18:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




The brother in question is making soup.

"Hmm? Oh, hey, Ana, back from - um." Cypress coughs.

2014-07-27 18:51 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Yup. I need to borrow you."

2014-07-27 18:51 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"We're glad we met them too.  Why are you?" wonders Path.

Isabella glances up from her phone call but is still talking about antitrust laws with her lawyer.

2014-07-27 18:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Because it turns out that if he was left to his own devices he stops caring about his own happiness and gets super utilitarian about everything. Also, you're super adorable," says Lecasryn.

2014-07-27 18:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... I'm really hoping that the reason you need to borrow me has nothing to do with why you were gone for three days?"

2014-07-27 18:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Don't be stupid, the fossil's me, she's not into men. Also you're married, and that actually matters to you, so. No, I need you to talk to your jackass alt. The old one."

2014-07-27 18:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Okay? I can, why do you want me to?"

2014-07-27 18:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Because he's being an ass to old-me and he needs to stop it right this instant."

2014-07-27 19:0 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




dark_light: o ~ path




"What's he doing?" asks Path.

2014-07-27 19:1 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"It's - not one huge terrible thing. It's like a lot of little terrible things that have added up and pissed her off. Acting like she doesn't matter to him, for one. That shit hurts."

2014-07-27 19:3 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Prime is wrapped up in a layer of sarcasm a mile thick.  I'm not sure it's possible to tell him off effectively," Path says.

2014-07-27 19:4 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Doesn't mean we're not going to try," says Lecasryn.

"Also, that's why we're getting Ada. Because I bet he can get past the layer of sarcasm," agrees Zeviana.

2014-07-27 19:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Um. Maybe?"

2014-07-27 19:5 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"I suppose he has the advantage of Prime owing him big time."

2014-07-27 19:6 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"I didn't even think of that, that'll probably help, too."

2014-07-27 19:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Can I finish making soup before picking a fight with Prime?" asks Cypress plaintively. 

2014-07-27 19:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




"Yeah, go for it. But I do need to borrow you. Soonish."

2014-07-27 19:10 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"For how long?" asks Path.

2014-07-27 19:11 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"I have no idea. Not more than a day, I guess?"

2014-07-27 19:12 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Please do not keep him longer than that.  We would miss him."

2014-07-27 19:12 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"You can come, too," shrugs Lecasryn. "If you want."

2014-07-27 19:13 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Maybe we will."

2014-07-27 19:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Sure, go for it. We don't care if other people come, but we know for sure that we need Adarin."

2014-07-27 19:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I feel special."

2014-07-27 19:17 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"That's because you are," says Zeviana, with a shrug. "Congrats."

2014-07-27 19:17 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"My Isabella will try to get off the phone before the soup is done."

2014-07-27 19:18 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Mhm. We'll wait until she's off the phone, anyway, if she's coming." Zeviana flops onto a couch, content to wait.

Lecasryn goes and finds Vern (who's outside, sunning herself) and curls a wing around her and snuggles.

2014-07-27 19:21 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Eventually, when soup is made and Isabella has gotten off the phone with the lawyer, everyone is ready to go!

2014-07-27 19:23 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Oh, good. Off they go, to find Prime.

2014-07-27 19:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




He's really not difficult to find. The portal leads to his house after all.

"... Hello," he says, looking up from his letter-writing. "To what do I owe the pleasure?"

2014-07-27 19:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"You need," says Zeviana, "to stop being a jackass."

2014-07-27 19:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Cypress's palm, meet his face.Edited   2014-07-27 19:29 (UTC)


2014-07-27 19:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh, is that all?" drawls Prime. "Well by all means, I'll start tomorrow. How not to be a jackass, in six easy steps."

2014-07-27 19:30 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Warned you," mutters Path from Isabella's shoulder.

2014-07-27 19:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: o. Lecasryn




"Yes you did," sighs Lecasryn.

2014-07-27 19:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Um," says Cypress. "Can we - talk?"

2014-07-27 19:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I don't know, I was planning on all of us yodeling at each other. In lieu of actual conversation."

2014-07-27 19:42 (UTC)









headunbowed: l. Like a child again




"Oh my god how the hell did my alt put up with you for five hundred years?!"

2014-07-27 19:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Easy. She didn't."

2014-07-27 19:43 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Ice sighs.

2014-07-27 19:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"... You're fucking with me, right? You cannot seriously be this dense. Ada, if you ever become this dense I don't care that you are a delicate snowflake, I am hitting you."

2014-07-27 20:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






"Thanks?"

2014-07-27 20:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"How incredibly heartfelt."

2014-07-27 20:30 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"No, you fucking moron, because it's not - she's not - aaaaugh this is so frustrating, do you not even get that she'd forgive you in an instant if you apologized?! Because you're her brother!"

2014-07-27 20:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




That one - actually stuns Prime into silence.

2014-07-27 20:37 (UTC)









headunbowed: n. Never see me cry




"And I don't think you get how important that is! Not because of - stupid bloodline relations shit, but because you are her twin! Because she wants you to be happy the same way I want Ada to be happy, and you kept putting yourself in a situation where you weren't! And would never be! Then you acted like because she disagreed with you, obviously she doesn't care about you, so you don't have to care about her!"

2014-07-27 20:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




More silence.

2014-07-27 20:44 (UTC)









headunbowed: h. Suspicion




"... Is any of this getting its way into your skull? Should I draw you a fucking map? Maybe add some helpful colored lights?!"

2014-07-27 20:45 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Ice is not clear on why Cypress was necessary for this expedition at all.  She puts her head on his shoulder simply because it is there.

2014-07-27 20:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress isn't really clear on why he was necessary, either. But apparently he was! So here he is. Totally fine with being a headrest.

2014-07-27 20:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"None are necessary, thank you," sighs Prime.

2014-07-27 20:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)







"Are you going to stop being a jackass to your sister?!"

2014-07-27 20:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"How, exactly, is not wanting to be yelled at all the time, for not wanting to apologize for my own life choices 'being a jackass'?"

2014-07-27 20:54 (UTC)









headunbowed: l. Like a child again




"That - part, no, but the - damn it I need to get fossil me, just - wait here."

And she turns and walks out of his house to find his twin.

2014-07-27 21:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Charming."

2014-07-27 21:0 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I no longer understand why she wanted Cypress along."

2014-07-27 21:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I have absolutely no idea, either. Er. Moral support?"

2014-07-27 21:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Exciting. I'm assuming you're standing by with candy and blankets."

2014-07-27 21:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I do actually have candy in my bag.  But no blankets."

2014-07-27 21:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Ah, a pity."

2014-07-27 21:4 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Let me know if you need the candy."

2014-07-27 21:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"... Thank you."

2014-07-27 21:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome."

2014-07-27 21:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Do you - er, want to talk about your side of the story...?"

2014-07-28 00:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"No."

2014-07-28 00:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Eyebrow raise. "Okay then."

2014-07-28 00:27 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Should you possibly do so anyway?"

2014-07-28 00:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I don't know," says Prime almost whimsically. "Should I? Is there any goal reached by telling you about my family life?"

2014-07-28 00:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Off-chance it will prevent others from having theirs go the same way by one or another circuitous route?  Allowing us outside parties to do more than sort of sit here wondering why we were invited along?"

2014-07-28 00:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I'm not sure what there is to tell, then. I became tired of being yelled at, and treated like I'm not allowed to make choices in my own life."Edited   2014-07-28 00:35 (UTC)


2014-07-28 00:32 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"How was she doing the second thing?"

2014-07-28 00:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"By - being so obviously upset with me, and wanting me to give up and do something else."

2014-07-28 00:38 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"And you did not give up and do something else, and then...?"

2014-07-28 00:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"I got frustrated with her being upset with me. And her - meddling, she had this annoying habit of completely ruining any of my plans that she came in contact with."

2014-07-28 00:42 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Eugh," says Ice.

2014-07-28 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"By accident, or...?"

2014-07-28 00:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Accident, I'd say. Though occasionally she did it on purpose, if she didn't like the people I was working with at the time."

2014-07-28 00:44 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Well, that sounds thoroughly unpleasant."

2014-07-28 00:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"It was."

2014-07-28 00:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




And that is when one Zeviana returns.

2014-07-28 00:47 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




With her older alt in tow.

2014-07-28 00:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Hello," sighs Prime.

2014-07-28 00:48 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"Adarin."

2014-07-28 00:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




(Cypress twitches.)

2014-07-28 00:49 (UTC)









headunbowed: (Default)




"Make friends," says - the younger Zeviana, motioning to her alt and Prime.

2014-07-28 00:51 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"When there is more than one Adarin in the room yours is Prime," Ice tells elder-Zeviana, hugging Cypress's arm.  "For reference."

2014-07-28 00:52 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




"Mm. Okay, I'll - try not to freak out mini-Adarin. He seems pretty cool."

Unspoken condemnation of the older version.

2014-07-28 00:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime grits his teeth, but does not comment.

2014-07-28 00:56 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"So! Are you going to apologize?"

2014-07-28 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"For what, can I ask?"

2014-07-28 01:1 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"He," she says, pointing at Prime, "has not been treating me like his sister. It's like I'm just - some stranger that he knows that happens to annoy him."

2014-07-28 01:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Accurate," mutters Prime.

2014-07-28 01:5 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Without my twin




"Asshole."

2014-07-28 01:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Ice decides to leave aside the oxymoron that is "stranger that he knows".  "What would constitute treating you like his sister who happens to annoy him, instead?" she inquires.

2014-07-28 01:6 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Not being all -" She makes a vague sort of motion that sort of points to all of him. "Closed off and unwilling to spend any amount of time in the same room as me."Edited   2014-07-28 01:09 (UTC)


2014-07-28 01:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Imagine that. Not wanting to be yelled at. Insanity, surely."

2014-07-28 01:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That is not helping," sighs Cypress.

2014-07-28 01:10 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"Also, Adarin who is not the mini version, go fuck yourself with a cactus."

2014-07-28 01:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Aaaaand neither is that."

2014-07-28 01:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Case in point."

2014-07-28 01:13 (UTC)









headunbowed: k. Like I believe your lies




"Hey, jackass, she's got legitimate grievances, why don't you listen to them for a change?"

2014-07-28 01:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I think," sighs Cypress, "I am starting to see why I'm supposed to be here."

2014-07-28 01:14 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Yeah, let's - everybody not swear at each other, for a start," sighs Ice.  "Zeviana-the-elder, you're the one with a clear goal in this interaction, maybe contemplate before you take actions whether they will help you accomplish your goal as opposed to doing other things entirely?  It's clear the mere fact that you and Prime are twins will not have him willingly taking tea with you every Thursday out of duty, so you're going to need to come up with something else, such as not being unpleasant to exist near."

2014-07-28 01:16 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map







"I am not unpleasant to be around."

2014-07-28 01:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime very dearly wants to correct this false assumption.

2014-07-28 01:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




But he gets a look from Cypress that stops him.

"Not everyone is quite so - all right with being yelled at."

2014-07-28 01:22 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"Well what am I supposed to do, mini-Adarin?"

2014-07-28 01:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




".... Not that? For a start?"

2014-07-28 01:23 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I mean, presumably before you had this falling-out you and he did things together that did not involve screaming insults at each other."

2014-07-28 01:26 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"Sure, we did, but now he won't let me in so we can do things together."

2014-07-28 01:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You were unhelpful to everything I wanted to do. Plus, yelling."

2014-07-28 01:30 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"Okay, here's a question. Since I'm not allowed to use curse words. When was the last time you went out to do something, just to have fun?"

2014-07-28 01:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing






2014-07-28 01:33 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"Yeah. That. That right there. That is what pisses me off."

2014-07-28 01:33 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"And yelling at him is obviously going to cause him to have lots of fun," mutters Ice under her breath.

2014-07-28 01:34 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"Well what else am I supposed to do? Send him pretty letters asking him nicely to please go back to being my brother again?"

2014-07-28 01:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No," sighs Cypress, "but yelling at him isn't going to help, I think. It'll only make him defensive."

2014-07-28 01:37 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Well, good, because he needs to explain himself, because he is not making sense and hasn't for ages."

2014-07-28 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




Cypress pinches the bridge of his nose.

"Ana, please don't ever come to the assumption that it's a good idea to make me defensive so I will explain myself. That is the exact opposite of how to actually get me to explain myself."

2014-07-28 01:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Okay, sure."

2014-07-28 01:42 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What exactly is it you want explained?"

2014-07-28 01:45 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"All of the - stuff. Just - all of it. Why, are you so insistent on being miserable? Why the fuck do you do that?"

2014-07-28 01:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Far be it for me to have priorities besides rampant hedonism."

2014-07-28 01:51 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: You stay on your half




"That's not my - look. Do you know how to have fun anymore?"

2014-07-28 01:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"It is entirely possible."

2014-07-28 01:55 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"You're not really helping," Ice points out to Prime.  "If you're fundamentally opposed to the entire premise of this conversation it would probably be more efficient to kick her out of your house, and if you aren't, maybe reach for whatever your second resort after sarcasm is and see how that goes."

2014-07-28 01:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Mm," says Prime.

2014-07-28 02:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"... That means he isn't opposed to the conversation but does not want to let the wall of sarcasm down," translates Cypress. He's pretty sure the Zevianas caught that, but he knows his wife didn't.

2014-07-28 02:5 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages




"See? Frustrating!"

2014-07-28 02:8 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I think I'm glad I'm an only child," mutters Ice.

2014-07-28 02:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




Cypress pats his wife's hand.

2014-07-28 02:10 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years




"Adarin - Prime. Whatever the hell you're calling yourself. Are you happy? If you are - then I will shoo."

She looks extremely bothered by the concept of shooing, but is not letting it affect her.

2014-07-28 02:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility






2014-07-28 02:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No," answers Cypress, peering at him. "He's not. I dare say that it's the only reason we haven't been politely kicked out yet."

2014-07-28 02:23 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"So since everyone in this room would consider it an improvement if Prime were happy," says Ice (with a dubious look at the elder Zeviana, who as far as she can tell has not advanced this goal in any way) "the next question is how we go about making that happen, I imagine.  I'm tempted to say I should go convince Spring to hit on him."

2014-07-28 02:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story








"What."

2014-07-28 02:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Feel free to tell me this wouldn't help, but I am pretty sure my Adarin is happy..."

2014-07-28 02:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Wonderfully, delightfully happy," agrees Cypress, ecstatic. "Honestly, if he and Spring were to -"

2014-07-28 02:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Let's not touch the topic of me apparently needing to find love to be happy. Honestly I find the concept that I require love to be happy somewhat insulting."

2014-07-28 02:36 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"All right, it's entirely possible I couldn't talk her into it given that she doesn't seem to have tried it on her own, anyway.  So there must be some Spring-irrespective way to manage the trick, mustn't there?  What is it?"

2014-07-28 02:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime shrugs. "Apparently, I need hobbies."

2014-07-28 03:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




Cypress thinks that Prime is incredibly depressing.

"Do you want me to give you - pointers of what I like to do in my spare time?"

2014-07-28 03:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Why not."

2014-07-28 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Okay. Puzzles are fun - not just the picture ones, but logic puzzles and such. You probably don't have Sudoku, but I'm particularly fond of that one. I'll grab a book of it for you, if you'd like. Reading's fun, depending on the author - I can recommend a few of Chamomile's, but I'm not sure how useful that would be. Watching television or movies is a delightful novelty, though I find that movies are best with company. Fishing is surprisingly soothing, I couldn't tell you why. I wouldn't do it all the time, or even every week, but every now and then is nice."

2014-07-28 04:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Riveting. I can - give that all a shot."

2014-07-28 04:28 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I can get you a computer and some movies to play on it," says Ice.  "Phix and Max could get you movies, too, if you want them without everybody having daemons.  I'm not sure how you ought to handle the company part, although Spring might be interested in the movies in their own right."

2014-07-28 07:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I'll ask. All parties involved, please don't try to play matchmaker or - something," sighs Prime. "It wouldn't work and would only annoy me." He looks at his sister. "And no yelling."

2014-07-28 19:19 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




His Zeviana crosses her arms. "Fine. Stop treating me like a stranger, though."

2014-07-28 19:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Why is it that no matter what I do, I'm the bad guy? Behold, how I'm trying to be reasonable!"

2014-07-28 19:21 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I will not trouble Spring with the idea," says Ice.  "At least for the foreseeable future."

2014-07-28 19:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Thank you," he says, sincerely.

2014-07-28 19:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more







"You really would be happier with-"

2014-07-28 19:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I will thank you very much for not finishing that sentence. No matchmaking. None."

2014-07-28 19:27 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Are you still being pissy about Lorina?"

2014-07-28 19:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Zeviana gets a glare, but otherwise Prime does not dignify that with an answer.

2014-07-28 19:28 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Who's Lorina?"

2014-07-28 19:31 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Well-"

2014-07-28 19:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Tsst!" interrupts Prime. "Not a word. Not a word."

2014-07-28 19:33 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Okay, cranky pants."

2014-07-28 19:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Cypress raises an eyebrow.

2014-07-28 19:34 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Plants




"What about Rossier? Can I talk about him?"

2014-07-28 19:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Fine, since you're so insistent, you can talk about Rossier, I liked him."

2014-07-28 19:40 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"Eeeeee!" Pause. "Okay now I really don't know what to say, though. It's not like you and he got all dramatic like you and Lorina did -"

2014-07-28 19:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay, thank you, your talking privileges are revoked now."Edited   2014-07-28 19:43 (UTC)


2014-07-28 19:42 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool






"Are those your exes, do you have exes?"

2014-07-28 19:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Shocking, isn't it. But yes."

2014-07-28 19:51 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting






"Huh."

2014-07-28 19:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




Mini-Zeviana giggles.

2014-07-28 19:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Really?" says Cypress, surprised.

2014-07-28 20:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime pinches the bridge of his nose.

"No, it's all an elaborate hoax with smoke and mirrors, I am secretly a hand puppet."

2014-07-28 20:1 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"What happened with them?"

2014-07-28 20:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




He sighs. Obviously if he doesn't explain it, his sister will, and - he does not want that to happen.

"Rossier was bothered by needing to keep our relationship secret, he told me of his grievances and we parted reasonably amiably when there were no solutions to the problem that didn't involve upsetting various mages. Lorina," says Prime, carefully, "decided that after a decade of dating that it was a good idea to try and force the issue of marriage. By trying to impregnate herself with my child. Without my permission."

2014-07-28 20:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned






2014-07-28 20:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That," says Prime whimsically, "was the face I made when I found out."

2014-07-28 20:8 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"After a decade she - wow."

2014-07-28 20:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yup. There were other problems with the relationship before that point, she was especially bothered by my constant sarcasm, but that was definitely the tipping point."

2014-07-28 20:11 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"And he's still bitter about it."

2014-07-28 20:11 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"How long ago was it?"

2014-07-28 20:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Hmmmm," says Prime, musingly. "About a century, I'd say. She died of old age, I've tried very hard not to be smug about that fact."

2014-07-28 20:13 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Why would you be smug about her dying of anything whatever?"

2014-07-28 20:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh, the entire thing was brought about by her getting upset because she aged and I did not."

2014-07-28 20:15 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Her biological clock was ticking."

2014-07-28 20:15 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)






"Ooookay."

2014-07-28 20:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Well then."

2014-07-28 20:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"No matchmaking."

2014-07-28 20:17 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I can personally guarantee that Spring isn't going to age anymore," remarks Ice, but quietly.

2014-07-28 20:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Thank you. For this information."

2014-07-28 20:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"You're welcome.  Speaking of which I should probably immortalize you at some point too."

2014-07-28 20:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That would be delightful. But - I would please like to keep looking the same, it would be awkward to have to require people to get used to..." He motions to Cypress. "Me looking like I'm twenty again. Their first thought will be that I have a secret bastard son."

2014-07-28 20:25 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay.  I'll see about tweaking the spell for that, it might take a while, it's not going to be my all-consuming project for the next week or anything since you don't seem about to keel over."

2014-07-28 20:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"You're correct, I'm not. I'd estimate that I've got another century or so left in me."

2014-07-28 20:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Huh. Well, that's - not really useful to me anymore, but it's nice to know I would have made it to the upper end of the estimation scale."

2014-07-28 20:31 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"I'll live longer," says Zeviana smugly. "If no immortality's applied. Which, by the way, can I have some?"

2014-07-28 20:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes.  Do you want his version or do you want to look like her forever?"  Ice points at the younger Zev.

2014-07-28 20:32 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Waiting for an apology




"Hmmmm..."

2014-07-28 20:33 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"I think you've got this fucking sexy 'mother I'd like to fuck' look going on, don't screw that up. The perfect twin thing would be tons of fun, but we've got another Zevi for that now."

Mini-Zeviana grins.

2014-07-28 20:35 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"True," muses older-Zeviana. "And my girlfriends would be weirded out if I were suddenly tons younger. And it's not like I've got any real wrinkles yet."Edited   2014-07-28 20:36 (UTC)


2014-07-28 20:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Prime's version it is.  I'll let you know when I have it made and alethiometer-confirmed."

2014-07-28 20:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Thank you."

2014-07-28 20:40 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Same, thanks!"

2014-07-28 20:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Scoooore, I get to keep the MILF alt, awesome!"

2014-07-28 20:41 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress is trying very hard not to think about his sister having sex with her - alt. Ick.

2014-07-28 20:42 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Ice pats her husband on the arm soothingly.

2014-07-28 20:43 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




Her husband's sister notices. She decides that she wants to tease her brother.

"Hey, Ada, I really recommend banging an alt of yourself, they know exactly the kinds of things you li-"

2014-07-28 20:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"No!"

2014-07-28 20:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"No!"

2014-07-28 20:46 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool






Ice doesn't say anything.

2014-07-28 20:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I'm married," adds Cypress, plaintively.

2014-07-28 20:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"And as much fun as it would be to take the statement of 'go fuck myself' literally, no thank you," agrees Prime.

2014-07-28 20:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




The Zevianas -

2014-07-28 20:50 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Adding you to my harem




- crack up laughing.

2014-07-28 20:51 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Ice snorts.

2014-07-28 20:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Never speak of this again?" He's addressing Cypress.

2014-07-28 20:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Nope. Love, have I mentioned I love you? I love you."

2014-07-28 20:56 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"You have mentioned it, but it's always nice to hear."

2014-07-28 20:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress grins, and kisses her forehead.Edited   2014-07-28 21:08 (UTC)


2014-07-28 21:8 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Awwwww, mini married Adarin."

2014-07-28 21:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"Adorable, aren't they?"

2014-07-28 21:10 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Plants




"So cute!"

2014-07-28 21:10 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Well, that's refreshing compared to being told off for 'flaunting'."

2014-07-28 21:11 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Awww, why would anyone care that you were cute in public with each other?"

2014-07-28 21:14 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"There's a pair of both of them in another plane that have an 'it's complicated' relationship."

2014-07-28 21:16 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Oh. I guess that makes sense. Whatever, though, you guys are cute, keep flaunting."

2014-07-28 21:17 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"That's easy.  We have never been able to stop, really."  Snuggle.

2014-07-28 21:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Snuggle! "We really haven't. Even when we were trying!"

(And some owl preening, from Vernaia.)

2014-07-28 21:21 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"Awwwww. Awwww! So cute."

2014-07-28 21:23 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Preen preen!

2014-07-28 21:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




Preen preen preen!

2014-07-28 21:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Careful," drawls Prime. "I might expire of an overdose of cute on the spot."

2014-07-28 21:28 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"And then I'd have to resurrect you, and if there was any hurry about it you'd look twenty again, the horror."

2014-07-28 21:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I wouldn't be able to cope."

2014-07-28 21:29 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Your hard-earned grey hairs.  Gone."

2014-07-28 21:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No one would believe me when I said I was five hundred years old! I'd have to stop making jokes about it."

2014-07-28 21:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"The terror."

2014-07-28 21:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"People believe witches when we say we're five hundred.  Everyone would just have to get used to it."

2014-07-28 21:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Too much work. I'm old and lazy."

2014-07-29 00:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"So don't die before I have the spell developed, I guess.  Do you want movies from Chamomile or would you rather get them from Medallion without daemons?"

2014-07-29 00:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Hmm. Medallion, I might take a few from Chamomile out of curiosity, though."

2014-07-29 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"What are movies without daemons like?" muses Cypress. "I don't even know how you'd get rid of them, they seem so integral to - how the stories are told."

2014-07-29 00:35 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You have gone so native.  We can get Phix and Max to bring us movies too, if you want, I'm curious too now you mention it."

2014-07-29 00:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I have gone so very native," he laughs. "Are you complaining? Should I try to return to my roots, reclaim my lost culture?"

2014-07-29 00:37 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Nooooo," giggles Ice, hugging him while Path wraps his wings around Vern likewise.

2014-07-29 00:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress grins, and scoops her up in a hug.

Vern nuzzles Path, delighted.

2014-07-29 00:40 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Did better than he did




"So cute."

2014-07-29 00:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




Prime raises an eyebrow, but does not comment.

2014-07-29 00:41 (UTC)









headunbowed: i. Awkward




Mini-Zeviana looks between the older twins.

"So are you two... All better now?"

2014-07-29 00:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Not really?"

2014-07-29 00:47 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Mages




His twin scowls.

"What's the problem now, Ada?"

2014-07-29 00:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"You seem to keep thinking that just because you're my sister, you're allowed to dictate what happens in my life."

2014-07-29 00:52 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Without my twin




"When have I-?"

2014-07-29 00:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing






2014-07-29 00:53 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Five hundred years








"... I'm sorry. You're right."

2014-07-29 00:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Awww.

2014-07-29 00:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Awwww.

2014-07-29 00:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Apology accepted."

2014-07-29 01:0 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Relax I'm here




Zeviana pokes Prime in the chest. "And that means you don't have any more excuses to stop treating me like your sister."

2014-07-29 01:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime rolls his eyes. "Sure."

2014-07-29 01:1 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"... Good enough for me."

2014-07-29 01:10 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




Edited   2014-07-29 01:16 (UTC)


2014-07-29 01:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




".... Now that that's all taken care of..."

2014-07-29 01:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress snorts. "He wants us to shoo so he can get work done."

2014-07-29 01:18 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'll bring you a computer and instructions on how to work it and mirror the Medallion set about your cinematic introductory material," says Ice, waving and taking this as a dismissal.

2014-07-29 01:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Thank you very much."

2014-07-29 01:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress waves, too, happy to go back home.

2014-07-29 01:25 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)








Zeviana peers at her alt and grins. "Hey, want an introduction to my harem?"

2014-07-29 01:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: a. Good answer




"Yes."

There's celebrating for them to do.

2014-07-29 01:26 (UTC)





Third Plague

witch





shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella drops the Spanish major.  It's tempting to explain to her confused teacher, in fluent Spanish, exactly why, but she refrains.  Now she only has classes a few days out of the week, and if she loads up next semester and the ones after she should be able to get out of college in three years - though she's increasingly unsure that she needs any of it.  It's not like anyone can teach her to teach magic, and she doesn't even know what age group she's going to target with her school, yet - the professors mostly don't have education degrees because if you're interacting with adults, even young adults who are there to learn from you, this doesn't require specialized training.  And the universe has gotten so big and college feels very - small.

But for the time being she's still enrolled, though she tends to neglect her homework in favor of working on spell designs to do useful things - to cover gaps in the peal of Bells's capabilities, to sell, to prove interesting theoretical points - and working on her fairy princess magic.

She's blocked on getting her fairy princess magic to produce any non-physical results, like verifiable luck or a ward.  She's currently manning the store, rolling dice to see if she's gotten luck to behave this time.  (Her luck charm, which would confound the results, is out of her hair and on the counter beside her so as not to interfere with the experiment.)

2014-07-28 18:45









morethanimaginary: (Default)




There's a bit of coordination between Mrs. Adams and Savannah - both have something the other needs. Mrs. Adams doesn't know how to get to the apartment, but Savannah does. Similarly, Savannah doesn't have a car, but Mrs. Adams does. So, the answer is for them to carpool.

Darren's out at class, when they arrive in the storefront. Edited   2014-07-29 05:31 (UTC)


2014-07-29 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Hi, guys," says Bella when they come in.  "Should I close up and show you to Pantheon?"

2014-07-29 05:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Hi! Yes, please!" says Savannah, brightly.

"Agreed," says Mrs. Adams, looking more - impatient. Haunted, is also an appropriate word. "Hello, by the way."

2014-07-29 05:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Bella goes and puts up the "Closed" sign and locks the door, and shows them up the stairs to the portal.  She collects her mirror to Ice, and leads them through to the Pantheon hub, and calls her alt.

2014-07-29 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Who presently arrives through the Chamomile portal.

"Yep, that's a Lynn," she confirms.  "Hi, Savannah, nice to meet you.  I'm Isabella but you can both call me Ice."

2014-07-29 05:53 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Hi! Nice to meet you, too. You're all witchy, it's super cool."

"You're the one with resurrection?" asks the Lynn.

2014-07-29 14:39 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"That's me.  And I have enough stuff with me to get started on fetching your daughter right away, and all I need from you is her full name.  I should warn you that the spell does not behave completely predictably with respect to non-humans, at least non-humans who aren't witches like me.  The first time I cast it on a mage, he came back without his magic and left a separate ghost, since mage ghosts more or less are their magic.  His sister had to kill him so I could do it over again with a revised version.  I don't have any good way to figure out in advance how the spell will work on Medallion critters unless a Medallion critter wants to visit my world and let my alethiometer look at them - and in my world, if you go there, your soul emerges from wherever it usually lives and turns into an animal."  She gestures at Path on her shoulder.  "Which has its own side effects, and the consensus seems to be that it's not worth it unless you're going to move there.  So there could be some unanticipated side effect - or the possibility that it won't work at all - with your daughter."Edited   2014-07-29 15:52 (UTC)


2014-07-29 15:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"What are the - downsides of having an animal soul outside of my body? Because I'm willing to have one if it means that my daughter won't - have any unanticipated side effects," says Mrs. Adams.

2014-07-30 02:9 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Unless you separate - which can be done with teleporting and then it doesn't hurt much, and which thirteen-year-olds of my species routinely manage the long way around within a few tries - your daemon will have to stay close to you at all times, within a few yards.  You don't control what kind of animal you get; most of them are mammals or birds, but it is not impossible that you will get something like an insect, or - more immediately dangerous - a fish.  If the daemon is hurt you are too, if he or she dies so do you and vice versa.  If anyone besides you, other daemons, or in some cases extremely intimate partners touches your daemon it is incapacitatingly painful.  And of course if you don't outright move to Chamomile, no one will know why you have whatever kind of creature following you around and your daemon will not be able to do his or her parallel socializing job."  Ice pauses, then says, "You might not actually get one.  In my world there are talking bears, and they don't have daemons, although they say that their armor is their souls.  So you might be not-human-enough that Chamomile will let you not have a daemon."Edited   2014-07-30 02:17 (UTC)


2014-07-30 02:14 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams considers this.

"I'll go. I'd rather pay a price I know now, then find out later that she paid one because I was afraid."

2014-07-30 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"If you're sure.  This way."

Ice leads her to the portal that leads to Chamomile.

2014-07-30 02:24 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am." She follows, and steps through the portal.

A creature that looks to be a Tasmanian tiger appears in a shower of golden light next to her.

"I'm guessing that's my soul animal?" she deadpans.Edited   2014-07-30 04:39 (UTC)


2014-07-30 04:33 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Looks like," says Ice, reaching into her portal bag for her alethiometer.  "I think he's a thylacine, I've never seen somebody with one of those before."

"You'll need a name," Path tells the thylacine.

2014-07-30 04:39 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I feel like a special snowflake," drawls the thylacine. He is male. "I can wait on the name, how long does the alethiometer take to answer a question?"

2014-07-30 04:42 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"It's pretty quick about getting me an answer.  It is not necessarily quick about getting me a coherent one."  She peers at her thingamajigs.  "Bugbear possess human soul.  Well, obviously, he's right there..."  She formulates a new question.

2014-07-30 04:43 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"We'll wait," shrugs Mrs. Adams.

"Is there anything I need to do now that I exist? Besides having a name," asks her daemon.

2014-07-31 02:44 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Are you going to stay close to her or separate so you aren't around all the time?" Path asks him.

2014-07-31 02:44 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Probably separating. Being around her all of the time would be very noticeable."

2014-07-31 02:48 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Can you teleport?" Path asks Mrs. Adams directly, as his witch is busy with the alethiometer.  "That's the fastest way to get it over with.  The other way hurts."

2014-07-31 02:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No," says Mrs. Adams, shaking her head. "The other way?"

2014-07-31 02:57 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Physically moving away," says Path.  "Zeviana and Lecasryn did it on ordinary ground, but witches usually do it in a wasteland up in the North where daemons can't go.  The daemon's usually the one to change their mind, if one of them does.  So that makes it easier to get it done on the first try."

2014-07-31 02:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Lovely. It sounds like it's not fun," says the daemon.

2014-07-31 03:7 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It's not.  If you go a little away from her you can see how."

2014-07-31 03:8 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Sure," shrugs the daemon. Then he does. Soon enough, Mrs. Adams grimaces and he makes a little growling sound.

"Charming," mutters Mrs. Adams.

2014-07-31 03:17 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Possibly you should get a mage to teleport you," says Path.

Ice is still fussing with her thingamajigs, muttering to herself.

2014-07-31 03:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That seems like it would be easier. But - daughter first," she replies.

2014-07-31 03:20 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Ice looks up between attempts at alethiometer-deciphering.

"Is your daughter going to know not to try to touch him?" she asks seriously.  "To her he's going to look like a fuzzy talking animal."

2014-07-31 03:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I'll teach her about talking animal safety early," she drawls.

2014-07-31 03:23 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Okay, if that's the order you want to do things in," says Ice dubiously, and she goes back to thingamagjig twiddling.  "Ah, here we go.  Spell bugbear spell human same - it should work on her with no special complications, Phix will be thrilled - and we should go do this in Pantheon or Medallion, not here, unless you think she ought to have a daemon too."

2014-07-31 03:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No, it seems like it would be a bad idea."

2014-07-31 03:27 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"They're a little more convenient for kids, they can shapechange till puberty, but yeah."  Ice heads for the portal again.

2014-07-31 03:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams and her thylacine follow.

"Is there anything in particular you need me to do," asks Mrs. Adams.

2014-07-31 03:32 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I need her full name, and that's all."

2014-07-31 03:33 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Cecelia Margaret Adams."

2014-07-31 03:37 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




And Ice rejiggers the line of the standard resurrection spell,

and summons some birds,

and draws a diagram,

and casts.

2014-07-31 03:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)







Then there is a kid.

And her mother scoops her up into her arms to hug.

"It's okay," she whispers. "It's all okay."

2014-07-31 03:43 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




Ice stands back, not wishing to intrude.

2014-07-31 03:44 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Snuggles. All of the snuggles.

"I realize that this will be hard to explain back home," snorts Mrs. Adams. "I'll figure it out."

2014-07-31 03:55 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Your alt in Prime's New Kystle might be a reasonable babysitter if you need to stash her somewhere while you lay groundwork," suggests Ice.

2014-07-31 03:56 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... I'd have to meet her, first. But possibly."

2014-07-31 04:5 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"We could go there now, if you like."

2014-07-31 04:6 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs Adams picks her daughter up with practiced ease. A mom never really forgets. Especially when she's being cried on by her resurrected daughter.

"Sure. Why not."

2014-07-31 04:9 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




To New Kystle and through Prime's house and to where Lynn lives.

2014-07-31 04:10 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver




Savir is the one to spot them.

He looks at Mrs. Adams.  And then he emits a sound somewhere between a squeak and a very soft scream.

"Honey! Honey I need you extra now!" he squawks. 

2014-07-31 04:15 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams quirks an eyebrow, and then murmurs something soothing to her daughter. She was a bit disturbed by the Strange Loud Man.

2014-07-31 04:16 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Oh, you extra need me, that's -"

Lynn exits the tent. She looks at Mrs. Adams.

"Huh."Edited   2014-07-31 04:18 (UTC)


2014-07-31 04:17 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Trauma's required on entry




"There are two of you, I'm seriously scared now, what do I do, am I married twice, what is my life now? I don't think the world can handle two Lynns!"

2014-07-31 04:19 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you're married twice now me and my alts have a really serious conversation coming up.  No, this is just your Lynn's alt.  Who will be going home to her own world eventually and not overburdening yours."

2014-07-31 04:20 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)







"You married him?" asks Mrs. Adams, archly.

2014-07-31 04:22 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"He has good qualities. Somewhere."

2014-07-31 04:23 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"Hey, I take offense to-"

2014-07-31 04:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adam's daughter peeks out at Savir, the Strange Loud Man.

2014-07-31 04:24 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning







"Why hello there, aren't you adorable," coos Savir.

2014-07-31 04:24 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"For example," drawls Lynn.

2014-07-31 04:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Her English teacher counterpart snorts.

2014-07-31 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Ice smiles.

"Am I required to dispense any further explanations?  I suppose I'll probably have to let you back into Prime's house to make use of the portal even if the answer is no.  Unless Spring is here."

2014-07-31 04:26 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"Nah, I can get a hold of pretty boy. Be free."

2014-07-31 04:30 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  See you around."

Off she goes.

2014-07-31 04:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams waves.

She looks at her alt.

"Nice eyes."

2014-07-31 05:23 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Had to be different somehow."

2014-07-31 05:23 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning




(Savir continues to coo over Cecelia. Yes, his Lynn's got one of her own, but adorable kids. Adorable kids.)Edited   2014-07-31 05:24 (UTC)


2014-07-31 05:24 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Aside from the obvious?" snorts Mrs. Adams, pointing towards the husband. "Also, I'm a bugbear, don't think you're that."

2014-07-31 05:28 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Not since I last checked."

2014-08-01 05:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I can go find and throw a medallion at you, if you prefer to be a huge bear woman."

2014-08-01 05:24 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"Pass. My pedigree is already too complicated."

2014-08-01 05:24 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Heroic and stuff




Savir is distracted from adorable child and makes a squawking sound.

"Bear woman?!"

2014-08-01 05:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Mhm. I've grown fond of it."

She shifts to midform.

"Fuzzy!" proclaims Cecelia, delighted.

"Yes, yes I am," says Mrs. Adams, amused.

2014-08-01 05:27 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Neat trick."

2014-08-01 05:27 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Trauma's required on entry







"... Bear woman."

2014-08-01 05:28 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




His wife pats his shoulder. She'd pat his head, but she can't reach without a step-stool.

"Deal with it."

2014-08-01 05:30 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver




"... Do this say weird things about me? One of my wives is a bear woman!"

2014-08-01 05:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"One of your wives," says Mrs. Adams, archly.

2014-08-01 05:31 (UTC)









blooded_poet: (Default)




Lynn raises an eyebrow.

2014-08-01 05:32 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)







"Uh."

2014-08-01 05:33 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"There is no possible outcome of this conversation where you are not sleeping outside."

2014-08-01 05:33 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"But I didn't even -"

2014-08-01 05:34 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No possible outcome," agrees Mrs. Adams.

2014-08-01 05:35 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"It's easier if you just give up now. Save us all some time."

2014-08-01 05:35 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Actually think I can take her




"Sure, I'm sleeping outside. Now let's see you enforce it."

2014-08-01 05:36 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control






2014-08-01 05:39 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)







"... Sleeping outside it is. Yes, dear. I love you?"

2014-08-01 05:39 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams cracks up.

2014-08-01 05:40 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"I love you, too."

2014-08-01 05:40 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"So um, serious question. I mean, I obviously know which one is which, but - it is confusing to have two wi- uh. A second version of my wife, whom I love very much."

2014-08-01 05:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You love me very much?"

2014-08-01 05:42 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Problem solver




"What? No, no, that's not what I-"

2014-08-01 05:44 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Are you sure? She's another version of me, surely she must have qualities that you love."

2014-08-01 05:44 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"Well, yeah, but-"

2014-08-01 05:45 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Buuuut...?"

2014-08-01 05:46 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people







"... You know what, I can just go dig my grave right now, save some time."

2014-08-01 05:47 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Mrs. Adams snorts. "Regardless. He has brought up a good point, dead man walking though he is."

2014-08-01 05:48 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Mm. We could take our last names. To differentiate each other by. Though mine is now a mouthful."

2014-08-01 05:55 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Actually think I can take her




"You're welcome."

2014-08-01 05:55 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"Corvalias. To answer your question. Annoyingly long and overly formal."

2014-08-01 05:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Thank you. Brevity is the soul of wit, however. Shall we shorten it to Corva?"

2014-08-01 06:16 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Sure. That works."

2014-08-01 23:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"And I," says Mrs. Adams wryly, "can creatively be called Adams."

2014-08-01 23:26 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Married since this morning




Savir snorts. "You are so great at naming things."

2014-08-01 23:27 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes. Yes I am."

"Speaking of which," says her daemon. "Name?"

2014-08-01 23:27 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go







"Why do you talk?!"

2014-08-01 23:28 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"He is my soul animal. I got him twenty minutes ago."

2014-08-01 23:29 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"... Okay."

2014-08-01 23:29 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Just a bit smug




"Try to keep up."

2014-08-01 23:31 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Actually think I can take her




"You didn't know what he was, either."

2014-08-01 23:32 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"I admit nothing."

2014-08-01 23:32 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am somewhat tempted," muses Adams, "to name my soul animal 'Jeff.'"

2014-08-01 23:33 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people








Savir giggles helplessly.

2014-08-01 23:34 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Unfortunate circumstances




"Inspired," drawls Corva.

2014-08-01 23:35 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Pass. I'd rather not be called 'Jeff,'" says the thylacine.

"Pity."

2014-08-01 23:36 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: (Default)




"Uhhh.... Hold on, I've got this. Name, name, naaaame..."

2014-08-01 23:39 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Under control




"I'm sure that saying 'name' over and over will help with that."

2014-08-01 23:40 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Is that how it's supposed to go




"It will, actually, shush."

Savir rubs his temples. "Naaaaaaaaaaame..."

2014-08-01 23:40 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Are you quite sure you're sane?" says an amused Adams.

2014-08-01 23:42 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Actually think I can take her




"Yes! Well, maybe, I might be a bit off the deep end but it's part of my cha- nevermind! Silence your face, not-wife!"

2014-08-01 23:43 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"What, all of it? All at once?"

2014-08-01 23:43 (UTC)









blooded_poet: I like you




"Yes. He means all of it. You may not blink, breathe, smile, or-"Edited   2014-08-01 23:46 (UTC)


2014-08-01 23:44 (UTC)









gentlemanly_fashion: Also I kill people




"Aha! Got one! Varlan. Varlan the - dog... thing."

2014-08-01 23:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Sure, why not," sighs the thylacine. "It's better than Jeff."

2014-08-01 23:49 (UTC)









blooded_poet: Something to be decided later




"Behold, our naming prowess."

2014-08-01 23:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Hurrah."

It occurs to them both that they could ask each other's life stories - but that would mean they'd have to tell their own. Neither of them particularly want to, and neither care enough about the other's to ask. They can make conjectures.

Either way, they get along quite nicely. Babysitting will actually be viable now, though she'll take some time before heading home. She likes talking to her alt, and her alt's husband.Edited   2014-08-01 23:59 (UTC)


2014-08-01 23:54 (UTC)





Third Plague

dragon





shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




While Ice does her resurrection business, Phix loiters in Spring's house (currently unoccupied by Spring) with Savannah.

"I think Ice will get one of the mages on her way back, and then he'll want to see you shapeshift into those people so he can use you to get a bead on whoever it is that's racist against sphinxes," she tells Savannah.  "So, uh, questions on the multiverse thing?"

2014-08-01 12:46









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Sure. Are the other me's hot?"

2014-08-01 20:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"The girl ones look like you, I guess except for the older one, who still looks mostly like you, just older.  The guy one of you is pretty decent-looking."

2014-08-01 20:8 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Sweeeet!"

2014-08-01 20:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Why is that your first priority?"

2014-08-01 20:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Because it seems like an important thing to know."

2014-08-01 20:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"And the others of me look like me, except Spring, who looks - well, she's not from Earth, but if I saw her on Earth I would think she was maybe Indian or some manner of South American or something.  And they're a few years older, except Spring who is like ninety, but she looks twentiesish because she was resurrected from the dead and that is how that works."

2014-08-01 20:19 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Cool! We get immortality, right? Because I want that."

2014-08-01 20:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yeah, Ice'll do it, but it only handles aging, not sudden death, so there's no hurry.  And the other Darrens - they're called Adarins because two of them are named that - look like him, but with white hair, and older, especially Prime, who is five hundred something and used to have white hair that has since gone gray."

2014-08-01 20:29 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"... Okay that one's genuinely weird. White hair? Why? Why that color, that's absurd. Also, how did - Prime? Prime - make it to five hundred, did he have the immortality spell? Will my hair turn grey while the rest of me doesn't age at all? Because I can work with that, hair dye is a thing."

2014-08-01 20:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Okay, so the ones who are named Adarin - Prime and Cypress - are both a quarter fae, and their moms were the half-fae parent, and she has white hair, I think because she had a fae parent, but it's not guaranteed by the time it's only a quarter fae because the others of you have brown hair.  It's not usual in either of their home worlds.  And being part fae is also why Prime can be so old; he looks old, but not five hundred, he looks kind of like a really tired fifty, maybe, and he could live another century even without magic help.  But in Hex, people just have white hair sometimes, and Edarial - he's the only one named that, but everybody's getting nicknames regardless, Rain, he picked Rain - is one of those people who just has it.  He's just a normal human, except for the magic things he gets for being from Hex."

2014-08-01 20:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Huh. Congrats to Prime, then. Cypress, too, but I'm guessing he's not five hundred yet."

2014-08-01 20:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yeah, Cypress is twenty-something and so is Ice and they're adorably married and their souls are birds that cuddle all the time."

2014-08-01 20:38 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Awww. That's cute. Why are their souls birds, though?"

2014-08-01 20:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Ice's world Chamomile has everybody there having an external animal-shaped soul - by the way never fucking ever touch somebody's animal-soul - and if people go there, they get them too.  Ice always had hers, and then Cypress came to Chamomile looking for chamomile which is why she named the world that, and when he showed up he got an animal soul too."Edited   2014-08-01 20:42 (UTC)


2014-08-01 20:42 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"No touching anyone's animal-soul, got it. Also, that must have been really alarming, just randomly getting an animal soul. When looking for a flower."

2014-08-01 20:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Yeah, but he's gone native now."

2014-08-01 20:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"When you use that statement I had the picture of my brother with like - a shitty white wig on, dressed in a loincloth and hunting things with a spear. His bird soul flapping along behind him."

2014-08-01 20:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Ice goes around everywhere with a bow and arrows and a dagger, wearing incredibly cool-looking torn silks with designs on, but Cypress does not have a spear or wear a loincloth.  And his hair is not a wig."

2014-08-01 20:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Oooo. Now I want to meet Ice. She sounds pretty cool."

She may also want to see if Cypress is willing to share, because running around everywhere with weaponry sounds super hot.

2014-08-01 20:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"She's really cool.  She's a witch, I think Cypress's sister decided to pretend to be a witch."

2014-08-01 20:52 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah grins.

"Smart other me. Bet she's fucked some witches, I bet she'll let me share. Also, me in torn looking silks, I want to see, it sounds sweeeeet."

2014-08-01 20:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"When Ice comes back through here maybe she will call her sister-in-law over to say hi."

2014-08-01 20:55 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Eeeeeee. Eeeee! That sounds fun, I like this multiverse thing."

2014-08-01 20:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




"Oh, me too, it's awesome."

2014-08-01 20:57 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"And I'm pretty sure Darren's excited. Be prepared for him to talk your ear off about - magic things."

2014-08-01 20:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Well, that will be new and exciting and completely unwelcome."

2014-08-01 20:59 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Really? Well, darn, I guess you'd better break up, huh?"

2014-08-01 21:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Oh, I was thinking I'd become a bitter henpecking nag."

2014-08-01 21:0 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"That works! If you let Darren wear wizard robes and a fake beard, I bet he'd let you."Edited   2014-08-01 21:01 (UTC)


2014-08-01 21:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"But if I go around letting him do things then my bitter henpecking nag status will be called into serious question!"

2014-08-01 21:2 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Oh, of course, we can't have that. You'd have to wear the robes and beard, then."

2014-08-01 21:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Pass.  Well, you could sell me on robes, but not a beard."

2014-08-01 21:4 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"The robes might not be enough. I'm not sure. How do you feel about pointy hats?"

2014-08-01 21:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Pointy hats are okay by me."

2014-08-01 21:5 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"I deem your relationship all right. You'll be fine."

2014-08-01 21:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"What a relief."

2014-08-01 21:6 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"I know you were concerned. It's okay, I'm here to tell you it's all okay."Edited   2014-08-01 21:09 (UTC)


2014-08-01 21:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I was waiting with bated breath for your assurances.  Without them I would surely have been lost."

2014-08-01 21:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Yeah, that's how most people are about me. It's a wonder the world hasn't collapsed upon itself yet."

2014-08-01 21:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Well, now there are several of you and you can pick up each other's slack!"

2014-08-01 21:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that




"Hmmm. Eeeeh, too much work. Can't I just leave it to you and my brother?"

2014-08-01 21:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Yes, I suppose you can."

2014-08-01 21:11 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Okay, consider it done. Do my bidding, peon."

2014-08-01 21:12 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Whoa there.  My alts include a queen and an empress and a goddess's right hand and all you have is one prince and some proles, cool the 'peon' talk."

2014-08-01 21:13 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Awwww. You make me sad."

2014-08-01 21:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"At least I'm not calling you a peon.  As far as you know.  To your face."

2014-08-01 21:14 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of awkward




"Are you calling me one behind my back?"

2014-08-01 21:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You'll never know for sure."

2014-08-01 21:16 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"Pffff. Okay."

2014-08-01 21:17 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




And with that, Ice comes back, unaccompanied by any Lynns or four-year-olds.  "Hi, you must be Savannah.  Hi, Phix.  I didn't spot Prime while I was in his world.  I can get my husband, though, and he can scry for whoever's after you."

2014-08-01 21:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Thanks."

2014-08-01 21:19 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Ice talks to her wedding ring.

"Sweetie?"

2014-08-01 21:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yeeees, love of my life?"

2014-08-01 21:20 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Medallion Zeviana is here to give your scrying something to grab onto tracking down whoever's been giving Phix problems.  Can you pop into Pantheon?"

2014-08-01 21:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I can! Give me a minute."

A minute later: there is Cypress.

2014-08-01 21:24 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"... Wow, white hair! And it's doing the Fabio thing. That's a thing I never thought my brother would ever do!"

2014-08-01 21:25 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Ice ruffles her husband's hair.

2014-08-01 21:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I told you about the white hair!  Anyway, turn into scary torture people so he can see if that works."

2014-08-01 21:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress snorts at the commentary and hair ruffling, and kisses his wife's forehead. Because he can.

2014-08-01 21:27 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"I mean, yeah, but - it's different seeing it instead of hearing it talked about. The length, is mostly what surprised me."

And then she shifts to being one of the scary torture people - the person that was in charge, in fact.

2014-08-01 21:28 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I like to feel pretty," drawls Cypress. He gets to scrying. It mostly just involves staring off into space in silence.

2014-08-01 21:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Way better than that







Savannah waves a hand in front of his face, amused.

2014-08-01 21:30 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




Ice raises an eyebrow at Savannah.

2014-08-01 21:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"By the way, Savannah wants to meet your sister-in-law."

2014-08-01 21:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure, I'll let Zeviana know."

2014-08-01 21:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Eeeee, I'm excited, is she fun? I bet she's fun!"

2014-08-01 21:33 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'm sure you will think so."

2014-08-01 21:34 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"Does she have a harem? Of witches? Is there a harem of witches?"

2014-08-01 21:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"She has at least one witch girlfriend but I don't keep close tabs."

2014-08-01 21:37 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"And I bet she'll share, eeeeeee!"

2014-08-01 21:38 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I'm sure she'll share, she was recently observed getting a Pantheon hotel room for three days to spend time with said witch girlfriend and your eldest alt."

2014-08-01 21:39 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Fuck yes, damn, I missed that, that would have been so great!"

2014-08-01 21:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"That's what you get for not getting out of high school early and having to wait until weekends to do things."

2014-08-01 21:41 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"I didn't have the grades for it! I regret all of the unfinished homework, now! Auuuugh!"

2014-08-01 21:43 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Well, it's the weekend in Medallion now, right?  I'll call Zeviana as long as Adarin's scrying."  Mirror, mirror, in the bag, interworld conversations with no lag.

2014-08-01 21:45 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"You rang?"

2014-08-01 21:49 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Your highschooler winged deer alt is eager to meet you."

2014-08-01 21:50 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"I bet she is the prettiest winged deer."

2014-08-01 21:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




"I totally am!"

2014-08-01 21:52 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"I cannot vouch.  She is currently in the form of a middle-aged man who tortured Phix, so that your brother can use her as a pivot point for scrying.  But I told her I'd tell you she wants to hang out."

2014-08-01 21:53 (UTC)









headunbowed: g. Sly




"Of course I do. She has shapeshifting?" wonders Zeviana.Edited   2014-08-01 21:55 (UTC)


2014-08-01 21:55 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Winged deer do that in Medallion, if they want to eat humans' hearts.  This particular human was torturing Phix, so I'm not inclined to mourn."

2014-08-01 21:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Ooo, useful. Yeah, no mourning here, either."

2014-08-01 21:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Nor me," mutters Phix, who hasn't looked directly at Savannah since she shifted.

2014-08-01 21:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Found him," pronounces Cypress. "He seems to be drinking tea. Medallions mean something to you, right? He's wearing one."

2014-08-01 22:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"What's the picture on it?"

2014-08-01 22:5 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




Ice hangs up on Zeviana so he can use the mirror to show Phix the results.

2014-08-01 22:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Cypress smiles a little at this, and then uses it to do so.

Is that a dragon? Oh yes, it's a dragon.

2014-08-01 22:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Aaaaand there's a dragon after me.  Fucking great.  Do you know how to deal with dragons?"

2014-08-01 22:7 (UTC)









dark_light: m ~ frowny




"Even if we assume all that means is 'large, possibly firebreathing, flying reptile' I am... not sure I'd like to try it."

2014-08-01 22:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Not without knowing more," agrees Cypress.

2014-08-01 22:9 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"... Can't we assassinate him with magic or something?"

2014-08-01 22:9 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I mean, I can do a death spell?  But I don't know if it'd work on a dragon.  I suppose I could ask Mrs. Adams to hang out in Chamomile and ask the alethiometer if it would work on her, but I'm not sure how consistent the effects would be between critter types, and the death spell could easily have different effects depending on whether the target has a daemon or not, which I can't check by alethiometer at all."

2014-08-01 22:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"My brand of magical assassination also has flaws. For example, I can't do it from the safety and comfort of your apartment, it's - near impossible to make a shield that far away and get the aim correct. As in, I doubt even Prime could manage it."

2014-08-01 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"So - I'll try a death spell if you want me to, but I can't guarantee it, and it also would mean that you wouldn't know why he's after you."

2014-08-01 22:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Sphinxes and dragons had a huge war a long time ago, but I was so totally not involved, on account of not having been born..."

2014-08-01 22:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"... Ugh. That's an idiotic reason for - all of this."

2014-08-01 22:20 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: On my to-do list




"Yup. Kind of terrible."

2014-08-01 22:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Savannah, can you stop being that guy now?"

2014-08-01 22:22 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Well that's definitely a thing




"Mm? Oh, right, sorry."

She stops being that guy.

2014-08-01 22:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Thanks."

2014-08-01 22:23 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Informative




"Anytime. And now I never have to be that guy again, yay."

2014-08-01 22:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)






"Well, you can resurrect critters, right?" Phix asks Ice.  "And you don't think that would be likely to vary critter to critter?"

2014-08-01 22:27 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"The adorable little bugbear worked fine, and there is no valid magical reason for it to vary between kinds of critters or depend on whether you have medallions or not," says Ice.  "So - hold off on the death spell unless he tries to kill you again?"

2014-08-01 22:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  And I want my mom back, but - there's nowhere to put her right now even if we weren't suffering from a case of racist dragons."  She sighs.  "Cypress, can you get me the dragon's - address?  Phone number?  In case I have a fit of optimism and decide to try diplomacy."

2014-08-01 22:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Let me try and figure out how to aim it at an address..." murmurs Cypress, and he gets the far off look in his eyes again.

2014-08-01 22:30 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Kind of how it works




"Your magic really isn't showy," declares Savannah.

2014-08-01 22:31 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It can be," says Cypress absently. "I am just not a typically showy person."

2014-08-01 22:32 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




Ice pets him.

2014-08-01 22:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress smiles a bit. "Got an address, I have no idea how to manage a phone number, sorry." He then rattles off the address.

2014-08-01 22:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




Phix writes it down.  "If I knew more about what dragons can do I'd be more encouraging of taking risks with approaching him and trying to get a surrender or capture, but - I have no idea," she sighs.  "So - I don't know.  I'll talk to Darren."

2014-08-01 22:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I mean, if it attacks you we can probably figure out a way to collectively defend you."

2014-08-01 22:38 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah, if another rescue mission is called for I'll definitely have Darren call in the cavalry, but - I mean, last time Savannah and Darren took out a bunch of his hirelings and we torched his warehouse and I got away and he didn't find any other sphinxes.  Maybe he has given up."

2014-08-01 22:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... In my experience, idiotic people that are after someone for stupid reasons don't give up very easily," sighs Cypress. "But perhaps you'll be luckier than I."Edited   2014-08-01 22:41 (UTC)


2014-08-01 22:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Maybe he's out of scary biddable monsters," snorts Phix.  "Maybe he's out of money.  Maybe he's going to kill me next time and Ice will have to fetch me back, but on the other hand maybe he's got half a dozen dragon friends and if she kills him they'll work harder than he was ever going to to hurt me."

2014-08-01 22:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"I can get you a mirror so you can call for backup at any time?"

2014-08-01 22:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yes please."

2014-08-01 22:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He nods. "Possibly also a - back up plan, I doubt he can traverse the planes, so... Either I or Prime could teleport you away."

2014-08-01 22:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"That would be appreciated.  I could happily go the rest of eternity without being declawed again."

2014-08-01 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Cypress winces.

2014-08-01 22:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Not the type for mercy




"We killed them," assures Savannah. "If they try it again, it'll be worse this time. For them."

2014-08-01 22:49 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Thanks."

2014-08-01 22:50 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: No shit




"Anytime. I've got your back."

2014-08-01 22:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Thanks," Phix repeats.  "I guess I'm going home now."

2014-08-01 22:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Cypress nods. "I'll make some tiny, easily concealable wearable things. Any requests for what they are? They just have to be reflective."Edited   2014-08-01 22:54 (UTC)


2014-08-01 22:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I wear my luck charm in my hair, because my hair stays put when I shift.  A necklace could do the same thing, or a sufficiently elastic," she turns one hand into a paw, "bracelet.  Ice can probably substitute for me aesthetics-wise."

2014-08-01 22:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"And I'll substitute for Max. What things stay when he shifts?"

2014-08-01 22:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Uh - not much.  And his wrists and ankles get smaller, not bigger, delicate little deer feet...  He can still keep a necklace, though."

2014-08-01 22:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Delicate little deer feet," snorts Cypress. "I'll go with the necklace."

2014-08-01 23:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"He's a pertyon, he's supposed to have delicate little deer feet.  On which to prance."

2014-08-01 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress snickers. "Does he actually prance?"

2014-08-01 23:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"He has done.  I have been promised access to the pictures next time I'm near the photo album."

2014-08-01 23:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... He's not letting you show other people, is he."

2014-08-01 23:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"No.  It took me this long to get permission for myself!"

2014-08-01 23:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I must remind myself - I am against the invasion of privacy with immoral scrying. Love, I'm against that sort of thing, even when it's for something as innocuous as adorable pictures. Don't let me do it."

2014-08-01 23:5 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Of course not.  Use your detailed knowledge of your target's psyche to obtain consent first."

2014-08-01 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"I love you."

2014-08-01 23:7 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"I love you too."

2014-08-01 23:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Awwwww."

2014-08-01 23:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"We are cute and flaunty."

2014-08-01 23:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Both of those things."

2014-08-01 23:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"It's super adorable. Carry on."

2014-08-01 23:10 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Will do."  Ice accounts for all of her possessions and heads for the Chamomile portal.

2014-08-01 23:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Thanks," says Phix to Cypress, and she goes back to Medallion to wait for Darren to get home so he can be apprised of the situation.

2014-08-01 23:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You're welcome," says Cypress, and he follows his wife to their home.

2014-08-01 23:15 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Okay that was funny




Savannah does not head back to Medallion - she is going to meet her alt. They will be doing things. Glorious things. Hey, she's eighteen, it's legal now.

2014-08-01 23:16 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




And a few hours later - Darren is home!

"Hey," he says, brightly.

2014-08-01 23:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Hi.  Savannah showed up and Cypress used her to get a look at Mr. Racist Against Sphinxes.  He is a dragon.  I have his address.  Ice will attempt to kill him at range for me if I ask, but I haven't yet."

2014-08-01 23:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Yikes. A dragon? Um, okay then. That - all works."

And then he goes and hugs his girlfriend.

2014-08-01 23:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Hug.

"She's not sure the death spell would work and even if it did I wouldn't know why," she mumbles into Darren's shoulder.

2014-08-01 23:19 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah," he sighs. "Is there - do they have magical protection things, more than what we already got?"

2014-08-01 23:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I think we got the full arsenal."

2014-08-01 23:20 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"That's something, then."

Snuggle. Snuggle snuggle snuggle.

(He does not want her snatched out of his lap again.)

2014-08-01 23:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




She does not want to be snatched either.  She wants to snuggle him for a really long time, and then do other things without any intervening snatching, and then snuggle him again.

2014-08-01 23:22 (UTC)





Daevinity

Filtration





ask_nicely: m. That desperate




The far east side's filtration system's air duct is broken. There is a hole in it, leaking out into space. It's not the only one of its kind, but it is the latest. There are summoners already working to fix it. Adana wouldn't be much help. She keeps tabs on it, though - and she does the math in her head. After quite a lot of math, she realizes that with how much oxygen has already been lost, and with the cap on how much their hydroponics can produce...

Shuttles aren't due for another two months. There have been petitions for them to show up sooner, with supplies and extra O2 containers and places for refugees.  They have been denied. Favoritism towards one colony over another would breach international treaties of fairness. Without it, they will probably reach the point where they don't have enough oxygen to support everyone. In such an event, administration might be forced to pick a district to - to stop breathing.  Respectfully, with a thousand apologies, with all of their last wishes followed and all children evacuated from the area. The resulting casualties would be heroes. But dead they would be.

This is unacceptable.

Adana's a summoner, she does not have to stand for this. Fairies would be completely useless in the situation, and every summoner and their mother is summoning an angel to convert unnecessary items into plants or oxygen. She hopes it will be enough, she honestly does, but she's done more math and doesn't consider the percentage of it working high enough.

But there is another thing she could summon. Something that could just make air, or better yet - a space station or lunar colony that isn't lacking in as much funding as her pathetically run-down home of Bartalamos. She finds design specs from the space station Harmony, tweaks them a bit to shove aside the focus on 'science' and more on 'habitation' and adds lots and lots of places for hydroponics. She checks it over, twice, deems it to be better than Bartalamos, and then - then she is going to summon a demon.

Demons have a certain reputation about what they will trade their abilities for.  To put it succinctly: a person's soul, or - certain sexual favors. Adana isn't sure if the soul thing is even possible, but she is not going to take the warnings lightly. She locks herself in her room with her specs and hammers out which is a better option: getting raped or losing her soul or possibly both, or hundreds of deaths.

Not a difficult choice.

She draws up the summoning circle shortly after, hands shaking.  She is thinking of how to bind the demon to not speak unless it's about the contract, but then there's an announcement over the comm.  It is about how every person on this colony has a duty to their fellows, and that if in the event that there must be a - Adana can't help but call it a slaughter - to save the lives of everyone else on the station... Then that is their duty, and they will be remembered.

Adana skips trying to bind what the demon says.  She hasn't summoned a demon before and hasn't needed to with the angels or the fairies she's kept to, and looking it up would waste valuable time. If she's tempted out of her soul, fine, it's worth it, she'll give it up in a heartbeat if it means someone's mother or brother or uncle can keep living. She is careful about making sure the daeva can't get out or do anything that is not part of a contract they set. Nothing that she cannot get legally, nothing that is not hers - other lists.  Other things, that she can't give up, that go into every summon.

(There is no clause that says, 'You cannot demand I have sex with you' or 'You cannot demand my soul' - Adana doesn't dare, not when the demon might say no.)

She finishes the circle.  Then, shivering - she sends out the call to summons.

2014-05-30 19:58









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam nabs summons when he can.  Sometimes he doesn't catch them in time - he's asleep or distracted and the summoner gets a different demon, or maybe thinks better of the idea - but on this particular occasion all he's doing is reading (physics, useful stuff).  Maybe he'll get to do something worthwhile today.  There are advantages to existing in the sideways sort of utopia that he calls home, but the availability of meaningful occupations isn't one.

He shuts his book and lets the summon catch him.

The first surprise is that this is a sloppy job.  This summoner is lucky they got him and not any of a dozen demons he can think of who consider humans fun to scare.  Or maim.

The second surprise is that it's a sufficiently sloppy job that they're letting him talk, and that's nice surprise.

He turns a pleased smile on the pretty demon-summoner.  "Hi!  I'm Cam.  How can I help you?"

He flexes his wings - they're dusk-blue, and match his barbed tail, which was added almost out of whim some ninety-five years ago.  The wings are unimpeded by a shirt, and the tail has plenty of freedom of movement over low-slung exquisitely fitted jeans in just the same color.Edited   2014-05-31 00:45 (UTC)


2014-05-31 00:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




Absurdly, the pretty demon-summoner is distracted by his lack of shirt. She's not dead, Adana is pretty sure she would have to be dead to not be distracted by shirtless hot demon guy.

Then another warning blares and she remembers why shirtless hot demon guy is in her living room.

"Can you," she says, "make any of the following; new oxygen filtration system, enough plants to keep a lunar colony from suffocating for at least two months, or a space station, complete with shuttles, to evacuate refugees from a lunar colony into?"

2014-05-31 00:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"In order - presumably, yes, aaand - given blueprints or a couple weeks," says Cam, "no problem.  Plants are easiest of those in terms of what I'd need template-wise to go off, since I've done plants before, but maybe too slow in the quantity you're looking for if the alarm's going off already.  They'd be one at a time."Edited   2014-05-31 00:52 (UTC)


2014-05-31 00:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana has schematics.  She produces them. "Would these do? Space station is the best bet, this place is a shoddy nightmare. You're absolutely right about the plants but I am not in the situation to be picky."

2014-05-31 00:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




Cam looks at them.  "Looks good - I'll have to make one of the shuttles first and putter out to where you want the station put, though, I can't make things from miles away and I don't think you want to wait for me to flap a million miles."

2014-05-31 00:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Again, absolutely right," she agrees. "I'm not picky on where the station goes aside from 'in a stable orbit around Earth' and 'not going to hit anything or screw up any satellites.'"

2014-05-31 00:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'm not possessed of an up to date map of what-all space debris there is to avoid these days; do you have a candidate spot picked out or d'you mean for me to guess?"

2014-05-31 00:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Several spots picked out, I have made charts." She produces the charts, and shows them. She points at the closest one. "Any is fine, that one one's closest but I like to have options. In case for some unknown reason the closest available location offends you."

2014-05-31 01:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I'm pretty easygoing about where I construct space stations.  All right, so, shuttle, fly thisaway, build that thing, populate with shuttles, that's the plan?"

2014-05-31 01:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Essentially."

She doesn't ask what his price is.  Adana has decided in advance that it doesn't matter, and she is not going to give herself a chance to back out by listening to whatever he wants as payment. He is not allowed to demand her life, he's not allowed to demand she hurts someone or steals property.  So it's only her, that will be hurt.

2014-05-31 01:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Done," he says, with sufficient finality that the circle ceases to confine him; he stretches a wing past its border.  "All right, where's my takeoff point and are you coming along?"

2014-05-31 01:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Yes, I'll show you there and go with you to see if there's any essentials I didn't think of that you could provide."

2014-05-31 01:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Okay then."  He steps out, tilts his head, waits to be shown the way.  "Do you know how to fly the kind in the blueprint or should I make the first one something I know how to handle?"

2014-05-31 01:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




She starts showing the way. "No idea how to fly it.  Something you know how to handle, please. I have no issue with you flying it, as long as you do not pilot us into something that would kill me or other people. Or maim anyone or... Cause other people harm."

There are colonists, on the way to the shuttle bay. They stare when they see her and her daeva summon.  But she is obviously a summoner, obviously not wasting time with them, obviously business-like and possibly likely to unleash demonic wrath on anyone who crosses her. Staring is all they get, people make way for them out of fear. That is perfectly fine with Adana.

2014-05-31 01:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




Cam doesn't pay them any attention either.  "Right then, console straight out of a thirty-year-old video game it is.  I'm not going to crash the thing.  Well, on purpose, anyhow."

2014-05-31 01:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"That's fine. Whatever works to get us to where we need to go."

They reach the shuttle bay. There are shuttle shaped spots ostensibly for shuttles, but none are present. Those are long gone.

2014-05-31 01:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Minimal commentary preferred?  Here I thought I might have landed in a circle without a gag order because you cared to chat, but no."  He flips through the blueprints to the part with shuttles on it and sets about constructing one.

He's making modifications, mapping the inputs for the vehicle's various behaviors onto a set of buttons that he did in fact learn to operate out of an old video game.  The mapping's close enough; there are features that aren't covered but he doesn't expect to need them and he can always flip up the panel to reveal standard controls under it if he wants them.

He hops into the pilot's seat when he's through; it took about a minute and a half given the adjustments.

"I imagine you'll have to direct me to the exit and calm down whatever passes for air traffic control."

2014-05-31 01:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"It's not that I don't want to chat.  It's that there are several hundreds of lives at stake and I would like to save them as quickly as possible. If you want to add commentary, feel free."

She sits in the co-pilot's seat. It has comm access - she directs Cam to the exit, and then tells the people in charge of this sort of thing that she is a summoner.  Yes, a summoner, yes she just summoned a demon, no she will not cause trouble with him (they call Cam an 'it' several times but she is very insistent that he is male) and here is the identification number for her summoning license. They are cleared to go in record time.

2014-05-31 01:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"In a hurry, but not too much of a hurry to make pointed remarks about my gender to third parties, understood."

He drives them out of the shuttle bay and up into the sky.  "You need a license to summon now?  Somehow I missed that.  Do they make you take a certifying exam?  Pay fifty lunamarks?"

2014-05-31 01:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"You do, here at least. Some countries will let you get away without one, but Bartalamos doesn't.  Eighteen's the minimum age, you have to take a test, and there's a fee to pay.  It's pretty annoying, actually."

2014-05-31 01:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Man, I remember when it was completely unregulated because the only people who knew about it were the ones who were into it personally."

Zoom!  He inputs the coordinates for their target destination after he breaks lunar orbit.

2014-05-31 01:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I think it's better that there are more summoners running around now, but yeah, it has some downsides.  You should have seen me when I was fifteen and impatient, I kept wheedling my dad to move us to a place where I could practice before I was eighteen."

2014-05-31 01:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"So you were very excited about summoning demons to fly you around in shuttles and build you space stations, huh?"

2014-05-31 01:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She laughs, a little. "Not demons, you're the first one I've summoned. I was in a bit of a rush, pardon the terrible circle, please. I was excited about magic in general. Still am, actually."Edited   2014-05-31 01:44 (UTC)


2014-05-31 01:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Oh, is that why the terrible circle.  It's pardoned, it made my week, usually all I get to say is 'yes, summoner' or 'no, summoner', they don't even include an option for 'close but no cigar, summoner' or 'go fuck yourself, summoner'."

2014-05-31 01:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




That makes her giggle. "What in Sol did they ask you to do that made you want to reply with that last one?"

2014-05-31 01:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Oh, people want demons for all kinds of icky things, we get much weirder assignments than I'm led to believe angels do, although perhaps less idiosyncratic than fairies.  I'm glad most of us don't know how to make pocket nukes, because there's some who wouldn't blink at it."

2014-05-31 01:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Pause.  Head tilt. "I'm - not surprised that there are summoners who would ask for icky things, but I'm pleasantly surprised that you don't approve of it."

Also very suspicious.

2014-05-31 01:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Demons vary, summoner."

2014-05-31 01:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Well, I'm sorry, but I've never summoned a demon before, and since you're usually constrained to two phrases it's not like there's much information on personality traits."

2014-05-31 01:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"So far no one's come up with a way to prevent me from rolling my eyes, which is something, although 'no talking' does apply to sign language including various rude gestures."

2014-05-31 01:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"... Okay, I know why the rule of no talking is in place, because apparently you can steal my soul, but I'm imagining you flipping someone the bird and stealing their soul that way and it's morbidly hilarious."

2014-05-31 02:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"How apparent is my ability to steal your soul?  Have you ever met someone claiming to be missing theirs?"

2014-05-31 02:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I thought they were the ones to teach in law school."

2014-05-31 02:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"People still make lawyer jokes, huh?"

2014-05-31 02:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She giggles. "Yeah. I'm a bit old-fashioned. Happens when you hang out with angels half of the time."

2014-05-31 02:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I'm not going to steal your soul, anyway.  I don't collect them.  Nobody I'm friends with thinks it's fun."

2014-05-31 02:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I hope that's not the only thing keeping you from stealing people's souls," Adana says archly. "I hear they need those."

2014-05-31 02:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Enh, they could always be lawyers.  Does lawyering still pay well or do they need soul-requiring second jobs as short order cooks?"

2014-05-31 02:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"It still pays well. So they could get by, somehow."

2014-05-31 02:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"There you go, souls nonessential for - keeping body and soul together.  So to speak."

2014-05-31 02:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I hear money doesn't buy happiness, so they could end up miserable because they really wanted to be a short order cook."

2014-05-31 02:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It's true!  So only law students should summon the soul-stealing kind of demon."

2014-05-31 02:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"And only if they are really sure that they want to be lawyers for the rest of their lives."

Pause.  She can't help it, she's - he seems so nice, maybe the standard payment method is just a terrible rumor, she doesn't know.

".... I um.  I do have to ask - what sort of - thing would you like me to pay you, um, with?"

Her body language has changed entirely from 'friendly summoner with a sense of humor' to 'please do not touch me.'

2014-05-31 02:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"...Oh, damn, I'm - okay I have no practice managing the stereotype because usually no one lets me talk, but in addition to not a soul-stealer, also not a rapist, okay?  Calm down.  I mean, those exist, they're commoner than the ones who will solicit souls, but I'm not one."

2014-05-31 02:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




She relaxes, a bit. "Okay, I was - hoping but not really willing to bet on it. Sorry for - believing the stereotype, thank you for not being a rapist."

She shivers, a little. "I am very glad you are not a rapist."

2014-05-31 02:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"You're insanely lucky you got me, actually."

2014-05-31 02:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Yes," she agrees. "But I knew the risks.  Lives are kind of more important."

2014-05-31 02:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"And you were in too much of a hurry to go through a few summons to find a helpful demon, I guess."

2014-05-31 02:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Before I met you I didn't know that there were any helpful demons to be found," points out Adara. "Rampant stereotypes, and all."

2014-05-31 02:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"We are much maligned in the press," he sighs.  "Okay, here we are."

He parks the shuttle in orbit around the Earth in her choice of spot.  He picks up the blueprints and peers at them.  He makes the shuttle bay, complete with shuttles, around them, and when it's made and sealed and full of air he pops the cockpit and hops out and walks down a hall that comes to exist in front of him.  It leaks air, but he's faster than the vacuum and it looks dramatic and it's fun to walk down a corridor towards empty star-spangled space that's filled with more hallway just slightly before he steps into it every moment.

The summoner's welcome to follow him if she likes.

2014-05-31 02:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She will follow him!  Because she is curious, and this will be her space station, so she might as well be there for its creation. Besides, it is quite dramatic and she is trying not to make an 'eeeee' sound at it.Edited   2014-05-31 02:34 (UTC)


2014-05-31 02:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




The main corridor around the ring of the station takes about fifteen minutes.  He makes another circuit after that, opening doors to the left and right to add details like the 'ponics bay and air filters.  And tasteful wallpaper.

"Is mini-gravity good enough for you or do you want me to put a mini black hole in the middle?"

2014-05-31 02:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"... Is that particularly safe? If it is - gravity would be excellent."

2014-05-31 02:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I have one under my house," he says.  "I mean, it can't exactly kill me, but it hasn't even tried very hard.  I can give you the fancy setup with the magnets and you can use it for garbage disposal."

2014-05-31 02:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Okay," she agrees. "Safe for regular very mortal people, please, I like living."

2014-05-31 02:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Believe me," says Cam, "I understand.  You want Luna gravity or Earth or something else?"

2014-05-31 02:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Luna gravity, please - though if you can vary it, I might want to try and make recreational areas for both. People will be living here, after all.  It should be a nice place to live."

2014-05-31 02:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Not via black hole, I can't, it's going to be one mass fits all - I guess I could nudge it a little closer to part of the ring, but not by much and not by enough to make the severalfold difference.  Somebody who knows more engineering than I currently do would have to invent properly science-fictional artificial gravity first, then I could copy it."

2014-05-31 02:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Then Luna gravity, it's what we're used to. It's been years since I've been in Earth gravity, I think I would have trouble just walking in it."

2014-05-31 02:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Ah, it's not so bad, that's what my little black hole does for my house is one gee.  You'd get used to it.  But Luna it is."  And he lets himself out an airlock, replacing whooshed-away air, and makes a magnet setup and places a very tiny black hole in the middle.

And lo, there was gravity.

He flies on rapidly conjured air back to the airlock and lets himself back in.

2014-05-31 02:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She grins at him, happy to have gravity back. "Thank you!  Now I feel at home to prance and twirl."

She demonstrates.  It is both prancy, and twirly. Also adorable.Edited   2014-05-31 02:53 (UTC)


2014-05-31 02:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam laughs.

"You want plants in your 'ponics?  Swimming pool in the rec room?  Carpeting?" he inquires.Edited   2014-05-31 02:54 (UTC)


2014-05-31 02:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yes to all of those!  As long as the carpeting is not tacky."

2014-05-31 02:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I have excellent taste."  He strolls with bouncy Luna-gravity steps towards the 'ponics, laying down soft navy-blue pile with subtle green vine patterns down behind him.

2014-05-31 02:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




This was the best 'stupid selfless' (as her brother would put it) idea that she has ever had.  The best. Really stupid and partially suicidal and it maybe almost got her raped, but still.  It counts.

"... I realize now that I haven't told you my name!  I'm terribly sorry, I'm Adana.  Adana Sanders!  Thank you for being wonderfully helpful!"

2014-05-31 02:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Pleased to meet you," he says with a little wing-sweepy bow as he starts to stalk up and down the rows in the 'ponics with sprouts of various things following in his wake.  "I'm Cam, I believe I mentioned."

2014-05-31 03:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"You have! Nice to meet you, too."

2014-05-31 03:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Remember me for all of your demonic needs."

2014-05-31 03:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles.

Then she realizes what is happening and wonders if there was another reason that demons are typically confined to two phrases. That's a bit of a terrifying thought. He could be lying and trying to persuade her to take off the summon's constraints.

Adana quietly decides that she will not do that. Even if he is being really helpful and is cute and shirtless and everything, he still gets to keep the constraints.  They're not unfair, he can still talk.

Her face doesn't flicker in the slightest while she comes to this conclusion.

"Sure!" she agrees.

2014-05-31 03:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I don't get summoned often enough, there's not much to do in Hell besides socialize and fly around and read and throw parts of my house into my black hole so I can replace 'em.  All of these are fine activities but they aren't the sort of meaningful I like best."  Plants plants plants plants.  Many kinds.  Labels accompany them: potatoes wheat tomatoes broccoli kale corn zucchini rosemary arugula -

2014-05-31 03:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Entire parts of your house?  Just pick up a living room and throw it into a black hole?"

2014-05-31 03:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I can't, actually, pick up a whole living room.  Some demons go in for enough body modification to be able to do that kind of thing but in my case it's more chainsaw it to bits a wall at a time and feed the bits to the pinhole and sweep up the debris and then I get to make a new one.  I usually have a few layers of different sorts of wall treatment on a room before I get that bored with it, though.  When my black hole gets inconveniently big I'm going to chuck the whole house at it and start again from a higher orbit."

2014-05-31 03:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"That sounds kind of strange, but also fun! Though it must be a pain to constantly destroy things you make."Edited   2014-05-31 03:21 (UTC)


2014-05-31 03:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, the angels have one up on us for recycling.  Hell rejoiced when the black hole was discovered.  Incineration was the previous state of the art for decluttering.  We're not pyromaniacs, we just don't want to have to abandon cities under heap of used crap every few decades.  Although it's not like we have to wreck stuff, we could in theory even use human reclamation methods for the relatively garden-variety creations, just - it doesn't stay useful indefinitely and who wants to bother with a compost heap when you can just make perfect plants without the fertilizer step?"

2014-05-31 03:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Incineration? That explains the fire stories. I hope you don't throw actual people into them? Or souls?"

2014-05-31 03:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"There are still a few traditional lakes of fire.  They are empty of humans and human metaphysical parts."

2014-05-31 03:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Also demons, angels, fairies, and their assorted metaphysical parts. I consider more than just humans people, I am a responsible summoner. Except when I freak out and make a terrible circle to summon a demon because I do not want people to die.  Which reminds me! Have you made the comm, yet?"

2014-05-31 03:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"We can't really get visitors, there's no way to get an angel or a fairy into Hell.  You guys get all the hosting privileges.  No way to get a human into Hell either.  If the comm was in your blueprints it is made -"  He flips through the blueprints.  "Yeah, all set."Edited   2014-05-31 03:33 (UTC)


2014-05-31 03:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Then I will go let Bartalamos know that I have a space station and will accept refugees and that they should be made aware of this fact."

Prance, prance, off she goes to do that. Cam is welcome to watch, or keep making the space station. Up to him.Edited   2014-05-31 03:38 (UTC)


2014-05-31 03:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam leaves off plantmaking to follow her in case she needs anything made.

2014-05-31 03:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Hello," she singsongs to the comm. "This is the summoner Adana Sanders, calling the Lunar colony of Bartalamos, identification 842-B89-120. I have summoned a demon and he is in the process of making a space station.  Please hold off on sacrificing people to save oxygen, I will have a retinue of shuttles made to allow refugees into my space station." Because it is hers, legally.  Magic being well known has perks. "Yes, it is perfectly safe - what, did you not mean the station? Oh. He is a him and would like you to respect his life choices. Mhm. Yes, I do know what I'm doing. Yes, you may, but only after he's done. Thank you, have a lovely day!"

She is having an absurd amount of fun with this. Absolutely absurd. She is possibly going to have something horrific happen to her sometime in the future due to demon, but she has probably just saved hundreds of people, so she doesn't care.  For now, anyway.Edited   2014-05-31 03:47 (UTC)


2014-05-31 03:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I don't care all that much if some random moon people respect my life choices," Cam remarks.  "Are you going to want me to fly you back to the Moon in one of the shuttles so you can pick up a human pilot and so on and so on?"

2014-05-31 03:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"It still seems terribly rude!" declares Adana. "And yes, I will - but space station first, please. They need time to organize anyway, I just threw a wrench into their spreadsheets. Poor dears."

2014-05-31 03:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I'll go finish your 'ponics, unless you've got a higher priority, then."

2014-05-31 03:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Nope! Hydroponics is fine. Thank you for being helpful!"

2014-05-31 03:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"You're welcome!  Thank you for allowing me to participate in fixing things up nice for several hundred people."

Back he goes to plant plants.  Plant plant plant.

2014-05-31 03:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Anytime!"

Plop.  Adana goes into a chair once he departs.

She checks to see if her hand is shaking. The answer is yes.  Yes it is. It's not like she's done this sort of thing before, she is kind of frightened. If things go well, if they go exactly as planned - she will be directly responsible for the health and well-being of several hundred people. Which is kind of scary, because if she screws it up, people die.  And, of course, if things go terribly, she will be any combination of raped, soul-sucked, dead, or get lots of other people killed.

No pressure, or anything.Edited   2014-05-31 03:57 (UTC)


2014-05-31 03:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Eventually Cam is done with the plants - he's just doing sprouts because there's plenty of air and full tanks of surplus oxygen to start everything off.  He swings by the reactor and tops off the fuel, makes sure the water system is full, finishes the carpeting, puts a little basic furniture in all the living quarters -

and then goes looking for Adana again.

2014-05-31 04:0 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She is still in the comm room, typing up a list of people she needs to hire in order to run a space station. She has decided that her brother gets to be in charge of security, because once he finds out about this, there will be no stopping him from it anyway, might as well make it official.  She will need PR people and cooks and janitors and gardeners and doctors and possibly scientists and - any number of things she hasn't thought of.

"Hi," she says, still typing. "I realized that I will need people to keep this station afloat, I am trying to get a list of who is necessary and work from there."

2014-05-31 04:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I cannot make you people.  Anything else you do want made?"

2014-05-31 04:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I was not expecting you to make me people!  That would have worrying ethical problems. Uhh - aside from the shuttles, nothing I can think of."

2014-05-31 04:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"How many shuttles you want?"

2014-05-31 04:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Hmm.  Let me do some math, hold on."

Math math math math.

"Twelve, please!"

2014-05-31 04:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"One dozen on top of videogame-controls shuttle, coming right up."  Off he goes, tail swishing.

2014-05-31 04:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She giggles. "Thank you!"

Adana goes back to her list.  She does more math, to figure out how many of each job she will need to keep several hundred people safe, well-fed, clean, and happy.

2014-05-31 04:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam places twelve neatly arranged identical shuttles with non-videogame controls in the bay, and then he goes back to the comm room.

2014-05-31 04:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana smiles at him, when he comes in. "All done?"

2014-05-31 04:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Unless you have more stuff you want made."

2014-05-31 04:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You know the minute after I say, 'Nope, go be free' is when I will think of a ton of great things for you to add. Right now, I can only think of an array of computers for my employees to use."

2014-05-31 04:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I can do computers, but if you want particularly recent models you will need to be more specific.  And tell me where you want 'em.  You can always resummon me if you think of a new shopping list."

2014-05-31 04:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"True," she agrees.  She doesn't voice her actual opinion out loud, 'If you end up killing me, though, I will need to have milked everything possible out of this one shot I have at it.'

Adana names a reasonably nice model of computer, and leads him to where they will be put!  Her employees will be getting offices, when she employs them. With money she doesn't actually have. She'd ask him to make her a ton of gold and jewels, but unfortunately that's illegal. Damn the bastards that were worried about the stability of the economy.

2014-05-31 04:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam deposits computers where she wants them in the model specified, whistling.

2014-05-31 04:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




She goes down a list of other minor-but-nice things, like curtains, extra sets of clothing, spare nonperishable food, television sets, extranet ports that she is in charge of (and will sell access to, which is not illegal by a loophole that she is very grateful for), and then spends a ludicrous amount of time making redundant safeties for the redundant safeties.  This will be the safest space station of all time.

"Okay," she says, once that is all done. "If the shuttles are all fueled, then I think we are good to go."

2014-05-31 04:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, I made 'em all topped off.  Shall I fly you to the moon?"

2014-05-31 04:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Yes please!"

2014-05-31 04:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




To the shuttle bay they go.  Into Video Game Shuttle they get.

He flies her to the moon.  To her home colony, even.

2014-05-31 04:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




How incredibly useful!  That is exactly where she wanted to go!

Once on the colony, she waves to several people that are expecting her here.  She needs pilots, and lo, there are pilots.  She had a few more talks with the administration of Bartalamos.  They are still organizing the refugees themselves, but the pilots were easy enough to retrieve.

Pilots are ferried to the space station, given their shuttles, and then they head off to retrieve refugees, complete with summoners to summon angels to check over Cam's work and fairies to help everyone move in.

Then she is out of things to ask Cam to do.

She lets out a shuddering breath and flops into a chair. She is out of things for Cam to do.  Time to leave - manic pixie dream land and head back into the real world.  The real world where she could die, get raped, lose her soul (whatever that even does), or get a large amount of people killed.

"Okay.  So that was ludicrously huge, and - ... Well, what do I owe you?"

2014-05-31 04:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"...You look terrified.  Please don't be terrified?  I just want a booklist."Edited   2014-05-31 04:48 (UTC)


2014-05-31 04:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"I am a little terrified," she says softly. "Can't help it, sorry.  A - booklist?  What kind of booklist?"

She looks so small now that she is not fixing things and prepping a space station for refugees. Like she might cry if poked too hard or brushed with a stiff breeze.

2014-05-31 04:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I mean, this was huge, so as large a list of books that exist as nicely organized as possible, but there shouldn't be any need to spend more than an hour or two collecting it and putting it on a datastick for me.  Please don't be scared."  He drops into a sort of nonthreatening squat, wings folded, tail still.

2014-05-31 04:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge






"Okay," says Adana quietly. "I-I'm trying not to be scared but I have run out of things to distract myself with and now I'm - worried that I might die or get people killed or... Or..."

She sniffles a little, then looks away and rubs at her eyes. "A- A booklist I can do, that's - not bad," she mumbles.

2014-05-31 04:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"...I'm really tempted to hug you but that seems like it might do the opposite of helping.  Considering."

2014-05-31 04:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




She looks at him like she is trying to dissect him mentally for answers.

"Go ahead," she decides, at last.

2014-05-31 04:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




He hugs her.  Wings and all; he was deemphasizing them a moment ago but after you've had wings for more than a century leaving them out of a hug seems neglectful.

2014-05-31 04:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Hug. It's a nice hug, at least.

2014-05-31 04:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'm not going to hurt you," he promises.

2014-05-31 05:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Okay," she says quietly. "I'm scared, anyway, because I don't typically - do things that are - this high stakes."

2014-05-31 05:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Well, next time you summon me you can do it in a nice tidy circle and lay out all of what you want and what I can have for it in advance, if you like.  Though I'd appreciate it if you went on letting me talk."

2014-05-31 05:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She laughs a little. "Sure. It feels mean, to - not let you talk ever and just be 'Yes, summoner,' or 'No, summoner.'"

2014-05-31 05:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Plus, when you get an at least minimally nice demon, it's not even safer, because it means I can't ask questions about any details you don't mention.  Or suggest additions like the pinhole for gravity."Edited   2014-05-31 05:08 (UTC)


2014-05-31 05:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana nods. "The pinhole for gravity was clever, thanks for adding it."

She is maybe still not at a hundred percent but - well, she's appeared to stop crying, at least.

2014-05-31 05:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Cam releases her from the hug and pats her on the head a little, then rocks back and forth from his heels to the balls of his feet.  He's been barefoot all this time.

"You okay?"

2014-05-31 05:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Mostly," she agrees. "Sorry for um - the waterworks."

2014-05-31 05:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Hey, it's okay.  I probably would've been spooked too."

2014-05-31 05:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




The summoner laughs a little. "I mean, at least now I know that I am perfectly functional in - this sort of exact situation.  So that's nice to know."

2014-05-31 05:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Mm-hm."

2014-05-31 05:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules






"I'll go look up a booklist of - every book ever written, then.  I think that's probably on the extranet, somewhere."

2014-05-31 05:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Thanks!"

2014-05-31 05:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"You're welcome."

She goes and does that.  It takes several hours to compile everything, and by then some refugees have started to arrive. She puts it on a datastick, smiles at people that thank her in the hallways, and goes off to find Cam.

2014-05-31 05:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Cam's where he left her, reading a book that he presumably made.

2014-05-31 05:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Hi," she says. "I have the book list, I think there's not literally everything ever on it, but there's - a lot.  A lot a lot."

2014-05-31 05:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"A lot will do," he smiles.  "Is it all in nice searchable plaintext?"

2014-05-31 05:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"It is!  The document is huge, by the way, even if it's just a text file."

2014-05-31 05:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"That's all right, I have a stack of books already while my computer chews through this one looking for stuff I haven't read.  Time for me to -" He coughs and looks maybe too pleased with himself as he concludes - "go to Hell?"

2014-05-31 05:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She giggles madly.

"How - how long have you waited to say that joke?"

2014-05-31 05:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"One hundred and fifty years!"

2014-05-31 05:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




More giggling. Helpless giggling. "And now, finally, you can say it!"

2014-05-31 05:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yes.  I can check it off my list."

2014-05-31 05:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You have a list?  What else is on it?"

2014-05-31 05:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I have lots of lists.  That one is actually a very short list.  I have plenty of opportunity to say 'damn it' in my day to day life so that got checked off pretty much on day one of demonhood."

2014-05-31 05:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Okay, well, what other demon puns are on your list that are unmade?"

2014-05-31 05:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Aw, I can't just tell you, that will ruin the impact if I ever get a good setup for one."

2014-05-31 05:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Oh, fine," she snorts. "Go and be cagey, save your puns and use them as careful pun-scalpels."

2014-05-31 05:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Tell you what, I'll tell you one that I have gotten to say, I have referred in real life to 'getting tail'."

2014-05-31 05:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt






She bursts into embarrassed giggling and turns a slight shade of pink. "Oh my god that's for exactly what I think it is, isn't it."

2014-05-31 05:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Yep.  Tails aren't as universally popular as the wings, but they're certainly a done thing."  Swish swish.

2014-05-31 05:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




More embarrassed giggling. She will just be doing this for a while.



"... Are horns popular?  I can imagine that there's an easy pun for that, too."

2014-05-31 05:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Horns are less popular again than tails - they make it complicated to do anything with your hair and if you want to get rid of them they're particularly awful to saw off - even if you make them totally nerveless, your skull's not nerveless, it's unpleasant.  Sometimes somebody will turn up at a party with barely-attached hollow 'costume' horns but I think a majority of demons don't have them as permanent accessories.  And as you can see I haven't added a set.  So I'm not itching to make the obvious jokes."

2014-05-31 05:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Ahh, I see. And tails are less trouble."

She manages to recover enough from her giggling to look at him, then immediately turns pink again and goes back to looking at her shoes, giggling more.Edited   2014-05-31 05:41 (UTC)


2014-05-31 05:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Right.  Tails and wings both are mostly soft bits, if you need to replace them you go through tendons not bones - what?"

2014-05-31 05:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I just - realized that this entire time, you have been missing a shirt."

2014-05-31 05:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"...You just realized that?  I hugged you."

2014-05-31 05:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I-I was distracted! I mean I noticed but it was really not the time to say that I was - embarrassed or - or... Something!"

2014-05-31 05:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Okay, what's my dress code for any future summonses you may issue?"

2014-05-31 05:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I um - whatever you want, I guess? I - I mean I would be - you're entirely free to..."

She sighs, then flops her head into her hands. "I'm just - going to stop talking."

2014-05-31 05:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I can make a shirt, if you want.  No extra charge.  If you're not just going to send me home in ten seconds."

2014-05-31 05:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I mean I am honestly out of ideas for things for you to do! I was milking that like nobody's business, you have no idea."

2014-05-31 05:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I have some idea."

2014-05-31 05:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Okay, you have some idea," she snickers.

2014-05-31 05:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Unless there was a period of several days in which I made you a small planet while unconscious somehow."

2014-05-31 05:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"... Don't tempt me, I want to do that now. The - planet thing, not the - making you unconscious part."

2014-05-31 05:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"A planet would take a really long time, longer if you want it to be more than a ball of rock.  I have no idea how the demon who made the ridiculous plane of gold didn't realize at some point during the process that it was a horrible tacky idea."

2014-05-31 05:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"There's a ridiculous plane of gold? Why?"

2014-05-31 05:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"At some point, some demon - I do not actually know who, though presumably he or she is still kicking around - made a very large, very thick plane of gold.  It has roughly sixteen times the surface area of the Earth and it's thick enough to give it Earthlike gravity and then some.  It's convenient to have something like that, but the fact that it is made of solid gold is incredibly stupid.  Most of the populated areas have layers of more usefully malleable things like dirt and water and so on, you know, planet stuff, on top, a mile or two thick."

2014-05-31 05:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor






Adana bursts out laughing. "That's so absurd!  So absurdly tacky, gold's an accent, you don't - use it like that!"

2014-05-31 05:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Are there truly no rumors about Hell being paved with gold?  The lakes of fire, everyone knows the lakes of fire, but you don't know the huge tacky plane of gold even these days?  Well, you must tell everyone, make up for this lack."

2014-05-31 06:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I haven't heard any rumors about it being paved with gold!  But I'll tell everyone, don't worry."

2014-05-31 06:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Excellent, I have contributed to the state of human knowledge in addition to building a space station today."

He could contribute more, but he's not yet sure Adara is the best emissary of the other secrets of the universe, and they'll keep.

2014-05-31 06:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yes.  People will be trying to find a way into hell." Pause. "... A highway, perhaps."

She hangs out with angels.  Some of her references are a little dated, stop judging her.  She likes the classics!

2014-05-31 06:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam laughs.  He is quite familiar with this reference.

"Would they?  There's nothing stopping summoned demons from making gold, and we're a lot safer to be around, as a rule, since we can be dismissed after we've taken whatever was offered."Edited   2014-05-31 06:12 (UTC)


2014-05-31 06:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Well, yes, but selling created gold from demons is actually illegal now.  Along with like - fabricated money, jewels, that kind of thing. You can sell services provided by things created or changed, but not the thing itself."

2014-05-31 06:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Economically sensible.  Anyhow, the plane of gold is demon-made," Cam points out.  "So sending miners to carry bits of it away, via highway or otherwise, would hardly get around that."

2014-05-31 06:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yes but they could bask in it.  Or something. I don't know what people with vast amounts of a soft shiny metal do with it, they might just sit around and look at it."

2014-05-31 06:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What demons do with it is we bury it under heaps of soil and large lakes and try to ignore it."

2014-05-31 06:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles. "More sensible than letting it be tacky."

2014-05-31 06:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Rather, yes."

2014-05-31 06:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"But it still sounds incredibly tacky regardless.  So very, very tacky."

2014-05-31 06:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Intensely so.  But by now there's all these cities on it.  Getting rid of it would inconvenience a lot of demons and nobody's had much success making more tasteful masses and getting them populated by more than a handful of demons.  I live well above a city on it."

2014-05-31 06:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"So the tacky golden plane is there to stay.  Not because it was the best, but because it was the first, and won over the hearts of demons everywhere.  With the urge to stifle it utterly."

2014-05-31 06:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam laughs.

"So," he says, "not that I'm not having fun talking - because I am and you should absolutely re-summon me if you need more demoning done - but how long are you planning to keep me, and is there a reason besides my stunning charisma?  I'm not missing an appointment, I'm just curious."

2014-05-31 06:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I'm being quietly a little worried that right before I put you back you grow huge fangs and are like, 'Bwuahahaha, you have fallen into my clever trap!' But there's also the charisma."

2014-05-31 06:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Fangs are even less popular than horns.  What if you want them gone?  It's like pulling teeth.  ...I didn't have that one saved up, that was on the fly."

2014-05-31 06:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She snorts with laughter. "I am impressed and awed!"

2014-05-31 06:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"You should be.  But if you're still scared - and I wish you wouldn't be - why haven't you poofed me gone?  I have my data stick, I cannot crawl out of Hell to haunt you unsummoned."

2014-05-31 06:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Because it seems really rude to just poof you back without permission.  And I mean - yes I'm still scared but I'm... Less scared, now, and as far as I can tell you have been exceptionally nice to me, so it's - wrong of me to be rude to you just because I am scared."

2014-05-31 06:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'm used to it, you know.  I've been answering summons for a hundred fifty years when I could get them, and you're the politest summoner I've ever had.  If you want my express permission to send me home you may have it whenever you want; I don't prefer to overstay my welcome in your space station."

2014-05-31 06:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She smiles at him. "I'm sorry you haven't had any polite summoners!  I think it's because I'm used to angels and it's all - floofy little clouds and changing minor things for the benefit of all and such. Thank you, for taking my preferences into account."

2014-05-31 06:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"You're welcome.  I know angel culture principally by reputation - I'm not friends with any, so I don't try to beat my way past throngs of demons who are - or the larger throngs of demons who think we should all shun them permanently - when we get a concordance with Heaven.  Are they really that - twee?"Edited   2014-05-31 06:45 (UTC)


2014-05-31 06:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"... Kind of twee? I mean they have personalities and there was one who was incredibly unpleasant to work with, but overall they are helpful people. At least the ones I work with, anyway. I have a few angel friends, I'd introduce you but I'm pretty sure they would be upset with me for summoning you, letting you talk, and not putting you back at the first opportunity."

2014-05-31 06:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"So you have racist angel friends."Edited   2014-05-31 06:49 (UTC)


2014-05-31 06:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Kind of?" she winces. "Sorry!"

2014-05-31 06:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"It's okay.  I'm not that bothered.  I know why the reputation exists."

2014-05-31 06:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I will tell them that I met a nice demon who built me a space station?" offers Adana.

2014-05-31 06:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"And that you still have your soul."

...He can't resist.

"As far as you know."

2014-05-31 06:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"I can't tell if you're joking or not and that worries me!"

2014-05-31 06:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Sorry, sorry, I don't have your soul, I promise, I couldn't resist!"

2014-05-31 06:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Meanie."

2014-05-31 06:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'm very nice.  I am the nicest of demons.  I do not have your soul, I will not take your soul."

2014-05-31 06:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Thank you very much," she says. "For leaving my soul where it is.  Ostensibly.  Whatever it does."

2014-05-31 06:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"You are welcome."

2014-05-31 06:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"... Well.  Is there anything you would like to do while you're here, or should I return you?"

2014-05-31 06:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible






"Man, I wish you'd summoned me a century and change ago, but now, nah, I'm good."

2014-05-31 07:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Friend of yours?" she asks gently.

2014-05-31 07:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Not exactly, but I would've wanted to get on a phone.  Or possibly an airplane.  They're dead now though."

2014-05-31 07:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Right, that is a subject that he doesn't want to touch, got it. She nods.

"I'm sorry. I wish I could have helped."

Adana sounds like she honestly means it.

2014-05-31 07:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I believe you.  I'm all right."

2014-05-31 07:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She nods. "Then if there's nothing else - may I put you back? I will probably summon you again, but there's no reason to keep you from your home in the meantime."

Also she wants to be sure that he can be put back safely. If he goes back and can't hurt her, then - then she supposes she can summon him for non-emergency situations. It might be a more long-term play, but at least once-summonings won't kill her and gives a net helpfulness. She knows who he is now, she doesn't have to worry about picking up demons that are terrible. So, no getting raped.Edited   2014-05-31 07:08 (UTC)


2014-05-31 07:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"You may.  It has been lovely to meet you."  He tucks the data stick into the pocket of those ludicrously perfect-fitting jeans.

2014-05-31 07:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Likewise," she says with a smile. "Thank you for your help.  Have a lovely trip home!"

And then he is gone.

Right?

2014-05-31 07:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Yup!  No more demon.

2014-05-31 07:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Well, that means she can flop into a chair and shudder with relief.  She is - she is not dead.  She is in the same condition she was in when she summoned him, as far as she can tell, with an added space station and several hundred lives saved.

That is definitely a net gain.

She doesn't think she will make summoning demons a habit, but - perhaps just the one.  Space stations are useful things to have, after all. There are probably other ways for an altruistic summoner with a helpful demon to help people. Adana will have to look into it.

2014-05-31 07:22 (UTC)





Daevinity

Certification





ask_nicely: (Default)




It turns out that Adana's space station is not in Bartalamos' jurisdiction. She wouldn't be inclined to care much, except that means that in her new jurisdiction, she does not have a license.  Since she is very much a summoner, and would not like to be an illegal summoner - she will take their test. She's fortunate in the fact that this particular government plays fair with foreigners that have summoner's licenses. She does not have to go through the grueling paperwork process, or wait ages in line, or take a test she knows all of the answers to, anyway.

What she does need to do, though, is demonstrate a capability to summon and bind a daeva, securely.  Their definition of secure is different from hers. Theirs involves binding a daeva to two phrases and a task. This isn't the kind of thing Adana likes to do to her summons. It's mean, and it feels like she's reducing them to being less than people. There is one that she knows of that's used to it, at least.  She doesn't know if that makes it worse, or better.  So she will ask, first.

This circle is quite a bit neater than the last one, and is missing the 'no talking' clause. Calling friendly neighborhood demon, want to get summoned?

2014-05-31 03:25









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Here he is!

"Hi!  I wasn't expecting you again so soon.  You want your name in shiny letters on your space station?"

2014-05-31 07:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "Hi!  No, actually, I would like to ask your permission for a thing before I do it!"

2014-05-31 07:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What's the thing?"

2014-05-31 07:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Basically, I am not in Bartalamos's jurisdiction anymore, so I need to get the license for the people I now legally fall under. But since I'm foreign, I don't have to take the test, I just have to show them I can summon a daeva securely. Sounds easy, right?  Except their definition of 'secure' is different than mine."

2014-05-31 07:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"And you want somebody who's used to being obliged to shut up, is that it?"

2014-05-31 07:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... I was kind of hoping it would upset you less than other daeva I can think of, but this is why I am asking permission first. I won't do it to you without permission, now that you've proven you're not going to hurt me when you had a very good chance to. If you're - insulted or angry or... Something I'm honestly extremely sorry and will put you back right away."

2014-05-31 07:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Nah, it's fine, I'll play as long as it's not going to take too long.  Especially if you'll get me a good list of music, I'm getting bored of what I have in the music department.  But have you ever actually summoned a daeva without letting them talk, before?"

2014-05-31 07:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I can get you a good list of music! But uh - yeah, haven't. It kind of bothers me a bit, I think I know how, it's pretty straightforward. It just seems really - rude.  Or some other words."Edited   2014-05-31 08:02 (UTC)


2014-05-31 08:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Okay, well - you know when we can't talk we really can't, right?  I have on one occasion been blamed for the death of a summoner who I desperately wanted to tell to duck.  If something happens, I will not be able to say anything about it.  I can't warn you if you're about to make some kind of misstep on your certification thing, I can't finish a sentence for you if you forget a word, and I cannot shout at you if there's a flaming beam of wood coming for your head.  And if they want you to bring me in on a narrow-scope task that doesn't improve any of that, if all I'm there to do is follow you I'm not going to be able to give you a blood transfusion if you get hurt or - whatever.  I'm not saying any of this is likely, I'm saying you're not used to having someone that crippled around.  I am indestructible and you are not."

2014-05-31 08:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




Wince. "Got it, so I should -... Ugh, this is vile, but I should act like you are - not... there... and react accordingly?  Essentially, because you will be made crippled and there's nothing you can do without me breaking the binding entirely?"

She looks honestly kind of horrified at this unpersonhood.  It freaks her out.Edited   2014-05-31 08:11 (UTC)


2014-05-31 08:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That'd be safest, yeah.  I can get a little mileage out of comically exaggerated facial expressions, and that's pretty much it."

2014-05-31 08:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




She manages a little giggle. "This is disgusting, are you sure you want to?  I won't be upset if you're not willing to."

2014-05-31 08:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Your next port of call is some twee angel who's never been gagged since a bell rang and they got their wings, I'd imagine.  I really don't mind, I'm used to it, it's not like having me there will make you less safe, and you need somebody to accompany you, right?"

2014-05-31 08:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"I'm not worried about feeling less safe, I'm worried because gagging people like this freaks me out. But - yeah, next port of call is a 'twee' angel. Who has probably never been gagged." Wince.

2014-05-31 08:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"And I'm not freaked out by gagging, because you're literally the only summoner who hasn't done it to me and I pick up summonses whenever I can," shrugs Cam, "but I am freaked out by the dead guy whose apprentice thought it was my fault that I had narrow instructions and no voice and his teacher was dead.  That's kind of my first complaint about gag orders and everything else is a distant second."

2014-05-31 08:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Which - no one is likely to do, since it would just be us in a shuttle off for the certification. Okay. Uh - do you have preferences for the task I ask you to do?"

2014-05-31 08:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"...Please be careful about the details?  Don't ask me to stay exactly five feet from you at all times and then wander into the ladies' room, that kind of thing.  I trust your judgment and if you surprise me with terrible judgment at the time I will roll my eyes and say 'no, summoner' and you will have to start over."

2014-05-31 08:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




She nods. "Right, uh - wait, can you do - not necessarily sign language, but can you, say, tap your nose twice as a way to get my attention, or something?"

2014-05-31 08:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I can sigh loudly, I can stomp if I'm already walking for task-related reasons, I can yawn, I can crack my neck, and I can do any of those things and similar with an extra dose of theatricality - clearly delineated communicative gestures like that are out though."

2014-05-31 08:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Damn.  That's annoying."

2014-05-31 08:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yep."

2014-05-31 08:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Well.  Want to try and agree on a task now while you can talk?"

2014-05-31 08:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Sure.  They don't specify something?"

2014-05-31 08:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Nope, they just - want me to prove that I can. I think they're going to be snippy about the gagging part, though. If you want I could give you a hilarious task, or something altruistic."

2014-05-31 08:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Presumably it has to be something that entails going to the cert with you, though.  Where is it, anywhere interesting?"

2014-05-31 08:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Another space station, the one this station's schematics are borrowed from, actually.  Not sure if you know it or not, it's called Harmony. It would be a shuttle trip, but we wouldn't have to deal with an atmosphere, at least."

2014-05-31 08:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I've never been.  I could give it a pinhole, if you think they'd like one?  You should probably get advance permission for it, though."

2014-05-31 08:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Honestly it would probably mess up their system if they got a pinhole now.  Also I'm maybe a little annoyed at them for their... required gagging thing. They do not get nice things because they made me gag a sentient person."

2014-05-31 08:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Is the entire station of Harmony dedicated to nothing but irritating summoner certification exams?"

2014-05-31 08:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Well. No. But I am mad at it as a whole because of that one thing."

2014-05-31 08:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"How dare the entire population of that station.  Whoever sells them cabbages and socks should be deeply ashamed," he teases.

2014-05-31 08:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She breaks down giggling. "Okay, okay, fair point, but - if I make it seem like gagging a  daeva is a good idea in comparison to not and leaving them alone, on account of cool mini black holes, then the idea of gagging daeva becomes a bit more common."

2014-05-31 08:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I think it's already pretty firmly entrenched.  I don't know, you could have me follow you there and then - make the data stick for my music list to go on?  Make you a fetching hat?"

2014-05-31 08:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"... What kind of fetching hat?"

2014-05-31 08:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"There was a fashion in Lutsaci - that's the city I live over - a while ago to make hats and accessories out of abalone and wood together.  I couldn't pull it off but you might have the look for it, not that I'm much judge."

2014-05-31 08:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"... Sure, why not.  And you could make the data stick for the music, because I have to fund a space station, I am hurting for cash."

2014-05-31 08:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Sure, no problem."

2014-05-31 08:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Smile! "Okay, any other things I should worry about before I put you back to immediately summon you again?"

2014-05-31 08:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Mmm, give me five minutes at home to finish lunch?  Nothing exactly happens if I don't eat for a while, but it is a really good sandwich."

2014-05-31 08:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Sure! Fine by me. Ready to go back?"

2014-05-31 08:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Sure.  See you in five."

2014-05-31 08:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She nods. Cam is returned to his home and his sandwich.

Honestly she needed the five minutes to add the gagging to the circle, but she will pretend it was entirely based on his preferences.  When the five minutes are up - summon?

2014-05-31 08:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Here is a smiling yet completely silent demon.

He doesn't even wave.

2014-05-31 08:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She does, though. "Hi!  Sorry about this, I realize that you can't wave or do anything but I will treat you like a person regardless. So, deal that was definitely not planned out in advance at all, if you accompany me to Harmony, make me a pretty hat, and a data stick I will get you music.  You up for it?"

Being cheerful about it is about the only way to lessen the horror of the situation.  She'll try her best, anyway.Edited   2014-05-31 08:58 (UTC)


2014-05-31 08:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yes, summoner."

2014-05-31 08:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Cool.  And uh - thank you. For this."

He can now leave the circle! She leads him off to a shuttle (an adorably tiny personal one, this she knows how to pilot) and off they go!

2014-05-31 09:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




She is accompanied by a quiet tail-swishing demon.

2014-05-31 09:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana is pretty sure that it will just be an uneventful trip to Harmony, if rather quiet due to Cam's inability to talk. She sets up the auto-pilot to head to the station, and then looks at Cam.

"Sorry, again," she says, again. "You can't even like - summon a book or something to pass the time, huh?  Do you want to borrow one? I've got several here, I'm not sure if you've read them or not."Edited   2014-05-31 17:03 (UTC)


2014-05-31 17:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam - smiles at her.  This is about all he can do.

2014-05-31 17:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Ugh this is so inconvenient," she declares, "Why do people willingly do this? I'll grab you a novel or something. Sorry!  So sorry!"

She goes to grab him a novel or something. She isn't sure what he likes, and is pretty sure that he's probably read all of the classics, so - something from a newish author that she is fond of.  Book is offered.

2014-05-31 17:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam manages a very quiet, voiceless laugh, and accepts the book.

2014-05-31 17:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Well that's about all she can do to make him comfortable, considering.  She smiles at him, grabs a book of her own, and then gets to reading. This is just a quick trip, she will keep an eye on the sensors and comm, but otherwise not worry about it. Read, read read.

2014-05-31 17:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)






The sensors beep.

The comm flashes.

Cam slowly closes his book.

2014-05-31 17:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana closes her own, confused. What, did she accidentally wander into a section of orbit that has weird sanctions?  Is there a satellite or something that is off course and heading right for her? Whatever it is, she will answer the comm first and then look over the sensors.

She turns on the comm. "This is Adana Sanders, on a routine trip to Harmony, what can I do for you?"

Sensors say she is not going to run into anything, which isn't really surprising.  It's space, you typically don't run into things in space. Just a ship.  Maybe they need help?

2014-05-31 17:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Hiiiii, Adana," says the ship.  "What you can do for me is transmit a copy of your manifest reaaaal quick."

Cam is frowning now.

2014-05-31 17:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




".... Er. Why do you need that? Are you in an emergency situation? My shuttle isn't really equipped for helping but I can certainly try. Or go off to get help, if your comm isn't reaching anyone you need."

2014-05-31 17:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"You should definitely consider this an emergency," chirps the other ship.

The comm makes a displeased noise.  It's having some trouble making routine pings to other destinations.

Cam's tail is lashing nervously.

2014-05-31 17:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




What, is this some kind of comm dead zone or -

... Oh.  Oh.

Shit.

"Is it the sort of emergency where I start telling you that I have absolutely nothing of value? Because I don't!"

2014-05-31 17:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




"You're a summoner, aren't you?" sings the other ship.  "Stick a killswitch in your head where a fairy can't budge it without you bleeding out and an angel can't change it without brain damage and you're suddenly very valuable to whoever knows the deadman code."

The ship is approaching in a leisurely sort of fashion, but they're outfitted in a manner that indicates she won't have much luck trying to outmaneuver them.Edited   2014-05-31 17:22 (UTC)


2014-05-31 17:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




Adana goes very still. Her shuttle's tiny, it's got two things for offensive capabilities: jack and shit. If she can't outmaneuver them then she certainly can't - can't fight. Summoners don't get the flashy powers that daevas get, they summon things and do tiny little parlor tricks.  Alone she is basically defenseless.

"I have no idea what you're - what you're talking about," she says, voice shaking a little. Damn her inability to lie, that wasn't even remotely convincing.

2014-05-31 17:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Adana, sweetie," says the other ship.  "You told us your name."

The ship sidles closer.

"Might wanna hang onto something, docking can be tricksy.  And don't make a run for it, you wouldn't want me to miss with the clamp and decompress you."

Cam's tail is swishing very insistently.Edited   2014-05-31 17:34 (UTC)


2014-05-31 17:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Shit," she hisses. Then, she looks at Cam.

There is no way to - relax a binding.  It's not possible.  It is either on or it is off, there is no in-between once it's been set without dismissing and resummoning. Which she does not have time for. If she removes the binding entirely, then - then Cam can just do - whatever he wants.  She's not even sure that he won't kill her if he gets the freedom to do so, let alone not kill other people. He will probably not actually kill her, considering how she has been nice to him, but there is nothing protecting the pilot of the other ship.  Adana doesn't want people to die, even when they're - threatening a killswitch in her head.

"M-My brother is - you have absolutely no idea just how badly he will hurt you if you stick a killswitch in me," she says, because she does not want to give away that she has a demon in her shuttle with her that she can unleash at anytime.

'Are you going to kill anyone,' she mouths, desperately to Cam.Edited   2014-05-31 17:37 (UTC)


2014-05-31 17:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I'm going to guess, 'not at all, because, killswitch'," says the other ship.  "I mean, assuming he likes you.  Does your brother like you?  Prepare for dockiiiiing..."

There's a noise as the other ship suctions itself to the little shuttle's door.

Cam can't even nod or shake his head.

2014-05-31 17:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"You haven't seen him when he is on a mission, he is - he's scary," she whimpers. It's a terrible argument, she realizes. "He would find a way to make sure you can't activate it."

Adana weighs risk levels, in her head.  Definite risk of killswitch, and then whatever she will be forced to do on threat of killswitch, versus letting a demon loose. She doesn't know enough variables, she can't tell if it's worth it or not - how much damage could Cam do to the solar system? Would he be undismissable, would someone have to kill her in order to send him back to Hell? (No.  The answer is no.  Because she would kill herself before they got to her.)

She's shivering.  She doesn't know what to do. "Please don't do this," she begs the other ship.

2014-05-31 17:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I said deadman switch, darling, the idea is I don't have to activate it.  Prepaaaare for boarding."

There is the noise of forcible door opening.

Cam's tail is going insane and his wings are clenched very tightly to his back.

2014-05-31 17:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Then - then he doesn't have to kill you, but he can - can make you wish you were dead," she hisses, backing away from the door and shoving a bookcase in the way of it and her.

Demon, or killswitch?  Demon, or what she will have to do with a killswitch in her?  Obviously the ship's captain doesn't have any sort of morals to weigh him down.  She doesn't know what she'd be asked to do. She has a few ideas, but she doesn't like any of them. Adana doesn't like letting a demon loose either, not while she's still not completely sure that he won't go on a spree of - terribleness.

2014-05-31 17:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"I wouldn't recommend anyone who likes you make me particularly unhappy.  There's more summoners out there," trills the attacker.

The door falls off its hinges.

"Hi, darling.  Aww, you have a demon today too.  I knew you'd be useful, not like those uptight summoners who won't touch anything besides fairies and angels even on pain of death."

Cam draws breath fast enough to sound almost like a hiss.

2014-05-31 17:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




Adana makes a little whimpery sound.

"What - why do you need a demon...?" she whispers, backing away as far as she can go, but it isn't far enough. "What are you going to make me do?"Edited   2014-05-31 17:58 (UTC)


2014-05-31 17:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I have so many ideas," says the visitor lightly.  "Let's not spoil the surprise.  But whatever you had in mind for this one, it's not finishing its job and you're not getting a chance to hand over whatever you bargained for, so you might as well get rid of it till I give you instructions."  She aims her stun gun.  "Hands on your head, turn 'round."

Cam's fingernails make a scratching noise on the arm of the chair he is still sitting in.Edited   2014-05-31 18:05 (UTC)


2014-05-31 18:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"He," insists Adana, inanely. "He is a he, I have no fucking idea why people keep calling him an it."

Between the devil (ha) that she does know, and the devil she doesn't, she will take the one she knows the most about. If he starts going rogue she is right there, if she has good reflexes she can maybe put him back in Hell before he does any harm to anyone but her attacker. She does not put her hands on her head, nor does she turn around.  What she does do, is look at Cam pleadingly, murmurs quietly, "Please don't kill anyone," and then snaps the binding.

2014-05-31 18:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Thank fuck," says Cam, as the surprised attacker is encased in a thick sphere of various layered materials with very small airholes.  "I thought you were going to let her - I'm going to go check to see if she was alone -"  He stalks into the other ship, tail lashing, wings trailing behind him.

2014-05-31 18:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Oh thank god," breathes Adana, when the surprised attacker is encased rather than killed. "I was scared you'd - go rogue or - or kill people.  You're not going rogue?  Right?  Please?"

2014-05-31 18:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"None of that, no," he assures her.  The other ship is small enough that his check doesn't take long; the lady was a soloist.  "Nobody else in there," he says, stepping back into the little shuttle.  "It's okay, you're okay," he murmurs.

2014-05-31 18:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




She decides to cease standing and sinks to the floor in relief. "... That was fucking terrifying. Fuck is the gag and - super bind a stupid, stupid idea. I should - I should not announce my name to strangers now that I am famous on account of space station," she whimpers in a rush.

2014-05-31 18:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making






Cam drops to his knees next to her and hugs her.

"It's okay, you're fine, I got you."

2014-05-31 18:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana hugs him back, clinging just a bit. "Thank you. For saving me. And for not - using the broken binding as an excuse to go on a rampage."

2014-05-31 22:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I don't even like rampages."  He strokes her hair.  "If you're still spooked you can shoo me and resummon me and I can make you a shuttle that doesn't have its door taken off and go nice and quiet with you to Harmony."

2014-05-31 22:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I'm - I'm less spooked now, because you could have made some chloroform, used it on me before I could react, then drop me in a dungeon ten miles underground with everything I needed to live and you'd have been basically free to do whatever you liked here. The fact that you're not is - nice and non-spooky."

2014-05-31 22:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I do try.  But if you have unsubstantiated fears to soothe."

2014-05-31 22:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"A few, but I am getting over them, the hug helps a lot. Also saving my life, or at least my free will, that helps."

2014-05-31 22:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Cool.  You do still need me quieted up for your test, though, so at some point you're going to have to dismiss and resummon."

2014-05-31 22:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Yes, but it can wait a little bit." Hugs, damn it, they are important right now. "I felt like such a jerk gagging you and - doing that, if you noticed."

2014-05-31 22:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I noticed.  It's okay.  You are not a jerk."  Hugs.  Wingful hugs.

2014-05-31 22:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Thank you," she says, pillowing her head on his shoulder. "... What should we do with - with unpleasant killswitch person in a box over there?"

2014-05-31 22:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I don't know, you didn't want me to kill her.  Do you have some kind of authority you'd like to turn her over to?"

2014-05-31 22:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I guess I could throw her to Harmony's police force along with the comm logs and get her arrested for extortion and possibly murder, it sounded like she's done this before."

2014-05-31 22:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Sure," says Cam agreeably.  "Are you going to be arrested if you show up with a loose demon?"

2014-05-31 22:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Yeah, probably.  And then people will try to shoot you and it will be unpleasant for everyone involved."

2014-05-31 22:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I understand that people will shoot at loose demons but I have never understood it in a tactical sense."

2014-05-31 22:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I think the theory is slowing you down long enough to throw the summoner responsible at you so they - or uh, we - can send you back. Or, if the summoner isn't cooperative, kill them and send you back that way." Wince.

2014-05-31 22:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Right.  So please don't get arrested on the charge of having a loose demon, that sounds inconvenient and pointless for everyone involved."

2014-05-31 22:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Yeah, I'll avoid that. One brush with threatened death's enough for one day, thanks."

2014-05-31 22:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




He hugs her and pets her hair again.

2014-05-31 22:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She laughs, a little. "I'm okay, really.  Or - well, still kind of shaky but I am on the road to being okay."

2014-05-31 22:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I'm not in a hurry."

2014-05-31 22:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana nods, still curled up in his arms.  Wings are really comfy to be hugged with.  Shirtless hot demon guy's not so bad, either.

"Did you at least like the book I handed you?"

2014-05-31 23:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It's all right.  I haven't read it yet."

2014-05-31 23:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"That's something, at least.  I'm going to take my little victories where I can get them.  Optimism!"

2014-05-31 23:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




He laughs and snuggles her.

2014-05-31 23:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She is snuggled! "You're incredibly huggable, you realize, I was not expecting this at all when I was freaking out and summoning a demon for the first time," she teases.

2014-05-31 23:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"One hundred percent guaranteed huggable demon parts."

2014-05-31 23:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana giggles. "Aren't I lucky!"

She considers herself quite lucky.  Snuggles!  Snuggles after scary things are great.Edited   2014-05-31 23:11 (UTC)


2014-05-31 23:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"You are very fortunate in several ways, although apparently not in lunar colony air filtration or in safe travel between space stations."

2014-05-31 23:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yes," she agrees. "... Oh god, if I tell my brother he will velcro himself to me for the next decade. It'll be terrible."

2014-05-31 23:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"That... yes, sounds terrible, is there no way around the terrible terrible velcro?"

2014-05-31 23:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"I mean I could tell him to buzz off but he would be upset with me after."

2014-05-31 23:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That sounds plausibly not as bad as a decade of Velcro Sibling."

2014-05-31 23:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She giggles. "Maybe.  I might just - neglect to tell him, but if he found out after he would be even more upset."

2014-05-31 23:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"You could tell him I'm going to be your bodyguard instead," Cam suggests lightly.

2014-05-31 23:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Head tilt. "Would you actually want to be my bodyguard?"

2014-05-31 23:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I dunno, do you do stuff like building space stations to accommodate large quantities of refugees often or was that kind of a one-off for you?  I like being helpful and have no close friends in Hell and I like you.  But I will probably be slightly annoyed if you spend most of your time doing chartered accountancy and I just sort of stand around."

2014-05-31 23:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"It wasn't a... one-off, I would say, but it was way flashier than what I usually do.  Working with angels, and all that. I mean, from now on I will probably do a lot of managing of the space station, but I do other stuff, too. I've actually been trying to persuade the lunar colonies in general to communicate and help each other out more. Which is slow progress."

2014-05-31 23:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What would you do with a long-term pet demon?"

2014-05-31 23:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"You're not a pet," snorts Adana. "But - get lots of replacement parts for lunar colonies so I don't need another space station to prevent catastrophe, then probably head planet-side and start fixing things there, too. Things that people need and that would last a while, I mean, making truckloads of food for starving people is great and all, but it's not - long lasting.  The minute the truckloads of food stop showing up they're right back to square one, unless I help get a proper infrastructure set up.  Which is what I would focus on doing."

2014-05-31 23:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"So you'd have me making nice farmland and disaster relief contingencies and stuff?  Sounds fun."

2014-05-31 23:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles a bit. "Plus, I would also have you make lots of extranet ports or something and make a killing.  The money would be funneled to paying the employees on my space station, or disaster relief and infrastructure."

2014-05-31 23:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Do I get vacation days?"

2014-05-31 23:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yes.  Also probably an actual house in the solar system, if you want it.  I couldn't buy it for you, but I could help you pick a nice place to put it and look on approvingly when you make it."

2014-05-31 23:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Help with the real estate choice and approving likes are all I would need."

2014-05-31 23:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Yeah," she snickers. "I bet."

2014-05-31 23:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Sounds fun.  Anything I should know up front?  Is your brother going to assume that you're putting on a brave face to cover up a botched summon and that I have been ravishing you behind closed doors and decide to attack me?  Are you an internationally wanted jewel thief?"

2014-05-31 23:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana blushes at the 'ravishing' bit. "H-He would believe me if I told him I'm not. Kind of a terrible, terrible liar, if you hadn't noticed earlier, I literally cannot lie to save my life. Internationally wanted jewel thief, no, I do my best to obey laws. I got a speeding ticket once, does that count?"

2014-05-31 23:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Nah, I'm not gonna ding you for speeding."

2014-05-31 23:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"So do you still want the job of following me around and making sure that no one sticks a killswitch in my head while helping me fix the world?"

2014-05-31 23:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Yes.  You want a resume?"

2014-05-31 23:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"No, since I'm still worried about summoning other demons, so you're not replaceable, but if you have suggestions for things to do, I'd love to hear them."Edited   2014-05-31 23:53 (UTC)


2014-05-31 23:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I wanna terraform Mars.  Unless someone got around to it in the last four years and I didn't catch the news."

2014-05-31 23:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"... Ooo!  Yeah, no one's gotten around to it yet. That's a good idea, the colonies there would love us."

2014-05-31 23:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam grins.  "I'd do Luna but I don't think it'll hold atmo."

2014-05-31 23:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Probably not. I mean, maybe it you did complicated things with physics and mini black holes, but... It would be a headache."

2014-05-31 23:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yeah, and I'd be worried about misjudging the black hole and sucking the entire moon into it."

2014-05-31 23:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yeah, that would be very bad.  Mars is doable, though. If you want to help Luna you can probably encase all of it in glass or something, then put an atmosphere inside it."

2014-06-01 00:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I think that would make coming and going kind of tricky."

2014-06-01 00:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Not if you do it right and put airlocks in place," says Adana serenely. "But that would require coordination with the colonies and would be a pain."

2014-06-01 00:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yes.  So perhaps a project after I give Mars lots of air and freshwater oceans with exceedingly stupid fish in them and topsoil and grass.  I will walk around trailing ecosystem like that personification of Spring in one of the Fantasias.  ...Possibly before your time."

2014-06-01 00:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"A bit, sorry. I am old fashioned due to hanging out with daevas, but I haven't seen everything from a century or two ago. But it sounds nice and I would be happy to come along and watch you be a personification of Spring!"

2014-06-01 00:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"And maybe help me with the research on what kinds of critters are necessary so the plants don't die.  I can make simple critters, although if you want proper mammals and birds you're going to have to import them, demons can't do minds even that complicated and I imagine they wouldn't know how to breed or something inconvenient like that."

2014-06-01 00:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I will be happy to help with research on creating a stable ecosystem," she promises, snuggling a little. "We'll see how viable importing animals is, it might not be worth the trouble."

2014-06-01 00:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Some things will do okay on water and sun, anyway."

2014-06-01 00:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yeah. Probably also fertilizer, to get it going, I doubt that Mars has great soil for plants right now."

2014-06-01 00:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Well, yes, I did mention topsoil earlier."

2014-06-01 00:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You did, didn't you?  Sorry, I am used to having to think of all of the things to do myself, this is a nice change!"

2014-06-01 00:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I'm very helpful.  Appreciate me."

2014-06-01 00:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Consider yourself quite appreciated!" Snuggle.

2014-06-01 00:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Snuggle!  "Awesome.  I'm really glad you let me talk, that first time."

2014-06-01 00:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Me, too.  It was mostly just blind panic because - you know, impending death. But I'm glad I did it, too."

2014-06-01 00:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I know you were in a hurry," he laughs.  "I didn't say, 'thanks for deciding to trust a near-randomly-chosen member of the demonic species, that's always a swell idea'."

2014-06-01 00:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She giggles.

2014-06-01 00:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Snuggle.

2014-06-01 00:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Snuggle! She probably should not be snuggling a shirtless demon, but he did just save her life, and he has been really nice and helpful.  Also he talked about making an ecosystem, she kind of wants to just stay snuggled after that part. Large-scale altruism projects are the kind of thing she supports. A lot.

"I will have a fun time explaining you to the angels I work with."

2014-06-01 00:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"And what are you planning on needing angels for?  Or are they just that friendly, however racist they may be?"

2014-06-01 00:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Sometimes it's really useful to just change a thing a little bit rather than making something else entirely. So I might need to do that, and I've gotten pretty good at spotting things that could use an angel specifically."

2014-06-01 00:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Fair enough.  Maybe I can win them over with my stunning good looks and charm."

2014-06-01 02:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Maybe," she agrees.

2014-06-01 02:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"They will probably tell you I am evil or something.  Depending on which angels you get, I suppose, maybe there are friendlier ones."

2014-06-01 02:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I mean - if you were evil you would have already won and got to do whatever you wanted in the solar system.  But you didn't knock me out, lock me up, throw away the key and run off.  Instead you're - here and comforting me. So I'm really not likely to believe any of them."

2014-06-01 02:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Maybe you better gag those mean rumor-spreading angels just to be sure.  You know if you let daeva talk they can convince you of anything."

He is obviously teasing.

2014-06-01 02:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "I'll have to be careful, then, now won't I?"

2014-06-01 02:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Yes.  Ever so careful.  Nice neat certifying-exam-passing circles."

2014-06-01 02:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Yeees, because obviously all daeva are only useful for magic purposes and not for actual company as people."

2014-06-01 02:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Mm-hm.  Funny-shaped magic wands, that's us."

Snugs.

2014-06-01 02:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Certainly, conveniently ambulatory magic wands.  That occasionally snuggle."

2014-06-01 02:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Magic wands that double as pillows!  What a concept."

2014-06-01 02:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"What a time to be alive.  We have the technology."

2014-06-01 02:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




He laughs and squeezes her.  "Ah, what a thing it would be to be mortal and take advantage of such wonders."

2014-06-01 02:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She giggles and pats his head. "It's okay, ambulatory magic wand-pillow. You will get to do both magic things, and pillow things."

2014-06-01 02:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Hurray!  My purpose will be fulfilled."

2014-06-01 02:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yup!" she agrees. "And I won't even gag you, aren't I nice?"

2014-06-01 02:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Very.  Although I remind you that you still don't have your revised-jurisdiction license."

2014-06-01 02:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Mm, yeah. Augh, that's annoying." She sighs. "Guess we should do that, and drop off killswitch lady."

2014-06-01 02:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yep.  You wanna steal her ship or replace your door or get a shiny new shuttle?"

2014-06-01 02:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Pass on stealing, I have a friendly demon bodyguard and don't need anything she has to offer. New door, please, I like my tiny shuttle. I'll leave her ship to get towed or stay as space debris."

2014-06-01 02:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Sure.  I'll have to unclamp her first but I'll keep plenty of air going, okay?  Whenever you're ready."

2014-06-01 02:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She gives him a goodbye squeeze, then carefully extracts herself. "Okay, ready," she says, once free of comfy demon snuggles. She doesn't want to get in his way.

2014-06-01 02:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




He ruffles her hair and goes to find the controls to make the attacker's ship let go of the little shuttle.  There is plenty of air.  When he's got the ships separate, he fills in the holes the clamps made in the shuttle and replaces the door on the way back in.

2014-06-01 02:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Thank you very much!"

Adana smiles at him, then goes to turn autopilot back on to get them back underway to Harmony.

2014-06-01 02:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You going to resummon me at the station?"

2014-06-01 02:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Unless you particularly want to be gagged for the entire trip there, that's the plan! You can stay here with me or I can put you back now, whichever you prefer."Edited   2014-06-01 02:49 (UTC)


2014-06-01 02:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I'll accompany you."  He sits in the seat beside her and drapes a wing over her back.  "When I'm being your bodyguard are you going to have me off-leash or just on a very long term vague task?"

2014-06-01 02:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"While I'm now completely fine with snapping bindings for you - long term vague task will not get me arrested." Pause. "Sorry."

2014-06-01 02:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Nah, I understand."

2014-06-01 02:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She manages a little smile. "But it'll be effectively the same, it'll be the loosest binding of all time."

2014-06-01 02:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Fun."

2014-06-01 02:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Feel free to brag about me to all of your demonic friends."

2014-06-01 03:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I don't have that many, actually, but I'm sure they'll be duly impressed."

2014-06-01 03:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yay! Approval!"

2014-06-01 03:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You'll be very popular."

2014-06-01 03:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I'm quite proud.  Though even with recommendations I don't think I'll let demons that aren't you off of the 'leash.' Because safety."

2014-06-01 03:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Really, if I told you 'summon so-and-so, she's safe, promise', you wouldn't take my word for it?"

2014-06-01 03:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I would summon her, but not much else without cause. I wouldn't gag her or anything, but no randomly summoning people to let them loose on an unsuspecting galaxy. I am a responsible summoner.  Except when I'm not, which you just so happen to be seeing a lot of."

2014-06-01 03:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I do happen to be seeing a lot of that.  But there's nobody from Hell I'm desperate to have around."

2014-06-01 03:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Okay," agrees Adana. "If you have a lover or family member you would like to see or something, I will be happy to summon them, too. Because I'm not a jerk."

2014-06-01 03:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Did someone tell you that demons have families?"

2014-06-01 03:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... No, but I was trying not to assume. One of my angel friends has got an angel sister.  I kind of guessed it could happen in demons too? Was I wrong?"

2014-06-01 03:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Daeva can't reproduce."

This is, as far as it goes, true.

2014-06-01 03:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Pause. "Okay, so I am now kind of confused about how my friend has got a sister.  Um.  Is it rude to ask that?  Do you just - come into existence, is there a - I don't know, horrifically tacky golden demon-tree that pops out new demons in sacks?"

2014-06-01 03:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"They adopted each other, maybe?  Also, it's possible my info about angels and fairies is incorrect.  There's no tree and no sacks, folks just appear more or less at random - we think typically close to other demons, but if there's a completely independent cluster of demons somewhere else or new demons appearing trillions of miles away, we wouldn't necessarily know."

2014-06-01 03:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Huh.  Okay, I'll go with the adopted each other thing, I guess. That's got to be freaky, to just - not exist and then start. Or - wait, do you pop in as babies?"

2014-06-01 03:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Nah."

...He can't actually be sure there are no children, but he's sure there are no babies.

"I showed up this age."

2014-06-01 03:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She nods. "This line of questioning isn't - weird or bothering you, right? I'm honestly curious, usually daevas are cagey about where they come from.  I guess I know why, now. Randomly existing is kind of hard to explain."

2014-06-01 03:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I'm not telling you all the details.  Maybe later."

2014-06-01 03:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Okay," agrees Adana. "Whatever you're comfortable with.  I know I'd be embarrassed as all hell to explain to a daeva where mortals come from."

2014-06-01 03:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Ooooh, but I'm so curious," he teases, leaning in her direction.  "How does it work, Adana?  Where do babies come from?"

2014-06-01 03:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She giggles, embarrassed. "I suspect you already know the answer to that one, since you mentioned the 'getting tail' pun."

2014-06-01 03:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yes, yes, ruin my fun."

2014-06-01 03:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana snorts. "I can explain anyway, if you want to see me turn as red as a tomato and sink into the ground as I do it."

2014-06-01 03:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You needn't do so on my account."

2014-06-01 03:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"No? Heh, okay. Fine by me, apparently I am a huge prude and weird for being embarrassed by sex in general."

2014-06-01 03:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I'd been under the impression that it was getting more normalized as a conversation topic over time, but you get outliers in any culture, I suppose."

2014-06-01 03:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Hi!  My name is Adana Sanders and I'm an outlier!"

2014-06-01 03:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Hiiiii, Adana.  The first step is to admit that you have a problem."  Pause.  "Are those still a thing?  I try to keep up, but I can't keep up with everything simultaneously."

2014-06-01 03:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She snorts with laughter. "Those are still a thing, not to worry."

2014-06-01 03:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Cool.  You can twelve-step your way to fluently discussing all sorts of racy topics."

2014-06-01 03:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana giggles more. "Heavens that would be so mortifying, is prudism such a debilitating condition?"

2014-06-01 03:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It seems to be affecting your life!  You can't tell me where babies come from without somehow becoming insubstantial and sliding through the bottom of this shuttle."

2014-06-01 03:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I can work through it!  I don't have a problem!"

2014-06-01 03:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Then you are still missing step one.  You will take time to make progress.  But don't give up!  I believe in you!"

2014-06-01 03:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Thanks.  I will try to get over my condition. Somehow. And then I can explain where babies come from."

2014-06-01 03:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"And then I will be enlightened.  From my terrible ignorance."

2014-06-01 04:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "Do you actually not know because no one bothered to tell you, or are you just having fun teasing me?"

2014-06-01 04:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Nah, I know, I'm just playing with you."

2014-06-01 04:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




More giggling.  She is so giggly, now. "Making sure, I wouldn't want to actually doom a daeva to ignorance about where babies come from because I think it's obvious and embarrassing."

2014-06-01 04:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I mean, I suppose you're taking a chance that I have been grievously misled with a myth of some kind."

2014-06-01 04:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"... You're just trying to embarrass me.  Aren't you."

2014-06-01 04:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What gave me away?"

2014-06-01 04:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You obviously teasing me and enjoying this immensely?"

2014-06-01 04:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Oooooh, that.  I'll have to watch my tells in the future, clearly."

2014-06-01 04:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yup, you do.  For when you are in the very specific situation of having a prudish summoner that is concerned about misinformation about mortals."

2014-06-01 04:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Should I not be expecting to see a lot of that situation?"

2014-06-01 04:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Well, obviously it will have to be a different summoner, because I am onto you, mister."

2014-06-01 04:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I am caught!  Alas!"

2014-06-01 04:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Yup!  But at least you know for the next time you get summoned by a prude who doesn't gag you immediately."

2014-06-01 04:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Someday in the distant future perhaps I shall use this information."

2014-06-01 04:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"That's the spirit!"

2014-06-01 04:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I am a very spiritual demon," he jokes.

2014-06-01 04:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Are you now? ... You know, I realize that you're joking, but I'm honestly rather curious about if demons are religious at all!"

2014-06-01 04:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam bursts out laughing.

"As a rule," he manages after a little while, "no.  I'm not going to say you won't find an oddball who is, but not me and not anybody I've had that depth of conversation with."

2014-06-01 04:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "I figured, considering you are all super magic, but - hey, new culture I haven't had contact with, I have nothing to base it off of!"

2014-06-01 04:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"We mooch off human culture a lot.  There are demons making music and writing books and stuff, but we make ourselves lots of human media when we know how to find it."

2014-06-01 04:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Thus, the datastick that will have music for you, and the book list," agrees Adana. "Makes sense."

2014-06-01 04:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Yeah, although we can make a lot of headway even without things like that.  For a long time I conjured physical newspapers because they came out regularly and looked for bestseller lists.  Then physical newspapers went completely extinct, of course, you've probably never seen one."

2014-06-01 04:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Never in my life, no. Uh - well, it's not really a solution for when you're back in Hell, but while you're here you can visit lots of news sites on the extranet.  I'm not a bad boss, you can look at the news while you're here.  Or funny cat pictures."

2014-06-01 04:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Still full of funny cat pictures!  That's heartening."

2014-06-01 04:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Cam.  Come on now.  It's the extranet.  Of course it's full of funny cat pictures."

2014-06-01 04:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Like I said, heartening!  Something would be truly wrong if you gave humans a massive communication network and they did not fill it with cats."

2014-06-01 04:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana giggles. "Yeah, I'd be worried for our souls if there wasn't a single cat to be seen."

2014-06-01 04:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Ah, you and your worrying about souls."

2014-06-01 04:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"I don't know what they do but people keep writing about them, so I am concerned about them!"

2014-06-01 04:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Because of course all their writing is thoroughly well-informed, unbiased, well-researched, empirically grounded...?"

2014-06-01 04:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"... Okay I feel like you are hinting that they either do absolutely nothing or don't exist."

2014-06-01 04:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Maybe in the future I will tell you the secrets of the universe."

2014-06-01 04:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"That's exciting! All of its secrets? Those are a lot of secrets, we don't even know everything about our galaxy, let alone the entire universe."

2014-06-01 04:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"All right, a small subset of secrets which I know and you may find interesting."

2014-06-01 04:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles. "I'll take it."

Then there is a beep from her navigation console, and - it looks like they are approaching Harmony.

2014-06-01 04:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You wanna resummon me right here in the shuttle and walk out with me all docile-like?"

2014-06-01 04:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yeah, that seems best. First, though -" She opens her arms for a hug.

2014-06-01 04:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Hug!

Shirtless, wingful hug.

2014-06-01 04:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




All of those things.

"Okay then, ready to go back and then immediately get re-summoned?"

2014-06-01 04:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yep."

2014-06-01 04:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She nods, then goes through the process of dismissal.  Poof, off he goes to his home. Then she redraws a new circle, outlining all required safeties, and - summon?

2014-06-01 05:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Here is a quiet smiling demon.

2014-06-01 05:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana smiles back at him. "Hi. Again. Keep me safe while you're here and make me a datastick and I will give you music?" she offers.Edited   2014-06-01 05:01 (UTC)


2014-06-01 05:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yes, summoner," he says, sounding amused for some reason.

(She forgot her hat.)

2014-06-01 05:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Okay then! Off we go to prove that I am not terrible at summoning. And to get killswitch woman arrested."

(She can always ask for it, later.)

2014-06-01 05:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam smiles and follows her where she leads.

It's sort of within the scope of his task to keep a wing over her back just barely touching.  He can be a demonic shield of sorts.

2014-06-01 05:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She notices, and giggles a little. "That's cute," she declares, amused.

They go to security. Adana hands over the portion of comm logs that involves her prisoner's evil deeds (leaving out the entire conversation with Cam). She answers some questions about how she beat her attacker, to which she motions to Cam. They understand, accept this as sufficient proof, and then send people to collect the still-trapped fugitive.

Then, off to get a proper summoner certification. She gives them a record of her summoning history (squeaky clean, until Cam) and then they get to inspecting how secure her binding over Cam is.

2014-06-01 05:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




Summoner "parlor tricks" suffice to verify that Cam is bound to a task and payment.

An extremely loud sudden noise from across the room - to which Cam reacts by speechlessly interposing himself between that noise and Adana, eyes wide, obviously alarmed but not capable of squeaking about it - suffices to verify that he's gagged.

2014-06-01 05:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana jumps, at the noise.  Then she looks at Cam, stunned and surprised. She - well, bound him to protect her, but she's touched, all the same. The reaction time for that wasn't through the binding, that was all him. She then giggles, and gives the testers something of a smug, 'Ha!' look. Adana decides that she will thank him, later. She doesn't know how, yet, but she'll figure it out.

They are impressed. She gets her certification.



When they are done, back onto her little shuttle they go, where she snaps the binding as soon as the airlock is closed, and hugs him. "Thank you," she says.Edited   2014-06-01 05:23 (UTC)


2014-06-01 05:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Hugs.  "I'm embarrassed, actually, I should have assumed they'd pull something like that to check the gag."

Hugs hugs hugs.

2014-06-01 05:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I didn't think of it either, and I should have. But it was still very sweet of you."Edited   2014-06-01 05:26 (UTC)


2014-06-01 05:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Hey, if I want a job as a bodyguard, have to act the part.  And I like you."

2014-06-01 05:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Thank you very much," she giggles. "For both."

Hugs.

2014-06-01 05:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Hugs.

"You're welcome."

2014-06-01 05:29 (UTC)





Daevinity

Renovation





ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana gets to work. She starts off with less in the way of money than she'd prefer, due to laws about summoning and counterfeiting, but she has a demon bodyguard who can make just about anything.  When given something so obvious to work from, she will exploit it as much as possible.

She offers her services to every lunar colony that will give her the time of day. Most of them accept. Cam is instrumental in most of what she does, but Adana summons a few angels to help integrate shiny new things with the older structures in place.  The two angels that Cam meets are nice to Adana, but less so to him - he gets the cold shoulder and some pointed glares and insinuations, but nothing else comes of it besides that. Adana keeps the peace as well as she can, distracts all parties involved with things to do, and they carry on without any real incident.

While fixing things is something that she's happy to do, she wants things to be organized in such a way that they don't need her to keep functioning.  She has Cam make several factories, specialized in maintenance materials. Then she sells the rights to use them to companies that she background checks as 'not idiots.' She undercuts what it would cost to have them built normally, accepts several commissions to make other factories for things like shuttles and polymer repair gel, and has Cam build those, too. Along with those, miniature black holes are created and sold, to give gravity to space stations and the like. Soon enough, she is rich.

Once she has money to play with it, she starts using it. She bribes several companies into making deals with one another, hires more staff to do her bidding, and then slowly expands. Disaster relief structures are made, funded by her business in services such as extranet ports and factories. She negotiates the disaster relief's neutrality to international laws, and then they get to helping lunar colonies that are having problems.

Meanwhile, she negotiates with Mars and its colonies to set up terraforming. It's slow going, there are a lot of separately governed colonies to get to play nice together, but she makes steady progress.  They should be good for terraforming the planet within a year. She realizes that she could just grab Cam and go do it whenever she likes, with or without permission, but she isn't anonymous anymore.

She becomes known as a demon summoner.  A very effective demon summoner. Soon it's common for people to look at her nervously when she walks into a room. She doesn't care, except to behave extremely nicely, and play nice with all laws that she can. No need to make people afraid of her or Cam, she's got time to be patient.

True to her word, the binding on Cam is loose and pretty flexible. She doesn't stop being nice to him or treating him like a person just because he is working for her. Actually, if anything, she's nicer - cheerier, happier, thanking him every time he makes her something useful. And there's usually something useful to make, too, because she's always doing something or working on various projects that are all leading towards one goal - make the solar community as nice a place to live as possible.

2014-06-01 01:49









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam likes to be busy.

He thinks he is - maybe not literally as lucky to have met Adana as she is to have met him, considering that if he'd met the wrong summoner it would have been a mild disappointment and if she'd met the wrong demon in the relevant conditions she'd be in lousy shape - but certainly very lucky for him too.

He makes things and naps and snuggles his summoner and flips angels the bird when they're rude to him without much real heat.

When he has been around full time for a few weeks and there's some downtime -

"Hey, Adana?"

2014-06-01 06:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Yes?" she asks, looking up from her latest attempt to persuade all of Mars to play nice with terraforming.  It's by text, because audio communication at such a distance is a bit weird and not worth the trouble, at least not yet.

2014-06-01 06:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Can you keep a secret?"  Beat.  "I'm not saying, 'I wish to tell you deeply personal information which I want you to keep in confidence' - I'm asking, 'can you judge whether something ought to be secret and keep it that way if so'."

2014-06-01 06:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)






"I think so, though it would depend on the secret. If I'm not sure I will probably stick to sitting on it rather than risking it.  Why?"

2014-06-01 06:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Considering telling you some secrets of the universe.  I'm not sure what order to do it in."

2014-06-01 06:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Then I will probably not post what I learn to the extranet, whatever they are. Uh - whatever order seems best, I suppose?"

2014-06-01 06:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Mm."

He thinks for a bit, then says:

"If 'souls' meaningfully exist in any way, shape, or form, then no demon I've ever met has ever admitted to me that they can perceive or interact with them at all and I have no inkling of being able to do it myself either."

2014-06-01 06:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She snorts with laughter. "I had an inkling of that one, by the way you talked about them. Also not really spiritual. Demons just - kept bringing them up anyway?  Or are people just idiots?"

2014-06-01 06:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Some demons think it's funny.  I mostly haven't shared the information because nobody but you tended to let me talk, but the reason I hesitated to mention it to you when there was a moment is because - consider the situation when it ever actually comes up.  Some mortal is desperate enough to offer their soul, or leave the price wide open.  Some demon is enough of a dick to be amused by the prospect of 'taking' it.  Now assume it's common knowledge that there's no such commodity.  This doesn't undo desperation or dickishness one bit, but..."

2014-06-01 06:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"But suddenly someone loses something far more important than the 'loss' of a 'soul' and the world's a little more worse off.  Yeah, that one should not be told to the world at large. It's good to know, anyway."Edited   2014-06-01 06:54 (UTC)


2014-06-01 06:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Okay.  Second secret of the universe: there is an afterlife."

2014-06-01 06:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




That causes her to raise her eyebrows.

"... Okay, do you know what's in it?"

2014-06-01 06:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Dead people," he laughs.  "This one I don't know why some fairy or angel hasn't fessed up, but my guess is that you're getting angels and fairies who are deeply uncurious people and don't know - it would be easily possible to miss the information - or who don't think this tidbit would be interesting.  It goes by assorted names, at least in Hell; my favorite is 'Limbo'.  It's not terrible but it's not great either."

2014-06-01 06:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




She snorts. "You know what I meant," she teases. "So - not terrible but also not great how?"

2014-06-01 06:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Limbo-ites don't get any magic powers, and you can't summon them - well, if you can I don't know about how to do it, anyway.  And Limbo is natively dramatically less interesting than Fairyland.  It's basically flat earth extending infinitely, about a gee of gravity, and besides dead people - who are about as indestructible as daeva, but otherwise human - there's not much stuff.  Specifically, the going theory is that when someone appears in Limbo they get one thing, which is whatever tops their personal list of 'things an afterlife would be incomplete without' and is not itself a person.  Opinions vary on whether you can get a copy of a still-living animal.  So you get your childhood dog or an ice skating rink complete with rental skates or a pond or a burger joint that stocks itself obligingly with burger fixings.  But there's only one such thing per person, and they can't move or edit them either, so they have extremely haphazard sorts of settlements built out of incidentals."

2014-06-01 07:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"That sounds incredibly annoying. I think I like Hell's haphazard - stuff all over everywhere thing more. I mean, that sounds nice in some senses but also - what about houses? There can't be enough for everyone, if people only get one thing.  Not everyone's house is at the top of their list."

2014-06-01 07:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Right.  So people move into the ice skating rinks or just outside - there's no weather, so it's not intolerable, just unprivate."

2014-06-01 07:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Ugh.  I mean I suppose some people would bring hotels, but - still.  It doesn't sound like enough. I should look into trying to summon them."

2014-06-01 07:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I'm pretty sure you can't do it."

He smiles.

"I tried."

2014-06-01 07:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Damn, what methods did you use, maybe I can -" Pause.  Head tilt. "... I was under the impression that demons can't summon? Was I wrong?"

2014-06-01 07:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"We cannot."

2014-06-01 07:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"So how did you try things, did you get a summoner to help, or - wait, no, they wouldn't let you talk, so how in the world did you test it?"

2014-06-01 07:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I'm now really curious to see if you're going to guess."

2014-06-01 07:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




She laughs. "Uh, okay, I can try.  Um. Okay, so no summoner helped, because demon, but you specifically tried to figure it out. Demons can't summon, but you would have had to be able to. So - wait, were you not always a demon?  Can you become one?"

2014-06-01 07:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I was not always a demon."

2014-06-01 07:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... You were a summoner? Normal human?  Or - something else?"

2014-06-01 07:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I was a summoner.  I was born in 1987 and I lived to be twenty-two and then somebody murdered me and next thing I knew I was in Hell."

2014-06-01 07:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




She stares. ".... Oh fuck, that was why you said you'd wished I was around a hundred and fifty years ago, no one let you say goodbye, fuck I am so sorry. Does - do summoners go to Hell, or just random people or - or what?"

2014-06-01 07:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Here's where we depart from 'secrets of the universe' and enter 'mostly speculation'.  Although I'm going to mention as an aside that my parents are both long dead by now, were the only relevant humans, and I have managed to get letters to the both of them via concordances on a few occasions - fairies are shit with mail but sometimes something gets through.  I think that all summoners, on death, become some kind of daeva.  I don't remember getting to pick, but the consistency of personalities - limited, but present - within types suggests to me that it's about some kind of personal sympathy with the magic.  I'd peg you for an angel-to-be.  But the overwhelming majority of daeva just appear out of nowhere with wings already stuck on - ninety-nine percent of them, at a guess, maybe less overwhelming among the ones who take summons.  Your one angel might really have a sister who is also an angel but I'd still bet on 'they adopted each other' to explain them.  And a lot of the dead summoners are a hell of a lot older than me and keep less thorough diary entries.  They might not remember."

2014-06-01 07:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




Adana takes a few seconds to absorb this.

"... Okay.  Okay, as far as final fates go, becoming a daeva is one of the better ones. I can - I can handle that one."

She laughs, a little. "An angel-to-be? What - what makes you think that? I could end up with you in Hell, we could cover up the tacky gold plane together."Edited   2014-06-01 07:32 (UTC)


2014-06-01 07:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I'd like it if you landed in Hell, and have no track record with which to demonstrate the accuracy of my guess, but you feel like an angely person."

2014-06-01 07:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I'm not sure if I should take that as a glowing compliment or a vague insult," she teases. "That I am an 'angely person.' You haven't gotten along with any of the summoned angels."

2014-06-01 07:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"They all despise me.  I liked angels fine when I was alive."

2014-06-01 07:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"You are alive," insists Adana. "Just - with some cosmetic adjustments, reinforcement, and a large smattering of magic."

2014-06-01 07:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"All right, I liked angels fine when I was a human.  The cosmetics aren't intrinsic to being a demon, by the by, the ones of us who land with human histories have to add wings on purpose.  The natively demonic start out with them.  I considered doing feathery wings just to screw with people but I decided against it."Edited   2014-06-01 07:37 (UTC)


2014-06-01 07:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Really? So the tail and wings were chosen?"

Pause.  Inspection. "... You have good taste. But you could have made them black or a dark color, rocked the fallen angel look, if you went with the feathery kind."

2014-06-01 07:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"If I ever saw these off and replace them I will consider that," he says, spreading a wing and posing for easy inspection.

2014-06-01 07:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Wait, saw them off?" asks Adana, completely distracted from inspection.

2014-06-01 07:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Angels have it much easier in that department, they can just turn theirs into their cloud-fluff if they feel like it, easy as pie.  But I cleverly anticipated this problem and right near the joins there's about a quarter inch with no pain nerves.  It'll be sort of gross but not intolerable.  And there's a limit to how much it would hurt even if I hadn't thought ahead.  The indestructibility relaxes around deliberate body modification but there's still a cap on how much discomfort I can experience."Edited   2014-06-01 07:46 (UTC)


2014-06-01 07:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"That.... Is kind of horrifying, I'm glad you - have a solution to that problem. Have you had to - wait, no, I will not like the answer, nevermind. Are you okay?"

2014-06-01 07:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"This is my first set of wings and first tail, if that's what you were going to ask.  Do I not seem okay?"

2014-06-01 07:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah, that was it. You seem fine, but I'm now worried for your safety and health."Edited   2014-06-01 07:47 (UTC)


2014-06-01 07:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"...What?  Why?"

2014-06-01 07:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Not - any specific reason, I am just - it's a different situation to have someone who has always been a demon to be a demon and for someone who was human to become a demon.  Are you - happy?  With it?"

2014-06-01 07:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"The lack of opportunity for career advancement was a bummer, but then you came along."

2014-06-01 07:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




That catches her off guard. She smiles a little, and looks embarrassed. "I'm glad I could help," she says, laughing a little.

2014-06-01 07:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




He grins at her.

"I'm fine.  Waking up in Hell was disorienting, but it was fundamentally good news.  I always wanted power and immortality.  And a little asking around told me that my parents were going to be fine too, if somewhat less comfortably accommodated.  And I got a few things done before I died."

2014-06-01 07:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She wracks her head for historical things that happened in the early 2000's.

Then she stares. "Wait. Wait. Did you have anything to do with summoners going public?!"

2014-06-01 07:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




He laughs.

"Maaaaayb- yeah that was pretty much all me."

2014-06-01 07:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana cackles. "Of course it was. Well now I feel like I am talking to a historical figure, though uh - you got no credit, sorry. History books just say it fell apart then."

2014-06-01 07:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yeah, I didn't actually want credit, at least not right then.  For reasons which turned out to be very good and a level of secrecy which turned out to be completely inadequate."

2014-06-01 08:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... That was why you died?!"

2014-06-01 08:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Somebody was making a killing by giving daeva tasks and selling the proceeds and figured out I was responsible for the suddenly reduced long-term economic prospects.  I got a bullet in my head."

2014-06-01 08:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"Fuck," she whispers.

And then she moves next to him and offers a hug.

2014-06-01 08:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Hug.

2014-06-01 08:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"I'm extremely sorry that happened," murmurs Adana, petting his hair.

2014-06-01 08:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Awwwww hairpets.

"It was a hundred fifty years ago.  I'm not still indignant about it."

2014-06-01 08:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Yes, well, it was still terrible."Edited   2014-06-01 08:08 (UTC)


2014-06-01 08:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yep.  I haven't run into the guy, which is probably just as well, it'd be awkward."

2014-06-01 08:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Maybe he became a fairy and got shit for powers."

2014-06-01 08:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I would, in fact, peg him for fairy in roughly the same way I'd peg you for angel, but since I haven't encountered him, no way to be sure."

2014-06-01 08:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She laughs a little. "Okay, that makes me feel a bit better. He gets to spend the entire rest of eternity helping people move. Do you sort summoners into fairy/angel/demon idly? Just curious."

2014-06-01 08:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Usually I don't get enough information on them, but I make guesses, yeah.  I see a lot more maybe-fairies than the other kinds."

2014-06-01 08:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Hm.  What sorts of characteristics do you think coincide with each daeva? I'm - still kind of curious about what part about me comes off as 'angel-to-be.'"

2014-06-01 08:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I think it's about the magic, not about the culture that's accreted around the magic.  And it's kind of hard to put into words.  But you seem like you're best suited to a changing power where you take something that exists and make it into something that also exists, but differently."

2014-06-01 08:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Fair enough.  And you were suited to - making things from nothing?"

2014-06-01 08:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I could've rationalized it if I'd woken up an angel, but best suited - yeah.  Building things myself from nothing.  In theory angels could do the big grandiose stuff, just give them enough cloud or a giant rock or something, but demon power invites massive this-is-not-good-enough-so-let's-make-something-that-is projects."

2014-06-01 08:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "Which I am not complaining about, by the way. You have corrupted me, I am all for demon's ability to make cool things."

2014-06-01 08:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I still think you're gonna be an angel.  Maybe I should corrupt you more and then you can come move in with me later."

2014-06-01 08:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I could see the huge and tacky golden plane. It would be exciting."

2014-06-01 08:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"It's huge, it's tacky, it's gold, it's not that exciting."

2014-06-01 08:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"The lakes of fire, then?  The mini black holes? Give me some tourist attractions to look forward to, if I get corrupted to demon-hood! Besides the company, I mean."Edited   2014-06-01 08:27 (UTC)


2014-06-01 08:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"There are lakes of fire, and mini black holes, and truly heroic efforts to make gardens and wildernesses in the absence of natural light."

2014-06-01 08:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Ooo.  Do they use some sort of artificial light? I would think someone would think to make a sun, if you've got eternity to make it."

2014-06-01 08:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"There are a few suns but they're not that near the tacky plane of gold.  The airspace right above said tacky plane is full of demons who want to be within commuting distance of the plane and would object to a sun appearing a fraction of an astronomical unit away."

2014-06-01 08:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Ahh.  So no sun.  How would you even get rid of it, do you throw a black hole at it and then put warning signs up?"

2014-06-01 08:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Get rid of - the tacky plane?  An intruding sun?  In either case, pretty much yes."

2014-06-01 08:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"The sun, I already know why the plane wouldn't be destroyed. Because it is the tacky grounding point."

2014-06-01 08:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yep."

2014-06-01 08:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




They are still hugging.  Adana sees no reason to change this.

"It's... Sort of comforting, to know there is an afterlife where I would actually be able to do stuff."

2014-06-01 08:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Sort of comforting, huh?"

2014-06-01 08:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Sort of.  Zane and dad would be going to Limbo, and you're pretty insistent that I would probably end up in Heaven.  So I'd be alone."

2014-06-01 08:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"You could convince them to each summon something once, I think that would probably do it."

2014-06-01 08:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I probably will now, but it's still - probable that I wouldn't have anyone there."

2014-06-01 08:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I haven't met your dad or your brother, so I can't produce guesses on them for you."

2014-06-01 08:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana nods. She snuggles Cam. "I mean, none of us are planning to die soon, so you've got time."

2014-06-01 08:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"...I was 22, recall."

2014-06-01 08:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"... Good point.  I will ask them both to hear me out and summon a fairy."

2014-06-01 09:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yup.  In, out, thank you for your fifteen seconds mister or miss fairy."

2014-06-01 17:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




She nods. "That's all it takes to count as a summoner?"

2014-06-01 20:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I think so.  My parents haven't encountered anyone in Limbo who remembers doing even that much."

2014-06-01 20:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana smiles a little. "Okay, that makes it a bit better. I mean - two out of three chance that they will be in either Heaven or Hell, so - one of us would have someone there, probably."Edited   2014-06-01 20:28 (UTC)


2014-06-01 20:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I do think fairy people are more common," Cam cautions.

2014-06-01 20:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Well.  Then they'd... Have each other, if they're both fairies? And not be stuck in Limbo?"

2014-06-01 20:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




Cam nods.  "It's not an ideal setup, but Limbo's kind of - disappointing.  There aren't enough concordances."

2014-06-01 20:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"How often do they occur?"

2014-06-01 20:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"It's regular but doesn't match up to mortal sidereal time, but approximately every twelve years per pair of worlds.  Hell gets Fairyland and Limbo on approximately opposite schedules, so I get to try collecting and sending letters and packages to my parents every six years ish and actually succeed every ten on average."

2014-06-01 20:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




She winces. "... I'm sorry," she says. "That sounds terrible."

2014-06-01 20:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It's not ideal.  It's not terrible either though.  At least I can get in touch with them and they know where I am and that I'm okay."

2014-06-01 20:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"True, but - still. I'll look into summoning people from Limbo, and if possible... Want to have a tearful reunion?"

2014-06-01 20:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I will probably decline to personally cry, and my dad probably wouldn't either, but my mom can turn on the waterworks for all of us, I suppose."

2014-06-01 20:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "Okay. One third tearful reunion and the other two thirds manly stoicism."

2014-06-01 20:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam snorts.

2014-06-01 20:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"So what sorts of things did you try on summoning people from Limbo? I can work off of that and try different angles."Edited   2014-06-01 20:45 (UTC)


2014-06-01 20:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam makes a tidy booklet of experimental notes and hands it over.

2014-06-01 20:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Ooo!" she says, and then she is reading the booklet of experimental notes.

"Okay, there are some things I can try, and I can talk to more experienced summoners about different methods, too."

2014-06-01 20:47 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




from_scratch: j ~ didn't change much




"The revelation of limbo does kind of suggest the revelation about souls, so maybe be a little discreet with it.  Unless you determine that you can in fact resurrect the dead, in which case I support going completely nuts with it right away and getting lots of summoner-hours on the project."

2014-06-01 20:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Right, I wouldn't ask on a public extranet forum or something, I would pretend to be asking about summoning fairies or something and then use that in the case of Limbo.  Unless I actually manage it, in which case, I will happily cause lots and lots of tearful or stoic reunions."

2014-06-01 20:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam smiles.  And hugs her.

2014-06-01 20:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She hugs him back, smiling. "It has been added to my long, long list of projects. I'm starting to think that list will just be endless and I'll be working on it for the rest of eternity."

2014-06-01 20:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"You will most likely lose a certain amount of practical input if you take that long.  Medical immortality is not yet a go, as far as I've heard."

2014-06-01 20:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I am not planning to take that long. I am planning to make quite a lot of progress and live to be two hundred, and shortly after I die for my kids to immediately summon me back so I can keep up the good work. But obviously that might not work, so I will just go as fast as humanly possible."

2014-06-01 20:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible






"You want kids, huh."

2014-06-01 20:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Um. Eventually, I guess? But honestly it could be replaced with like - summoning apprentice or something, it's just someone who is younger than I would be and therefore be able to resurrect me when I die of old age."

2014-06-01 21:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Mmm, right."

2014-06-01 21:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




She peers at him, confused. Then, it clicks in her head. Daeva can't have kids.

Quietly, she adds, "... I wouldn't need to actually bear them, if I want them, anyway. I'm adopted, it's not like I'm going to be insistent that they came from my womb."

2014-06-01 21:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Humanity still hasn't solved all the various problems that necessitate adoption, huh?"

2014-06-01 21:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"No.  But I'm not complaining about needing adoption, I love my dad to bits."Edited   2014-06-01 21:10 (UTC)


2014-06-01 21:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I'm glad."

2014-06-01 21:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Me, too."

Pause. "... But I guess that's not something daeva can do?  If you wanted any before demon-hood?  If so, I'm really sorry, that sucks."

2014-06-01 21:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"It wasn't a huge priority for me, really," he assures her.  "Always a 'maybe someday but maybe not'."

2014-06-01 21:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She nods. "Okay. That reminds me, if I get resurrection down I will also want to start campaigning for daeva rights, along with the resurrected dead."

2014-06-01 21:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"That's nice of you."

2014-06-01 21:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Thank you!  It has always sort of bothered me how mortals do not treat daeva properly.  I mean, angels and fairies they treat okay, but I never realized just how badly demons are treated until..." She motions to Cam.

2014-06-01 21:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Until you met one worth treating nicely?" he teases.

2014-06-01 21:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles. "Yes.  That. Though I would want to treat even the nasty ones nicely.  Because morality."

2014-06-01 21:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Because morality," nods Cam sagely.

2014-06-01 21:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I actually have a long argument for why we should treat all daeva with respect, but I kept throwing it at my brother and he started summarizing it as 'Because morality' so - unless you want to actually hear the long argument, I will stick with that."

2014-06-01 21:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I think I can probably guess its contents.  Am I ever going to meet your brother or your dad or would I be awkward to explain?"

2014-06-01 21:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"You will actually get to meet them, I have just been exceedingly busy.  For obvious reasons."

2014-06-01 21:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Yes.  I noticed."

2014-06-01 21:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana giggles and says, "I hope I haven't been overworking you?  I will let you have vacation days, because morality."

2014-06-01 21:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I'm fine.  I like being busy.  The last hundred and fifty years of my life have been mostly vacation.  I have learned six demonic languages the long way and studied a lot of subjects and learned to fly and learned to swim with wings on - second thing is harder - and read many books and now I get to be busy."

2014-06-01 21:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Fair enough! I am probably a good summoner for you, then, because I also like to be busy. With fifty thousand projects going on concurrently that I can bounce between at will. Let me know if you want to go back to being on vacation, I will still get things done without you, just a bit more slowly."

2014-06-01 21:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You'll be the first to hear about it."

2014-06-01 21:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Good!  It would upset me if you told someone else first and I found out through the grapevine. I would feel bad for doing that to you by accident."

2014-06-01 21:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You are very responsible."

He's kind of gazing at her and is indecisive enough not to suppress it.

2014-06-01 21:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Thank you, I try."

She notices the way he's looking at her. Adana isn't used to attention from the opposite sex and doesn't know what's going on. "... Why are you looking at me like that, do I have something on my face? Or in my teeth? Am I secretly hideous and you just figured it out now?"

2014-06-01 21:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station






"No.  You're beautiful."

2014-06-01 21:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt






She giggles and blushes. "You're the first person to say that to me, thank you."

2014-06-01 21:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You're kidding.  What, not even your dad tells you you're beautiful?  Makeup salespeople?  Small children?  Have you never met a person with taste?"

2014-06-01 21:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Dads don't count, they always tell their daughters that they are beautiful.  Makeup salespeople also don't count, because they are trying to sell something. Met a person with taste?" Adana giggles more, looking down. "I mean - good looks are in the eye of the beholder? So they can have taste and not think I'm beautiful."

2014-06-01 21:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Not good taste."

2014-06-01 21:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"So for someone to have good taste they have to think I'm beautiful?  Says who?"

Her face is an interesting shade of pink.  She still looks incredibly flattered and embarrassed.

2014-06-01 21:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Me, I say so.  I'm in charge of these things."

2014-06-01 21:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Are you?  Well, I am very happy to have your favor, oh judger of good taste."

2014-06-01 21:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Good."

And now he has progressed from gazing to openly gazing.

2014-06-01 21:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She giggles some more and squirms a bit under his gaze. "I feel really self-conscious now, are you judging my looks...?"

2014-06-01 21:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yes.  Positively.  Do you want me to stop staring at you?"

2014-06-01 21:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt






"You can if you want to, I'm just - not used to it."

2014-06-01 22:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Aww."

Pause.

"Can I also kiss you if I want to?

2014-06-01 22:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




That catches her off guard.  She blinks a few times, surprised.

"... Um. Well, I am a little concerned about the power dynamics if you did, considering I am your summoner."

2014-06-01 22:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What, the fact that it'd be really easy for you to kick me out of your place?"

2014-06-01 22:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"The binding, too," says Adana. "I mean, I would continue to keep it as loose as humanly possible, but there's - I would still worry about it."

2014-06-01 22:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I assure you, if you resummon me in the future and you're all business and you tell me that the deal is that I can have one kiss if I make you a sandwich every day for the next decade or anything weird like that I will 'no summoner' you without hesitation.  I mean, then I might be unhappy and eat a pint of ice cream, but you can't actually make me do arbitrary things."

2014-06-01 22:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Oh. Okay, good."

She squirms, a bit. "Then... If you want to kiss me and you're not - with anyone else right now who might be hurt by you doing so..." Adana trails off. She looks at him, shyly, then looks down again.

2014-06-01 22:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I am not elsewhere committed.  And I want to kiss you.  What's the rest of your sentence?"

2014-06-01 22:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt






"You may," she mumbles, to her feet.

2014-06-01 22:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Cam tucks his hand under her chin and lifts her face up and kisses her.

2014-06-01 22:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Unsurprisingly, she kisses him back.

2014-06-01 22:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Presently she is being wing-wrapped in addition to being kissed.

2014-06-01 22:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




How delightful! She will drape her arms around his shoulders so he doesn't feel left out. It's not like she has wings of her own.

2014-06-01 22:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Yaaaaay!

Of course he also has arms.  It's a little lopsided, that way.

Mmmmmakeouts.

2014-06-01 22:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She can't keep up makeouts for very long before she breaks the kiss and starts giggling, embarrassed.

"I'm pretty sure I'm hilariously terrible at this, am I hilariously terrible at this?"

2014-06-01 22:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Of the two of us, only one is laughing, so if somebody's hilariously terrible I surmise it's me.  You are not any adverb of terrible at this."

2014-06-01 22:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"That makes me feel a little better about myself! Not any adverb of terrible at kissing."

She snuggles him. "You're not hilariously terrible at it, either."

2014-06-01 22:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Oh, I'm some other adverb of terrible, then?"  He kisses her neck.

2014-06-01 22:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana gasps a little at the neck kiss. "N-Not... Not any adverb of terrible," she murmurs, shivering.

2014-06-01 22:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Oh good."

Mmmmm neck.

2014-06-01 22:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Cam gets a shivery near-boneless Adana snuggling him as a result of neck-kisses.

2014-06-01 22:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Well, that is just tremendous fun.

"At what point in these proceedings," he wonders against the nape of her neck, "do I need to start practicing self-restraint?"

Nibble.

2014-06-01 22:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I-I um..." (shiver) "haven't - had any sort of... experience with anything involving, um - sex or... or anything..."

2014-06-01 22:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Well, that may be useful information but it's not -" (nibble nibble kiss) "technically an answer to my question."

2014-06-01 22:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




She make a little sound in her throat. "Probably - should wait until after - after I -" (shiver whimper) "- get... more accustomed to this."

2014-06-01 22:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Ooh, okay.  You say when."

And he goes back to what he was doing.

2014-06-01 22:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Nuzzling along with the shivering and bonelessness. She's not up for much else. "M-Might not... be today, fair warning..."Edited   2014-06-01 22:50 (UTC)


2014-06-01 22:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"No rush."

Not that he wouldn't be reasonably pleased about it if prolonged makeouts led to a quick reevaluation of her priorities, but there isn't, in fact, a rush.

Nnnnnibble.

2014-06-01 22:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Thanks," she says affectionately, snuggling. Snuggling and being nibbled.

Eventually she wants to kiss him again. She moves her neck away from his attentions, giggling, then leans in to kiss him.

2014-06-01 22:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Kisses!

2014-06-01 22:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Kisses! She's a bit more enthusiastic about them!  She wasn't unwilling before, but now she's a bit less shy about it.

2014-06-01 22:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Yay!  Best thing.  Shy was cute, but this is more fun.

2014-06-01 22:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She thinks so, too. Mind you, there's still some shyness present. Occasionally she breaks the kiss to giggle and be generally shy, but it's an improvement.

2014-06-01 23:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Well, when she's busy giggling he can work on her neck a bit more, so that's all to the good.  Yummy pretty summoner.

2014-06-01 23:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Adana is so pleased that he considers her such! She nuzzles him, and murmurs, "I'm glad it was you that I summoned in a blind panic..."

2014-06-01 23:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I am too.  Some demons would have been very awful to you and others certainly wouldn't have been as nice."

2014-06-01 23:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yeah," she says. "Though I was thinking more along the lines of 'I never would have met you' but, those too."

2014-06-01 23:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yes, that would also have been a pity."

Kiss.

2014-06-01 23:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Kiss! More affectionate than hungry, this time.

2014-06-01 23:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam has plenty of both those things.

2014-06-01 23:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Aww! That's cute. Kisses, they can have kisses.

2014-06-01 23:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I have been thinking about kissing you for rather a while, I feel I should mention," he murmurs, during a lull a ways in to Prolonged Makeouts.

2014-06-01 23:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Have you really?" she laughs. "I've had a vague sort of crush but haven't known what to do about it."

2014-06-01 23:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"What you do about crushes is you kiss the people you have them on, silly."

Like so.

2014-06-01 23:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Giggle, kiss.

"I am realizing that now, yes!  But I was worried about screwing up various projects by scaring you away or making it awkward, so..."

2014-06-01 23:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I don't know where you got the idea that I'm that delicate."

2014-06-01 23:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Not so much thinking you're delicate, I just... Treat everyone like they are because I don't want to hurt people."

2014-06-01 23:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Nuzzle.  "You are very responsible."  Nibble.  "And tasty."

2014-06-01 23:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She giggles some more. "Thank you!  I like being both, it's nice."

2014-06-01 23:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Very," Cam agrees.  Om nom Adana nom.

2014-06-01 23:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Giggle, giggle, flopping onto Cam.

"Are we a... 'kisses and tons of projects together' kind of couple, or an 'actually dating' kind of couple?" she muses idly, nuzzling.

2014-06-01 23:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Pick one," he invites, squeezing her and pressing his face into her hair.

2014-06-01 23:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"At random, or by preference?" laughs Adana.

2014-06-01 23:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"By preference, I'd imagine, I can't see what the advantage of flipping a coin would be."

2014-06-01 23:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Neither can I.  Actually dating it is, then! If you have no issues with that, I mean."

2014-06-01 23:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"If I had issues with that I would not have told you to pick," he points out.

2014-06-01 23:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"You might have secretly not voiced them but still had them!  I don't know, I am worried about technically being your boss and also dating you, I am being careful!"

2014-06-01 23:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Aww."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-01 23:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Nuzzle. "Better to err on the side of caution, and all."

2014-06-01 23:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You're very careful with me.  It's well-motivated but you can relax."

2014-06-01 23:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "But then what if I am accidentally terrible and you end up saying 'No, summoner' and go eat a pint of icecream?"

2014-06-01 23:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Then probably you summon me all afluster while I'm still mid-pint and you let me talk and ask me what's wrong."

2014-06-01 23:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"But you might not want to be summoned."

2014-06-01 23:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I'd let you explain unless you trapped me in a circle gagged and without an agreeable task for a while, I think.  So, don't do that."

2014-06-01 23:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"That isn't the kind of thing I'd want to do," snorts Adana. "So I guess I can relax a bit."

2014-06-01 23:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Like I said."

Kiss.

2014-06-01 23:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Kiss!

2014-06-01 23:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam is being pretty conservative with the placement of his hands.

His wings are kind of plastered to her, though.

2014-06-01 23:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She's fine with wing plastering, and happy that he is being conservative with hand placement.  It's a nice balance!

"Your wings are very snuggly," she informs him.

2014-06-01 23:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I'm glad you find them so.  I'm pretty fond of them."

2014-06-01 23:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I like the color choice, it's pretty," Adana compliments. "I can see why you're fond of them!"

2014-06-01 23:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I dithered for a long time about the color but I have stuck with it so far."

Nnnnnnibble.

2014-06-01 23:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She giggles at the nibbling. "If it bothers you I can try to find a non-racist angel so you don't have to saw them off."

2014-06-01 23:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I think I could probably change the color without removing them.  I'd just bleach out the pigments and then add new pigment."

2014-06-01 23:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Oooo, clever. You're a smart demon, I like you."

To show that... Kiss!  She likes cleverness.

2014-06-01 23:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Mmmmmkiss!

This could go on a while.

2014-06-01 23:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




It really could. Adana won't mind one bit if it does.



But eventually, she does remember she has work to do. Kiss. "I should get back to trying to persuade Mars to let you terraform it," she sighs, sadly.

2014-06-01 23:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Okay," he says, sneaking a last kiss pressed to the center of her forehead and unplastering his wings.  "A worthy task.  I think I'll catch a nap and then I can work on that all night if Mars is suddenly cooperative."

2014-06-01 23:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Mhm," she says, affectionately. "They probably won't spontaneously stop kicking and screaming as I try to drag them to accept, but it could happen. Have a nice nap, Cam."

2014-06-01 23:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




He kisses her again and then goes off to where he's been catching his sleep.  "Will do."

2014-06-01 23:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana smiles at him, then heads back to her computer to pick up the very neglected conversation with colonies of Mars.Edited   2014-06-01 23:50 (UTC)


2014-06-01 23:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam naps, and gets up a few hours later to see what's up with Adana.

2014-06-02 01:30 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Hey," she says, brightly. "Mars is still being uncooperative.  It's almost like they don't even want you to terraform it.  Idiots."

2014-06-02 01:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"What do they think I'm going to do, sabotage it somehow?  Don't you have a license proving you can control me?"

2014-06-02 01:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Some colonies are worried about that part, others are arguing about what conditions would be best for Mars to have and won't agree to it until they have decided.  Understandable, but still a bit annoying."

2014-06-02 01:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I could put atmo without much consensus, surely?  Just blanket the place in air."Edited   2014-06-02 01:36 (UTC)


2014-06-02 01:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"They're basically not letting us near Mars until everything is all nice and neat and decided beforehand.  Because they think I need to give you a specific task." She sounds smug when she adds, "When you are just awesome and don't need it."

2014-06-02 01:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Aha."

Kiss?

2014-06-02 01:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Kiss!

"Also, I told my dad and Zane that they should summon a fairy. I'll explain why in person, I don't like telling sensitive information over the comm, other people could hear it and I am keeping this a secret until it seems appropriate to stop."

2014-06-02 01:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"You are smart."

2014-06-02 01:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She giggles. "I try! You are, too, I like that about you."

2014-06-02 01:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Good.  I should be valued for my intellect and not just my prettiness and my ability to make arbitrary material objects."

2014-06-02 01:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




Adana laughs a little, then touches his cheek. "You weren't worried about me wanting to date you for your ability to make arbitrary material objects, were you?"

2014-06-02 01:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"No.  That does not mean I will not cheerfully listen to a complete list of why you do want to date me, though."

2014-06-02 01:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Mhmm. You want to hear them for purely intellectual reasons, I'm sure."

She is teasing.

2014-06-02 01:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I'll... do science to it?"

2014-06-02 01:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana giggles. "Well if it's in the name of science..."

She scoots and moves to embrace him. "You're smart, funny, and you seem to want the same things I want with lovely new ideas to get there. You were put in the situation where you could do - basically anything you wanted, and you decide to hug and comfort me, and I'm not immune to that sort of thing. It was incredibly kind of you."

2014-06-02 01:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You're very huggable.  Do not underestimate your allure."

See?  He is hugging her.

2014-06-02 01:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"So you're saying it's my fault," snorts Adana. "Because I am huggable."

He is indeed hugging her.  She is hugging him back! She considers him very huggable, too.

2014-06-02 01:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"All your fault.  Probably I was terrible before I met you.  Collecting souls and whatnot."

2014-06-02 01:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Mhm." She sounds very unconvinced. "Well, in that case, how do you know that I wasn't terrible before meeting you, too?  You are also quite huggable."

2014-06-02 02:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Ooh, maybe you originally wanted me to suck the entire moon into a black hole for revenge purposes, but then I won you over and you decided to have me save people instead."

2014-06-02 02:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles some more.  She keeps being embarrassingly giggly around him. "The space station was originally designed to be the modern equivalent of the Death Star. I was going to be empress of the solar system, it would have been grand!"

2014-06-02 02:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I could make you a crown if you like!"

2014-06-02 02:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"No, no, it's okay.  I have changed my ways, that's all behind me, now.  Your hugs have changed me!"

2014-06-02 02:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Aww, it doesn't have to be an evil crown.  I can make you the prettiest tiara."

2014-06-02 02:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




She laughs. "What would I even do with it, I'm not going after empresshood anymore. Honestly I'm not even going for 'major historical figure,' if human society runs better overall once I am done with it I will be pleased."

2014-06-02 02:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"If I had not been murdered I probably would have angled for eventual rulership of some manner of political unit.  I could have got in very early on space colonization."

2014-06-02 02:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Awwww," murmurs Adana, nuzzling her demon boyfriend. "I am having more reasons to hate that you were murdered, I'm extremely sorry."

2014-06-02 02:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Kiss.  "It's okay.  It worked out surprisingly well compared to what results I would have expected from murder."

2014-06-02 02:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Kiss. "Well, yes, but still. I'm sorry you got thrown into retirement so soon, knowing you... You would have gotten a lot of good in the world done.  Also, horrific early death, also bad."

2014-06-02 02:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I would have done so much stuff.  I used to let demons talk, I would've found a decent-enough one eventually and gotten so much stuff made."

2014-06-02 02:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Like your own space station?" offers Adana. "I suppose this must be a strange switch, considering.  Going from summoner to daeva."

2014-06-02 02:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"It is a little odd.  I don't think I'd have kept any demon around long enough to make a space station without going 'but why stop there?' and terraforming - well, Mars.  Not that I fault you for your caution, you had more background noise about what demons are like in your history than I did."

2014-06-02 02:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I might have terraformed Mars rather than gone with the space station if there was no one actually on Mars, but I was also under a time constraint." She shrugs. "There are less problems making a space station that benignly orbits Earth than with trying to terraform Venus instead. It's an option, I suppose, but I think Venus would require an angel, instead of a demon."

2014-06-02 02:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, I agree."

2014-06-02 02:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana affectionately boops his nose. "Good, because I value your opinion and if you didn't I would want to know why and be sad if you didn't tell me."

2014-06-02 02:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Well, if she's going to say things like that he's going to have to kiss her.

2014-06-02 02:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Kiss! Lovely kisses!

"I might try to terraform Venus if I run out of things to do, but my focus is fixing the things that are already there rather than making new ones." Pause. "... Wow, I really do come off as an angel, don't I?"

2014-06-02 02:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yes.  Yes you do.  Stay alive, angel, or I will have to miss you."

2014-06-02 02:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Nuzzle. "I will do my very best, promise." She kisses his neck, affectionately.

"Actually, now that I think of it - it is a good idea to find some other summoners to promise to summon the both of us back once I do eventually die.  That way, we're both not forced into retirement and can actually see each other."

2014-06-02 02:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




The neck is a very good place to kiss Cam.

When he has recovered conversational ability: "Do you trust any summoners to do that who you know off the top of your head?"

2014-06-02 02:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Hee.  She'll have to remember that, for future reference.

"I trust some people that could become summoners, I mean there's no reason that both my dad and my brother shouldn't learn how to summon both of us in case something terrible happens. Dad would be more reliable about it, of the two of them. But summoners that I happen to know right now, no."

2014-06-02 03:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"So I guess summoner meet and greets go on the to-do list."

2014-06-02 03:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Pretty much.  Or I find someone to be an apprentice and tell them to summon us both if I die."

2014-06-02 03:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"What's the state of the art for matching summoners to students now?"

2014-06-02 03:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"There are schools for that kind of thing, but there's also still some informal stuff where if a person who wants to grow up to be a summoner they can go find someone who is one and learn that way. I think there are forums on the extranet for that kind of thing. It's possible that now that I'm famous, some precocious kid will run up to me and ask me to teach them. I'm not entirely sure, I wasn't an apprentice, most of what I know is from books."Edited   2014-06-02 03:27 (UTC)


2014-06-02 03:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Do you want the kind of kid who'll run up to you because you're famous?"

2014-06-02 03:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I would have to meet them. Some of them might just not have any idea of who to turn to and pick me because I am recognizable, or because they like the space station in particular. So, maybe?"

2014-06-02 03:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I learned everything out of books too."

2014-06-02 03:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "Did you really?  Where on Earth did you find them?"

2014-06-02 03:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Abandoned house in my dad's town."

2014-06-02 03:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Ooo, congrats. I had to go and buy mine."

2014-06-02 03:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I thought they were bullshit, but cool bullshit.  Drew my first circle when bored in my dad's garage and was very surprised.  Very glad I didn't get creative, got a very unpleasant fairy."

2014-06-02 03:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "That could have ended badly. My first was also a fairy, literally about ten minutes after I got my summoner license. I had her move some furniture, but it was mostly because I could do it and I was excited."

2014-06-02 03:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"I didn't have mine do anything, I got rid of her to make sure I could and then read the whole stash before drawing anything else."

2014-06-02 03:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"That is very smart of you! I am not surprised by this in the slightest."

2014-06-02 03:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"And thus began my five year career in summoning and the efficient use of parlor tricks."

2014-06-02 04:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I focused less on efficient use of parlor tricks and more on how I could use angels and fairies the most effectively per summon. I can do a bit with the little tricks, though."

2014-06-02 04:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Well, for most of it I was in the magical closet and did not have the option of dragging daeva around in public."

2014-06-02 04:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She pets his hair. "Thank you very much for removing the magical closet entirely, I like being able to have daeva in public."

2014-06-02 04:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I like you being able to have daeva in public too.  It'd be inconvenient if you had to keep me in a shoebox."

2014-06-02 04:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles. "I would carry the shoebox everywhere and occasionally take you out to pet you. Right after I finished buying a factory to mass produce the shrink ray necessary to make that even possible."

2014-06-02 04:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I thought you said I wasn't a pet.  And here you are talking about petting me.  I'm shocked.  Shocked and hurt, Adana."

2014-06-02 04:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Noooooooo, I'm sorry, don't be shocked, hurt, and leave to eat a pint of icecream!" Hair pet, hair pet, big blue eyes that beg for him to stay. "It won't happen again, I'm sorry."

2014-06-02 04:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"But now you are actually literally petting me.  How can I trust you when your actions belie your words?"

He's leaning into her hand.

2014-06-02 04:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"B-But...." Sadface, but she keeps petting him. "But you're so you and your hair is fun to pet! Do you want me to stop?"

2014-06-02 04:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I am but a wretched demon.  Wholly obedient to the whims of my summoner.  Pet me if it be thy will."

2014-06-02 04:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Awwww," says Adana. "Darling, I'll stop the minute you ask me to." She gives him a gentle neck kiss, and hair pets continue.

2014-06-02 04:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I know, angel."

This continues to be a good place to kiss Cam.

2014-06-02 04:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Then she'll just have to keep kissing it, won't she?

"Is that your pet name for me, now?"

2014-06-02 04:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Unless you don't like it.  Back in my day it was a fairly popular pet name, I suppose it sounds sort of weird now."

He gets kinda mumbly as neck-kisses continue.

2014-06-02 05:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She giggles. "It's cute, call me whatever you like. Angel makes a lot of sense, considering."

Hearing him get all mumbly is extremely cute.  Adana approves, and more importantly, Cam approves, so she will continue what she's doing.Edited   2014-06-02 05:16 (UTC)


2014-06-02 05:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam approves so much.  She has a very happy demon wrapped around her.

"My angel."

2014-06-02 05:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana is snuggling him back, all the while.  She's quite happy to have him wrapped around her. Wings are comfy, and he's comfy in general.

"Yup," she agrees, punctuating with another neck-kiss. "No one else's, even, I am pretty thoroughly a one-person-only kind of girl."

2014-06-02 05:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Ooh, monogamy.  Okay," he mumbles into her shoulder.

2014-06-02 05:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




She smiles affectionately. 

"... If you want to not be monogamous, let me know, I know my brother's got a - multi-person relationship going on. Or something. I'm not sure, really, but it involves multiple people. Not the kind of thing I personally go for, but uh... I'm not judgmental. If that's what you like."

2014-06-02 05:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I am okay with monogamy, possibly unless and until our contact is scaled down to iffy letters and care packages every few years which have to go through nosy fairies half the time."

2014-06-02 05:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana nods. "Makes sense.  And if all goes as planned, that won't be an issue, we get to bounce around being summoned by helpful apprentices or family members. But if it is - I'm okay with it. Just um - as long as I'm not..." Pause, squirm. "A notch on a belt?  Essentially?"Edited   2014-06-02 06:05 (UTC)


2014-06-02 06:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"My immediate reaction is 'of course you're not', but my not-immediate reaction is to wonder what that actually means to you and make quite sure."

2014-06-02 06:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Just there to - distract you or be a toy to play with for a little while, or for the most obvious purpose of sex. Using me, essentially. Please don't do that."

2014-06-02 06:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Are you one of those people who objects to serving purposes like that secondarily provided I am also personally fond of you and consider your interests important?  I'm good at a lot of things but none of them is - fooling myself into believing the list of reasons I might want to do a thing is shorter than it really is."

2014-06-02 06:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Nope, not one of those people. It's just being nothing else but those to you would - hurt.  A lot."

2014-06-02 06:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"You are not nothing else but your secondary purposes."

He resettles his wings around her nice and snug.

2014-06-02 06:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She smiles, and snuggles him. "And you mean more to me than your secondary purposes, too."

2014-06-02 06:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Good."

2014-06-02 06:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Snuggle, snuggle.

"I think I might like having wings, after I'm angelified. I could snuggle you back with them."

2014-06-02 06:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I could make you a set right now, you know, although if you ever wanted rid of them you'd want an angel to do the patch job on the ex-joints.  And it would get you odd looks."

2014-06-02 06:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She giggles. "Tempting, but it would be a bad idea to be mistaken for a daeva. If I were with you, someone could think we were both rogue and then react like I was invincible. Which would end badly. I'll just be patient."

2014-06-02 06:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Nuzzle.  "I will do my best to get in the way of anyone who attacks you, but I have no supernatural senses and no supernatural reaction time."

2014-06-02 06:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I know. My method is less 'be impregnable' and more 'be the type of person people do not want to attack' but, as you saw with killswitch lady, that's not always perfect."

2014-06-02 06:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Yeah, I did see that."

2014-06-02 06:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Snuggle. "Hey, I've got you, you can make up the difference pretty well."

2014-06-02 06:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"What wound up happening to her, anyway?"

2014-06-02 06:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"She's in jail, the trial went exceedingly fast because I gave them part of my comm log. Kind of conclusive proof, considering."

2014-06-02 06:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I bet her first step would have been to get you to make an angel doctor the logs."

He is now wrapped around her in a distinctly protective manner.

2014-06-02 06:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Most likely, yes," she agrees. "There was a bit of an argument about if I'd gotten an angel to doctor it myself, actually. That was about the only thing that kept them from immediately saying, 'Yup, guilty.' I think she also tried to argue that you'd made the killswitch, but everybody knows that you don't unbind demons." She winks. "So how could you have possibly managed that?"

2014-06-02 06:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station






Cam laughs into her hair.

2014-06-02 06:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She giggles. "I'm very glad she's in jail."

2014-06-02 06:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"It's a good place for her.  Why didn't she just learn to summon her own damn demons?"

2014-06-02 06:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Honestly?  So she wouldn't have had to pay the price for them, I think. She'd make someone else do it. Which means that if she'd succeeded..." Wince.

2014-06-02 06:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon






Yep, this is a protective demon Adana is wrapped in.

2014-06-02 06:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Snuggle, snuggle. "I'm all right," she murmurs to him. "Thank you so much for saving me."

2014-06-02 06:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"You're welcome."  Pause.  "What would you have done if I had killed her?  Killing people started seeming a lot less off-limits when I learned about Limbo."

2014-06-02 06:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I would have been upset with you and extremely worried that you were about to go on a killing spree. Now that I know about Limbo it's less... Off limits, but I still don't like it."

2014-06-02 06:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Yeah, I don't like it either, but - what I didn't like about death before was that I thought people ended.  Permanently unsalvageable streams of consciousness.  And now I know they don't.  Killing people now mostly seems highly impolite and reputationally unwise."Edited   2014-06-02 06:50 (UTC)


2014-06-02 06:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Right. That's essentially my logic on the matter.  I am having trouble imagining a situation where I would willingly destroy people that utterly, honestly. Send them to Limbo, maybe, if I had no other option, but actually ending people I don't think I'm capable of. It's more likely that I'd just - lock them up, make sure they have basic necessities, throw away the key and then ignore them."

2014-06-02 06:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I think people who are purposefully living at the expense of other people living are excellent targets if you can't talk them down and don't have the wherewithal to lock them up, personally.  But I haven't killed anybody myself, let alone destroyed them."

2014-06-02 06:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




Adana shrugs. "Maybe. It's such a situation that I don't see myself being in that it's kind of alien to me. I can always figure out a way to lock someone up if given time and access to daevas. If those weren't options I honestly don't know what I would do."

2014-06-02 06:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"If you're going to have a large inhibition, 'no killing people' seems reasonable."

2014-06-02 07:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I think so! Maybe it's easier to kill people, but I like playing life on hard mode.  Where I have annoyingly crushing morals about everything."

2014-06-02 07:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Do your morals in fact annoy you?"

2014-06-02 07:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "No. I mean, sometimes I get annoyed that there is such an obviously easy solution at hand and I'm not taking it, but the morals themselves do not annoy me."

2014-06-02 07:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Good.  Sounds, I don't know, itchy."

2014-06-02 07:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Itchy? How so?"

2014-06-02 07:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Having a constraint on your behavior that actively annoys you is unpleasant.  It's not intolerable, but it's unpleasant.  I would know."

2014-06-02 07:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Well, now she just has to snuggle him more and pet his hair. "I'm sorry, Cam."

2014-06-02 07:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It's okay.  It's itchy, not agonizing."

Snuzzle.

2014-06-02 07:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Pet, pet, pet. Snuggle, snuggle. "It's still bad, though. I'm sorry you have to go through it."

2014-06-02 07:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Well, I don't, anymore, I seem to have picked up a full-time job with a very accommodating summoner."

2014-06-02 07:12 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana laughs. "Fair point. I'm happy to help, my dear."

2014-06-02 07:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Kisses!

2014-06-02 07:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Kisses!

2014-06-02 07:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Yaaaaay.

2014-06-02 07:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Very much so!



She nuzzles him, after kissing has gone on a while. "So, while I am thinking of things that you might want - any places from human-hood that you would like to revisit? I can tolerate Earth-gravity if it means you get to see your childhood home again or something."

2014-06-02 07:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I'm sure the houses are both long gone - although my dad has a copy of his, in Limbo, he lucked out.  I'm curious now what's there, though, can you put in early-2000s addresses in somewhere and get results?"

2014-06-02 07:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Hmmm. There's probably some way to look it up. I'll check. Houses, plural? Did you move around a lot?"

2014-06-02 07:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"My parents divorced when I was a baby.  I spent most of my time with my mom, but I visited Charlie summers and moved in with him when I was seventeen because Renée moved to Jacksonville to be with her second husband.  So there's a house in Forks, Washington and a house in Phoenix, Arizona."

2014-06-02 07:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Aha!  Thanks. I realize now that I know near nothing about your life except the generalizations. Do you want to talk about it, or hear about my life or something?"

2014-06-02 07:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I can tell you stuff if you want.  My full name's Campbell Mark Swan, which will help you narrow it down if you want to mail me something in Hell.  I was an only child, I did not know there was such a thing as magic till I was seventeen - what else do you want to know?"

2014-06-02 07:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"... You know I never thought to ask if 'Cam' was a nickname or your first name?  I thought it was a weird twenty-first century naming thing," she snorts. "Uhh... Hobbies? School life? Taste in literature?"

2014-06-02 07:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Does my name sound that weird, really?  Do kids not get named Campbell or Cameron or anything anymore?  I liked - still like - reading and introspection and making excessively ambitious plans.  I spent a lot of time being precociously responsible because my Renée's a scatterbrain, I cooked when I was at Charlie's because he's almost unrealistically bad at it.  I did well in school, math was my worst but mostly because I didn't care about it and I'm fine at enough to get along in keeping up with advances in science nowadays.  I wasn't really popular, though, didn't put enough effort into it, I had people I'd talk to and I'd have reasonably well-attended birthday parties until I was too old to have them at pizza places but nobody I was upset to move away from.  And I always liked really old literary fiction - stuff that was old even then.  Shakespeare, Austen, Dickens, occasional foreign novel, stuff like that."Edited   2014-06-02 07:35 (UTC)


2014-06-02 07:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles. "As a full name, a little. Campbell feels a bit old fashioned, but I like it. Cam's a lovely nickname. You sound like you were the sort of person I would have been friends with in school, but maybe that's me being optimistic about my boyfriend."

2014-06-02 07:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I always went by the 'Cam' part, yeah, I don't remember getting called Campbell except when Renée was really mad or it was the first day of school and I don't use the whole thing at all since dying.  I think I would've liked you if we'd met in school, although who knows, maybe it wouldn't have shown off our potential to much effect if all we ever did around each other was recite oral reports on Stonehenge and give everybody in class Valentine's day cards because you can't leave anyone out."Edited   2014-06-02 07:40 (UTC)


2014-06-02 07:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"It's possible!  Or Zane might have scared you off, he did that occasionally with people. I never did the give everybody in class Valentine's day cards thing, I basically just stayed out of it and accepted candy offerings. Because it's candy. I lent out notes a lot, though, so we might have met that way, though I doubt that would do anything to show my actual personality. So back to square one, we've got no idea."

2014-06-02 07:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"What did your brother do to scare off well-meaning future demons in your class?"

2014-06-02 16:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Partially his personality, he's a bit abrasive if you're not directly friends with him, but he would also start making insinuating remarks about what he would do to people that hurt me if people were bothering me. Very violent things, it was a bit annoying."

2014-06-02 18:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Eugh."

2014-06-02 18:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I mean, I get why, but yeah. Annoying."

2014-06-02 18:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Maybe I should be glad I'm an only demon."

2014-06-02 18:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles. "I do love him, he's my twin and all, we can translate each other and I know he's got my back. So it's not all bad, it's just annoying when in a social setting."

2014-06-02 18:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Is he going to threaten me?"

2014-06-02 18:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Not if I explain things first! He has been known to actually listen to me when I explain things. I don't even know how he would threaten you, though. You're indestructible. I guess he could mildly inconvenience you for a little while, but um - you're a demon. You'd pretty handily win."

2014-06-02 19:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"I'm indestructible, not invulnerable.  Assuming you don't want me to fight back since he's your brother and stuff he could give me an unpleasant time.  It's sort of like attacking a watermelon with a plastic fork - it will be challenging to get anywhere but the watermelon is still scratchable."

2014-06-02 19:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Wince. "Fair enough.  I'll make sure he doesn't attack you.  I do not want you to get hurt."

2014-06-02 19:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Thank you."

2014-06-02 19:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"You're very welcome." Snuggle!

2014-06-02 19:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Snuggle!

"I don't suppose I can be of any direct use convincing the Martians to let me end their reliance on glass domes."

2014-06-02 19:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"I kind of wish I could say 'Yes, here is the thing' but uh. They're racist, quite frankly. I think most of them would freak out just at you being able to talk." She pets his hair. "Sorry, my dear."

2014-06-02 19:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It's okay, angel.  I suppose you'd just get in heaps of trouble if I took off my extra appendages and you were caught with a stealth demon?"

2014-06-02 19:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"... Only if you were caught," says Adana, slyly.

2014-06-02 19:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I don't have a good sense of how big the risk is," Cam points out.  "Also, I cannot snuggle you with wings I do not have."

2014-06-02 19:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"It would probably get me thrown in jail.  For the rest of my life. It's an option, and a good one, but uh - probably a better idea to stick to official channels as long as they're still being somewhat cooperative."

2014-06-02 19:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Okay.  Let me know if it ever becomes a good plan."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-02 19:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Mhmmm," she says, nuzzling back. "I mean, make no mistake, it is an attractive option, you could actually get treated like a person.  Huge bonus."

2014-06-02 19:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I think you have more hangups about that than I do.  I mean, when people do not treat me like a person I am quietly judgmental, but I'm much more concerned with how much this inhibits my ability to accomplish things, or I wouldn't ever answer summons and then where would you be?"

2014-06-02 19:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Without my boyfriend and possibly traumatized," agrees Adana. "I know, but it's still... You are obviously a person.  So you should be treated like one."

2014-06-02 19:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"It's only that obvious," Cam sighs, "if you let me talk."

2014-06-02 19:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Which people should do." Snuggle, snuggle.

".... Sorry, you are the wrong person to rant at about this, other summoners have not treated you well enough for my taste and it bugs me."

2014-06-02 19:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I mean, they weren't all bad.  Just - nervous and less intensely responsible than you.  I've had recurring summons from the same person before and I didn't exactly show up to those because I thought maybe they'd make a mistake and I'd get to flip them the bird."

2014-06-02 19:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Fair enough. Though it would have been funny if you'd done that."

2014-06-02 19:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I never got the chance, anyway.  String of ten shifts cooperating with an angel to make a subway system, string of four spaced a few years apart helping some real estate developer make apartment buildings, and if you want to hear about the other multiple-summons case I need to know how much you wanna hear about my sexual history."

2014-06-02 19:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana gives him a confused look. "... You can talk about your sexual history? Why, what happened?"

2014-06-02 19:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I built this nice girl's house, and when I was all done and she handed over my compilation of obscure indie music, she told me that if she summoned me again it would probably be because she wanted to do me.  She did.  I went.  Like once a week for a few months.  I'm pretty sure she had obtained 'how to safely have sex with a demon' instructions from the internet or something."

2014-06-02 19:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




.... Adana snorts with laughter. "Oh my god, really?"

2014-06-02 19:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yes, really."

2014-06-02 19:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Wow.  Just... Wow, okay. I'm glad you had fun?"

2014-06-02 19:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I'm glad she got me, there were - loopholes, in her safe demon sex internet instructions, I hope she got a human boyfriend instead of getting cocky.  I'd look her up and ask but I'm pretty sure she'd be dead by now, this was like seventy years ago."

2014-06-02 19:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana nods. "Agreed. I hope she was all right."

2014-06-02 19:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"She's probably a fairy now either way."

2014-06-02 19:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I'm not sure I can aim for 'girl you had sex with' in a summoning circle, but I can give it a shot if you're curious?"

2014-06-02 19:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam laughs.  "She never told me her name, I don't think you could grab her.  Open question if she even takes summons."

2014-06-02 19:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She snickers. "Okay, I would have tried if you'd wanted me to."

2014-06-02 19:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"It seems like it would be sort of rude, anyway.  'Hey, former booty-caller, my girlfriend has summoned you, I wanted to make sure you weren't suicidally stupid seventy years ago'."

2014-06-02 19:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana snorts with laughter. "I wouldn't have made it awkward, I swear! I would have been very polite about it and not have mentioned the booty-calling at all!"

2014-06-02 19:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"It would have been obvious subtext.  I would not be checking up on her to make sure the house continued to house appropriately for her."

2014-06-02 19:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"She might have thought you were returning the favor on booty-calling, but that might be a great deal worse."

2014-06-02 20:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yeah, I'd have to be all 'I'm doing the monogamy thing with this human, sorry'."

2014-06-02 20:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Adana giggles, and kisses his cheek. "And then she would be incredibly jealous and upset because you are a catch."

2014-06-02 20:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"She literally risked her soul as-far-as-she-knew to get in my pants, I'm sure she'll be disappointed."

2014-06-02 20:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Definitely. Probably best that we don't check on her, then, spare her feelings."

2014-06-02 20:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"She can do whatever she's doing in Fairyland-probably without interference."

2014-06-02 20:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yup! And you'll just have to live with not knowing what happened to her."

2014-06-02 20:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I've done it this long."

2014-06-02 20:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Head pat. "It'll be all right, if you feel like your strength is weakening I can hold you and whisper sweet nothings."

2014-06-02 20:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Oooh, I think I feel it going now."  He collapses limply on her.

2014-06-02 20:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She giggles, holding him and petting his hair. "You have pretty eyes?  And your wings are so snuggly, I think you are wonderful to cuddle..."

2014-06-02 20:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Awwww."

2014-06-02 20:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Hair pet. "You also have lovely ideas, I like hearing about them, you are wonderfully smart."

2014-06-02 20:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Nuzzle.  "Awwwwwwwwwww.  Do you need any such ideas right now?  Troubling subtask of the badgering-Martians-into-being-less-racist problem?"

2014-06-02 20:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I could always use more clever ideas!  I don't know what to aim for, though, what sorts of subtasks would you like to do?"

2014-06-02 20:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I don't know, how obstinate are they being?  Should we just do Titan instead?"

2014-06-02 20:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Rather obstinate.  The problem is that my job's basically 'out logic them all and charm them into each other's good graces' which is hard to pre-plan."

2014-06-02 20:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You could invite them to have me followed around by a couple angels who can undo anything nefarious I try."

2014-06-02 20:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I could!  That's a good idea. Thank you, my dear, I've come to expect them from you." Snuggle.

2014-06-02 20:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I am so pleased to meet your expectations."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-02 20:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles. "Mhmm. Best demon boyfriend."

2014-06-02 20:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Quite.  Am I distracting you from important work or is there some appointment already set up to talk to Martians in the future?"

2014-06-02 20:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Second thing!"

2014-06-02 20:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Ooh, so you could be quite costlessly -"  Nibble.  "Distracted."

2014-06-02 20:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Giggle. "Indeed I can be!"

2014-06-02 20:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Nibble nibble nibble.

2014-06-02 20:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Such wonderful distractions!


It takes some time to persuade the Martians to accept terraforming, but letting angels observe and correct mistakes finally decides them.  Adana and Cam get the okay to head to Mars to make it live. She lets him know, as soon as it's decided.

2014-06-02 20:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam is pleased!

Off they go to Mars.

Cam takes a while giving it a large amount of breathable atmosphere first.  It will be very windy on Mars as the air spreads out.  The angels have nothing to do but watch Cam suspiciously as he pours out air and reads a book.

He fills the depressions in the planet that haven't been peppered with dome cities with fresh water and some appropriate microorganisms and plants.

Then he get started on non-aquatic plants, hopping from place to place by shuttle and making swathes of topsoil and planting them with temperature-compatible flora that don't need bees or anything, all ready to go to seed.  They'll be importing the animals they want.

It takes a couple of weeks to have it done to his satisfaction.

And then, with the angels off his back because he's officially done, he sneaks a moment in a spot that he didn't plant and then goes and finds Adana.

2014-06-02 20:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




She's not very hard to find, she has been hanging out on Mars making sure everyone is fully aware that Cam is not rogue, he is very expertly bound, and that there is no reason for anyone to react badly. It kind of annoys her that she's getting all of the credit for what is essentially Cam's work, but she is tolerating it and relaying it to Cam as it comes.

Adana is having a conversation with the summoner who summoned two of the angels. It's about little tweaks that might need to be made as the planet settles in to its terraformed status.

"It might need a few adjustments, but it shouldn't change dramatically," says Adana. "Just import the animals in a reasonable amount of time and it'll stabilize itself pretty well."

Her companion nods. "Fair.  You do good work, I haven't seen a demon used so expertly."

"... Thank you," says Adana, after a pause.

"You're welcome!" says the summoner brightly. "Just wait, you'll be writing books on how to safely summon demons in a year or two, we can probably manage some other planets, too, without the annoying runaround that Mars required."

Adana nods. "Hopefully. There are lots of helpful things that demons can do." She sees Cam, and smiles a bit. "Excuse me, please, I think he needs me."

"Sure," agrees the companion. "Gotta pay the dues, and all.  Not going to ask what you're paying." Wink.

"... Yes," says Adana, awkwardly, and then she heads over to Cam. "Hello! I heard that everything's done!"

2014-06-02 21:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam looks at the person and smiles, unsure if he should talk in front of an audience.

2014-06-02 21:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




He probably shouldn't!  Adana waves goodbye to the other summoner, and politely leads Cam away.  By holding his hand.

Once they are out of earshot: "Everyone is extremely pleased with your work and I keep getting compliments, It's really awkward."

2014-06-02 21:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Accept them, I don't mind.  I made you something, can you get away?"

2014-06-02 21:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I can!" agrees Adana. "Just about everyone is pretty sure that I have to pay you right now, so they will not blink twice at us disappearing somewhere together."

She blushes, a bit.

2014-06-02 21:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"...I don't mind you accepting my compliments but I think I do mind the understanding of the situation as being wink-and-nod type transactional, how curious.  Anyway."

He leads her to the nearest way out of the dome and into the fresh breezes of Mars and into the shuttle he was using to hop around from point to point.

He flies her to a certain spot well out of the way.

He lands by it and leads her into -

a garden.

The plants here probably aren't going to hold up in the relative chill of Mars for that long, but cold can do a reasonable job of preserving flowers, up to a point, and this point has not yet been passed.  It is full of flowers.  Flowers piled on and twining around each other, forming archways, shaped into a gazebo; clover almost choked with its own blossoms underfoot; if there's underlying structure of some non-living kind, it's been thoroughly buried in blossoms.

In the gazebo hangs (from flowered vines) a deep and cozy-looking swinging couch, because he didn't want to imply the presumption of a bed, and the couch is the only thing not made of flowers in the place.  Before it is a (floral) table, and on this table is a lot of covered dishes that look suspiciously like they may contain lunch.

"Did I go overboard with the flowers?" Cam wonders brightly.

2014-06-02 21:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Adana stares, then grins and giggles a little. "Maybe a little, but this is gorgeous," she breathes. "You made this for me?"

2014-06-02 21:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"As opposed to what, using it for a photo shoot so I can pose for a wall calendar?" he says, putting a wing around her.

2014-06-02 21:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She laughs. "It would make a good place for a photo shoot for a wall calendar! It's extremely pretty!"

Her arms get to be draped over his shoulders, because this is too cute to not hold him.

2014-06-02 21:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Snuggle.  Sidling into the couch, which swings gently.  "It won't last, these aren't really Mars-happy plants and I made them live.  But it'll stick around long enough to have a picnic in it."

2014-06-02 21:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles. "It's still lovely and cute! Thank you for making it, how'd - did the platoon of angels watch as you made it and be really confused, or...?"

2014-06-02 21:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"They were really bored.  I offered them books.  They took the books and didn't watch me while I went around the corner of that -" he points.  "large rock.  And I had the design ahead of time."

2014-06-02 21:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Snuggle, snuggle. "Awwww.  Aww, that's adorable. How long were you planning this, I'm so delighted with it, it's so pretty!"

2014-06-02 21:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"About a week!  Had to be ready when the feathery busybodies gave me an opening.  I'm glad you like it."

2014-06-02 21:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




She laughs. "Gave you an opening to make an adorable garden.  Hee." More snuggling.  Look at her, being all snuggly.

2014-06-02 21:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"This is a test of the angelic supervision system.  Had this been an actual emergency, Mars would have ceased to exist."

Snugs.

2014-06-02 21:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana laughs so much that she nearly falls out of snugglehood.  She manages not to, by holding on to him and laughing uncontrollably into his chest.

2014-06-02 21:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




He helps!  By holding her snugly.

2014-06-02 21:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Snugly! How lovely. She recovers the ability to breathe after a little while. "Pfff... All of Mars, just - poof?  Gone?  I guess you could have dumped a black hole on it, huh?"

2014-06-02 21:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"That'd be the straightforward way, yes.  Slurp it all into itself.  I have no plans to do this."

2014-06-02 21:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"I would be extremely sad if you did!" And then she kisses him.

2014-06-02 21:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"And that would be terrible!"  Kiss.  "I must avoid saddening you.  I should be happying you."

2014-06-02 21:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




She giggles. "You are doing an excellent job of it, my dear!"

2014-06-02 21:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I'm glad to hear it, angel."

He takes a lid off a dish.  It smells spicy and lovely.

2014-06-02 22:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Ooo.  What's that?" Snuggle, snuggle. "It smells delicious."

2014-06-02 22:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Curry.  I can make whatever you want, but it seemed less weirdly hesitant to actually have things made in advance."

2014-06-02 22:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Curry sounds lovely.  Thank you so much for making it!"

2014-06-02 22:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"You're welcome, angel."

Snuggly lunching ensues.

2014-06-02 22:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




It is delicious!  Also snuggly!

"This was an excellent idea," she murmurs, nuzzling between bites. "All in a day's work, for fantastic demon boyfriend."

2014-06-02 22:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Have I accidentally ramped up your expectations, do I need to start planning to make you a roller coaster next week and a cave full of phosphorescent crystals the week after?"

2014-06-02 22:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She laughs. "No, nothing like that. You can have weeks where you don't make me arbitrary cool things."

2014-06-02 22:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"That's a relief.  I might run out of ideas and I would not want to disappoint you."

2014-06-02 22:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You're not going to disappoint me by running out of ideas, don't worry."

2014-06-02 22:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Good."  Nuzzle.

2014-06-02 22:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Nuzzle! "You're lovely, you know."

2014-06-02 22:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I am astonished.  My shriveled and unhealthy ego shudders in unbelief."

2014-06-02 22:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Aww, poor shriveled and unhealthy ego.  Should I make sure it's properly fed?  I don't want it to be malnourished!"

2014-06-02 22:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Wouldn't say no."

Snuggle.

2014-06-02 22:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Snuggle, snuggle. "Let's seeee... More lovely compliments. Where should I start?  Which part of your ego feels more underfed?"

2014-06-02 22:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Oh, probably all of it."  He kisses her neck.  "But you need not feel responsible for it.  I'm sure it can proceed without help."

2014-06-02 22:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"But I don't want it to be shriveled or unhealthy! I feel responsible for it, anyway!"

She shivers at the kiss.

2014-06-02 22:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"You're very responsible.  I like that about you."

Kiss kiss kiss.

2014-06-02 22:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles. "You're making it really difficult to think, you realize, darling."

2014-06-02 22:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Oh noooo.  But I like the way you think.  Will you be able to," kiss, "pick up again after I have stopped interfering?"

2014-06-02 22:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Mhmmm, you'd have a lot of trouble getting me to stop," snickers Adana. "So I suppose you can interfere as long as you like."

2014-06-02 22:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Okay."

He... interferes.

He is still accommodating her shyness, so if somebody finds them in their little flower bower it will be only embarrassing, not mortifying.  But within the set boundaries he's very nibbly.

2014-06-02 22:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Adana is supportive about nibbles.  So supportive.

Supportive enough that she will allow for less conservatively placed hands, if that's what he would like to have.

2014-06-02 22:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Well, he'll only know that if she'll tell him.  Or maybe pick up his hands and move them.

2014-06-02 22:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Hmmm.  Is this a thing she wants?  Hmmmm.


... Yup. Gentle hand move, embarrassed giggling.

2014-06-02 22:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Oooh."

Cam gets the hint.

2014-06-02 22:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Giggling.  So much giggling.  Giggling and kisses.

2014-06-02 22:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Giggling and kisses and interestingly placed hands, oh my.

2014-06-02 22:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




It is a lovely picnic, and a good idea!


They return to Adana's space station, shortly after.  She's got managing of things to do.  Cam is entirely welcome to help! Or just be around and cheer her up with his presence. She can do work on a tablet while snuggled up in his arms and wings, if it doesn't bother him.

2014-06-02 22:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




It does not bother him, although he will claim one of those limbs for doing his own reading.

Snuggles!

Punctuated with occasional kisses that only sometimes go beyond punctuation.

2014-06-02 22:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




That's entirely fine by her!  She likes kissing him, he is very kissable.

2014-06-02 22:57 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




And that is when someone decides to drop in to her office uninvited.  He got directions.

"Hey, Dana, finally found someone not stupid to take over at -" he says, in lieu of hello. Then he sees her and Cam and trails off.

2014-06-02 22:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Cam glances up at the visitor.

2014-06-02 23:1 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




And that is about all he can do before he is being pulled away from Adana.  Then punched in the face.

2014-06-02 23:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




Cam is indestructible but hardly immobile; he goes sprawling onto the floor.  "Ow, fuck!"

2014-06-02 23:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"What the fuck, Zane?!" hisses Adana.

2014-06-02 23:5 (UTC)









questions_later: No more games




"Oh don't give me that, like fucking hell this is consensual, he's a demon, are you - are you fucking selling yourself for resources for projects?!  I will punch him again, I don't care what kind of deals you've made -"

2014-06-02 23:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Maybe," growls Adana, "you should actually ask me before you punch my boyfriend in the face!"

2014-06-02 23:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Ow," repeats Cam, getting up.  "Racist much?"

2014-06-02 23:9 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




"Holy fuck you let it talk!" says Zane. "Dana, what the hell, why are you kissing a demon and letting it talk?!"

2014-06-02 23:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"He!  He is a he! I let him talk because he is a person and that is what you do with people!"

2014-06-02 23:12 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Oh, and I suppose his magical personhood means he's not an asshole for extorting sex from you?  The fuck?!"

2014-06-02 23:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"You probably want to handle this, like, verbally," Cam says to Adana, not really expecting a negative reply.  "As opposed to via me putting him in a bubble till he calms down."

2014-06-02 23:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Bubbling is an option, but yeah, verbally," she agrees. "Hey, Zane!  Guess what! He's not extorting me for sex at all! Want to know why?  Because he is not an asshole!"

2014-06-02 23:18 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"What, so just because you're enjoying it makes it less -"

2014-06-02 23:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"We haven't had sex at all!" hisses Adana. "Not that it is any of your fucking business!"

2014-06-02 23:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"I love it when people who have punched me in the face know things about my sexual history, personally, favorite thing," says Cam, glowering at Zane and hunching his wings around himself and rubbing the lightly bruised site of the punch.Edited   2014-06-02 23:21 (UTC)


2014-06-02 23:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Sorry," apologizes Adana.

2014-06-02 23:22 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Oi! She is my sister, I will fucking defend her from crazy rapist demons!"

2014-06-02 23:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Great!" says Adana sarcastically. "So you literally have nothing to defend me from right now! So kindly get the fuck out of my business!"

2014-06-02 23:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




Cam sighs and continues the glowering-huddling-under-wings thing.  He doesn't think his word is much good here.

2014-06-02 23:25 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




"But he was -"

2014-06-02 23:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"- You're fucking impossible to argue with when you are being so dense! Go away, take a few dozen chill pills, and do not fucking jump to punching people in the face!"

2014-06-02 23:28 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"Fine!" growls Zane, and then he storms out.

2014-06-02 23:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana waves a hand, and the door slides shut behind him. It's a pity it can't slam. She would have made it slam.

"Are you okay?" she asks, voice softening as she goes to check on Cam.

2014-06-02 23:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I'm fine.  It'll stop stinging in a minute."  He drapes a wing lightly over her.

2014-06-02 23:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"I am so sorry about that.  I didn't - think he would jump straight to punching, I should have - anticipated he would show up unannounced..."

2014-06-02 23:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"I don't blame you."

2014-06-02 23:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




"I'm still sorry, regardless," she frets, looking over his bruise.

2014-06-02 23:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




It's visibly fading.

"He packs a serious punch."

2014-06-02 23:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"He is very good at punching things," says Adana with a hollow laugh. "It's kind of annoying."

2014-06-02 23:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Has it caused problems directly before?  You said he threatened, but."

2014-06-02 23:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"No, but I have noticed and now consider it annoying because he punched you."

2014-06-02 23:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"I mean," says Cam, "to be fairer than he probably deserves, if I thought someone was raping you I would also want to hurt them."

2014-06-02 23:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Right, but he should - ask if that is what's going on rather than assuming and just jumping straight to punching."

2014-06-02 23:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"He might not have believed you free to answer."

2014-06-02 23:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word







Adana snuggles Cam. "I- ... I mean, maybe, but I just..."

2014-06-02 23:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Yeah."

Snuggle.

2014-06-02 23:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Hair pet. "I'm still sorry he punched you in the face."

2014-06-02 23:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I know, angel."

2014-06-02 23:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Snuggle, snuggle. "I will make sure he doesn't do it again."

2014-06-02 23:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"By giving him a stern talking to which he will sum up as 'because morality'?" Cam guesses.

2014-06-02 23:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




She snorts. "Probably."

2014-06-02 23:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Snuzzle.

"I love you."

2014-06-02 23:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




This catches Adana off guard!  She is momentarily stunned, and then replies, "I love you, too."

2014-06-02 23:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




How delightful!

He will have to kiss her.

2014-06-02 23:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




That is definitely a thing that Adana is up for doing! Kiss!

2014-06-03 00:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I love you," he murmurs in her ear, and then he kisses her again.

2014-06-03 00:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I love you, too," she replies, and then it's back to kissing.



Less than a week later, it's discovered that some of the weather patterns on Mars are a little weird - it's not raining as much as it should, and some of the plants are having trouble because of it.  Adana is specifically addressed to fix it.

"Want to?" she asks Cam, when she learns about it.

2014-06-03 00:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Sure.  I can put in some nice lakes."

2014-06-03 00:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Okay!" she agrees, and then off they go.

"Go nuts," she tells him, when they're there, with a smile.

2014-06-03 00:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




He gets to laking.

2014-06-03 00:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana will just stand over here with the summoner in charge of the angels that are watching him.

"Pre-made the binding?" asks the summoner.

"Yup!" says Adana, brightly.


The summoner is a little suspicious of this fact - she tilts her head, and uses her magic to check -

- then she hisses.

"That is the loosest binding I've ever seen in my life, are you trying to get everyone killed?!"

2014-06-03 00:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




Cam is a ways away.  He looks over his shoulder when he hears conversation.

2014-06-03 00:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




".... It's useful for my purposes, it's fine," assures Adana, nervously.

"Useful.  For your purposes," says the summoner. "... Put him back.  Unsummon him, right now. Before he gets loose and puts a black hole instead of water!"

"Wha- no, it's fine -"

The summoner looks at her. "I'm sorry about this. I really am.  You seem like a good kid. Put him back, right now."

"Look, I know what I'm do-"

"You really don't," says her companion. "You really, really don't.  I'm sorry about this, so very sorry, but you're a danger. He can't be here with that loose of a binding, and you won't put him back."

"What?  No - shit, Cam!" shrieks Adana.

There is the sound of a gunshot -

- and then Cam is back in Hell.

2014-06-03 00:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Ad -"

He stops.

This is his house.

He's home again.

Fuck.

2014-06-03 00:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




Maybe it was a warning shot? Cam might be resummoned, later, if he waits long enough.

Except no summon comes. For weeks.Edited   2014-06-03 00:53 (UTC)


2014-06-03 00:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance






Maybe they put her in prison and she has nothing to draw with.

And hasn't been allowed to talk to her dad, or her brother, to suggest that they fetch him up.

Maybe.

He starts writing letters to send next time there's a concordance anyway.  And in case he was wrong about what she'd be he puts a pointer to his residence in the major cities of Hell.

2014-06-03 00:55 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There is a summon. It's specifically for him.  It's not from Adana, but - maybe it's Zane or her father?

2014-06-03 01:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




Cam goes.

2014-06-03 01:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It is not Adana. It's the summoner that she was talking to.

But he can talk, he's not gagged. He can't do anything else, but he can talk.

"What," says the summoner, "did you do to Mars?"

2014-06-03 01:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Where's Adana, is she okay, did you kill her -"

2014-06-03 01:6 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"What do you care?" she snorts. "Don't play games, I know what demons are like, I've summoned them before. What did you do to Mars?!"

2014-06-03 01:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"I'll give you my notes on the project if you'll tell me what happened to Adana."

2014-06-03 01:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"... Deal. Hand them over, first."

2014-06-03 01:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"Make it a task and we can do it in that order, but I don't fucking trust you, I think you murdered my girlfriend."

2014-06-03 01:13 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




She looks at him coldly. "Fine. It's a task.  Notes, hand them over."

2014-06-03 01:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




He conjures up a paper copy of his outline of tasks for working on Mars.

2014-06-03 01:19 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




She takes them.

"It was not, legally, murder. You were an inch away from going rogue. She was irresponsible. Thank you for the notes."

And then she starts dismissing Cam.

2014-06-03 01:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Wait - please let me talk to her brother or something -"

2014-06-03 01:21 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No."

2014-06-03 01:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Or her dad.  Fifteen seconds on a comm with either one.  Mars still exists and you saw how loose my binding was I'm obviously not going to hurt anything I had the chance -"

2014-06-03 01:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"No," she says, coldly.

And then Cam is back at his house.

2014-06-03 01:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




Fuck.  Fuck, he should have held back the notes.  Or just blurted out the secret - bitch or not, she might have told somebody - fuck.

Cam adds a page of letter to the stack.

2014-06-03 01:32 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There are other summons.  But none of them are specific to him.

2014-06-03 01:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




He ignores them for about a year.

Then he starts taking them again.

Maybe someone will let him talk.  Or leave enough loophole -

2014-06-03 01:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




- No. To both.

2014-06-03 01:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




Well.

They have forever.

2014-06-03 01:37 (UTC)





Daevinity

Desolate





questions_later: On a mission




Zane hears the news within a day. He attends the funeral. It's closed casket, he doesn't get to see her face. He looks at it, unable to cry, unable to say that he's sorry or he wishes that there was something he could have done better. Her killer's gotten off scot-free, it was perfectly legal. Vernon hires a lawyer, but they get nowhere. Figures. He wishes there were a better outcome, wishes there was something he could have done to prevent this. There probably was.

He can't think of anything. Adana would have found it, easy, that's what she did, she was the thoughtful, careful twin. He was the emotional one. The one who went with his gut and did what seemed right without thinking it all the way through. His sister's not here, not anymore, so he will need to make up for her.  He thinks, very carefully, about what he is going to do.

Calmly, rationally, he decides that he is going to kill the woman who shot her. He will not go charging off to shoot her and get stopped partway through. Death is the end result he wants, because his sister is dead, she is gone, and now he will make sure her killer is gone, too. It will take time. He can't get close to her immediately, can't walk over and shoot her, she needs to know what she has done.

He summons a fairy.  He'd thought it was stupid, before, but she wanted him to do it, so he does. Zane thanks the fairy, quietly, and then dismisses him. It's stupid.  But it's what she wanted, he doesn't know what she was planning but she had to be planning something, she always was. He trusts her.  He always trusts her, he just - doesn't think it through, enough. He did stupid things, and he upset her. (And he's sorry.)

He quits his job. He's got savings, he's now got insurance money, and it's not like he's saving for retirement. His retirement is in a jail cell or a grave, he can't decide which. There isn't much he can do about her space station, he's not good at managing things. The companies are the same, he just - picks some people that seem reasonable, and then ignores them. Zane's got a job to do. It's a pity that his sister's work is just going to languish, but he is going to do what he knows. He knows how to hurt people.

It takes months, to get close enough.  Security job on Mars, perfect security guard.  Promotion. He had a good record, he was good at guarding things. (But not her.  He was not good at guarding her, if he were she would not be dead.) He gets access key codes to the security cameras.  To monitor them.

That's all he needs.

Cameras sets a looped feed, and then he goes to her quarters.  He knows her name, the murderer's name. He doesn't use it.  She doesn't deserve it. She doesn't deserve anything but pain, she killed his sister. He rambles, as he kills her. Things that Adana was good at, things that he misses about her, all of the various things she was planning to do. The ways she actually made them happen. 

It's not fast, it should probably be fast, Adana wouldn't want people to suffer - but Adana is not here. He is.  So he makes it slow. He makes it painful.  He makes sure the summoner screams, and begs, and that she gets everything she deserves.

But his purpose is to kill her, not to keep her alive for ages.  So he does.

They find him.  He doesn't resist arrest.  He doesn't care, he's too busy laughing because he killed her, she is dead. Dead, dead, dead. The woman who killed his sister is dead. She will not be coming back.

He doesn't do well in prison. His father visits, but - he's locked, in a cage, staring at four walls every day and feeling like they're closing in and crushing him. Like he's suffocating, slowly, like he's dying as slowly as he wished his sister's killer would have died. He wishes he could have made her suffer this much. But he didn't have time, he had to kill her. (But he still made her suffer.)

Eventually, he does something desperate.

It gets him killed. Trying to threaten a guard with a makeshift weapon, making it into a hostage situation - not smart for the long-term. He goes down fighting.  They have no choice but to kill him.


Then he is standing on solid gold, and he has no idea how he got here. Someone tells him that he's a demon, that he can just - make whatever he wants. He tries it, and it works.  He makes himself a knife, like the one he used to kill her, the one that was sharp and serrated and extremely good at slicing. Useful. He pockets it.

He wanders, wingless, because who cares, if he's a demon for what he's done then he just does not care.

Then he sees a flier. He stares at it. It has her name.  It has directions. His sister.

It snaps into place.  This was why she asked him to summon a fairy.  She knew. She knew he would be here, she planned this.  She's got to be here, too. Hell's such a big place - but now he has directions. Now he can find her.

He makes himself wings. He follows the directions.

And then there is a knock on Cam's door.

2014-06-02 22:10









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




Cam opens it, puzzled.

2014-06-03 02:51 (UTC)









questions_later: No more games




There is Zane. "My sister.  Where is she?"

2014-06-03 02:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance






"I think she's an angel.  But I wasn't sure.  You saw the fliers, huh?"

2014-06-03 02:52 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




"I saw the fliers," he agrees. "She's - not here?"

2014-06-03 02:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"I don't think so.  Maybe she just hasn't seen the fliers, but you saw them.  How'd you die?"

2014-06-03 02:59 (UTC)









questions_later: Security officer




"... Killed the bitch that shot her.  Died in prison."

2014-06-03 02:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"Good.  She summoned me but I wasn't thinking straight, I didn't hold out what she wanted for anything more than a confession.  And then I begged her for fifteen seconds on a comm with you or your dad and she sent me back.  I've been taking randoms again, but no one lets me talk, I imagine you'll have the same problem."

2014-06-03 03:1 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Probably. We're all immortal, though?  You're sure she's not - gone forever?"

2014-06-03 03:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Oh, yes, even if she hadn't been a summoner, Limbo.  We can write her letters.  I have one in progress.  Concordances are always choked with people desperate to get the mail across, though.  Not really suitable for - in person visits."

2014-06-03 03:5 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"Okay. But no matter what, even if letters don't get through - she's alive."

This seems to be a great relief to him.

2014-06-03 03:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"Yes.  Of course, so's the bitch who killed her."

2014-06-03 03:8 (UTC)









questions_later: Give it all up in a heartbeat




Zane frowns. "Damn. I want to kill her again."

2014-06-03 03:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"No can do.  Even if she's here, worst you can do is make her pissed off enough to try to piss you off right back."

2014-06-03 03:10 (UTC)









questions_later: On a mission




"Mm. Extra damn. But if it means Adana's alive, I'll take it."

2014-06-03 03:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Yep.  Probably an angel.  She has a much better shot than we do of managing to talk to somebody, but somebody who's willing to summon demons for happy reunions, that could take a while."

2014-06-03 03:12 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"She could get dad, maybe.  He'd do it."

2014-06-03 03:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"But it's been long enough that I don't think she's having that much luck."

2014-06-03 03:15 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"Yeah," sighs Zane. "But she's alive. I can deal with her not being here if I know she's alive."

2014-06-03 03:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam nods.

"So, how do you like being a demon?"

2014-06-03 03:18 (UTC)









questions_later: Security officer




He shrugs. "I haven't thought about it, honestly. I've made like - two things. I wandered for a while, found your flier, gave myself wings, came here.  That's about it."

2014-06-03 03:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Well, that's more than enough to qualify you for unprovoked face-punching if you meet a nice human and somebody walks in on you."

2014-06-03 03:22 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"Yeaaaah, um.  Sorry about that, by the way."

2014-06-03 03:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'm sure."

2014-06-03 03:25 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"To be fair, I thought you were raping my sister. I will punch people for that without hesitation."

2014-06-03 03:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making





Cam smiles slightly.

"That's more or less what I told her when I was trying to be fair to you after the fact."Edited   2014-06-03 03:27 (UTC)


2014-06-03 03:27 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"Thank you!" he says, brightly. "But obviously that is not the case now.  So, I guess you can punch me back for punching you.  I don't care."

2014-06-03 03:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I don't want to punch you."

2014-06-03 03:28 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"Then I am not complaining about not being punched in the face."

2014-06-03 03:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Good, it'd be in pretty poor taste.  Why don't you come in?"

Cam's house is not nearly as tacky as the rest of Hell.  It is tastefully decorated, spacious without being ludicrous, and full of books, many of them paper.

2014-06-03 03:35 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"Sure."

Inside he goes. "Surprisingly untacky! Nice, even! You deserve a gold star." He makes one.  It goes on Cam's head.

2014-06-03 03:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam snorts and unpeels the star and tosses it into the hole in the wall that leads to the magnetic chute towards his black hole.  "I prefer not to live anywhere tacky, and I have a disposal system that is not a traditional lake of fire.  How long have you been dead?"

2014-06-03 03:38 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"Eeeh.  I was noooot counting the days. Kinda hard to, anyway."

2014-06-03 03:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Well, what was the date when you died?"

2014-06-03 03:40 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




Zane takes a bit to think.

"... Is it sad that I have no clue?"

2014-06-03 03:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Yes."

2014-06-03 03:41 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"I mean, I was in prison, I wasn't paying attention to days then, either. But yeah, still pretty sad."

2014-06-03 03:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"They locked you up for killing - yeah, of course they did," sighs Cam.  "I'm sorry I didn't stop them - they just - they looked like they were just talking and I wasn't close enough to hear them -"

2014-06-03 03:47 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




Zane looks at him. Then, wordlessly - he offers a hug.

"Dude. Just from the look on your face you would have taken a bus for her. It's all good with me, shit happens."

2014-06-03 03:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




Cam sighs and hugs him.

2014-06-03 03:50 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




Hug.  Manly hug.

"Pretty sure she's not going to be upset with you, either, if that's what you're worried about."

2014-06-03 03:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




Cam snorts.  "Nah.  She probably won't.  But I still wish I'd been paranoid and put up a wall."

2014-06-03 03:53 (UTC)









questions_later: Security officer




"Yup. Wish I'd dropped everything to go running off to hear why she wanted me to summon a fairy, but noooo.  Had to be responsible. Shit happens."

2014-06-03 03:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I'm pretty sure she was planning to tell you that time you visited, and then she had to evict you from her room."

2014-06-03 03:54 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"Yuup. Lots of things I could have done better.  Whoops."

2014-06-03 03:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yep.  So you haven't made yourself a house yet?"

2014-06-03 03:56 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Nope. Guess I should, huh?"

2014-06-03 03:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Only if you want a house.  If you don't want a house, it's a waste of time."

2014-06-03 03:59 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"Well, now I can actually think about things that I want now that I know Adana isn't dead. So... Hmmmm.  Sure, house, why not.  Where should I put it?"Edited   2014-06-03 04:02 (UTC)


2014-06-03 04:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Cam shrugs.  "Do you want to live in a city or not?"

2014-06-03 04:2 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"Meh. Near it, not in it. I like my privacy."

2014-06-03 04:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Are you going to be an annoying or loud neighbor if I offer to let you share my black hole?"

2014-06-03 04:4 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Loud, no.  Annoying, I make no promises, what kinds of things do you consider annoying?"

2014-06-03 04:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I don't know, what do you do?"

2014-06-03 04:7 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"... Well, I guess I don't have a job anymore aside from being a demon, soo... Pick up hot guys? Make cool things for no other reason than because I can?  Occasionally get into fights because I can't get rusty just 'cause I'm immortal?"

2014-06-03 04:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Can you keep the fights away from the miniature neighborhood?  And ideally consensual?  And the gratuitous stuff relatively low-mass, this black hole is not evaporating faster than I'm adding to it at my usual rates of usage and I don't want to have to abandon it all that soon."

2014-06-03 04:10 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




"I could go make my own black hole and not bother yours.  Might be fun. Give you my address and tell you to keep me posted if there's news about Adana," offers Zane.

2014-06-03 04:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Yeah, that works too."

2014-06-03 04:14 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

Jealousy





royal_pain: (Default)




Turtle is very aware of how his alts are having lots of sex. He's not opposed to them having sex. Actually, he supports it completely. They'd fuck him, too, if he were a woman. Except, he's not, so they won't - and vice versa. He's not into women, they're not into men. He's not particularly upset with them about this, but he does want to fix this obvious problem.

He heads to Prime's world.

"Hey," he says. "I need you to do something."

2014-08-01 20:6









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... What is the something?"

No, don't worry about it, Turtle. Just barge right into his house and demand something of him, that's fine.

2014-08-02 01:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Well. Okay, you're looking for other versions of us, right?"

2014-08-02 01:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes?"

2014-08-02 01:21 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"But, sometimes we don't look the same."

2014-08-02 01:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Correct. Please tell me you have something more to do than stating the obvious to me?"

2014-08-02 01:23 (UTC)









royal_pain: g. They must breed the stupid




"Well! You should look for other versions of me. Since I'm a special snowflake so far. Bet you can also find my twin like that, too."

2014-08-02 01:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That... Is a good idea."

2014-08-02 01:24 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Isn't it?" Pause. "Also I need a fuckbuddy, none of the girl-me's are takers for obvious reasons."

2014-08-02 01:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime sighs. "Of course you do."

2014-08-02 01:25 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"It's a problem! All of the other me's get kickass hot chicks to fuck, and I don't have any matching men!"

2014-08-02 01:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Your priorities are delightful."

2014-08-02 01:28 (UTC)









royal_pain: (Default)




"Fun, too. C'mon, c'mon, do the scrying thing, old and cranky Edarial! I want to meet a man me!"

2014-08-02 01:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Fine, I have some free time," sighs Prime. "Shoo, this won't be very interesting while I'm looking."

Retirement? What's that? No one has time for those.

2014-08-02 01:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Mirror me when you find him!"

And off trots Turtle.

2014-08-02 01:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime rolls his eyes. He does some scrying.

And then, quite predictably, he finds a Zev. A male one.

He retrieves various mirror sets and informs everyone in their network of magic mirrors of this fact.

2014-08-02 01:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Okay, cool, maybe send one of these mirrors with the letter?  In case this one is fresh out of some harrowing adventures and trigger-happy?  We didn't attack you but it was kind of a near thing, the mirror will allow non-attacky communication."

2014-08-02 01:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I can dig up a spare set. Somewhere."

2014-08-02 01:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Er. Problem. We just went to Medallion, I don't know about you but I'm still not topped off  on mana."

2014-08-02 01:53 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Yeah, why were you alt-hunting this soon?"

2014-08-02 01:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Turtle - Zevros, whichever - asked -"

2014-08-02 01:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




In the background of Rain and Katydid's mirror, there is a maniacal cackling.

2014-08-02 01:56 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"FUCK YES!"

2014-08-02 01:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Congratulations, Zevros.  Now you get to wait for several days while the mages collect more mana before you get to meet your new alt.  I'm sure you'll be very patient."

2014-08-02 01:58 (UTC)









royal_pain: i. Kind of upset with you now




"Damn it."

2014-08-02 01:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"... We do have siblings," points out Prime. "If you could convince your alts to help you get to another male you, then it could be sooner."Edited   2014-08-02 02:00 (UTC)


2014-08-02 01:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"But mirror and making sure he and anyone else around him is not inclined to stab or ensorcel visitors, first," says Spring.  "Especially if all the mages are going to be empty, including the emergency backup mages."

2014-08-02 02:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Right, that's the smart thing to do. I mean, it's been a few days, Prime and I could probably manage the mirror on our own by now."

2014-08-02 02:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Go team."

2014-08-02 02:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"So what's this one like, anyway, any immediately visible fun quirks?"

2014-08-02 02:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh, he has wings," shrugs Prime.

2014-08-02 02:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Just wings?  No delicate little deer feet?"

2014-08-02 02:7 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"My feet are majestic, thank you very much."

2014-08-02 02:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"No deer feet, majestic or otherwise."

2014-08-02 02:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Phix kisses her boyfriend's cheek.

2014-08-02 02:9 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Wings is cool, though.  Boring humans are welcome to the club, but positive-sum contributions are better and wings are a good sign."

2014-08-02 02:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Agreed. Prime, meet at Pantheon so we can send the care package? Actually, it might be best if we just all went to Pantheon."Edited   2014-08-02 02:13 (UTC)


2014-08-02 02:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"So we can crowd around the mirror?" snorts Katydid.  "Sure."

2014-08-02 02:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Joy. Crowding around a tiny mirror will certainly help with bonding."

2014-08-02 02:14 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"We can always take turns. Pass around the tiny mirror."

2014-08-02 02:16 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"Dibs on being first."

2014-08-02 02:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes, yes, delightful banter, the mirrors are annoying to talk through with this relay, go to your portals now."

2014-08-02 02:18 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Going."

Bells go.

2014-08-02 02:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




As do the Adarins.

"Prime, spare mirror?"

2014-08-02 02:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Mhmm." Prime holds up a mirror pair.

2014-08-02 02:20 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Are we being invaded?" asks a confused Idania, painting her toenails from three feet off of the ground in the portal room. The paintings are pretty, don't judge her. "Do I need to break out the fiery explosives? I totally can, I've got 'em."Edited   2014-08-02 02:22 (UTC)


2014-08-02 02:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Prime found a male Zev' with wings and they're going to send him a mirror," says Spring.  "Why do you have explosives?  Do you keep them near my house?  Please do not keep explosives near my house."

2014-08-02 02:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I have explosives because they are a useful thing to have in case of invasions. And of course I don't keep them near your house. I know my explosive safety. Sort of."

2014-08-02 02:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"... How useful."

2014-08-02 02:24 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"If you get yourself blown up with bad explosives safety I might be tempted to extort your deity before resurrecting you again," remarks Ice.  "Anyway."

2014-08-02 02:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




Idania snickers.Edited   2014-08-02 02:30 (UTC)


2014-08-02 02:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Who's writing the letter?"

2014-08-02 02:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It's going to a Zev', right, not a Bell or an Adarin?  Zevros could write it as long as it contains the basics, and if there's some of us around we can explain the sorts of things relevant to Bells and Adarins by mirrors."

2014-08-02 02:32 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Eeeeee!" giggles Turtle. "I'll do it, I'll so do it, it'll be great!"

2014-08-02 02:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... That's terrifying."

2014-08-02 02:34 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"It'll be fine!"

2014-08-02 02:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"We'll read it first in case it's really egregious, but I agree with Katydid."

2014-08-02 02:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I do, too, but - terrifying."

2014-08-02 02:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Do we know the language we're writing in?"

2014-08-02 02:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I can check, but there were a lot of languages on the plane."

2014-08-02 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Isn't there any written material in his house?"

2014-08-02 02:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"No. There's some - technological things, but I couldn't find any books or newspapers around, and it's not like I could turn on something through a scry."

2014-08-02 02:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)






"Well, there's two languages that have appeared as native languages among us more than once.  Try those, and - include pictorial instructions for answering the mirror, in case that doesn't cut it?"

2014-08-02 02:45 (UTC)









royal_pain: d. Fruity drinks on an island




"Sure, I can do that," shrugs Turtle.

He gets to letter writing.

2014-08-02 02:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"Technological things to the complete exclusion of paper and also wings.  Huh."

2014-08-02 02:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I am really excited," giggles Max.

2014-08-02 02:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress pats Max's shoulder. "Planning on laughing maniacally again?"

2014-08-02 02:53 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I might, if it's cool!"

2014-08-02 02:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Phix fluffs her wings into existence and puts one around him.

2014-08-02 02:54 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Max grins, and shifts in his wings, too. Wingsnuggles!

2014-08-02 02:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial smiles, just a little. It's cute.

2014-08-02 02:57 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




Turtle finishes the letter (in two languages, with expressive pictures) and then the mages collaborate and it arrives in the new Zev's house. Where it can't be missed.

2014-08-02 03:3 (UTC)









questions_later: On a mission








"Uh," says Zane, looking at the mirror and the letter attached to it. He reads the letter.

And then he goes to get Cam, letter in hand.

2014-08-02 03:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam answers the door.  "Yeah?"

2014-08-02 03:5 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




Zane holds up the letter and mirror. "I got a thing. It's a confusing thing, I can barely read it. But uh - something about multiple versions of us? Also a magic mirror that got transported to my house?" Pause. "I'm extremely confused."

2014-08-02 03:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Uh, okay, I'll read it I suppose?"  Cam takes the letter and peers at it.

2014-08-02 03:8 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




It reads:

"Hey, other me! This is going to be really weird, bear with me, and blame your twin. There are multiple versions of us, and we've managed to band together with funky alternate universe magic. It's pretty sweet, actually. But there's a shit ton to explain, so - check out the mirror, it'll let you talk to us."

Following that are instructions on how to use the mirror, and then:

"P.S.: You and I are going to fuck. Just to let you know."Edited   2014-08-02 03:11 (UTC)


2014-08-02 03:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go






"These people have interuniverse transport magic that reaches farther than summoning?  You know what that means, if this isn't some kind of weird prank?"

2014-08-02 03:13 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"We can get my sister."

2014-08-02 03:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yes.  So, ah, thank you."  Cam peers at the instructions for the mirror, and fiddles with it, muttering, "If I'm greeted with a live feed of your alternate universe self's junk I will be annoyed..."

2014-08-02 03:15 (UTC)









questions_later: Make anything




"That would be the funniest thing," cackles Zane.

2014-08-02 03:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"No it would n- hi?"

2014-08-02 03:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"That's not a Zev.  Hi, whoever you are, where's the person who originally received the mirror?"

2014-08-02 03:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"He's right here - Zane, here."

2014-08-02 03:18 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




Zane takes it!

"Hi!" he says brightly. "You're not another version of me, I have no idea who you are, in fact!"

2014-08-02 03:19 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"Hey, hot stuff. I'm responsible for this, you're fucking welcome," says Turtle.

2014-08-02 03:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Nevermind who was responsible for all of the magic involved."

2014-08-02 03:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We're slackers, really."

2014-08-02 03:21 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"... Cool. Uh. I have no idea how you're doing this, but shit, I'm sold. Can you grab my sister?"

2014-08-02 03:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Please," adds Cam.

2014-08-02 03:22 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Ooh, this Zev has a sister."

2014-08-02 03:23 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"Yeeees? Are you not going to summon her?"

2014-08-02 03:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, no, we're going to, but uh..."

2014-08-02 03:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"What's your sister's name? Out of curiosity."

2014-08-02 03:25 (UTC)









questions_later: With my sister




"Adana?"

2014-08-02 03:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago







Prime starts laughing.

2014-08-02 03:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Most of your alts have brothers," says Ice.  "Most of you are girls, except for Zevros here, but you're the only one who has a sister.  These are Adarin, another Adarin, Edarial, and Darren, don't worry, we have nicknames."

2014-08-02 03:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"What's the holdup on summoning Adana exactly?  We miss her."

2014-08-02 03:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Low mana in the people who can do that sort of thing," says Katydid.  "Who're you?"

2014-08-02 03:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Cam.  I'm her boyfriend.  Uh, and -" he peers at the mirror, judges the odds that it was made with demon magic or parlor tricks low, and continues, "And we are all three of us dead and she wound up in a different afterlife than me and Zane did."

2014-08-02 03:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime is polite enough to stop laughing at this point.

2014-08-02 03:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... Wow. An afterlife? Prime - we should get our sisters, who knows how long they've been separated."

2014-08-02 03:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Mm. I'll go get mine."

And he gets up to go do that!

2014-08-02 03:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Bit more than a year," volunteers Cam.

2014-08-02 03:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful








"What is 'Cam' short for?"

2014-08-02 03:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Campbell."

2014-08-02 03:36 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting











"Campbell what?"

2014-08-02 03:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Campbell Mark Swan, why?"

2014-08-02 03:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy






"Hi, I'm Isabella Marie Swan, and that's Iobel Maryah Swan, and that's Isabella Amariah who neglected to inherit the surname Swan from her dad, and that's Ayabel of no middle or last name."

2014-08-02 03:38 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Huh. Wow."

2014-08-02 03:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Well. I can't say I'm surprised, ever since we found Zevros..."

2014-08-02 03:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Right, but - a boy Bella. And a girl us!"

2014-08-02 03:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Softly, Edarial says, "Cypress... Your sister?"

2014-08-02 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Right, sorry." He kisses his wife goodbye, and goes off to retrieve her.

2014-08-02 03:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that






"So I'm girls and she's boys and Zane is mostly girls?"

2014-08-02 03:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"We'll want to get Rae to check, but it looks that way.  Rae can tell - you'll notice I don't look like the other Bells."

2014-08-02 03:44 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"- This is all really weird and I'm not sure I'm following one hundred percent, but I have a question. We're all daeva, can't you just summon us? With a circle and such instead of - mana?"Edited   2014-08-02 03:48 (UTC)


2014-08-02 03:48 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




".... Ooo, summoning mechanics, spill, we love cheating systems."

2014-08-02 03:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I don't know if it'll work from all the way over there, but here's what circles for me and Zane and Adana would look like," says Cam, producing a piece of paper and holding it up to the mirror.  "Is the resolution on this thing good enough for you to get the detail?"

2014-08-02 03:50 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Max squints. "I think I can do that. Let me find an open spot and try it. Unless anyone's got objections?"

2014-08-02 03:51 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Do these need to be drawn in any special way, with any special material, at any special size, or accompanied by an incantation or anything?"

2014-08-02 03:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Leave closing the circle part for last, any material will do from blood to crayon to projected light, has to be on a floor or the ground and big enough for us to stand in, and that's all."

2014-08-02 03:53 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Well, good news, I have my trusty magic marker."

2014-08-02 03:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"You are my favorite complete dork."

2014-08-02 03:57 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Max grins. "Thanks, I try!"

He heads off to go carefully draw the circle. He checks Cam's copy several times.

And then: 

"... I think I messed it up, was something supposed to happen? Is there anything I have to do to activate it?"

2014-08-02 03:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"No, if you drew anything even sort of close to what I gave you you should have gotten a non-'nothing' result.  I even gave you one with a binding in case you screwed up on getting one of the three of us and got somebody unfriendly.  It was a long shot that it'd work from that far away.  The thing you used to send us the mirror works on people, though?  You're all in one place and not daeva except for maybe those two?"  He gestures at Phix and Max.

2014-08-02 04:0 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"I don't know what a daeva is, but I'm a sphinx and he's a peryton and we can shapeshift for convenience and opposable thumbs."Edited   2014-08-02 04:00 (UTC)


2014-08-02 04:0 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"Peryton?"

2014-08-02 04:2 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I'm a magic flying deer. Hi! Opposable thumbs are the best."

2014-08-02 04:4 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"The two Adarins who left are retrieving their sisters who have the ability to send or summon people. So it will still work out all right," assures Rain. He is entirely aware of the results of accidentally flippant alts.Edited   2014-08-02 04:07 (UTC)


2014-08-02 04:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"Okay.  I need to apologize to her for not being paranoid enough and for not thinking straight..."

2014-08-02 04:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... If she's one of us, it's likely that she's not going to be upset with you in the slightest."

2014-08-02 04:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"I could have saved her, and even after I'd screwed up doing that I could have maybe gotten ahold of her dad or Zane and told them to summon her, and I screwed that up too."

2014-08-02 04:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"It happens," says Rain, gently. He looks very sad, when he says that.

2014-08-02 04:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Well, no offense, but I'm going to apologize to her and not to - extra-extraplanar white-haired people in Renaissance Faire garb who think they might be alternate versions of her."

2014-08-02 04:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"No offense taken."

2014-08-02 04:19 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"He's awkwardly flailing at you socially! We're really good at that. In that we are all hilariously bad at it."

2014-08-02 04:20 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Anyway, so you're a boy, and a - daeva?"

2014-08-02 04:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"I am a boy and a daeva.  A demon, specifically.  I think Adana's an angel - magic deer, was her circle the first you tried?  If I'm wrong and she's a fairy, or even if we've managed to miss her here, it wouldn't have worked as written."

2014-08-02 04:21 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I can try another," says the magic deer.

He gets to doing that.

".... Nnnnope, that didn't work. Sorry."

2014-08-02 04:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Didn't think so, but I'd've kicked myself if we'd been held up because I was wrong about what species she is."

2014-08-02 04:23 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Yeah, fair."

2014-08-02 04:24 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Found my sister," calls Cypress. "She was here." Pause. "With yours, Max."

2014-08-02 04:25 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Aaaaaah bad thoughts bad thoughts!"

2014-08-02 04:26 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Fine




"Well I was having fun."

2014-08-02 04:26 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Awww, little mini Adarin, it's okay. We're in clothes and everything!"

2014-08-02 04:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Anyway, Zevros had Prime looking for more Zevs who match him instead of you and we found the Genderbent Universe.  Far as we can tell, that's a Bell," point, "and that's a Zev," point, "and the Zev has a sister who is dating the Bell."

2014-08-02 04:28 (UTC)









headunbowed: c. Want to see what you say




"Hey," says Zeviana, brightly, waving. "Cool, Turtle found a fuckbuddy. And also a female Ada! That sounds fun."

2014-08-02 04:30 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




Zane snorts, amused. "If this is for realsies and I'm not having a strange dream - this is the best day."Edited   2014-08-02 04:31 (UTC)


2014-08-02 04:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Turtle?  I understand the need for nicknames, but why Turtle?"

2014-08-02 04:32 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"His spirit animal is a turtle. And he lost the fight so now he has to be called it."

2014-08-02 04:33 (UTC)









royal_pain: f. My ideas are always better




"I hated that stupid turtle and I don't even remember why."Edited   2014-08-02 04:34 (UTC)


2014-08-02 04:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings






"Right then.  What needs to happen to get us and Adana in the same plane of existence again, please?"

2014-08-02 04:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Wait, are you two on entirely different planes?"

2014-08-02 04:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yyyyes?  We are demons and we are in Hell, and she's probably an angel and if so is in Heaven, or maybe a fairy and Fairyland, and then there's the mortal world and Limbo, and these places are not contiguous.  If all I had to do was traverse space to find her I would either be there already or in some kind of vehicle, believe you me."

2014-08-02 04:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"That will make it more difficult to work with, we're dealing with a renewable but finite resource to transport people."

2014-08-02 04:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Not if we're smart. Where can daeva be summoned to? Just your mortal world?"

2014-08-02 04:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Yeah.  By humans.  Well, by non-daeva, I don't know if sphinxes and magic deer can do it.  So - show up someplace nice and quiet on our Earth and draw circles?"

2014-08-02 04:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"If that's not particularly dangerous, yes."

2014-08-02 04:45 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"Can I go? I would love to go!"

2014-08-02 04:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"It's not especially dangerous, I don't think.  Just land in some wilderness in the middle of - I think Wyoming is still sparsely populated?  Land somewhere in Wyoming that doesn't have much going on."

2014-08-02 04:47 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Okay. That's pretty doable. Safety precautions, though, can we pick people who can defend themselves? Sorry, paranoid."

2014-08-02 04:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




"The most dangerous things likely are loose unfriendly demons.  If you get a loose unfriendly demon, the planet you are standing on will be sucked into a black hole.  Loose unfriendly angels aren't a whole lot better.  Can any of you deal with that?"

2014-08-02 04:52 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Darren makes a squeaky sound.

2014-08-02 04:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




"... I mean, we could recover from it. My wife can resurrect the dead. But directly combat a black hole? No."

2014-08-02 04:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"This isn't at all likely, mind you, you will notice I suggested going to Wyoming, Wyoming still exists. I'm just not sure that 'ability to defend yourselves' is what you should be selecting for here."

2014-08-02 04:55 (UTC)









headunbowed: f. Conversationally




"Prime's expendable, let's send him."

2014-08-02 04:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That's mean."

2014-08-02 04:56 (UTC)









headunbowed: j. Take a wild guess




"He killed you!"

2014-08-02 04:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible






"Whatever, just send someone who can draw circles, magic deer kid can draw circles, send magic deer kid."

2014-08-02 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Sure. Uh - also need someone to make a portal home."

He looks at Zeviana. Hopefully.

2014-08-02 04:59 (UTC)









headunbowed: e. Gorgeous in silk




"Sure. Ada, magic notes, go."

2014-08-02 05:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Going," sighs Cypress, and he breaks out the book of cheat sheets to get to writing his sister notes on magic.

2014-08-02 05:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




And that's when Prime returns. Sister in tow.

2014-08-02 05:3 (UTC)









headunbowed: d. Power




"Hey, fossil. You're sendin' us, I'm making a portal back, Max's drawing shit. Cool with you?"

2014-08-02 05:4 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: (Default)




"Adaaaaaa?"

2014-08-02 05:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime sighs. "Magic notes. Of course."

And he gets to writing his, too.

2014-08-02 05:5 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"How did you and Girl Adarin meet, Cam?"

2014-08-02 05:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Oh, she summoned me to make a space station for her to put refugees from badly managed lunar stations in."

2014-08-02 05:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful






"What year is it there?"

2014-08-02 05:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"2160, why?"

2014-08-02 05:8 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yours is the third Earth, and mine's a little ahead of Phix's at 2015.  The others are from lower-tech situations.  I have an alien robot army, but it's not exactly human-optimized tech."

2014-08-02 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"... Trying really, really hard not to laugh maniacally, you have no idea. All that technology..."

2014-08-02 05:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Oh, well, you'll really like the part where as demons me and Zane can just make whatever you want from nothing, hence the summoning me to make a space station thing.  Demons make stuff."

2014-08-02 05:15 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




And that's when Darren starts laughing maniacally.

2014-08-02 05:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial grins. "Literally anything?"

2014-08-02 05:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"We can't make stuff that is itself intrinsically magical.  Otherwise yes.  ...And we're better at doing things we have templates for, so I'm not sure how well the limit on intrinsically magical things will hold up if you have some for us to look at... I'd try copying the mirror but I only have one of it here and I get the impression they need to be paired."

2014-08-02 05:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"They need to be paired," agrees Rain, as the only functioning Adarin at the moment. Max is still laughing maniacally, and both Cypress and Prime are busy with magic. "When the portal's made you'll just be able to travel to our hub world, so you'll have plenty of chances to try."

2014-08-02 05:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Awesome.  But Adana first please.  How's that coming?"

2014-08-02 05:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Working on it. Ana?" Prime holds up magic notes.

2014-08-02 05:23 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Do I need to draw you a map




"Give me a bit, let me cram this shit all into my head..."

2014-08-02 05:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Prime peeks over Cypress's shoulder at his magic notes.

And then he starts helping him out.

2014-08-02 05:24 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"So, 2160," muses Ice.  "When were you born?"

2014-08-02 05:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"1987.  I died young though, I was murdered when I was 22."

2014-08-02 05:26 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"So you're older than Spring, but not as old as Prime, and I'm the odd one out for Bell birth years."

2014-08-02 05:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Ah yes, my title remains unchallenged. I can keep being the old and cranky person."

2014-08-02 05:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Done!" proclaims Cypress. He hands the notes to his sister.

2014-08-02 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Darren is still cackling uncontrollably.

2014-08-02 05:31 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Down, megalomaniac." She pats his shoulder.

2014-08-02 05:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"But he's so cute when he's megalomaniacal."

2014-08-02 05:32 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"But he might forget to breathe and then where would we be?"

2014-08-02 05:33 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I can breathe!" declares Max, giggling. "Sorry, sorry. Cam, I will tackle you later about your 'make anything' magic. I have things I would like you to make, if you're willing."

2014-08-02 05:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Yes, no problem, but first I really have to apologize to my girlfriend."

2014-08-02 05:37 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah, we're just waiting on -"

2014-08-02 05:39 (UTC)









sequoiadendron: Brother's at it again




"Got it. Okay, clump up, before I forget all of the things ever." She motions at her younger alt and Max. "Go on!"

2014-08-02 05:40 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"That!" says Max brightly, and he grabs the mirror and heads over to Zeviana.

And then they are in Wyoming.

"Do the portal thing," he says, brightly, as he gets to drawing circles.

Cam's happens to be first.

2014-08-02 05:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




Here's Cam.

"Okay, I gave you circles with a binding, so now you get to set me a task and a price and when we've agreed on it I can leave the circle," he says.  "And I did it that way in case you were going to fuck it up, which you did not, so I can show you nonbinding circles for Adana and Zane, and you can let me completely free if you feel like it instead of the task thing, act of will, very easy."Edited   2014-08-02 05:44 (UTC)


2014-08-02 05:43 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"With my magic system, if I fuck up at drawing things I could legitimately die a horrific, painful death. So I try very hard not to do that. Act of will, hmm -"

Max has a bit of trouble figuring out what it's an act of will towards, but he manages it anyway. The binding snaps.

"Oo, that did a thing, okay then. Next circle?"

2014-08-02 05:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Here, I'll draw most of it for you, I just can't finish it -"  Here is a circle to summon Adana done in tidy chalk on the ground, with a little gap, and a piece of chalk in Cam's hand to finish it with.  Cam offers Max the chalk.  And thrashes his tail.

2014-08-02 05:49 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




Max takes it, and then finishes the circle.

2014-08-02 05:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Then there is an Adana.

"What can I-"

She spots Cam. She notes the lack of binding. Those are the only two things she needs to know. Because then she is in his arms after tackling him and is kissing him passionately.Edited   2014-08-02 05:51 (UTC)


2014-08-02 05:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam flops delightedly to the ground and sneaks his wings under her own and hugs her and oh does he ever kiss her.

2014-08-02 05:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Oh, right, wings, she has those this time around, doesn't she? They're a lovely white with blue tips, the same shade as Cam's wings.

But he might not notice because kisses.

2014-08-02 05:54 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




Max blushes, and then gets to drawing the third circle on his own.

2014-08-02 05:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Kisses kisses kisses kisses kisses.  Wingsnugglehugs.

"So you aren't mad at me," Cam says breathlessly.

2014-08-02 05:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Why," laughs Adana, "would I be mad at you?"

2014-08-02 05:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Kiss.  His tail coils around her leg.  "Because I didn't save you and - well, I suppose you wouldn't know how fantastically I made a hash of it when your murderer summoned me, but there was that too - and because I thought if you weren't mad at me you'd probably have been able to get someone to let you talk to your dad and have him summon me."

2014-08-02 05:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Please. I was the idiot that died - did you know how few people employ angels that have no idea how to do anything more complicated than making tunnels? Not to mention - all of my summoners were from Earth. Dad's on the moon. Comm access isn't - that easy." Kiss. "Most of my time was spent figuring out how to be an angel, because no one would let me at a comm that would get me Luna without me being able to mend bones or fix nerves or - I have been doing so much studying, you have no idea."

2014-08-02 06:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Well, you can take a break," Cam beams.  "Plot twist, the demons found friendly summoners."

2014-08-02 06:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana giggles, and looks at Max. "Hey, summoner! Thanks! Wait - did he give you wings?"

2014-08-02 06:6 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Mm?" says Max, confused. "Oh, right, I still have those out. Nope! These are mine! I'm from really far away!"

Then the wings go away and he goes back to drawing the circle.

2014-08-02 06:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules







"What."

2014-08-02 06:9 (UTC)









headunbowed: b. Indeed amazing




"AHA! Got it, fuck yeah!"

And then there is a portal, embedded in a tree. "Suckiest portal ever, but I don't fucking care!"

2014-08-02 06:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity






"What."Edited   2014-08-02 06:10 (UTC)


2014-08-02 06:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Angel darling, these are alternate universe versions of you, and your brother.  There are mes, too.  We are the weird genderbent universe."

2014-08-02 06:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana takes a few seconds to process.

"Other... Universes. And they're here now?"

2014-08-02 06:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Cypress pokes his head through the portal.

"Hello! We're a plague of utopias, want to help?"

2014-08-02 06:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk







"Hell yes."

2014-08-02 06:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Snnnnnnuggle.

2014-08-02 06:15 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




Ice follows her husband.  "Hullo strange opposite-sex winged versions of us!"

2014-08-02 06:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Hi, strange opposite-sex version of my boyfriend. And other version of me with the - funky hair?"

2014-08-02 06:17 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Ha! Ha, I'm not the only brunette now, ha!" Pause. "Also, incoming, brother."

2014-08-02 06:18 (UTC)









questions_later: Make anything




And indeed, brother.

"... Fucking yes," he cackles.

2014-08-02 06:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Cue Phix coming through and going to stand near her own Adarin.  "Welcome to the people-with-wings club," she says, flumphing one of hers around Max.

2014-08-02 06:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Katydid comes through too, smiling tentatively.

2014-08-02 06:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




So does Spring.  "So this is the fabled Wyoming," she says.  "Welcome to the peal of Bells, Cam."

2014-08-02 06:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I feel so welcome.  And out of place.  But all suffused with everlasting gratitude and all, I will make you things, gimme a shopping list after I am topped off on angelic reunion time."

2014-08-02 06:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Hold that thought," says Adana, and she gives Cam a quick goodbye kiss before getting off of him. "... Zane? Uh. Did you die?"

2014-08-02 20:19 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"Sort of, yeah."

2014-08-02 20:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"Didn't occur to him to summon me and find out what had happened, perhaps understandable considering the non-amicability of our previous interaction, but he did take out the lady who shot you.  And then did, ah, poorly, in prison."

2014-08-02 20:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge







"Oh."

2014-08-02 20:22 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"But I got kickass magic powers out of the deal, and me and Cam had bonding time!"

2014-08-02 20:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"That's - dad's got to be a wreck right now."

2014-08-02 20:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"It's been a while but, yes, probably, if you want to vanish applicable wings or come up with a cover story I can fix us up with a ship and we can all go to Luna?  Probably easier than getting someone to let total strangers on a comm by walking to the nearest Wyoming habitation."

2014-08-02 20:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Vanishing applicable wings seems easiest, you - two, Zane's apparently a demon? - can put them back no problem."

2014-08-02 20:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Zane is a demon.  He found the notices I had up in various population centers about you for just-in-case and came knocking and, wonder of wonders, didn't punch me in the face this time."

2014-08-02 20:32 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"I said I was sorry!"

2014-08-02 20:32 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Wait, why did you punch him in the face?"

2014-08-02 20:35 (UTC)









questions_later: On a mission




"I thought he was raping my sister."

2014-08-02 20:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"You didn't even ask, you just assumed and jumped straight to punching!"

2014-08-02 20:37 (UTC)









questions_later: On the lookout




"I said I was sorry! I know better now!"

2014-08-02 20:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Demons have a bad reputation," sighs Cam.

2014-08-02 20:38 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Bad enough that the first time he saw you the only explanation he could think of was that you were raping his sister?"

2014-08-02 20:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Yeah, pretty much.  It's not like we get a chance to contradict it most of the time.  Most summoners call us up with bindings that don't let us talk.  And there are demons like that, just, not all of us."

2014-08-02 20:40 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Which I figured out, after I summoned him. And then he made me things and we dated."

2014-08-02 20:46 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Awww."

2014-08-02 20:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"And then somebody shot her, all very legal, loose bindings on demons are a kill-on-sight offense because that's the quickest way to get rid of us, and I was just out of earshot of the conversation and didn't get something between Adana and the gun in time," sighs Cam, wings drooping.  "...Magic deer kid, I should probably have mentioned this earlier, but in our afterlife system, which I don't think you have because some of you seem to have been dead in the past and you don't know what daeva are and I've never heard of a magic deer person before, anyway in our system the deal is you become a daeva after you die if you were a summoner before that."

2014-08-02 20:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana hugs Cam. "I'm okay, Cam, I didn't see it coming either, and I really should have."

2014-08-02 20:56 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... I mean if my afterlife is now 'magic powers' and I can be retrieved by Bella or something... That's really not terrible! I'm okay with this. If it works, anyway, I kind of don't want to check, especially with the problems Cypress had with his resurrection."Edited   2014-08-02 21:00 (UTC)


2014-08-02 21:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"It also gives immortality. If that was a problem?"

2014-08-02 21:1 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"How good's the immortality?"

2014-08-02 21:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Unproblematic," asserts Cam, prompting an "oooh" in near-unison from all his alts.  "Non-daeva get the same immortality deal, they just don't have magic powers or show up in interesting places to be."

2014-08-02 21:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Her species," Spring says, pointing at Ice, "is unaging, but not invulnerable or anything.  She can cast a version of it on regular people, though.  And resurrect, though that's sometimes glitchy."

2014-08-02 21:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"It was only glitchy when coupled with my magic's - whatever thing with the afterlife. It's not her fault," says Cypress, loyally.

2014-08-02 21:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Whatever thing?"

2014-08-02 21:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"When mages die they leave ghosts. But the ghosts are also our magic, so when I first got resurrected I was brought back without it and there was still a ghost-me running around."

2014-08-02 21:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Yeeesh. Okay then."

She goes to snuggle her boyfriend.

2014-08-02 21:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




Snuggle snuggle.  "That glitch is resolved, I hope?"

2014-08-02 21:21 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yes, but he had to die over again."

2014-08-02 21:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress scoops his wife up into a hug, snuggling her. "I'm all right."

2014-08-02 21:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"... Has anyone else died? Besides the - obvious."

2014-08-02 21:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Spring's introduction to all of this was being resurrected based off of commentary from a god."Edited   2014-08-02 21:28 (UTC)


2014-08-02 21:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"When you say 'god'..."

2014-08-02 21:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"A literal one." Pause. "We've gotten him to take a group photo of us."

2014-08-02 21:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The world I live in - it's actually not my original, but there doesn't seem to be any way to deliberately replicate the mechanism by which I got there - has gods.  Practical literal talkative gods.  The ones most likely to be relevant to your life are mine, Perinixu, who is a healing goddess of the highland springs and has supplied me with relevant magic powers, and Raezenoth, Rae for short, god of the desert wind and freedom and so on, who is my best friend's god and is much more likely to hang around the vicinity of the portal hub and socialize.  They can understand all languages via a mechanism which, as a side effect, allows them to identify alts in cases of uncertainty by hearing us talk."

2014-08-02 21:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"That's handy. So I'm guessing that after I've let my dad know I'm alive and caught up with Cam and Zane, we're checking if I'm... One of you gentlemen? As a woman?"

She is vaguely bothered by this. Being a league of men.Edited   2014-08-02 21:37 (UTC)


2014-08-02 21:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Your other circumstances are awfully suggestive all by themselves, but yes, Rae is how it gets confirmed."Edited   2014-08-02 21:39 (UTC)


2014-08-02 21:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"What are the commonalities, besides, apparently, names?"

2014-08-02 21:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"In the case of Bells - names, personality, notebooking, we think we have matching parents but Spring doesn't remember hers well, we all look at least sort of like each other - you look like you could be our brother, Spring is almost just a palette swap of us three - and the ones of us who are from Earth seem to have been all born in the same town and the name of the town I was born in is suspiciously alike."

2014-08-02 21:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"For Adarins - names, personality, a twin, matching birth parents and a usually present adopted father - there's only been one exception to that so far." He glances at Edarial, then continues. "We also tend to be surrounded by terrible people, and we do the - math thing. Our scales are also the same, it's wonderfully charming and makes it easier to compare notes."Edited   2014-08-02 21:52 (UTC)


2014-08-02 21:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Tend to be surrounded by terrible people...?"

2014-08-02 21:53 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I thought I was the exception, and then I remembered, a dragon is trying to kill my girlfriend. So, yeah, surrounded by terrible people, all of us. Except for Bells, obviously." Pause. "And our twins. And dads. But that's it, everyone else is fair game for being terrible."

2014-08-02 21:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Especially the birth parents."

2014-08-02 21:55 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"The other random people can be pretty damn terrible too."

2014-08-02 21:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress pets his wife's hair.

2014-08-02 21:56 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Oh, also - our moms are all universally crazy. So there's that, too."

2014-08-02 21:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"... Yay."

2014-08-02 21:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Anyway, we can fly to Luna and have the rest of this conversation there," says Cam, snuggling his angel and starting to make a shuttle with sufficient passenger room.

2014-08-02 21:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"That would be great, thanks, Cam." Snuggle, snuggle.

She kind of wants to tell him how much she missed him, but now there is a crowd of alts. Watching.

2014-08-02 22:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"How long does a trip to Luna take? Iobel and I sort of - have a country. To run."

2014-08-02 22:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Not all day or I'd have said, but a while, you should probably nip back to run your country.  Also, good for you, running a country."

2014-08-02 22:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Thank you. It was a - heartache to get."

2014-08-02 22:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Long story," sighs Katydid, turning back towards the portal.Edited   2014-08-02 22:06 (UTC)


2014-08-02 22:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Rain nods. "Collective of people - you can explain it, I really don't want to."

And then, off they go, back to their country!

2014-08-02 22:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I might sit the rest of this excursion out too, I have class in an hour."

2014-08-02 22:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I - don't think you can get to Luna and back in an hour, yeah."

2014-08-02 22:12 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I'm off today, want me to tag along and take notes for you? Or something?"

2014-08-02 22:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yes please, I love you."

2014-08-02 22:20 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I love you, too. I'll take copious notes and maybe tackle one of the demons to try medallion experiments."

2014-08-02 22:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You realize you could try asking politely before graduating directly to the invasion of personal space?"

2014-08-02 22:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




Phix kisses Max goodbye and heads home.

2014-08-02 22:22 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I refer to it as 'tackling' because I can get very thorough with my questions. But yeah, obviously I'd ask politely, first."

2014-08-02 22:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Anyway, all aboard," says Cam, producing a remote control for the ship and popping the canopy to let everyone in.

2014-08-02 22:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




All Adarins pile in, with Adana sticking close to Cam and snuggling.

2014-08-02 22:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




There is room to snuggle the pilot in this custom-made shuttle!  Cam needs both hands but his wings and tail are free to participate in snuggles.

Up they go.  Cam figures out where the moon is and aims at it.  "Adana, you know where to expect your dad?"

2014-08-02 22:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"He's probably still on Antarios, but he might have moved. We should check, first."

2014-08-02 22:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Right.  Not right now, since I'm using 'em, but please do remember to get rid of my wings and tail for me when anybody's going to be looking."

2014-08-02 22:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Yup!"

2014-08-02 22:33 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Gaaah," says Max. "It's really freaky, talking so casually about removing your wings. I mean, I shoo mine, but you're actually making yours disappear."

2014-08-02 22:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"If she does it, it'll be clean and painless.  Heck, if I had to do it myself, it'd still be painless, I made them without any pain-sensing nerves near the joins in case I ever wanted to saw them off.  Zane, you did that too, right?"

2014-08-02 22:36 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"... Oops."

2014-08-02 22:37 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Okay my head wants to be filled with screaming about the sentence 'sawing your own wings off.'"Edited   2014-08-02 22:38 (UTC)


2014-08-02 22:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Zane, next time you make a set of wings, just copy mine wholesale," sighs Cam, "tweak the color if you want - lucky we have Adana here - and magic deer kid, it's okay, there will be no sawing today, because my angel can just turn them into air, poof."

2014-08-02 22:39 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"Sure thing," he shrugs. "Think I'll make them black, though."

2014-08-02 22:46 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"... Nnng, it's like making your arm go poof. I need to find a magical solution for you guys to shift away your wings like I do with mine, so no more - sawing or making wings turn to air."

2014-08-02 22:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Magic? What kind of magic?"

2014-08-02 22:47 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Oh! Oh, right, I forgot - my magic's the only transferable one we've found yet. Except maybe this one, but - yeah, you can learn runecasting for sure."Edited   2014-08-02 22:48 (UTC)


2014-08-02 22:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Are you sure anybody can do it?  We can't summon anymore."Edited   2014-08-02 22:49 (UTC)


2014-08-02 22:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I was the test case for whether it worked for non-natives of Medallion, and it worked for me, but I'm just a human, albeit a previously dead acolyte human."

2014-08-02 22:50 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"We can test it pretty easily, too, if you're worried. I've got some scrolls on me..." He starts looking through pockets for an easy one - oh look, a light spell. How convenient.

"Do you prefer French or Spanish?"

2014-08-02 22:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Either one, I'm fluent in sixty-eight languages and they're both on the list."

2014-08-02 22:57 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Sixty-eight is a lot, even with as old as you are."

2014-08-02 22:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Daeva get the languages of our summoners automatically, which conveniently sidesteps the problem of how to negotiate task and price while one of you only speaks Chinese and the other doesn't know any languages because she started to exist as a non-ex-human daeva fifteen minutes ago.  I only learned English, some of the Spanish, and half-a-dozen demon-only languages the long way around.  Sixty-eight is still a lot, but for a while a linguistics department which had found a different relatively friendly demon to teach them demon languages used to summon me to confirm that she wasn't lying to them about what words meant what things - I didn't talk, but they'd have me confirm translations.  And they were linguists, so."

2014-08-02 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"... I think you still need the translation spell," observes Cypress. "Even with - sixty-eight languages already."

2014-08-02 23:4 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Max shrugs, and hands a scroll over to Cam. "It has to be in a non-native language, but the chant's written down for you in both languages."

2014-08-02 23:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"What happens if it turns out my summoning-acquired languages count as native for this purpose?"

2014-08-02 23:6 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"It'll still work, but - do weird things. If you want to be safe, Cypress, Prime, Spring? You have languages he hasn't learned, should we use those?"

2014-08-02 23:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Or I could just translate this into one of the demon languages," says Cam.  He peers at the incantation and then utters a rendering of it in such a language.

2014-08-02 23:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




A little globe of light appears, floating politely in the air.

2014-08-02 23:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles madly.

"We get more magic!"

2014-08-02 23:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Yes we do!"  He can take a moment away from attention to the ship controls to kiss her once.  Okay, three times.

2014-08-02 23:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Make that four!

2014-08-02 23:13 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"I guess the first takers at the 'better than Dumbledore' school of runecasting run by Phix and I will be alts of ourselves," snorts Max.

2014-08-02 23:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You have a school?  The class she ran off to, is she teaching it?"

2014-08-02 23:15 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"No, we're planning to start a school, we're in college for useful things but it's rapidly looking more and more pointless."

2014-08-02 23:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That happens.  I skipped college, since I found out about summoning when I was seventeen, learned to do it, spilled the beans, got killed for it, and have been demoning it up ever since."

2014-08-02 23:17 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Ouch. Um. I'm sorry."

2014-08-02 23:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"It was a hundred and fifty years ago, Hell is really comfy, and my remaining dissatisfaction about the situations is on track to being brilliantly solved, assuming you folks can make portals to other places later.  I can see my parents again and don't have to wait indefinitely to see Adana again and I can interact with the mortal world!"

2014-08-02 23:22 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Hell is really comfy, huh?"

2014-08-02 23:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"The lakes of fire are not and have never been intended to contain people."

2014-08-02 23:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress snorts. "Okay then. Well - yes, we can make portals to various places, though with how powerful daeva are I think we'll have to be very careful about it. But you can definitely see your parents again."

2014-08-02 23:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Are the portals permanent?  Sticking one in a tree doesn't seem like 'permanent portal' behavior, but maybe I'm wrong?  Since it's pretty straightforward to get specific non-dangerous daeva out of their realms, all that's really necessary is for me and Adana and Zane to, ideally, have non-summoned status so we don't go poof if our summoner dies, and then portals between the mortal world and Limbo."

2014-08-02 23:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"The portals are permanent as long as the item that they're in isn't damaged," says Cypress.Edited   2014-08-02 23:31 (UTC)


2014-08-02 23:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That particular portal was a bit less permanent than others, but it'll stay for quite a long time, even so."

2014-08-02 23:32 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"And they can be destroyed at the maker's whim."

2014-08-02 23:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"So - reunite Adana and Zane with their dad, fly back to random tree portal in Wyoming, go sightseeing in some other worlds, I think I heard something about mana, so wait for your little real-life videogame mechanic to fill up again and then - unsummon us, put portals in my house and Adana's so we can just walk here without being technically on a summon, break 'em, proceed with safer portal configurations summoning daeva to consult as necessary.  Unless you've been making lots of friends in Heaven, angel darling?"

2014-08-02 23:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"They're reasonably nice people, but - nope. I'm fine with ditching them."

2014-08-02 23:40 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Oh my god," laughs Max. "I hadn't even realized it was like a video game mechanic, that's hilarious! It takes a bit longer, but - still. Hilarious!"

2014-08-02 23:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sweetie, are you secretly a video game character?" inquires Ice.

2014-08-02 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress snickers. "How do I tell? I haven't noticed any video game mechanics in my day to day life, but how can I be really sure?"

2014-08-02 23:51 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Well, let's see, you acquired a new inseparable companion to accompany you in a new world you visited when you were going bizarrely long distances to fetch tea, you recharge mana, you would make a very recognizable pixel sprite," hairfluff, "you've died, twice, and are still running around doing things, I think you might be a video game character, love."Edited   2014-08-03 00:00 (UTC)


2014-08-02 23:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"My entire life is a lie," he drawls. "Will there be a boss fight, later? Or is that death itself?"

2014-08-03 00:1 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Spoilers!" trills Ice.

2014-08-03 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Cypress laughs and kisses his wife. "I love you."

2014-08-03 00:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"So are we always in sets?"

2014-08-03 00:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Prime and I do not constitute a set, and Katydid and Rain, with the country to run, are complicated."

2014-08-03 00:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I believe they're trying very hard to become a set now," says Cypress. "Rain and Katydid, anyway."

2014-08-03 00:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime does not bring up how Ice and Cypress seem to be shipping him with Spring. That will just be politely ignored.

2014-08-03 00:10 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"It's really cute," laughs Savannah, "how they keep showing up in sets."

2014-08-03 00:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"And we're the fifth set, if the sets were all sets, which they are not - am I waiting on Katydid and Rain to provide me their own story for reasons?"

2014-08-03 00:14 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"No, not especially - Rain was a prince, he didn't think Zevros would do a particularly bang-up job of country-running and besides you have to get married to ascend to proper monarch status there.  He abdicated a lot of the responsibility involved in finding somebody to marry because he was miserable about it, and his terrible birth father had Katydid's familiar who is, one, her best friend, and two, if he dies she's a vegetable, kidnapped, so that she would hang around the palace, marry Rain, and be queen, because in spite of being that horrible he approved of her for some reason.  Rain and Katydid didn't clear up the miscommunication - that the familiar was taken; that Rain didn't do it - until they had been married for months."

2014-08-03 00:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Oh, wow. Okay then."

2014-08-03 00:25 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"We think that we all just have harrowing experiences before we show up, now."

2014-08-03 00:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Spring managed to escape from harrowing experiences reasonably well."

2014-08-03 00:28 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Only if you don't count seventeen years of slavery."

2014-08-03 00:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I agree, but her opinion of it is a very valid one, she had - what, eighty years of freedom after that?"

2014-08-03 00:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Not quite that, but the slavery was not that materially unpleasant for me in particular, most of the time.  You might as well describe me harrowed by the lack of indoor plumbing."

2014-08-03 00:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Right." Pause. "Also we still need to go fix that place."

2014-08-03 00:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Yes.  Although it's possible that it's improved dramatically since I left.  It was a long time ago."

2014-08-03 00:39 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Right, but - checking to make sure is good."

2014-08-03 00:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Yes - but there isn't particularly much to recommend checking Tayane next as opposed to any other inhabited world, and we're picking them up at quite a clip, and I do not expect Tayane to improve our ability to absorb or improve future worlds at all."

2014-08-03 00:45 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"... Fair," sighs Max.

2014-08-03 00:47 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Immortality," reminds Prime. "Coupled with resurrection. And now we have daeva." He motions to Cam, Adana, and Zane. "Who knows what other types of resources we could gain. It's smarter to gather them first, so we can fix already present problems without issue."

2014-08-03 00:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Daeva are very handy what with the magic powers.  We're also indestructible!"

2014-08-03 00:53 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"That's incredibly convenient. If there were a safe way to test it, I would want us all to become daeva. But, the risk involved..."

2014-08-03 00:56 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"So is the plan here 'wait until the dragon gets Max and see if he turns into an angel, too'?"

2014-08-03 00:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




"I'm not sure how being a magic deer would interact with being an angel - and, dragon?"

2014-08-03 00:58 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Phix and Max have a dragon after them, mostly Phix, because she's a sphinx and dragons and sphinxes don't get along.  The dragon's modus operandi seems to be sending assorted monsters after them until cunning use of runecasting and magic deer abilities and Phix's sphinx magic solve the problem."

2014-08-03 01:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Your life sounds like a video game, too."

2014-08-03 01:2 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"You know, it kind of does now that you mention it. Iiiii am not telling Bella that she's an escort quest."

2014-08-03 01:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, I can't think that'd go over well.  I'm going to guess that Bells as a group don't want to be NPCs.  I do not think that part of me would change if I was a girl."

2014-08-03 06:1 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Indeed it would not."

2014-08-03 06:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Also, never say that out loud again."

2014-08-03 23:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Never, ever," agrees Cypress. "Actually, I have a bookmark on the Wikipedia page for 'feminism,' do you want to read it?"

2014-08-03 23:38 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Er. No, thanks."

2014-08-03 23:43 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




Ice snickers.

2014-08-03 23:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I have such fond memories of Wikipedia," sighs Cam.

2014-08-03 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"When I first arrived in Chamomile, it was one of my main sources of information. It's lovely."

2014-08-03 23:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Here it succumbed to editorial infighting and funding problems after the founder died.  Adana's too young to remember it."

2014-08-03 23:47 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I'll have to send the fellow a ticket for an immortalization.  Adarin would be so sad if that happened in Chamomile."

2014-08-03 23:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"... Now I feel like I'm a little kid, thanks, Cam."

2014-08-03 23:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I would be so sad if that happened in Chamomile. That's not allowed to happen now!"

2014-08-03 23:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"You're not a little kid, I'm just old," says Cam.  "It'll smooth out over the next couple centuries, I imagine."

2014-08-03 23:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Probably," snorts Adana. "Aren't we glad I'm not weirded out by you being over a century old."

2014-08-03 23:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




He kisses her temple.  "Very."

2014-08-04 00:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Snuggle.

2014-08-04 00:2 (UTC)









royal_pain: d. Fruity drinks on an island




"Sooooo," says a Zevros who is Super Bored by these proceedings. "How big is this ship? Do you have, like - a spare room?"

2014-08-04 00:3 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks






"A spare soundproofed room?"

2014-08-04 00:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You should have asked before I finished the damn thing.  If Zane wants to make a room off the side and get Adana to tunnel through the wall thereto and then make a door I won't complain."

2014-08-04 00:5 (UTC)









questions_later: Make anything




"Cool, I'll do that. I'll come get you when you need to make a door, Adana!"

Zane goes off to do that.

2014-08-04 00:6 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




"While I'm thinking about it," muses Zevros, grinning and looking at Savannah, "I still need to beat you in a sword fight."

2014-08-04 00:7 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: You're adorable




"Bring it."

2014-08-04 00:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Why am I not surprised," mutters Cam, "that this is Interdimensional Zane Meet-and-Greet behavior?"

2014-08-04 00:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Because you've met him?"

2014-08-04 00:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Nah, can't be it."

2014-08-04 00:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Well then I don't know what else it can be," laughs Adana.  Snuggle, snuggle.

She glances at the other people in the room and squirms a bit. She kind of wants to - not be in a crowded room filled with genderbent alts of herself and her boyfriend right now. Just with her boyfriend.

2014-08-04 00:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Her boyfriend is oblivious.  As of the last time they saw each other, they had barely graduated to activities for which privacy is preferable, let alone required.  Flying flying flying.Edited   2014-08-04 00:22 (UTC)


2014-08-04 00:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Someone else in the room is not oblivious.

He frowns. There's a brief internal debate over what to do. On one hand, he barely cares, but on the other, they have been separated for some time. Hmmm.

"How easy is it to fly this ship, Cam?" asks Prime, as if it's out of simple curiosity.

2014-08-04 00:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I made it with video-game controls and a good autopilot.  I don't think anybody else here can land it, but it shouldn't really need attention between here and the lunar gravity well."

2014-08-04 00:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Oh, good. Then, the both of you, shoo."

2014-08-04 00:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Pardon?"

2014-08-04 00:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Shoo. You," he points at Cam, "can make a room like her brother is."

2014-08-04 00:32 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Why are they being shooed?"

2014-08-04 00:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I will tell you," says Prime dryly, "when you're older."

2014-08-04 00:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun






"Angel?" says Cam.

2014-08-04 00:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt






"Aheheheh..."

2014-08-04 00:35 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I have no idea what's going on."

2014-08-04 00:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime sighs, and facepalms.

"Think about it."

2014-08-04 00:39 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly








"Oh," says Max, blushing.

2014-08-04 00:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Angel," Cam murmurs in Adana's ear softly, "do you want to get a room, or not, I can't tell if he's barking up the wrong tree."

2014-08-04 00:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"He is not barking up the wrong tree. Um. Room, please?"

2014-08-04 00:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Yes darling."

A room begins to sprout, opposite Zane's in progress.

2014-08-04 00:42 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win







Turtle starts laughing.

2014-08-04 00:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Ah, ah, your twin isn't here to police you, so as the elder here, the task falls to me. You want to fight with your alt, why not talk swords with Zane?"

2014-08-04 00:47 (UTC)









royal_pain: b. Best swordsman in the country




"Oooo!"

2014-08-04 00:47 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: Spotted something




"What are the good swords, I don't know what the good swords are -"

2014-08-04 00:47 (UTC)









royal_pain: e. Authority on the subject




"I might need to teach you before I can beat the shit out of you, just to make it sporting."

And then he starts talking about the various strengths and weaknesses of different types of weaponry.

2014-08-04 00:48 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




Savannah listens with rapt attention.

2014-08-04 00:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime looks kind of smug.

2014-08-04 00:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"All done with the room," Cam murmurs.  "If you'll rid us of some intervening wall, angel."

2014-08-04 00:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana nods, and gets rid of some intervening wall.

2014-08-04 00:54 (UTC)









questions_later: Make anything




"Done! It has a place with lots of room so we can fight each other, and a freaking huge bed!" says Zane, happily. "Adanaaaaa?"

2014-08-04 00:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She rolls her eyes, and - there goes some of the other wall for Zane, too.Edited   2014-08-04 00:58 (UTC)


2014-08-04 00:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




And Cam makes a door for his room and opens it and ushers Adana inside - and closes it.

He has not included space for fighting.  There is a bed in there, though.  A cushy cozy giant bed with room for wing-sprawl.

2014-08-04 00:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




Oh, good. That's very thoughtful of him.

Kisses?

2014-08-04 01:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Kisses.  All the kisses she wants.

Also she has such pretty new wings with such soft feathers to pet.

2014-08-04 01:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




Adana giggles into the kisses.

"I - seriously have no idea why I even wanted to wait, before, it seems so absolutely stupid now."Edited   2014-08-04 01:15 (UTC)


2014-08-04 01:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Here I was assuming there were reasons."

Feathers!  Feathers feathers feathers.  They are soft.

2014-08-04 01:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Mostly just - scared, nervous. Afraid I was going to find a way to screw it up. And then I got shot and I couldn't fix it and augh, I was such an idiot."

2014-08-04 01:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Never that, angel."  He nuzzles her neck.  "Or, alternatively, if getting shot and dying young makes one an idiot, at least you have company?"Edited   2014-08-04 01:21 (UTC)


2014-08-04 01:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




The neck nuzzling makes her giggle again.

"You're not an idiot, Cam."

2014-08-04 01:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Well then.  The rest of my contradiction writes itself."  Neck-kisses.

2014-08-04 01:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Ha! So it does."

She makes a little whimpery noise and nuzzles him.

2014-08-04 01:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




The proceedings are familiar, plus one new set of wings, for the next little while -

- and then there is a rather graceful segue into Cam ceasing to exercise self-restraint.

2014-08-04 01:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Oh, good. This is a good plan. Adana likes this plan.

2014-08-04 01:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




It can go on for rather a while!  Luna is closer to Earth than Mars is, but not that close.

2014-08-04 01:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




Long-term plans are the best plans.

2014-08-04 01:35 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







"Uh. I'm still taking notes for Bella - advice on how to explain - uh. Everything here?"

2014-08-04 01:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"That's probably a question best re-asked when the natives emerge, but what kind of advice are you looking for?"

2014-08-04 01:38 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Like - a polite way to say, 'And then they all went into some soundproofed rooms and did things.'"

2014-08-04 01:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime is kind enough to not laugh. Even though he very dearly wants to.

2014-08-04 01:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I think she'll get the jist of it from just that."

2014-08-04 01:41 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yeah.  I mean, strictly speaking, you do not have a list of the things to provide to her, so it'd have to do anyway."

2014-08-04 01:42 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected







That causes Max to turn an interesting shade of pink and inspect his shoes.

"That - that wasn't what I... um."

2014-08-04 01:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Cypress snickers.

"That was mean," he teases.Edited   2014-08-04 01:44 (UTC)


2014-08-04 01:44 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"What?"

2014-08-04 01:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Now he's thinking about it and he's embarrassed."

2014-08-04 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"Was he not already?"

2014-08-04 01:46 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"I was trying not to," says Max plaintively.

2014-08-04 01:47 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Your entire template is prudes," announces Ice.  "Easily flustered prudes.  The poor things were separated for a very long time.  Imagine if you had to do without Phix for that long."

2014-08-04 01:48 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do







Max makes a little sad sound.

2014-08-04 01:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I take it I'm not allowed to comment?" says Prime, faintly amused. "Considering."

2014-08-04 01:49 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Yes, I assume that if all Bells of your acquaintance evaporated you would make some businesslike attempt to retrieve us for practical reasons, and if that didn't work you'd make sarcastic comments and move on without incident."

2014-08-04 01:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"It's like you've met me."

2014-08-04 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... It would be a genuine attempt, right?"

2014-08-04 01:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes, of course," sighs Prime.

2014-08-04 01:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"We are after all so useful."

2014-08-04 01:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"You are. Resurrecting the dead and curing all diseases with a touch, and all."

2014-08-04 02:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"And making ships that go to the moon in minutes flat and who knows what Phix will be able to do when she's fully explored her talents and all of Katydid's cunning spellbinding."

2014-08-04 02:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes. Those, too. Also, if I'm not mistaken my alts would be incredibly distressed at the mysterious disappearance of all Bells."

2014-08-04 02:7 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Max makes another sad sound.

2014-08-04 02:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Correct," says Cypress, moving to cuddle his wife.

2014-08-04 02:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Spring pats Max on the shoulder.  "There, there, I do not expect any of us to disappear."

2014-08-04 02:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"I mean, I agree, but it's still kind of distressing."

2014-08-04 02:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Sorry."

2014-08-04 02:11 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Not your fault, thank you for the - shoulder pat."

2014-08-04 02:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"You're welcome."

2014-08-04 02:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam emerges in time - if not really plenty of time - to safely land the shuttle.

2014-08-04 02:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana follows, turning her wings to air.

"Gah, that feels weird, I've gotten used to them by now..."

2014-08-04 02:26 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Max does not comment.

2014-08-04 02:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"You think you're used to them?" Cam asks archly.

2014-08-04 02:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"If you want me to leave yours you'll probably have to wait in the shuttle."

2014-08-04 02:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Nah, nah, take 'em, the tail too, I can replace them later, but I'll probably fall over constantly, they help a lot with balance.  At least it's lunar gravity."

2014-08-04 02:31 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Katydid has a fix for the clumsiness, by the way."

2014-08-04 02:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Oh, very nice.  But I think I will go back to my preferred number of appendages after this visit anyway."

2014-08-04 02:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana nods. "All right, off they go..."

And then poof. Bye, wings. The tail follows, shortly after.

2014-08-04 02:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Euagh," says Cam.  "All right.  Look how human we are.  Get your brother and we can all go."

2014-08-04 02:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Sorry," she says, sympathetically, touching his shoulder. And then she goes and knocks on the door to the Soundproofed Room of Questionable Twin Actions.

"Hey, we're here."Edited   2014-08-04 02:43 (UTC)


2014-08-04 02:43 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




There's some - frantic shuffling noises from inside.

"Coming!"

2014-08-04 02:51 (UTC)









royal_pain: a. I win




And the Zevs file out of the room. Turtle looks particularly smug.

"I won the swordfight."

2014-08-04 02:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... We are all so proud that you beat up a - how old are you, Max?"

2014-08-04 02:54 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Eighteen."

2014-08-04 02:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"An eighteen year old girl with zero experience in swordfighting."

2014-08-04 02:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam applauds lightly.  "Zane, say goodbye to your wings, we're gonna go say hi to your dad and the neighbors would be suspicious.  Come to think of it are your dad's neighbors going to recognize you two?"

2014-08-04 02:56 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"Bye, wings. I'll miss you. Annd... Prooobably?"

2014-08-04 02:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana turns his wings to air.

2014-08-04 02:57 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




"... Nyeh, that's weird now. I mean, we can be sneaky and stuff?"

2014-08-04 02:58 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I can do invisibility," says Max, raising his hand. "If that seems like the smart thing to do?"

2014-08-04 02:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That'd make it kind of hard for those of us the neighbors won't recognize to follow them to the place," Cam points out.

2014-08-04 02:59 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"So - you hold Adana's hand, she leads you there while invisible, and the rest of us follow you."

2014-08-04 03:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Angel?  Sound like a plan?"

2014-08-04 03:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Works for me," she agrees. "What do I need to do?"

2014-08-04 03:6 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Not much of anything, but uh - paper would help? I don't have to use up my scrolls, I can just make some more."

2014-08-04 03:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Here is some paper.

2014-08-04 03:9 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Thanks!" says Max, and then he gets to copying his invisibility scroll twice. It doesn't take long, he has his magic marker. Once that's done, he gets to chanting.

One at a time, Zane is turned invisible, and then Adana.

2014-08-04 03:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I want lessons on how to do this myself," giggles the disembodied voice of Adana. She slips her hand into Cam's.

2014-08-04 03:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"We should also see if those scrolls work even if I make them or Adana tweaks paper to have the designs," opines Cam, squeezing his angel's hand.  "Okay, darling, lead the way."

2014-08-04 03:21 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"It's on my list of things to make you test," says Max, brightly. "Father first, though!"

2014-08-04 03:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




".... Uh, question. How well are we going to fit in?"

2014-08-04 03:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I wouldn't expect you to be stopped," says Cam consideringly.  "But you'd get remembered.  Maybe only a sampling of us should go."

2014-08-04 03:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That seems best. Who wants to go? Aside from the obvious."

2014-08-04 03:44 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"I'm kinda curious and my hair is not bright white. How are my clothes, for the time period? For - the moon?"

2014-08-04 03:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Errr... Decent. I mean you kind of look like a really obnoxious hipster, but - not anything that is particularly memorable."

2014-08-04 03:53 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Really obnoxious hipster."

2014-08-04 03:54 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I guess it'd be the equivalent of wearing something from the mid-1800s where you or I are from," guesses Ice.  "And I look preposterous, I suppose.  Cam and Adana and Zane and Max go?  Max, can you un-invisible them at a key dramatic moment?"

2014-08-04 03:55 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Nope. But we can - wait around for the key dramatic moment when they reappear and time it properly."

2014-08-04 03:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Okay, then. I can work with that. And you don't look - preposterous, you're not in neon or cow print or something, but you do look abnormal. I mean - you look like you're doing a really good cosplay of someone from a video game. Appropriate, I guess, considering your - boyfriend? - is apparently from one."

2014-08-04 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Husband," provides Cypress, brightly.

2014-08-04 03:59 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"They still do wedding rings in 2160?" asks Ice brightly, displaying hers.

2014-08-04 04:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




Adana blinks.

"Errr. Occasionally, not that often, though. Sorry, I thought those were just a fashion statement, whoops."

2014-08-04 04:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"They're also magic!"

2014-08-04 04:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Anyway, the Chamomile set and me and Prime and extraneous Zevs can amuse ourselves in this ship talking amongst ourselves, possibly quizzing Ice's alethiometer or playing cards or something.  Go get your dad."Edited   2014-08-04 04:03 (UTC)


2014-08-04 04:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Yup!" says Adana, brightly.

And then she tugs on Cam's hand and off they go.

2014-08-04 04:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Cam follows her happily, trying not to fall over.

2014-08-04 04:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana tries to help keep him upright, and soon enough - they are at a place that looks like it's the appropriate house.

2014-08-04 04:10 (UTC)









questions_later: (Default)




"This is it," says Zane.

2014-08-04 04:10 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"Right, well. Should we knock now so that you're inside when you turn visible?"

2014-08-04 04:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"That... Yeah, that seems safest. Cam, or Max, knock, please?"

2014-08-04 04:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




Knock knock?Edited   2014-08-04 04:14 (UTC)


2014-08-04 04:14 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




And a man opens the door. He looks like a genuine mess, some combination of 'hasn't showered in days' and 'has possibly been doing a lot of drinking.'

"... Can I help you?" he asks.

2014-08-04 04:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"We can help you.  It's about your kids.  Can we come in to explain there?"

2014-08-04 04:16 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max... is really bothered by seeing an alt of his dad like this. He makes a Vaguely Distressed face.Edited   2014-08-04 04:18 (UTC)


2014-08-04 04:17 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"What, are you the media, come to interview me about 'delinquents'? Because I want no part in it."

2014-08-04 04:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Not quite," says Adana, softly, so her voice doesn't carry. "Hi, dad."

2014-08-04 04:19 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again








"Okay, if this is a prank it is in really bad taste," growls Vernon.

2014-08-04 04:20 (UTC)









questions_later: Give it all up in a heartbeat




"It's not," assures Zane. "We have a hell of a lot of explaining to do, it's all very freaky."

2014-08-04 04:21 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"... If this is a prank I will call the police and have you thrown in prison," he says, and then he moves out of the way so that all members can walk inside.

2014-08-04 04:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




In goes Cam with his angel and her brother and her magic deer kid alt.

"First of all, I am very sorry that I screwed up my opportunity to get this information to you a year ago," Cam says.  "And that I also screwed up my chance to render it unnecessary.  Max, how long until the invisibility wears off?"

2014-08-04 04:25 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"A few more minutes, I'm not sure about the specifics - ugh, I should have used my watch to time it, that is what it's there for, sorry."

2014-08-04 04:26 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Get what information to me?"

2014-08-04 04:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"When summoners - when summoners die, they become daeva."

2014-08-04 04:27 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again








"That was why you had me and Zane summon a fairy."

2014-08-04 04:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Yeah. I was going to explain it all in person, but then I - well."

2014-08-04 04:28 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"And now you're - invisible daeva? Who summoned you?"

2014-08-04 04:29 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




Darren waves. "Hi. I'm responsible for - both the invisibility and the summoning."

2014-08-04 04:29 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again







"Okay."

2014-08-04 04:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"And I'm the demon Adana summoned to make her that space station, and her source of information about the thing about dead summoners, and her boyfriend, please do not punch me in the face?"

2014-08-04 04:32 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"... Adana?"

2014-08-04 04:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"All of those things, totally true, and he's been a perfect gentleman the entire time."

2014-08-04 04:33 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Okay. Then - no getting punched in the face. Thanks for the dead summoners information, that's why Zane's here, too?"

2014-08-04 04:34 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"Yup!"

2014-08-04 04:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"He's also a demon.  Adana's an angel."

2014-08-04 04:35 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




".... Right. And demons are not all crazy and soul-stealing and going to turn the Earth into a black hole. Right?" He glances nervously at Max.

2014-08-04 04:38 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah, Zane's fine. Just with - magic powers and immortality."

2014-08-04 04:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Oh, also, soul-stealing, not a thing, never has been."

2014-08-04 04:39 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Glad to hear it. Uh - invisible kids. Hug. How can I hug you? Where do I aim?"

2014-08-04 04:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Over here," says Adana, and then - there is presumably a hug that Veron returns. Zane is involved in it, too, but since two thirds of the hug members are invisible it looks kind of silly.

2014-08-04 04:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Awww.

2014-08-04 04:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




And that is when Adana abruptly becomes visible.

2014-08-04 04:43 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




Followed by Zane!

2014-08-04 04:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Oh, well, that's suitably dramatic timing, I suppo-"

And then she can't talk because there are very insistent hugs.

2014-08-04 04:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Yay!

2014-08-04 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




Awwww!

2014-08-04 04:47 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid







"Okay," says Vernon, after there has been a decent fraction of the necessary hugs filled. "So - invisibility, do I want to know what that was? And - actually, who are you, kid, just some summoner that Adana talked into helping by summoning two demons?"

2014-08-04 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Nnnnno that is a long story. Um. I have no idea how to properly explain it. Help?"

2014-08-04 04:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Okay, so, earlier today, me and Zane were hanging out in Hell, Adana was in Heaven, and Max here was in an alternate universe.  It turns out that there are lots of alternate universe versions of us three, who have different kinds of magic in their universes.  Max is an alternate universe version of Adana.  There are two more of her, two more of me, and several Zanes too, all waiting in the ship we got here in, and some more of each of us who did not join us for the ride.  The alternate universe magic includes both invisibility and portals that can go between universes."

2014-08-04 04:54 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again








"What."

2014-08-04 04:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah, that. Um. We're going to fix lots of things now that we have access to alternate universe magic."

2014-08-04 04:57 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again







"Okay."

2014-08-04 05:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"You can come to the ship with us and meet them, if you like, if Max will re-invisible these legally dead individuals - well, I suppose I'm also legally dead, but not recently enough to matter."

2014-08-04 05:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"I - maybe, give me a bit to - absorb. All of this."

2014-08-04 05:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana pats his shoulder.

"We're okay, dad."

2014-08-04 05:15 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




Vernon nods. "That's - that's what's important."

2014-08-04 05:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I am again very sorry for - not saving her."

2014-08-04 05:16 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"That's - kind of a weird thing to apologize for?"

2014-08-04 05:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Why is no one accepting my apology for that?"

2014-08-04 05:20 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Because it's - it doesn't seem like it's your fault that she died. I didn't manage to save her, either."

2014-08-04 05:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: o ~ long distance




"I was there, she was shot over my inadequate binding - uh, Max, if somebody yells at you to dismiss us just nod rapidly and do it, please, you can re-summon us later - and if I'd been a little more paranoid or standing a little closer to hear the conversation there would have been a solid object between her and the gun."

2014-08-04 05:24 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Okay, I can do that?"

2014-08-04 05:25 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"I mean, I'm not mad at you, but I can accept your apology if you like."

2014-08-04 05:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Eh.  I'll live.  Insofar as I am alive."

2014-08-04 05:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




Adana scoots over and hugs Cam.

2014-08-04 05:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Hugs.

"Okay, this is seriously weird without all my limbs, can we go yet?"

2014-08-04 05:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Right, um -" She looks questioningly at her father.

2014-08-04 05:33 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"You've got stuff to do because of the - alternate universe thing. Right?"

2014-08-04 05:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana nods. "I - um, yeah, you can come with us but it's not safe for us to be here while Zane and I are supposed to be dead. And while we're also daeva with a very breakable summoner."

2014-08-04 05:35 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Makes sense. I could probably move, some place where you're not - known."

2014-08-04 05:37 (UTC)









questions_later: Make anything




"I can make you a house," says Zane, brightly. "In space."

2014-08-04 05:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That would work, or maybe just the Wyoming wilderness near the portal tree, it looked pretty deserted and if somebody complains Adana can whoosh away the offending structures and me or Zane can rebuild elsewhere?"

2014-08-04 05:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Probably a nice little place underground in Wyoming would be best," says Adana. "If you uh - want to, dad."

2014-08-04 05:41 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"... Sure. I'm kind of - sick of this place anyway."

2014-08-04 05:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Okay, dad."

Hug. "Do you - want us to help clean up, go now, let you do it yourself, or...?"

2014-08-04 05:46 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




The house is kind of a mess.

"I'll clean up. Do you have - comm access, or a communication thingy, or should I learn how to summon you both later? Or all of those things?"

2014-08-04 05:46 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"We have magic communication mirrors - I don't know if we have any spare. We'll have to check with the gaggle waiting on the ship."

2014-08-04 05:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Please tell me that 'gaggle' is not the term that has entered common usage," says Cam.  "Anyway, here, have an invisibility scroll made from scratch, see if it works."

2014-08-04 05:49 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"No, it's not, I am just kind of new to the alternate realities and haven't learned the proper terminology yet." He takes the invisibility scroll, and tries chanting -

Nothing happens.

"Well, that answers that. Crap. That would have been so great," complains Darren.Edited   2014-08-04 05:51 (UTC)


2014-08-04 05:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Sorry."  Cam produces blank paper.

2014-08-04 05:51 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Not your fault," shrugs Darren.

He gets to writing up the invisibility scrolls! Hurray!

2014-08-04 05:54 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




Vernon eyes this apparent necessity of paper and drawing things for magic, but doesn't comment.

He hugs his kids again. Because they're not dead.

2014-08-04 05:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam, meanwhile, tries to swish a tail he doesn't have, and makes a face.

"Adana, when I'm putting my various parts back, any input on their traits as long as I have to remake them anyway?"

2014-08-04 05:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Hmmm... I like the blue, keep the blue. Do you want to try out the feathery wings, or stick with the typical demon type?"

2014-08-04 05:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I like being able to swim," Cam says.  "And I don't fancy having to relearn flying.  I'll try on feathers if you want but if you're indifferent I'll stick with the bat kind."

2014-08-04 06:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Fair! I was just curious, go for the bat kind. I like being fluffy."

2014-08-04 06:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Fluff suits you!"

2014-08-04 06:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Thanks," laughs Adana.

2014-08-04 06:6 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"I might try out the feathery wings, just to see what they're like."

2014-08-04 06:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"But remember, make them smart in case you want them off and Adana's not handy, this time."

2014-08-04 06:7 (UTC)









questions_later: Sort of




"Right, the - nerve thing."

2014-08-04 06:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"The nerve thing.  I can do yours for you if it's too complicated."

2014-08-04 06:7 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"That would be great, thanks!"

2014-08-04 06:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"But we will want to be in the privacy of the spaceship first.  Damn it, I keep trying to swish my tail and I don't have it, this is annoying me even more than I thought it would."

2014-08-04 06:9 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I mean, I can make a third scroll and turn all three of you invisible. Then we just walk back and I am the door opening master."

2014-08-04 06:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Mmm, yeah, probably that'll be fine, unless someone took note of us on our way in and will wonder where I got to."

2014-08-04 06:11 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... Well. Is anyone likely to care?"

2014-08-04 06:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Maybe? But if the missing limbs are bothering Cam that much..."

2014-08-04 06:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I can put up with it for the duration of the walk.  I'll quit complaining.  I was a four-limbed creature for twenty-two years, I can do it for twenty minutes."

2014-08-04 06:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Okay. And then you can put everything back."

2014-08-04 06:14 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Finished the scrolls. D- uh, Mr. Sanders," says Max, awkwardly, "are you coming with us to the spaceship now, or are we picking you up later?"Edited   2014-08-04 06:15 (UTC)


2014-08-04 06:15 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"I'll - stay here, clean up a bit. Get ready to move to an underground house in Wyoming. Process all of this."

2014-08-04 06:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"All right," says Adana. She hugs her dad again. "I love you. I'm - so sorry that this all -"

2014-08-04 06:17 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"- It's not your fault. Okay? You were shot, it's not something you can plan for. I love you, too."

2014-08-04 06:19 (UTC)









questions_later: No more games




And then it is Zane's turn to hug his dad again.

"... Sorry," he murmurs.

2014-08-04 06:21 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




Hug.

"I know. It's - I understand."

Because Zane did what Veron wanted to do.

2014-08-04 06:23 (UTC)









questions_later: Security officer




Zane nods.

"Right, okay, invisibility, ship, let's - do that, I miss my wings."

2014-08-04 06:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"You miss your wings," mutters Cam lightly.

2014-08-04 06:26 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Nnnnh it's still weird how you just got rid of them," mutters Max. "Got the scrolls, we can all stop freaking out about getting rid of limbs now."

2014-08-04 06:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"You got rid of yours," points out Adana.

2014-08-04 06:32 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"No, I shifted them hidden, there is a huge difference, I still have them, they're just not usable right now. If I want them back it's easier than breathing."

2014-08-04 06:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Very convenient system.  Invisibility, please."

2014-08-04 06:33 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Mhm!"

And then - invisibility for Adana and Zane.

2014-08-04 06:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"We'll be back," promises Adana, giving an invisible hug to her dad.

And then, off they go, to the spaceship.

2014-08-04 06:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Once they are back in the spaceship, Cam makes his wings and tail again in record time.  Flumph, there they are, and here is one wrapped around his angel to pull her in for a kiss.

"Okay, we are flying back to Wyoming, Mr. Sanders will catch up later.  Angel, do you want me to remake yours the same way you had them?  Zane, you have a design in mind?"

2014-08-04 06:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Same way I had them, please."

2014-08-04 06:39 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"Hmmm. Black wings with this like - iridescent sheen in the right light? That would look sweet."

2014-08-04 06:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Here are Adana's wings again just how she had them.  "Shaped like hers?" Cam inquires of Zane.

2014-08-04 06:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Hurray! Thanks."

Her wing curls around Cam, snuggle snuggle.

2014-08-04 06:47 (UTC)









questions_later: That good




"Sure. If I don't like them, I can bug her to tweak them later," he shrugs.

2014-08-04 06:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




And here are cleverly painless-jointed iridescent black bird wings on Zane.

2014-08-04 06:48 (UTC)









questions_later: Rolling with the weirdness




Zane stretches them experimentally. "Hmm. Strange. Might go back to the bat wings later, but this should be fun for now."

2014-08-04 06:49 (UTC)









morethanimaginary: (Default)




"I can teach you how to use 'em."

2014-08-04 06:50 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




"Awww! Thanks, little me with tits!"

2014-08-04 06:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam sits in the pilot's seat and takes off, tail swishing contently.

2014-08-04 06:52 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

couples





come_midnight: g ~ private language




Iobel and Edarial have a country to run.  They'll get notes from their alts on the new world, later, presumably.  If the magic is really as unlimited as it seems then Cam will be able to singlehandedly alleviate pretty much arbitrary resource shortages, so there's that; Iobel therefore pulls out paperwork unrelated to resource shortages from the inbox to work on first when she and Edarial reach their work area.

"Another happy couple," she murmurs under her breath.

2014-08-04 00:0









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




Edarial glances up at her from the tax thing in his hands.

And then, carefully, he takes her hand and asks, "Do you want to go try and be - couply?"

2014-08-04 07:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I - try how?"

2014-08-04 07:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... A walk, or something? A picnic, maybe?" Pause. "Wait, no, that would make us like Ice and Cypress, nevermind on the picnic, that option is dead to us."

2014-08-04 07:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Permanent moratorium on picnics, huh?"

2014-08-04 07:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Well," he says, almost whimsically, "we can have things resurrected now, if you particularly want to go on a picnic."Edited   2014-08-04 07:09 (UTC)


2014-08-04 07:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"No strong attachment to the idea of a picnic in particular."

2014-08-04 07:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Then the option can remain dead to us."

2014-08-04 07:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"We could go for a walk, then, if you like, or - I don't know what else.  What do they do in their spare time - it probably looks more like royal paperwork than like strolling around, doesn't it, only they somehow manage to do it - couply."

2014-08-04 07:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"... I am genuinely trying to figure out how to be couply about paperwork. Do I - kiss a form, fold it up into a flower, and then sneak it to you? How do you make paperwork couply?"

2014-08-04 07:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I don't know!  I'm trying to imagine Ice and Cypress doing paperwork and I suppose the soul birds snuggle while they do it and periodically they gaze adoringly at each other?"Edited   2014-08-04 07:15 (UTC)


2014-08-04 07:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Maybe," he snorts. "The soul birds are cheating, that's not fair."

2014-08-04 07:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And the others all have wings.  Clearly in order to accomplish proper couplishness wings have to be involved somewhere."

2014-08-04 07:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Aha, that must be it. Now the question is, how do we involve wings? Little embroideries on our clothes, maybe?"

2014-08-04 07:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'm not sure if costume versions work.  We'll have to hex them on or something."

2014-08-04 07:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"It's the only way," he agrees gravely. "Shall we get started on it right now?"

2014-08-04 07:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Perhaps if we're quick we can rescue Spring and Prime from their wingless lack of romance too, before they get accustomed to just being friends."

2014-08-04 07:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yes. Quickly, we have to drop everything, we'll let Zevros run the country, this is important."

2014-08-04 07:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"But Zevros isn't here!  We can't retreat into seclusion to work on wing hexes with no one to install as an interim ruler."

2014-08-04 07:24 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Hmmm. Let's make my father do it, then. Bury him under paperwork and say we're being cruel and unusual with torture."

2014-08-04 07:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Now there is a plan without flaw, drawback, or room for improvement."

2014-08-04 07:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Yes, I'm absolutely certain that his foresight and moral center will let him run the country well while we're busy working on how to make wings."

2014-08-04 07:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"And if he finds it overwhelming to work on by himself, why, we'll just have Ice resurrect your mother."

2014-08-04 07:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Flawless plan. She's got more experience than the both of us with ruling a country, why, we should do that anyway and ask her for pointers."

2014-08-04 07:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"What do we need pointers for?  We're going to be busy charting for the wing thing.  And then when we're done with that we'll probably be overwhelmed with the desire to - preen each other or something and have no chance to put any of her advice into practice."

2014-08-04 07:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Fair point. Alas, we'll remain unenlightened. Not to worry, she can teach Zevros when he returns. He can be heir, we'll run off into the woods and build a nest. Or something."Edited   2014-08-04 07:34 (UTC)


2014-08-04 07:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"A nest, lined with down, nice and snug."

2014-08-04 07:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"I'll start collecting string."

2014-08-04 07:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"What's the string for?"

2014-08-04 07:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"The nest, of course. You can't have a sturdy nest without string. And twigs. And - I have no idea how to build a nest."

2014-08-04 07:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I think birds manage without string.  Your string-related nestbuilding ways are a dealbreaker, Edarial, we cannot bird together, the difference is irreconcilable."

2014-08-04 07:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Nooooo. Who will I be a bird with now? How will I ever find romance? I'm doomed to become... To become Prime!"

2014-08-04 07:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Wingless, loveless Prime!" laments Iobel.  "Surely ruing the day he came into the world by some non-hatching mechanism, behind the wall of impenetrable sarcasm."

2014-08-04 07:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Poor soul. Poor, pathetic soul. Take me back, Iobel! I'll renounce my string gathering ways!"

2014-08-04 07:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I can't ask you to change for me!" she says dramatically, flinging the back of her hand to her forehead.  "To betray who you are, only so that you can share my nest?  Unthinkable!"

2014-08-04 07:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial covers his eyes with a hand, and lets out a fake-sounding sob. "But - but don't you believe in love?!"

2014-08-04 07:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"I can't!  I don't have wings yet!  They're essential to the process!"

2014-08-04 07:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"We'll try the embroidery! The hex will take too long, I can't stand it! Come away with me, to the tailor!"

2014-08-04 07:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It will never work!  I simply don't have your optimism."

2014-08-04 07:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Alas. Our relationship is doomed before it even began. Tell me, who do you plan to build a nest with now? I must know, what is his name?!"

2014-08-04 07:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Are... are you going to duel him?  For besmirching the honor of your queen?"

2014-08-04 07:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Yes. There is no other possible option. There is no chance of sane and rational conversation in this situation. Only bloodshed."

2014-08-04 07:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Then I must take his identity even to the very grave.  The very temporary grave.  I cannot allow this violence for my sake."

2014-08-04 07:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"But I am defending your honor!"

2014-08-04 07:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"My honor is beyond repair!  You seek only revenge!  It can yield no good."

2014-08-04 08:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Your honor," says Edarial fiercely, "is not beyond repair! The only time it is beyond repair is when you've given up. Have you given up, Iobel?"Edited   2014-08-04 08:01 (UTC)


2014-08-04 08:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"On nestbuilding?  On the magic of flight?  On you?  There are so many quests presented to me that I hardly know where prioritization of some of them begins and giving up on others ends!"

2014-08-04 08:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Any! All! They're all interconnected, Iobel, the only answer is for you to make a chart of your priorities!"

2014-08-04 08:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Charts!  Charts!  Everywhere charts!  Where is the romance and the feathers?"

2014-08-04 08:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Would you like me to skip to the romance and the feathers? I am trying to be orderly about this, would you have me careen off to an uncharted situation blind?"

2014-08-04 08:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Blinded by unreasoning affection?  I should think that would help considerably.  Who can chart the desires of the feathery soul or label the parts of the nest-building impulse within each of us, Edarial?  Do birds require compasses to find south?  Do they make graphs before doing that weird kissing-like thing with their beaks?"Edited   2014-08-04 08:15 (UTC)


2014-08-04 08:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Very well," says Edarial gravely. "You've whittled me down. You would like uncharted affection, I will give it to you."

He stands, and offers a hand to Iobel. "Come. We must twirl."

2014-08-04 08:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel giggles and gets up and takes his hand.

2014-08-04 08:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




He smiles, and pulls her into a very twirly dance.

"There," he laughs, when there has been a good amount of silly twirling. "Enough uncharted affection for you? Or would you like more?"

2014-08-04 08:22 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I hardly think that would sate any reasonable appetite," Iobel says primly.

2014-08-04 08:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Any reasonable appetite. Aha, I see. I must go further, then." He makes a 'hmmm' sound, and then carefully, carefully steps closer. Gently, he touches her chin and tilts it up to a very... kissing angle.

"Well," he begins, and then he realizes that he has absolutely no idea if she actually wants him to kiss her or not. He's not even completely sure he wants to kiss her. Shit. What does he do, he is all set up to kiss her and somewhere he'd planned to but now it's possibly about to happen and that's kind of terrifying. Does she want him to kiss her? How does he tell, he's never done this before!Edited   2014-08-04 08:37 (UTC)


2014-08-04 08:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel's eyes flutter shut. 

2014-08-04 08:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Well she's not - pulling away, she doesn't look like she's disgusted or like she doesn't want him to kiss her. Or - wait, was she closing her eyes to get it over with? Is she resigned to this? He doesn't want her to be resigned to their marriage, that's the entire point of -

He realizes abruptly that a beautiful, brilliant woman is right there, standing in front of him, head tilted up to the proper angle to kiss. Again, he wonders how it's fair that a brilliant woman gets to be gorgeous, too. And his mind goes blank and the nervous apprehension and self-doubt goes away and he wonders why the hell he isn't kissing her yet.

So then he leans down and fixes that.Edited   2014-08-04 08:43 (UTC)


2014-08-04 08:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




It is more than a little awkward - but not unpleasant.  Not a bit that.

2014-08-04 08:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Yeah, it's - wonderful. If awkward.

"I have no idea what I'm doing," he snorts, pulling away briefly and wondering what he's supposed to do with his hands.

2014-08-04 08:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Of course not.  We aren't birds, so we have to guess."

2014-08-04 08:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He snickers a bit. "This is what happens, when we try uncharted affection. I have a brief moment of panic over if you want to kiss me or not and then five seconds later I have no idea what to do with my hands."

2014-08-04 08:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I didn't think I was that - illegible."

2014-08-04 08:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"No, I was - just being paranoid."

2014-08-04 08:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel puts her head on his shoulder.

"Thought we were mostly past the paranoia."

2014-08-04 08:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I - well, it's - that's an entirely normal form of paranoia, I think, it's not like I've kissed anyone before..."

2014-08-04 08:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I suppose it's different, yeah," she murmurs, and then she lifts one hand up to his cheek to tilt his face down and kiss him again.

2014-08-04 08:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Well, that's much more straightforward!

It's still a bit awkward, but that's okay. It's part of the charm.

2014-08-04 08:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




And the awkwardness decreases with practice.

2014-08-04 08:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Hurray! Decreased awkwardness! More kissing! Both of those things are good!

2014-08-04 08:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Iobel agrees completely!

2014-08-04 08:56 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Good. But they do need to breathe, if they don't, they could pass out and that would mean they couldn't kiss for a while.

"We'll start to rival Ice and Cypress in no time. Flaunting with our ability to kiss."

He's grinning. It's a very goofy grin, actually.Edited   2014-08-04 09:01 (UTC)


2014-08-04 09:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"And we didn't even need feathers.  We're winning on the highest difficulty setting!"

2014-08-04 09:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Ha! That'll show them. That'll show them all."

Well, now that they have had time to breathe - back to kissing.

2014-08-04 09:3 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Kissing!

Yay, kissing.

2014-08-04 09:4 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

Homestead





prodigal_miser: (Default)




They are just about to Wyoming when Cypress asks: "Making literally anything includes making things that - don't technically exist but physically could? Such as, I don't know, an instruction manual for a spaceship you invented?"

(The Zevs have left the main cabin again. It's a really good thing their room is soundproofed.)

2014-08-31 16:3









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Not the instruction manual - well, yes the instruction manual, if at some point I wrote one, after which I can produce it in any format you care to name, but I can't generate information de novo."

2014-08-31 20:16 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Aw. It's like this magic was made so we couldn't abuse it too much. That makes me sad..."

2014-08-31 20:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"But if you have blueprints or it was invented by someone else, that's completely fine? You couldn't make immortality serum without someone else inventing it first, but if it is invented, by someone else, could you do that even if you don't personally know all of the specifics?"

2014-08-31 20:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yeah.  I have to be able to sort of - locate it.  Like, I can produce a book I haven't read by knowing title and author, and I can sometimes do it with title and first few words or publication date and author or whatever, but I can't do 'the book you're thinking of and haven't told me', or 'the best version of immortality serum invented somewhere in the multiverse I've never heard of'."

2014-08-31 20:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Okay. So you could very definitively create the materials my wife needs for resurrection, but our bottleneck is still the number of witches available. Still useful, but - apparently we seriously need to throw more things at research and development. How do you feel about putting research facilities with your level of technology in various planes so we can research methods whose bottleneck are not witches?" He makes a 'hmm' sound. "And I'm going to bet that you don't want daemons, so asking the alethiometer for help will be difficult. How much information about your technology can you pack into an easily-transportable box or something? Ice and I are rich, we can replicate instructions if given them and sufficient time."Edited   2014-08-31 20:43 (UTC)


2014-08-31 20:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I don't want a daemon.  But I will happily set up labs and fancy futuristic computers for you, and data storage does keep getting more efficient, I can get you most of the world's accumulated knowledge and media on stuff small enough to carry."Edited   2014-08-31 20:59 (UTC)


2014-08-31 20:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Then we do that, and ask the alethiometer very nicely for ways to use that to make a medical solution for immortality so that it's more easily scaleable. And also make research facilities and hire lots of very smart people to outdo the technology you gave us, and other smart people to use the things that you did give us to improve life for people in general and also make us even more absurdly rich."

2014-08-31 21:0 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"How are we going to explain turning up with technological advantages?  Magic I can invent in my backyard, but a hundred fifty years of medicine and computing and whatnot...?"Edited   2014-08-31 21:02 (UTC)


2014-08-31 21:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Uhh... Hm. We could finally drop the masquerade and say I borrowed it from my world?"

2014-08-31 21:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Someone might visit your world," she points out.  "It has only recently heard the phrase 'germ theory'."

2014-08-31 21:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"How likely are they to visit my world? We don't even have a portal to it, anymore. But - we could hand it to the colony instead? With the caveat that most of them don't have the education background people from Earth do, what with only recently learning about germ theory."

2014-08-31 21:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Absolutely let's outfit the colony.  The colony can even know where it came from, more or less.  Maybe we can distill it to something streamlined enough to look like magic and I can act all proprietary about it."

2014-08-31 21:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure," he agrees, happily. "I wasn't going to suggest not outfitting the colony, that would be insane, I just - sort of want Earth to get nice things, too. I like my home."

2014-08-31 21:40 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"You have gone so native."

2014-08-31 21:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Are you complaining?"

2014-08-31 21:41 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Not a bit."

2014-08-31 21:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"We make a very cute interdimensional genderswapped soul-bird-having couple, don't we," comments Cam to his angel.

2014-08-31 21:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Absolutely adorable," agrees Adana with a giggle.

2014-08-31 21:45 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Is that a roundabout way of saying that you two are cute together, too?"

2014-08-31 21:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




"Maybe. Because we are."

2014-08-31 21:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"We belong on some sort of very forward-thinking elementary school poster," says Cam.

2014-08-31 21:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




That causes his angel to break down into helpless giggles.

2014-08-31 21:51 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Phix and I belong in a coloring book in our fullforms," defends Max. "Kitty and deer snuggles are adorable, I'll have you know."

2014-08-31 21:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I may require visual proof."

2014-08-31 21:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Ah yes. This is where it begins. It starts at adorable kitty and deer snuggles, and then later you will want pictures of me prancing. Well I won't have it, mister!"

2014-08-31 21:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime waves a hand, and a little illusionary representation of the kitty and deer snuggles that he briefly witnessed is created in front of Cam. Irresponsible waste of mana, yes, but it's also really funny.

"Oops," he says, innocently.

2014-08-31 21:58 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Awwwwww!"

2014-08-31 21:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Awww," agrees Cam.  "Very cute.  Does she like having a tail as much as I do?  I wouldn't have expected to find it so pleasant to have, but it was fashionable and I thought I might as well and I love it."

2014-08-31 22:0 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"She likes the tail, she tends to keep it when she's in midform, but she also likes being cat-shaped, apparently the reason why cats always look comfortable is because they always are."

He looks at Prime. "Also. I'll remember this day, traitor."Edited   2014-08-31 22:05 (UTC)


2014-08-31 22:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Certainly. I'll be sure to mark it on my calendar."

2014-08-31 22:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The local or yours or his or the Pantheon hub's calendar?" wonders Spring.

2014-08-31 22:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"All of them," says Prime in a deadpan.

2014-08-31 22:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Fourfold ruin to befall you for showing Cam a cute illusion.  I don't know, Max, that seems harsh to me."

2014-08-31 22:11 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Bwuahahaha. It will teach the other Adarin where his place is."

2014-08-31 22:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"And where is that?"

2014-08-31 22:26 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Not making adorable illusions, that's what!"

2014-08-31 22:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"But it so improved my quality of life," chirps Cam.

2014-08-31 22:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"And we like improving the quality of people's lives, don't we?"

2014-08-31 22:30 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"... Yes."

2014-08-31 22:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"So I'm absolved. Hurray."

2014-08-31 22:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Anyway.  What I can definitely do for you is remodel the hub however you like it, possibly after Adana clears away whatever nondemonic architecture you're currently using."

2014-08-31 22:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Please don't clear away the portals, but - yes, please, remodeling the hub would be wonderful. Ideally it should have a lot of room for the portal network to expand to, and probably also living quarters. Or meeting rooms."

2014-08-31 22:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"And research labs."

2014-08-31 22:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"And you may as well improve on my house while you're at it, it was built kind of abruptly after I was revived from the dead."

2014-08-31 22:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Sure, no problem."

2014-08-31 22:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"And, we should see if it's possible for you to make mirror pairs."

2014-08-31 22:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"And even if it isn't, I bet we can rig up some sort of technology thing to let us get by with a more elegant mirror system, something that keeps one half of several mirror pairs there and has them facing each other when we're talking to people from other planes."

2014-08-31 22:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Something tells me you are not going to lack for work," says Adana to her boyfriend, amused.

2014-08-31 22:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Oh no.  Copious amounts of productive work.  My least favorite thing."

2014-08-31 22:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




She giggles, and hugs him. "We'll get through it, sweetie! Together!"

2014-08-31 22:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I don't know if I have the strength, angel darling.  Whatever happened to my century and a half near-useless vacaaaation?  It seems like only yesterday I could while away entire months without accomplishing anything other than reading and playing video games!"

2014-08-31 23:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"That's what happens, dating me. I drag you out of near-useless vacation to meet all of the male versions of myself so you can make portal hubs and create super advanced technology for them. Should have read the contract, it's there in large, bold letters."

2014-08-31 23:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"When will I learn to read things before signing?" sighs Cam.  And then he kisses his angel.

2014-08-31 23:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




His angel kisses him back! Happily!

2014-08-31 23:12 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Look out, Ice and Cypress. Competition for the adorableness award."

2014-08-31 23:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress snorts.

2014-08-31 23:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Is there a contest?  Should we be preparing an adorable skit for the convention?"

2014-08-31 23:16 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Ha, no. But that would be kind of entertaining."

2014-08-31 23:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"And possibly upsetting for Rain and Katydid. You should probably hold off on conventions and skits, however adorable," says Prime, gently.

2014-08-31 23:23 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yes, we do try - not particularly effectively, sometimes - to avoid upsetting Rain and Katydid."

2014-08-31 23:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: j ~ didn't change much




"Poor Rain and Katydid."

2014-08-31 23:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah," sighs Cypress.Edited   2014-08-31 23:32 (UTC)


2014-08-31 23:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I think they're doing all right," observes Prime. "Not fantastically, obviously, but decent enough under the circumstances. Rain's the problematic one, and he's not waffling between hermithood and extreme efficiency, so he's not particularly upset anymore."Edited   2014-08-31 23:44 (UTC)


2014-08-31 23:36 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"They're in a very awkward catch-22, though.  Maybe they're making a lot of progress and it's just not obvious..."

2014-08-31 23:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Maybe. But it seems extremely rude to ask."

2014-08-31 23:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"...Now I'm contemplating the situation where Adana had, ah, any of several possible experiences with demons before she met me in particular.  I don't think I like the sound of that."

2014-08-31 23:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana shudders a bit. "Oh wow, that would be terrible, no, let's not think about that."

2014-08-31 23:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




Cam snugs his wing around her.

2014-08-31 23:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"...What would be the...?"

2014-08-31 23:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Demons are, ah, harder to pay in material goods than other daeva are, for obvious reasons..."

2014-08-31 23:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




Adana snuggles her Cam.

2014-08-31 23:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"... So you pay in other methods. Aha. Understood."

2014-08-31 23:58 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Other-?"

2014-08-31 23:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing






2014-08-31 23:58 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




Max eeps.

2014-08-31 23:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"It's not that there aren't reasonably nice demons, it's that mostly reasonably nice demons don't bother to answer summons."

2014-09-01 00:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress makes a bit of a face. "Of course. Ugh. And there's no easy solution there to present with a-" Pause. "... They can't usually make magic things. Right?"

2014-09-01 00:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Right."

2014-09-01 00:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Max. What are the sort of magic things you can make?"

2014-09-01 00:8 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Luck charms, for now, but Phix and I are going to be able to start making other things, too."

2014-09-01 00:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Charms that give literal lu- do you have any, can Cam make them?"

2014-09-01 00:11 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"I've just got one on me right now," he says, and he riffles through his jacket to retrieve it. "Phix is the one with most of them, we were worried about her..."

He comes up with the luck charm (a few of his feathers, that fell out naturally and tied together neatly) and holds it up. "And if you can copy this, you can copy medallions, too."

2014-09-01 00:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




Cam looks at it, and makes something that looks just like it.  "How do you tell if it works?" he inquires.

2014-09-01 00:16 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Well. I'd know if it worked if I made it because it wouldn't have exploded in my face or turned it pink or anything, but - putting it on, seeing if you get just a little bit luckier after. There's probably a way to figure out through magic, but I'm not that good yet."

2014-09-01 00:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Okay."  Cam makes it a little clip thing and attaches it to the edge of his wing, just above a joint so it doesn't slip down.  "We'll see if I get lucky. ...Literally."

2014-09-01 00:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles, and kisses Cam.

2014-09-01 00:30 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"This would be a lot easier if we'd figured out how to make a tail ring of Gyges," sighs Max. "Seriously thinking of just dropping out of college and taking up learning magic full time and living off of handouts from generous alts."

2014-09-01 00:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Trade you routine grocery delivery and never having to assemble an IKEA anything for your notes."

2014-09-01 00:32 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"... Yes. I was going to give all Bell alts access to my notes anyway, but no taking that back, I like eating food."

2014-09-01 00:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Make me regret it and you get nothing but potatoes and Swiss cheese for a month."

2014-09-01 00:41 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Cypress will save me from that fate. I think. If I ply him with luck charms and magic notes."

2014-09-01 00:43 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I promise nothing," says Cypress, brightly.

2014-09-01 00:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I hope you weren't banking on your ability to give me cause to rue my generosity with impunity."

2014-09-01 00:51 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Awww, actual consequences to my actions..."

2014-09-01 00:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You poor soul."

2014-09-01 00:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam makes him a small slice of Swiss cheese and hands it over.  "Let that be a lesson to you."

2014-09-01 00:54 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Nooooo," laughs Max. "Not swiss cheese!"

2014-09-01 00:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Gouda?  Edam?  Case Ness?"

2014-09-01 00:56 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"At least I wouldn't be living off of ramen?" he snorts.

2014-09-01 00:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Potatoes and cheese, much classier than ramen," says Cam.

2014-09-01 00:59 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Was that Monty Python?"

2014-09-01 00:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Some things stick."

2014-09-01 00:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Damn it," mutters Cypress. "I didn't get that reference. I am not yet fully native, love, we have to go on another movie binge."

2014-09-01 01:2 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"That's not movies, that's sketch comedy.  Cam, can I get a box set, DVDs?"

2014-09-01 01:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"You sure you don't want a flash drive?"

2014-09-01 01:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Oh, that makes more sense, if fancy future flash drives will fit it."  She accepts one.  "Thanks."

2014-09-01 01:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yay, more culture for me to absorb! Thank you."

2014-09-01 01:6 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I'm not sure how much of it you'll get.  It's old and British and - Cam, is this my version or yours?"

2014-09-01 01:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"...Mine.  Do you want the one with daemons?  That didn't even occur to me, that's hilarious."

2014-09-01 01:10 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes, I'd rather not be distracted by the members of Monty Python being zombies.  We like my gone-native husband how he is."

2014-09-01 01:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Cam hands the first one to Adana to get rid of and makes a replacement.

2014-09-01 01:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I've never seen this," observes Adana. "I'm kind of curious now. Is it any good?"

2014-09-01 01:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yes.  But if you want to watch it you probably want a better format than that.  And I'm not sure how well it's aged."

2014-09-01 01:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"All right, then, zero guilt for making it go poof if it can be seen in a better format." And lo, it becomes air.

2014-09-01 01:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I was quoting the Cheese Sketch, for reference."

2014-09-01 01:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"I'll watch that one first," she promises.

2014-09-01 01:50 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"This could be an alt bonding exercise. Get together and watch Monty Python."

2014-09-01 01:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"It would be weird to watch something without daemons in it. I could, I don't mind, but I feel like half of the storytelling would just be conspicuously absent."

2014-09-01 01:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"You've had one for how long?"

2014-09-01 02:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Two years," snorts Cypress. "I went native very quickly, it helps that I didn't actually like my culture."

2014-09-01 02:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I guess that might help, yes."

2014-09-01 02:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"It has its nice qualities," muses Prime. "Once you spend a couple centuries driving morality into the metaphorical culture's skull."

2014-09-01 02:49 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Meh. I'm just stealing all of the people away from the mages and giving them nice things. They might figure out it's me eventually, but I bet they won't figure out where I'm putting them."

2014-09-01 02:50 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Witch-wards," singsongs Ice.

2014-09-01 02:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)







Prime peers quizzically at Cypress.

2014-09-01 02:56 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Witches can set up places that are impossible - or at least really difficult to scry."

2014-09-01 02:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"... Interesting," says Prime, and it sounds like he's already started coming up with things to make impossible to scry.

2014-09-01 02:58 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I am principally applying the time of witches who owe me favors to the resurrection and immortality projects, so ideally if you want more done than I can handle alone in an afternoon, you would get witches to owe you favors your own self," says Ice.

2014-09-01 02:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"The problem with that is that it's hard to talk to them, since I can't actually enter the plane without getting an animal soul."Edited   2014-09-01 03:02 (UTC)


2014-09-01 03:2 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes.  But some of them know about the other planes and I could give, say, my queen, a mirror."

2014-09-01 03:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That would be fine," agrees Prime. "Thank you."

2014-09-01 03:8 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"You're welcome."

2014-09-01 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Speaking of," says Cypress, looking at Cam. "We should see if you can make the mirrors."

2014-09-01 03:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Do you have a complete pair on hand for me to look at?"

2014-09-01 03:16 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Technically. But they're our wedding rings, and I'm concerned about the effects of making a new pair on the original pair. So, we'll have to check later."

2014-09-01 03:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"...I don't see how making a brand new pair of rings based on having looked at yours would affect the originals, but you're the expert on how your magic works."

2014-09-01 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Well, the problem is that they are tied to each other, specifically. So if you make another pair, it's possible that with two copies that read as the same thing, the magic might be confused. And I am very protective of our wedding rings."

2014-09-01 03:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Okay, fair.  I'll play with a regular set."

2014-09-01 03:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Thank you."

2014-09-01 03:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"... Mirror pair wedding rings?" says Adana. "That's adorable."

2014-09-01 03:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"It really is.  Angel, we have to step up our game."

2014-09-01 03:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"We do. Even better, it's easier now, because I can actually get you gifts. As long as they're magic gifts. I couldn't before, because you can make literally anything."

2014-09-01 04:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You could have got me ideas!  Or, I don't know, nonmaterial things.  Tickets to Broadway.  Is Broadway still a thing?"

2014-09-01 04:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Uhh... Maybe? I don't know, dear, I lived on the moon, it didn't have Broadway."

2014-09-01 04:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Right.  Well, anyway, tickets, I can't make valid tickets to things."

2014-09-01 04:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I will keep that in mind, I'm sorry I didn't think of it before," giggles Adana.

2014-09-01 04:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"It's okay.  I didn't know you were particularly itching to shower me with gifts."  He snugs her with his wing.

2014-09-01 04:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I kind of was, yeah. I want to get you things that make you happy and are actually useful to you!"

2014-09-01 04:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You're sweet."

2014-09-01 04:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Thank you," giggles Adana, snuggling her boyfriend.

2014-09-01 04:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




And he makes a tidy landing in Wyoming.

2014-09-01 04:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Wyoming is just as exciting as it was when they left. The portal in a tree is still there.

"Where do you think I should put the underground secret father house?"

2014-09-01 04:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Mmm, there?" suggests Cam.  "Not far from the tree but not so close that if people are making noise when we come through we'll wake him?"

2014-09-01 04:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yeah," she says. "We should also actually buy this land."

And then, without further ado, she starts making her dad a house. An underground one, created by turning part of the ground to air and then transmuting supports to keep the entire thing from collapsing. She's borrowing the floorplan she used when making her own house in Heaven - it's pretty suited for a bachelor, though she has to add a kitchen that was basically absent before.

"Think you can add a generator so he gets power? I don't know how to handle plumbing, either," she admits to Cam. "I can do the pipes no problem, but I don't know how to manage infinite water."Edited   2014-09-01 04:39 (UTC)


2014-09-01 04:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I don't actually have proper plumbing in my house, I just make water as needed," he muses.  "I'll copy your station's circulator, and yeah, I can do a generator no problem."  In he goes to accomplish that.

2014-09-01 04:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




His alts supervise with interest.

2014-09-01 04:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




As do his angel's alts. Ooooo, magic.

2014-09-01 04:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana starts adding finishing touches, turning the walls to a nice color, changing the floor to carpeting and a hardwood flooring in the dining room and kitchen. She's going to leave the technological things to Cam, but she can do the wiring herself. Electrical outlets (shaped differently than Max, Ice, and Cypress are used to) are put on the walls, along with light switches (but no light yet) and plumbing.

2014-09-01 05:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




Electronics, you say?  Sure.  Vernon can have the works.

2014-09-02 00:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




And Cam gets a kiss for his trouble. Soon enough, the secret underground dad home is finished.

"Well, that didn't take very long," says Adana, brightly. "But I don't think your portal hub will be as easy?"

2014-09-02 00:53 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"We'll want to sit down and draw up plans, and maybe wait a bit to let Katydid and Rain and Phix weigh in too for a more comprehensive survey of relevant aesthetics," says Ice.

2014-09-02 00:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Just as a recommendation, knowing my sister and her alts - at least one room for liaisons. Soundproofed. Also easy to clean blood off of."

2014-09-02 00:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Do they clean up after themselves?" asks Spring dryly.

2014-09-02 00:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"If they don't, I will invite them to a delightful party where they might make the acquaintance of Lord Bucket of Soapy Water and Lady Mop. Because I'm not doing it."

2014-09-02 01:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Ick. I may have magic powers that makes me good at cleaning things, but - no. Just - no. I would have to personally turn everything there to air or something, and - no."

2014-09-02 01:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Offhand I can't think of any materials to make the walls out of that will completely obviate the need for someone to occasionally clean it.  Little wall-climbing scrubber robot, if the Zevs don't handle it?" he suggests.

2014-09-02 01:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"... Trial period, to see if they will clean up after themselves. And if that doesn't work, wall-climbing scrubber robot."

2014-09-02 01:10 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Or, cleanse it with fire. No? Just me?"

2014-09-02 01:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Messy. Teleporting the contents of the room into space would be better."

2014-09-02 01:12 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Oh, yeah, that makes sense. That can be our backup plan."

2014-09-02 01:12 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Sounds mana-inefficient."

2014-09-02 01:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"It does, doesn't it. And time is actually an issue now, I'd forgotten. Hm. I suppose we could pay other people to do it, but that seems unnecessarily cruel..."

2014-09-02 01:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: n ~ offended by that




"I can make a little scrubber robot, guys, it'll take like a minute."

2014-09-02 01:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"They're joking, sweetie," giggles Adana. "They were not, at any point in time, planning to burn the place to cinders or teleport its contents into space."

2014-09-02 01:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Okay.  Anything else we should do here before we go make ourselves a - what are we, Bells - a Belfry?"

2014-09-02 01:21 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




That causes Max -Edited   2014-09-02 01:22 (UTC)


2014-09-02 01:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: a. Daeva with a sense of humor




- Adana -

2014-09-02 01:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




- and Cypress to start laughing.

2014-09-02 01:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect







"I think they're for naming it that," says Prime, dryly.

2014-09-02 01:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Spring elbows Prime.  "I think everyone is for naming it that, Cam, nicely done."

2014-09-02 01:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime allows himself a smile. "Only if we put a literal belfry on the top of it. So everyone knows what it's called."

2014-09-02 01:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Sure.  One bell for the whole thing or one per, with an addition every time we welcome somebody new?"

2014-09-02 01:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Just the one, I think. Additional ones could get very messy if we give it, say, a century and have an army of ourselves. Architecturally messy, you understand, the place would still be rather neat."

2014-09-02 01:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Eh, I could give it tiers, but sure.  One big bell."

2014-09-02 01:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"And then all of the littler Bells inside?" giggles Cypress.

2014-09-02 01:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I wasn't thinking big as in bigger than any extant person-Bell, but I guess I'd want to see the landscape I'm putting it on before I start making decisions about scale."

2014-09-02 01:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well, there isn't anything left for us to do here, so - I think we should head back so you can look at the landscape. Possibly also find some method to disguise the portal tree before we go."Edited   2014-09-02 01:48 (UTC)


2014-09-02 01:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I could give it an extra layer of bark that also includes a hidden door?"

2014-09-02 01:50 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"That, do that."

2014-09-02 01:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"With the caveat that you should please be very careful about adding things to the portal. Please don't disturb the tree it's in too much, especially not around the portal itself."

2014-09-02 01:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"How careful is careful?"

2014-09-02 01:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mmm - don't touch anything within three inches of the portal at all, but the area outside of that is fine."

2014-09-02 01:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"In that case I'm not sure I can do a layer of bark that doesn't look bizarre."

2014-09-02 01:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"I'm pretty sure we can manage an illusion, but the problem with illusions are that they aren't actually protective. It just looks like an ordinary tree." He sighs. "Essentially, we're having this problem because we had a Zev make the portal and I couldn't make it fancy and protective."

2014-09-02 02:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Bizarre bark layer plus illusion?"

2014-09-02 02:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Sure. Bizarre bark layer plus illusion."

2014-09-02 02:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"I can probably also tweak things to make the bark layer less bizarre. Just - not around the portal."

2014-09-02 02:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yeah."  Cam walks around the tree speculatively, and then makes - a bark layer.  It sort of bulges, since it has to be three inches away from a portal that reaches down to ground level and then blend in with the tree's roots, but it actually looks okay, considering.  He reaches for a nook in the bark and tugs and displays a cunningly-hinged door.  "Bark."

2014-09-02 02:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Oo, nice," praises Adana, and then she looks speculatively at the tree. "Hey, Prime, it's fine if I mess with the other side of the tree, right?"

2014-09-02 02:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Yes. Tentatively. Same 'three inches of do not touch' apply here, though."

2014-09-02 02:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Cool."

And she goes and messes with the other side of the tree - it seems her changes are a bit bizarre, at first, but then it becomes obvious what she's doing. She's giving the bulge in the tree a compensation on the other side, so that the tree looks like it decided to twist a bit while growing and then changed its mind later. It's pretty subtle, but it helps make the tree look less bulgy.

"Ha. Progress."

2014-09-02 02:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Nice.  We might not need an illusion."

2014-09-02 02:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"We might not. I bet we definitely wouldn't if I tweaked it a bit more, but - I don't want to break a fragile portal."

2014-09-02 02:39 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yeah. Portals. Useful, but annoying sometimes. Here, let me do the illusionary honors..."

Cypress stares at the tree for a while mutters something about 'environmental light conditions' to himself, and then - the tree is subtly illusioned. The shape of the tree isn't changed much at all, but the texture of it looks more whole. The roots seem to meet up perfectly with where the bulge is, and the tree looks perfectly coherent. For sanity's sake, the nook in the bark is still present.

"There," he says, brightly. "That should work."

2014-09-02 02:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Cool.  We just walk through?  No weird caveats about having to move at a continuous rate lest we be bisected or something?"

2014-09-02 02:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"What? No. No weird caveats, just walk on through."

2014-09-02 02:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I do not want to find that I am not indestructible with respect to otherworldly magic by not checking.  No offense."  Cam takes Prime at his word, and steps through the door and the portal behind.

2014-09-02 02:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"None taken," shrugs Prime.

Predictably, walking through the portal brings Cam to the other side without any sort of incident.

2014-09-02 02:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Eeeeee, magic!" giggles Adana, and she follows Cam, excited.

2014-09-02 03:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Welcome to Pantheon," says Spring when they reach Pantheon.  "This is my hastily assembled little house, which has been serving as portal hub, soon to be replaced - both in its capacity as portal hub and as my house, separately, please."

2014-09-02 03:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Sure.  Let's talk Belfry architecture."

2014-09-02 03:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Instead of a - liaisons room, how about just a floor or three of bedrooms?  In case we find somebody while they're in the middle of being harrowed and they need a place to crash.  Phix, like, actively has a dragon after her, for instance."Edited   2014-09-02 03:19 (UTC)


2014-09-02 03:5 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Actually, it might be better if we made little apartments, it's entirely possible Phix and I might decide here's safer than home. Also, her mom's probably going to get resurrected, and might need a place to stay. So like, tiny kitchens, bathrooms, a washer and dryer, plumbing..."

2014-09-02 03:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Okay, so a few apartments, like - four?  I can always add more if Adana poofs the top off the tower whenever I have to make adjustments."

2014-09-02 03:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I will happily poof away the top off the tower for adjustments for you."

2014-09-02 03:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




"Four apartments should work. And we can add magic things."

2014-09-02 03:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Four apartments, a nice big first floor for - meetings, congregating for planning of shenanigans?  With its own bathroom so we don't have to invade people's apartments, and one for the portals to be installed in... I'll start it without any furniture, and a couple floors with nothing in them except for the stairs between the portals floor and the apartments, and as we use it - I will make a labelmaker.  You can label parts of the Belfry with what you think ought to go there and when the labels have accumulated I will cruise through and make the requested additions."Edited   2014-09-02 03:34 (UTC)


2014-09-02 03:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




The Adarins look at each other.

"Library," agree Max, Cypress, and Prime.

2014-09-02 03:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Computer system complete with all known technological knowledge and various schematics, and information on all known magic we have available."

2014-09-02 03:36 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"... Taking mine back, that sounds way better. Go Adana."

2014-09-02 03:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Same," snickers Cypress. "Though maybe a library with that computer system in it?"

2014-09-02 03:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Okay, ground floor, portals, library, empty space, apartments - unless the apartments should be lower down?  I am imagining a tower, stop me if I should not be imagining a tower."

2014-09-02 03:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"We do have space to spread out inside the mountain, so it doesn't necessarily have to be a tower."

2014-09-02 03:40 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"If we build partially inside the mountain, I vote for secret passages on the grounds of they are useful if we get attacked. Actually we should probably have secret passages anyway, for that same reason." Pause. "Also, they're cool."

2014-09-02 03:41 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"But we do need a steeple-y thing to put a bell in, which should be outside."

2014-09-02 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Yes, the steeple-y thing is required."

2014-09-02 03:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"We should probably start drawing up blueprints, this would be way easier to talk about if we had blueprints..."

2014-09-02 03:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam finds a table in Spring's house and puts a large piece of paper and enough (blue-leaded) pencils for everybody on it.

2014-09-02 03:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime is helpful enough to draw out the current portal room, and starts adding necessary adjustments to it for expansion. He's practiced in this kind of thing, after all. He's made his fair share of portal hubs.

2014-09-02 03:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"A mini-medical bay would be great, too, with harrowing experiences and all. Should I start working on that, I think I have the most experience, but I might be wrong..."

2014-09-02 04:3 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I can stock it with some basic magical herb mixes.  Spring knows her stuff, but at a lower tech level - though she both lives here and can insta-heal infectious diseases by poking people."

2014-09-02 04:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Sweet. Spring, want to talk medical bay in case of harrowing?"

2014-09-02 04:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sure.  I'll go get my relevant notes."

2014-09-02 04:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"I have notes at home, but -" She looks at Cam. "... Sweeeetie. Will you re-make me my notes? Please?"

2014-09-02 04:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Cam kisses her on the temple and provides.

2014-09-02 04:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I love you," she says brightly. "Thank you!"

And then she starts muttering things about where to put what medical equipment and how diseases and pestilence won't be a problem with Spring but whether or not it's worth the space given up to have backups just in case she's not present. She also starts drawing out a basic floorplan of the medical bay on a mostly empty page of her notes.

2014-09-02 04:25 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




And Spring hovers and makes comments.

2014-09-02 04:26 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




prodigal_miser: a. I call this a victory




Plans are made, and after several large pieces of paper, all present agree on them. The portal hub is going to be rather huge, and centralized to allow for easy transport from it to other parts of the Belfry. Seeing as how just about every single person that's part of their group can fly, they build it accordingly, giving lots of open space between the portal hub and the platforms to the other sections. There are conscientious stairs and elevators for those that don't, and Cypress and Prime promise they can do floating platforms moving from place to place, but that side project will have to wait until they have both recovered mana. 

Temperature regulation's handled by Ice, negating the need to keep the entire place enclosed, so they don't. They don't open the entire mountain up, but they do want it to be pretty easy to leave, too, so various exits to the outside world are made. Adana does some fiddling with the content of the mountain in order to keep the entire thing from collapsing in on itself, but she hides the high-tech, strong, super tough, not-actually-nice-to-look-at alloy behind more aesthetically pleasing rock mosaics.

Electrical wiring is completed throughout the entire place, with a very large generator situated neatly by the base of the mountain. Water filtration is handled similarly. With the difference in technology levels, Cam has to add a method to convert power and there are two types of outlet instead of just the one - one for Cam and Adana's level of technology, and one for everyone from twenty-first century Earth. It's likely they'll have to add more, but since they don't actually know what those are yet, they can't do anything more to compensate for them except leave lots of room in the wiring and space in the walls.

Along with the meeting room, medical bay, apartments, library and computer lab, various conveniently located bathrooms, portal hub, and secret passages to various important places and exits and entrances out of the mountain, they add a room specified for Ice's rituals. It gets two carved diagrams into the floor - one for resurrection (the updated version that works on mages properly) and one for granting immortality. There's another large, blank space for other rituals, and an absurdly large pantry filled with dried and neatly labeled herbs for use.

Another addition is one that isn't actually working yet - Prime and Cypress are very, very insistent that a mirror network with more than two mirrors attached to each other is impossible, but they would both very much like a technological solution to this problem. Unfortunately, no one present has the know-how to actually manage it. Yet. Adana promises sincerely to work on it, she's been itching to learn about technology eventually anyway, and is pretty happy to spend her time studying that. Until then, they have the space set aside with plenty of room for the angel to work in.

Less importantly, but for the sake of fun, they add a giant recreation room of doom. It gets equipped with a large television, various video game consoles (complete with games) and a neatly organized movie and television show collection. Hilariously enough, they are probably not going to use this very often, but having it around seems like a good idea in case of traumatized, harrowed alts. Or possibly just for when someone is bored. Either one.

For the sake of placating the neighboring gods, they also put a shrine to each in the compound. One on Rae's side, one on Perinixu's. It's probable they both will get little use, but both gods will appreciate having little shrines dedicated to them anyway.

When pressured for an opinion of the place, Zevs ask for a sparring ring, which is provided. The Zevs are extremely excited about this. They (well, Zane, but the other Zevs help with ideas) fill it with lots of weapons and gleefully start trying them on each other. Non-lethally, thankfully.

And then, they have a portal hub and base of operations.Edited   2014-09-02 05:45 (UTC)


2014-09-02 05:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




With a large crystal bell dangling from the top, near the little vents close to the peak of the mountain for fresh air.

Cam makes it appear in a tilted position; it swings and chimes a few times until it settles down.

2014-09-02 05:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles at this, and flies over to kiss her boyfriend for a job well done. Teamwork!

2014-09-02 05:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




Mmmkiss.

"You know, we could move in here," he points out to her.  "Since if we go back where we were living yesterday we have accessibility problems and I am disinclined to move in with your dad.  We can still visit our world whenever and in our spare time not be shot at for being loose daeva."

2014-09-02 05:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Ooo. Sure! I need to work on the mirror thing anyway, so I'll be hanging around here a lot. Might as well live here. Want to grab one of the provided apartments, or go make our own house somewhere?"

2014-09-02 05:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Detached house, I think, these are designed for nondaeva and have, like... kitchen cupboards."Edited   2014-09-02 05:52 (UTC)


2014-09-02 05:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Ah yes. Kitchen cupboards. The bane of demons everywhere," she snickers. "Yeah, sure, let's go build a house."

2014-09-02 05:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Spring!" calls Cam.  "You don't mind if we park a house on your mountain, do you?"

2014-09-02 05:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Go ahead.  Come fix my house too, and see if Idania wants to wheedle you into doing hers, while you're at it."

2014-09-02 05:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I have no idea who that is, but we can go find her and renovate her house, along with yours. I'm pretty fine with being Cam's architecture buddy."

2014-09-02 05:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Idania's my friend, she ushered me into this world from my original.  She's Rae's acolyte.  And also lives on this mountain."  Out they go, as other Bells and Adarins and Zevs return to their respective homes.

2014-09-02 06:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Aha. And she, unlike just about everyone else I've met, is not an alt of myself, my brother, or my boyfriend?"

2014-09-02 06:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Right.  If there are more of her we haven't found any yet.  Idania, you home?" calls Spring when they're near the relevant house.

2014-09-02 06:5 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Yup!" replies Idania, poking her head out from a window of the relevant house. "Oh, hi, new people! With wings! Hi new people with wings!"

Quite predictably, she floats out of the aforementioned window. "I'm Idania, I am sadly wingless, I sob over this fact every night."

2014-09-02 06:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




That catches Adana off guard.

"... Do you really?"

2014-09-02 06:9 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"No," snorts Idania. "I can fly, it's awesome, I don't need wings."

2014-09-02 06:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Because she's Rae's acolyte," explains Spring to the daeva.  "If you spot me flying it's because of this necklace Prime made me.  Anyway.  Idania, the winged people do magic architecture, how do you feel about the architectural decisions you made when you had to cajole people into hauling the relevant objects up a mountain?"

2014-09-02 06:49 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




That sentence and the implications of it actually causes her to briefly drop out of the sky and land slightly less than gracefully. And then, after a brief stumbly correction, she says intensely, "No. Not at all, magic architecture, what do you mean by magic architecture, what are the exact limits of what you magical winged people can do? Because I have ideas."

2014-09-04 04:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Uh? I can change anything to anything else, and he can make anything. We are good at being a team."

2014-09-04 04:50 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Do you, by any chance, like testing things out? Trying new things?"

2014-09-04 04:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Sometimes? If it gets me things that I want?"

2014-09-04 04:52 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Idania floats closer, grinning. "We are going to have fun together."

2014-09-04 04:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It is also," mentions Cam, "possible to, effectively, hire any of billions of other people with abilities identical to ours, if you nip into our world first and draw something.  But maybe you'll come up with experiments that haven't been done, who knows."

2014-09-04 06:41 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"That is - I'm - I am going to need specifics on the drawing I would have to do and what it's common to pay people with. But I want that."

2014-09-05 02:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Fairies you can get to do relatively brief things for, like, food or trinkets.  Angels haggle more but they're still in the market for material goods, especially complicated ones.  Us demons are tricky to pay but you can get nice ones to do things for you with book recommendations."

2014-09-05 02:59 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"I do know a lot of books, but - you're under Cypress's fancy translation spell, right? I bet the demons I summon wouldn't be, and it's not like I know that many foreign books." She tilts her head. "What do the non-nice ones want people to pay with? Do they just not make deals, or is it more like, 'Bwuahahaha, let me have two continents and an island and enslave all of the people on them, and you can have a pretty house," or something?"

2014-09-05 03:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Not quite. More - uh. 'The oldest profession' kind of - deals."

2014-09-05 03:11 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"The oldest...? Hunter? Gatherer? Holder of the burny thing that brings light and also ouch when touched...?" Idania pauses. "Oh. That oldest profession. Bleh, pass, I've got a boyfriend."

2014-09-05 03:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"The language won't be a problem, though, you summon a daeva and they get all your languages free."

2014-09-05 03:19 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Ooooo," says Idania, grinning again. "How does that work? If I only know half of a language does it only get my vocabulary, is it only the same vocabulary?"

2014-09-05 03:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"They get about your facility with the language but not an identical vocabulary."

2014-09-05 03:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"Sweet. What about if I - invent a language, before I summon them, but don't finish the vocabulary for it. Do they get part of the unmade vocabulary? Or just all that exists?"

2014-09-05 03:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Don't know, I never tried it.  Angel, is there research I'm in the dark on about conlangs and summons?"

2014-09-05 03:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Probably somewhere, but I don't think I've heard of it. Sorry."

2014-09-05 03:26 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Then," declares the acolyte, "I am going to test that." Pause. "After the magical architecture, please, I would love the magical architecture."

2014-09-05 03:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Sure.  What-all do you look for in a house?"

2014-09-05 03:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"It's really tempting to say, 'giant freaking house with lots of absurdities,' but if I'm honest, something smaller and more personal's better. Nice bedroom with a large and fluffy bed, spare bedroom for a friend, kitchen, dining room, living room that is secretly trying to be a library when it grows up big and strong, nice view, big windows, bathrooms that are kind of huge for the size of the house and also in comparison to normal houses in general. Oo, ooh, and a workshop, with - tons of equipment, how high tech can you go?"

2014-09-05 03:36 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Arbitrarily, but you have to tell me more specifically than 'equipment' what you're looking for.  Also you should tell me if you have a layout in mind for all this or want me to make it up."

2014-09-05 03:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Not picky on the floor plan, but - arbitrarily? Okay, narrow down 'arbitrarily' for me, I already know I'm ages behind everybody else, but like, I am skeptical about literally arbitrary levels of technology."Edited   2014-09-05 03:41 (UTC)


2014-09-05 03:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Our - plane? Group of planes? Whatever - has the highest technology we've discovered so far. But not literally arbitrary."Edited   2014-09-05 03:42 (UTC)


2014-09-05 03:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"I want that. I want instruction manuals for that, I want - I want things that are progressively more complicated for me to take apart and understand and then put back together again, I'm not picky on what I'm aiming at but I want to be on the cutting edge, damn it, and just because I have the rest of forever doesn't mean I am going to slack on getting started. I want to learn it, I want to have learned it yesterday, and I would like lots of equipment to learn all of it as fast as possible."

2014-09-05 03:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"You're still going to have to be more specific.  What I meant by arbitrarily was that the limits on what I can make, tech-wise, are limits on what I can suggest and you can ask for, not limits on what the magic'll do.  As far as I know."

2014-09-05 03:46 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"Okay, um - uh - crap, I don't know anything about any of your technology - what is a useful thing that involves doing cool things?"

2014-09-05 04:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"That's... very... vague.  What cool things do you want to do?"

2014-09-05 04:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




"I - don't know? Anything I do know is dwarfed in comparison to your technology levels, so I am considering myself a glorified baseline, except for the things I've figured out about how mage-magic works with acolytehood. But I can really only cajole my boyfriend into testing things so often, because, stupid mana regeneration. Uh - quick, what's a thing that you do not know a lot about but want to learn about?"

2014-09-05 04:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I have gotten all my serious priorities on that front handled.  I think next on my list was, ah, updating my astrogation knowhow."

2014-09-05 04:8 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Hmmm. What baseline does that require to get a helpful understanding of it? How useful is it to do? Actually - is anything in magic undiscovered, I can do magic, that probably requires me to learn less about the mechanisms behind things happening in order to make actual breakthroughs for stuff. But I'll be doing that, too, bet I can combine things," she half-mutters. "I can keep doing the mage thing by proxy, the multi-portal necklace thing was my idea, obviously I can manage things there, even if the wait time's a pain..."Edited   2014-09-05 04:20 (UTC)


2014-09-05 04:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"I know Max and - uh, I forget his Bell's name. Her, anyway - have a magic system that's transferable but requires a lot of study and they're working from self-teaching?"

2014-09-05 04:22 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned








"That. I want that. Give me like, basic technology things so I can figure out all of the stuff you guys have, I bet it is super cool, but - that. I want that."

2014-09-05 04:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'll mention it to Phix next time I talk to her."

2014-09-05 04:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Also, do you understand what the words 'too vague' mean, what in the world do you think I'm going to conjure up for you when you say 'basic technology'...?"

2014-09-05 04:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




"I - don't know? I have zero baseline to work off of, you realize. Basic technology that you have that is normal and ordinary for you to have around, like - like - I looked up things on Wikipedia, like a toaster? Or something? And either the promise that it is definitely safe for me to take apart or books on how it works. I need to understand what level I am working with, I am literally just sort of - floating off of the idea that everything is run off of magic and that is so not true, I know it, there's magic and then there's technology that looks like magic, and I need to build some sort of comparison point to figure out which is which and work from there. I like understanding how things work. And I don't, I am absurdly far behind through no fault of my own, and I don't know where to start."

2014-09-05 04:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Okay, look, if you're working from Wikipedia you're thinking - early twenty-first century stuff.  How about I outfit you with toasterlike kitchen appliances when I make your house, and as long as they aren't plugged in you can pretty much take those apart however you like, and I'll give you their instruction and spec manuals too?  And from there you can make more informed requests and we can ratchet you up to our time."

2014-09-05 04:34 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Sure. That, let's do that. Uh - copies of all of the toasterlike appliances so I don't lose out on useful things while I'm taking them apart for their secrets like some kind of freaky electronic torturer technician?"

2014-09-05 04:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, I'll give you a slew of them to actually use and put dupes in a closet?"

2014-09-05 04:38 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Sure. Actually, just - a room for them, instead of a closet. So I don't have to mess with the ones I'm using and break them."

2014-09-05 04:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Basement workshop?  And I'll give you a computer.  Nice intuitive 2050 model, I think, they did good UI in 2050 even for people who didn't know what they were picking up and it got more abstruse from there."

2014-09-05 04:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Basement workshop sounds good. Along with the computer. Thank you, you are a wonderful - wait, are you a human being? You are a wonderful whatever you are."

2014-09-05 04:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I no longer consider myself a human, but thanks."

2014-09-05 04:50 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"You're welcome." Pause. "... Iiii need to start planning a house, do you mind if I take like - an hour to go do that?" 

2014-09-05 04:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Have fun."

2014-09-05 04:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Yup! Thanks! Thanks a ton!"

And she flies back indoors to go plan out her house. While giggling, just a little.

2014-09-05 05:0 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam and Aya work out what kind of house she wants while she collects things she wants to keep in their current forms out of her existing residence and Adana gets rid of it, and then Cam puts the new house for her in place, and then he and Adana go and make one elsewhere on the mountainside for themselves.  All this takes more than an hour, after which they do Idania's too.

2014-09-05 05:16 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Idania has to relocate a sleepy, confused boyfriend, but everything else goes perfectly and according to plan!

"Thank you, thank you!" she says, hugging both Cam and Adana, and then pulling the confused boyfriend back indoors to be sleepy and less confused.

2014-09-05 05:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




Cam tolerates the hug with grace.

2014-09-05 05:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana is mostly just amused with it.

"Well. She's - odd."

2014-09-05 05:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I've never seen her quite that excited, actually."

2014-09-05 05:29 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Really? Was it the architecture, or the access to 'toaster-equivalents'?"

2014-09-05 05:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Definitely the toaster-equivalents.  I mean, she was excited about the house too, but within normal tolerances."

2014-09-05 05:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Huh. Well, I'm - glad the toaster equivalents could make her happy."

2014-09-05 06:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"She'll probably talk my ear off about them.  I'll have to see if I can aim her once she can do anything useful with 'em."

2014-09-05 06:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"She did seem pretty amenable to being aimed," snickers Adana.

2014-09-05 06:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Yeah.  I'll look over her shoulder and read some Wikipedia and send Cam a shopping list, she'll probably not get more coherent about what she wants very fast."

2014-09-05 06:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"I have the mental visual of her being in a - dessert shop. Surrounded by treats with no idea of where to start."Edited   2014-09-05 06:06 (UTC)


2014-09-05 06:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"That seemed about the size of it, yeah.  I'll do my best to guide her to the metaphorical chocolate creams and that should be win-win."

2014-09-05 06:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Adana giggles. "And then, industrial revolution. With chocolate creams."

2014-09-05 06:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




Cam makes a chocolate cream for both girls and then eats one himself.

2014-09-05 06:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I love you," laughs Adana, and then - nom nom. Chocolate cream.

2014-09-05 06:10 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

archaeology





come_midnight: a ~ hex




When Iobel hears about the new world's details, and in particular her new alt's powers, she invites him over.  It would have knock-on economic effects that they can't handle if he made everything that pops into her head, but crops that usually have higher yields and have been affected by this year's weather conditions can be added to the palace granary, especially pricey ones they can export or would otherwise have to import.  He can make a little well-disguised generator so that they don't have to snake power cables as well as Internet ones into Chamomile through their portals.  He can be conducted invisibly to various locations around the country (in a little flying vehicle he makes; she's going through a lot of invisibility scrolls to conserve her binder spells) and induced to add water here and trees there and stone to that quarry and nutrients to that low-quality soil.  They are out almost all day doing that, flying high so they can be mistaken for a a bird when the short-lived invisibility wears off.  And then they come back and Iobel looks through her notes and starts listing lost hexes and mythical spells.

She wants their charts.

And Cam can make them.

2014-09-06 11:55









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Edarial waits until they're alone in a room together to scoop Iobel up into a hug and giggle like he's twelve.

2014-09-06 19:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel giggles too.  "What?"

2014-09-06 19:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"We got - every lost chart that we know of, and - and a generator and he can make literally anything and it's really cool! I'm happy - sorry, should I have warned you before the hug? I wasn't thinking...

2014-09-06 19:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"You're allowed to hug me, you're just - very, very excited.  You're usually not this excited."

2014-09-06 19:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"It's exciting! Also clever, and useful, and I'm - actually happy."

2014-09-06 19:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel smiles.  "Good."

2014-09-06 19:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yeah," he agrees, still snuggling her. Snuggle snuggle. He has the urge to twirl her around, but he's sort of worried that would not go over well.

2014-09-06 19:14 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Snuggle!  "I want to see how much of what we got up to today is noticed before inviting him out for more of the infrastructural fiddling.  And he says he's going to look up - advanced - seeds?  Which have been more domesticated for longer periods of time and will be easier to grow or tastier or more nutritious or something.  And he'll come back and give us some of those."

2014-09-06 19:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Ooh."



"Am I allowed to pick you up and twirl you? Because I want to."

2014-09-06 19:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Yes, you are."

2014-09-06 19:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Predictably, Iobel is picked up and twirled, and then put back down and giggled on some more.

2014-09-06 19:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Eeeeee.

2014-09-06 19:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Eeeeee!

"We'll fix this insane country yet!"

2014-09-06 19:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"We'll pretend to invent electricity.  It'll be fantastic."

2014-09-06 19:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Absolutely wonderful! We still need to manage an immortality hex, though, to explain why we're properly immortal in, oh, fifty years. Also, to outdo Ice and Cypress."

2014-09-06 19:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Does that count as outdoing them?" she wonders.  "Or just tying?"

2014-09-06 19:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Hmm. Tying. We still need the robot army, recall."Edited   2014-09-06 19:33 (UTC)


2014-09-06 19:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Does it count if Cam makes us one?"

2014-09-06 19:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"... I'm willing to count it. Just once. If Cam makes our robot army superior in some way."

2014-09-06 19:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Well then, I'll see about designing something good for him to set us up with."  Pause.  "Also, I want to work on a hex to restore the mages' mana, because they're a huge limiting factor in finding cool things."

2014-09-06 19:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"That - is a fantastic idea, can I help?"

2014-09-06 19:36 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Probably."

2014-09-06 19:37 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He snickers. "Will you allow me?"

2014-09-06 19:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"If you want to help."

2014-09-06 19:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"No, I got all excited and questioning because I was planning to hand it to my brother, I don't want to help with this incredibly helpful thing that is a good idea at all, even if it fits my skill set and I have more free time to do it now."

He is not serious.

2014-09-06 19:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel snorts and squeezes him.

2014-09-06 19:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Edarial smiles and snuggles her back.

"And, I'm not looking forward to outdoing Ice and Cypress at all, nope. That would be petty. If incredibly justified."

2014-09-06 19:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"And you're never petty?"

2014-09-06 19:47 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Nope. Never."

2014-09-06 19:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"That sounds exhausting, never being petty."

2014-09-06 19:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"It is, it truly is. Why, I'm feeling faint and lifeless this very moment..."

And that is when he flops most of his weight onto Iobel, mischievously.

2014-09-06 19:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Pff -"  She holds him up with effort.  "Shall I haul you to bed?"

2014-09-06 19:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Oh, can you? I feel faint, not allowing any sort of pettiness - it's getting to me!"

2014-09-06 19:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Maybe you should do something just a little petty.  I'm not sure I can lift you."

2014-09-06 19:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"What petty thing is possible, when I'm in such a state?"

2014-09-06 19:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Oh, I don't know.  Insult Cypress's dress sense."

2014-09-06 20:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Hmmm. His crown looks prickly and uncomfortable and I bet it's hard for people to take him seriously in it. There, do you think that was enough?"

2014-09-06 20:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Are you feeling more awake?"

2014-09-06 20:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




".... Yeeees. Somewhat."

2014-09-06 20:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Then maybe it will do.  But you may collapse again at any moment and I'm short on ideas for further pettiness, so perhaps you'd best flop somewhere."

2014-09-06 20:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Yes, that's wise. And later, when I have recuperated my energy, I will resume my usual, non-petty existence."

2014-09-06 20:8 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"But at what cost?"

2014-09-06 20:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I cannot say. Alas. It may be too high a price."

2014-09-06 20:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"What will be left of you if you are without your noble stand against pettiness?" she asks, ushering him in the direction of his bedroom.

2014-09-06 20:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Bones, nice clothes, pretty hair."

2014-09-06 20:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




She ruffles his pretty hair.  "You'll be a very well-turned-out skeleton."

2014-09-06 20:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Edarial snickers. "Thank you, my dear. I try."

2014-09-06 20:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Are your non-skeletal parts all made of antipettiness?  How does this dovetail with you being weak and listless when you refrain?"

2014-09-06 20:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Oh, fine," he snorts. "My body will be totally fine, it's my mind you have to worry about."

2014-09-06 20:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"And how is that holding up?"

2014-09-06 20:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Well, I have not devolved into thinking my father's a wonderful person, or that I should enact revenge on all those who oppose me, or that orange is definitely my color. So, I think I'm all right."

2014-09-06 20:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I think you could pull off orange if you really wanted to, it would just be harder than using a quieter color."

2014-09-06 20:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I doubt it would work, but, by all means, tempt my psyche's fragility. I'll end up being petty all the time."

2014-09-06 20:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Oh no.  You'd be insufferable."

2014-09-06 20:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"So insufferable! 'Edarial, why is my room on fire?' 'You didn't smile at me at dinner! Burn!'"

2014-09-06 20:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I had not imagined such staggering pettiness.  Clearly my imagination needs work."

2014-09-06 20:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Yes. That's what I'm protecting you from with my sacrifice. Staggering levels of pettiness."

2014-09-06 20:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Thank you for not setting my room on fire," she remarks dryly.

2014-09-06 20:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"You're very welcome," he says, affectionately.

2014-09-06 20:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Goodness knows one of my favorite things about my room is that it isn't on fire."

2014-09-06 20:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"It's my favorite thing about a lot of things. That they aren't on fire."

2014-09-06 20:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"I'm not on fire," she says helpfully.

2014-09-06 20:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Are you sure? Have you checked, recently? It might have changed."

2014-09-06 20:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'm totally not on fire," she promises.  "Even a little."

2014-09-06 20:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Oh, well, in that case..." He leans over, and kisses her forehead. "Thank you, for not being on fire."

2014-09-06 20:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Is it," she inquires, "your favorite thing about me?"

2014-09-06 20:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"No. But thank you for not being on fire, regardless."

2014-09-06 20:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"You're welcome, for that and for whatever is your favorite thing."

2014-09-06 20:40 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Mhm. Thank you for wanting to better the world and then going and working to do it."

2014-09-06 20:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"If that's your favorite thing, then I have already welcomed you for it."

2014-09-06 20:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Yup. But I hadn't thanked you for it, so I didn't want the welcome to feel left out."

2014-09-06 20:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"It might have violated causality."

2014-09-06 20:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"And we can't have that, now can we?"

2014-09-06 20:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"It would be terrible.  Things might become on fire without reason to do so!"

2014-09-06 20:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"And we both know how much we like things to not be on fire."

2014-09-06 20:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"It's so important."

Here is his room.  She shoulders him onto his bed.

2014-09-06 20:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




And there he sits!

"It is. How would we get anything done if things were constantly on fire?"

2014-09-06 20:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"We'd have to adapt."

She hesitates, and then also sits, right next to him.

2014-09-06 20:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"If everything were on fire, where would we sleep? In canals that are also on fire?"

2014-09-06 20:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"No, silly, we'd drown.  In beds, that were on fire."

2014-09-06 20:50 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Oh, of course, the only sane option," he snickers, and he scoots over and opens his arms in an offer of cuddles.

2014-09-06 20:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Flomp!

2014-09-06 20:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Snuggle, snuggle.

"You know, try as I might, I still can't manage to stop being angry at my father. I thought I would have slipped into not caring by now, but no. He's a terrible person and I am angry at him."

2014-09-06 20:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Is that bad?" she wonders.

2014-09-06 20:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"No, just - surprising. I'm not going to do anything with the anger, it just hasn't gone away simply because he's locked away and I never have to speak to him again."

2014-09-06 20:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Why's it surprising?"

2014-09-06 20:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I'd expected to continue to dislike him as a person, and never want to have anything to do with him, but otherwise not care about him in the slightest. But, alas. I do, in that I am still angry with him."

2014-09-06 20:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah, I mean - why did you expect that?"

2014-09-06 20:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Because I - usually don't hold grudges. Not very well, anyway."

2014-09-06 21:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"But he's been worse to you than anyone else, hasn't he?"

2014-09-06 21:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"I can argue that technically my mother put me in a worse position, and without her influence we would have never been in a situation where my father could interfere, but - yes."

2014-09-06 21:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"So it makes more sense than holding a grudge against someone who rips you off when you buy a sandwich."

2014-09-06 21:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Yes. It's - less surprising when you say it like that."

2014-09-06 21:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Nuzzle.

2014-09-06 21:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Nuzzle.

"But, I didn't mean to complain. I'm doing all right."

2014-09-06 21:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I didn't take it particularly as a complaint.  Just a - comment."

2014-09-06 21:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Oh, good. I - should probably shut up and go back to snuggling, hmm? I'm overthinking things again."

2014-09-06 21:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"You can talk.  I don't mind.  It's compatible with snuggling."

2014-09-06 21:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Okay." Snuggle, snuggle. "We should probably tell our alts that we're looking for something to give us more working memory so we can cram bigger spells into our heads. One of them might have a magical solution."

2014-09-06 21:10 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Maybe.  I don't think daeva magic lends itself to that, but maybe a new alt will have such a thing."

2014-09-06 21:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Possibly. Ice's witchery might have a solution, but obviously she doesn't have it now, or she'd have offered it."

2014-09-06 21:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yeah.  Pity they didn't come with perfect solutions to all our problems.  Although I suppose if we didn't have to do anything I would not have much ability to improve my number."

2014-09-06 21:15 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Edarial tilts his head. "Your - oh. The number I gave you. That makes sense."

2014-09-06 21:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It does?  I thought I might have to explain."

2014-09-06 21:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Yes. Though I do hope you're not going to get into a competition with other Bells over it?"

2014-09-06 21:19 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"They're refraining because they expect it would hurt my feelings and Spring couldn't play."

2014-09-06 21:20 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"... Huh. I foresee that going badly with my alts. If they decide to start."

2014-09-06 21:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Why?  Why would it go badly, why them and not you?"

2014-09-06 21:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Well, because it would be putting an aspect of their head up on the spot for - competition purposes, which it wasn't really meant for. Mine, too, but - I think I understand the 'why' better than they would, and informed you of it because you were distressed about having a poor number."

2014-09-06 21:25 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I don't think I understand why the numbers oughtn't be repurposed."

2014-09-06 21:25 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well, it also introduces a sort of - bias to our internal system, as well. Because rather than being honest about the number, we might be slightly more inclined to force it higher than it would be normally in order to make our partners happy. Or feel guilty, if we don't."Edited   2014-09-06 21:28 (UTC)


2014-09-06 21:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"But that would make it worse for competing about, we wouldn't want you to do that."

2014-09-06 21:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Yes. But - I also want to make you happy, and if an option to do that is 'poke the number until it is slightly friendlier'..." He shrugs, a little.

2014-09-06 21:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"But that's not an option, I don't want you to do that.  It would make the number useless for the repurposing."

2014-09-06 21:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Right, but - technically it already is, it's hardly an objective measurement."

2014-09-06 21:33 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"The point isn't that it's objective, it's that we have these convenient matching evaluations that seem to use the same scale and measure some of the things we're inclined to compete about."

2014-09-06 21:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"That - makes sense. I still don't see it going well with my alts, though. I can see them being fine with comparing numbers if it's for a specific goal in mind, especially a helpful one, but if it's just pure competition, I don't see them - er, getting it. Cypress is of the opinion that we are all working together towards a mutual goal we all want, and who cares who does the most to get there as long as it's done, Max is likely of a similar opinion, and I don't know Adana well enough to guess. But Max and Cypress would have trouble seeing why a competition is going on at all. Prime would be annoyed at the entire affair no matter what happens."

2014-09-06 21:40 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I'll discreetly tell the other Bells before it comes up, I guess?"

2014-09-06 21:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Sure. Thanks." Nuzzle, nuzzle. "I'm - actually kind of glad this came up. If you're curious, I'm pretty sure my alts would be okay with helping with some other matching evaluation item that's not attached to the inside of our math problem heads. Just not the one that is the part of the system we're using to silently judge everyone."

2014-09-06 21:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I doubt that this will be nearly as tempting."

2014-09-06 21:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Alas. There are other ways to judge competition, at least?"

2014-09-06 21:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Nothing good comes to mind.  I think we'd probably do without direct comparison if there weren't the enticing Adarin-numbers."

2014-09-06 21:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Enticing Adarin-numbers. I - am flattered? I think?"

2014-09-06 21:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"If you like.  They're just so comparable, is the thing."

2014-09-06 21:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Ha. Do I need to set up an Adarin support group to make wonderfully comparable numbers that are not attached to the inside of someone's head?"

2014-09-06 21:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I'm not sure.  What's the particular relevance of it being attached to the inside of your head...?"

2014-09-06 21:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"It being attached to the inside of my head means that it feels somewhat - personal, when it's brought up. If it weren't, if it were just a number that I was helping to maintain for the sake of you and the other Bells, it's not quite so personal. I and my alts wouldn't feel put on the spot for our head contents."

2014-09-06 21:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I still don't get it.  If Bells did numbers and were inclined to disclose them about our Adarins we wouldn't mind a bit if you compared them."

2014-09-06 21:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I - am not sure how to explain it, then. I'm sorry."

2014-09-06 22:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




She shrugs, just a little, too cuddled for particularly expressive body language.

2014-09-06 22:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




That's okay. Edarial will just kiss her forehead, because she is there.

2014-09-06 22:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Aww.

2014-09-06 22:2 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




And then, back to contented snuggling. Unless Iobel desires otherwise.

2014-09-06 22:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Well, what if she desires kisses?

2014-09-06 22:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Then she can have them! Kisses! 

2014-09-06 22:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Yay!

2014-09-06 22:5 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




They've gotten a lot done today, so they're entirely free to keep this up for a while. Kisses, kisses, kisses.

2014-09-06 22:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Yaaaaaaay.

2014-09-06 22:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Yay, indeed!

Edarial is politely not up for any sort of marriage consummation, but Iobel can have as many kisses as she likes.

2014-09-06 22:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




She wasn't even going to suggest shucking layers, let alone consummating their marriage.

But if he doesn't kick her out of his room she might fall asleep between kisses.

2014-09-06 22:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




He is not going to kick her out of his room. He's actually pretty tired, too. 

So that's how they end up falling asleep snuggled together, curled up on his bed.

2014-09-06 22:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Zzzzzzzzz.

Iobel wakes in the morning.  As you do.  She doesn't get up right away.

2014-09-06 22:16 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




And there is Edarial, currently branching out from 'monarch' to a side-job in 'pillow.' A very snuggly pillow.

2014-09-06 22:18 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Yaaaaay pillow.

She snuggles up dozily.

2014-09-06 22:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




And, eventually, the pillow stirs and blinks blearily at her, confused about his new side-job.

2014-09-06 22:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Yawn.  "Morning."

2014-09-06 22:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"G'morning," mumbles a very drowsy Edarial. He doesn't pull away, but he does still seem vaguely confused.

2014-09-06 22:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"We fell asleep," she explains.

2014-09-06 22:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Fi'ured," he murmurs, and nuzzles her affectionately, apparently fine with cuddles now that this confusion has been cleared up.

2014-09-06 22:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Snugs.  Yaaaay.

2014-09-06 22:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Yaaay!

"This 's nice," he observes, still obviously not awake yet.

2014-09-06 22:29 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Yeah."

2014-09-06 22:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Nuzzle, nuzzle.

"M'ght stay snuggled for awhile..."

2014-09-06 22:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"I'll be right back, actually," she murmurs, and she gets up to nip into the bathroom and then flop down again.

2014-09-06 22:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




And Edarial snuggles her upon return! Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-09-06 22:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Yaaaaay snuggle.

"No birds.  Hard mode," she murmurs.

2014-09-06 22:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




That causes him to break down giggling.

"Yeah," he agrees.

2014-09-06 22:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"Whee."  Snuggle.

2014-09-06 22:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




Snuggle, snuggle. He is slowly, slowly becoming more awake. It's not required that he have tea to wake up, just - very, very useful.

"Are there," he muses, "Going t' be more nights where we fall 'sleep on each other?"

2014-09-06 22:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"There... could be?"

2014-09-06 22:55 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Do you want there to be...?"

2014-09-06 22:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Do you?"

2014-09-06 23:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Haven't decided, brain still not working. It's - nice, though."

2014-09-06 23:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It is."

2014-09-06 23:1 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-09-06 23:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




Yaaaaay.

2014-09-06 23:2 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

Dissemination





ask_nicely: (Default)




Fantastic magical powers aren't the only things the daeva can provide. In fact, Adana's quite certain that in the grand scheme of things, the fantastic magical powers will be minor in comparison to the technology they can provide. Sure, she and Cam are powerful, but they are two people and they can't be everywhere at once. Technology, though? Technology is easy to scale. Get a few factories up, and over a few decades, the entire world will get access. And it's not like they're on a time-crunch, anymore.

Mind you, the fantastic magical powers aren't bad, either. Even if, as it turns out, it's impossible for Cam to make magic mirrors - they anticlimactically are ordinary mirrors. Similarly, Adana tries to turn a set of mirrors into the magical versions, but gets nowhere. It's probably safe to assume daeva are incapable of making magical items through their inherent abilities. They all find this fact a terrible pity, but it's not like they can complain, considering. 

Most of her alts have started bothering her for her technology, and plans to neatly integrate it with their own levels of technology. Prime is the easiest of all of them - he is in a position in charge, has little to no masquerade issues, and Cam can make trips there whenever he likes. Cypress is the most tricky, since neither Cam or Adana can actually go to Chamomile. So Cypress and Ice pick a time to head over to Pantheon when Cam and Adana are free.

2014-09-15 14:32









dark_light: e ~ engaged




And the Chamomile contingent collect notes and schematics and prototypes and quantities of some of the more difficult-to-come-by raw materials and put them all on a float platform Cam supplies, and bring them to their colony.

"We should probably disassemble the masquerade - at least partially - soon," says Isabella.  "I'm not sure if it's better to go for broke and come clean about everything from otherworldly magic to zombie alts or... cherrypick."

2014-09-15 19:10 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Agreed. Cherry-picking has more appeal, I think. If we tell the world literally everything there would be some - upheaval. People wanting us to search for alts of them, not trusting us with our apparent couple in charge status, and so on."Edited   2014-09-15 19:12 (UTC)


2014-09-15 19:12 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"The story as it stands mostly holds together.  Adding more information but not all of it has the possibility of making it obvious we're leaving more things out.  Like, okay, if there are other worlds and you came from one, the obvious next question is how many are there?  What's in them?  Why aren't we letting scientists and explorers and entrepreneurs go have a look at them?  And the answer is because there are zombie alts, but we don't want to say that, so...?"

2014-09-15 19:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Fair," admits Adarin. "And it would help us throw technology at everyone, certainly."

2014-09-15 19:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"We might want to limit our appearances on Earth if we go full disclosure, though, so we aren't constantly bombarded with requests.  Move the offworld portals and guard the Earth-Colony portal with Juniper And Friends..."

2014-09-15 19:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Right. Possibly also get one of the fancy Prime portals to replace the Earth-Colony portal. Either way, we need a new house that is not on Earth. Pity we can't have Cam and Adana build it. I suppose we could join the club and move to Pantheon? Or find a pretty planet with lots of moonlight."

2014-09-15 19:27 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I think I'd rather live in the colony than in Pantheon, even if we wind up hanging out in the Belfry a lot and getting relatively exotic groceries from Cam on days when we don't want to deal with paparazzi in order to purchase salmon."

2014-09-15 19:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Fair. Okay, we'll set Juniper And Friends at building us a house. Which - we need to plan out what house we're having them make."

2014-09-15 19:34 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"Yeah, they can't take nearly as much creative license as a demon could... I'm not even sure whether daeva would get daemons but if nobody's willing to risk it we'll never find out... Let's delegate this problem to an actual architect.  And get humans to do the fine detail work.  The robot army can lift and haul but they're not really designed for doing crown molding."

2014-09-15 19:36 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"I think the colony might have an architect," muses Adarin. "Somewhere. We should look. If not, we can find someone from Earth, I suppose."

2014-09-15 19:43 (UTC)









dark_light: c ~ collected




"So this leaves our press release looking like, what - ladies and gentlemen, while the resurrection and immortality spells are my own work, the reason I haven't told other witches how to makes portals is that it's not witch magic, it is my husband's otherworldly powers.  Since this complicates his citizenship status considerably, we are going to move to our space colony.  Skilled would-be immigrants can apply in thus and such a way.  No questions please."

2014-09-15 19:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"They will probably want to know where the colonists from the space colony came from. So maybe I should write a - I don't know, brochure on New Kystle. Toss them at reporters before we teleport away."

2014-09-15 19:50 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"All right, you write a brochure about where you're from and I'll write up an immigration policy to give to staffpeople and put on a website?"

2014-09-15 19:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Yeah. Probably also give good reasons for why people would want to immigrate, as well. Not everyone is from New Kystle and therefore desperately wishing to get away from New Kystle."

2014-09-15 20:5 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I don't think we can absorb even ten percent of the fraction of the Earthly population that just really wants to live in space and/or figure out what we're up to, love."

2014-09-15 20:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




".... Point. Damn. We need more magic."

2014-09-15 20:6 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"We'll be very very picky about immigrants, maybe get some daeva summoned to see if any of them want to experiment with maybe having daemons and if they don't get them we can have Cam and Adana over to improve our absorption capacity.  It should stem the tide that the colonials don't speak any Earthly language..."

2014-09-15 20:8 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"We already wanted Cam to make us a larger robot army - why not find a way to let them be translators, too? And that would help with absorption capacity."

2014-09-15 20:14 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"All right.  And the robots can walk, so he can just make them in Pantheon and they can march right over here no problem with transport."

2014-09-15 20:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Yes. And then we throw them at building things to let us absorb more people. For - Earth immigrants, can we have a focus on people that are teachers and scientists and highly educated people, and such? To update the Kystle refugees to Earth standards."

2014-09-15 20:18 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Yeah, definitely.  Teachers and scientists and doctors and possibly historians.  Oh lord we're going to have to set up customs to make sure nobody brings things we don't want into our colony... and have some way for visitation to work, I don't think I want to rule out immigrants who want to have their parents over for lunch or whatever..."

2014-09-15 20:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Oh, that'll be fun. The robots have a network, though, and they recognize people, so - we can take advantage of that? Have them politely ask people to leave after a certain amount of time?"

2014-09-15 20:36 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes.  Politely.  My scary high tech armed to the teeth robot soldiers are so polite."

2014-09-15 20:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You should probably not advertise that they're armed to the teeth," snorts her husband. "Scary high tech armed to the teeth robot soldiers are rather intimidating."Edited   2014-09-15 20:41 (UTC)


2014-09-15 20:40 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Well, it won't be mentioned the first time they go looking for someone who's overstayed their welcome..."

2014-09-15 20:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Ah, of course. Well, be careful, with using them as threats."

2014-09-15 21:1 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Naturally.  But they are probably one of the better enforcement options if something needs, you know, enforcing."

2014-09-15 21:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah. I would suggest reinforcing them with magic, if mine weren't at such a high demand lately."

2014-09-15 21:13 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, considering how easy Cam makes it to replace their chassis and considering that they don't have individual continuities worth fretting about I wouldn't spend any mana on it."

2014-09-15 21:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




He nods. 

"You know. The - mages that showed up, ages ago. One of them dealt with architecture, didn't she?"

2014-09-15 21:19 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think she said she could apply her skills to it, which isn't exactly like being an architect?"

2014-09-15 21:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"True. Hm. Still - might be useful for building it."

2014-09-15 21:21 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"Maybe.  She can stop hiding out in a national park, anyway."

2014-09-15 21:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes, she can stop doing that. She might find that exciting."

2014-09-15 21:26 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Do you want to tell her or shall I?"

2014-09-15 21:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"No preference. We can tell her together if you like, it can be a couple bonding exercise."

2014-09-15 21:33 (UTC)









dark_light: a ~ la la




"Sure.  Next time we're on Earth we make a press release and then quickly fly away and go let her know."

2014-09-15 21:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




"Probably let her know first, I think."

2014-09-15 21:34 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Sure."

2014-09-15 21:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"The - other mage, too, the quiet apologetic one."

2014-09-15 21:36 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"She's still got her job at the portal hub and she can pass for a witch, which makes her citizenship issue less complicated if she opts to continue to do that, and means no need to make a separate trip to tell her.  Although I guess her husband can't pass for a witch, so maybe they want to move to the colony too."Edited   2014-09-15 21:41 (UTC)


2014-09-15 21:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah. I suppose we'll find out. If she's finally figured out how to watch the news by now."

2014-09-15 21:43 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I mostly wish that she had figured out how to watch the news earlier for purely selfish reasons.  Could have figured out the glitch in resurrecting mages with her husband, safe at home with all my tools, instead of stranded on another plane and you as the guinea pig."

2014-09-15 21:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Yeah," sighs Adarin. "But, her husband was spared from - icky lack of magic?"

2014-09-15 21:47 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"At your expense.  Once I'd found out about the glitch there would be no way we'd have traveled anywhere until I fixed it."

2014-09-15 21:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




He sighs. "Yeah. Well. There's - not much we can do about it now. Unless Rain and Katydid manage the time machine."

2014-09-15 21:49 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"I think they have first dibs on it if they do."

2014-09-15 21:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"They do. But why would they be the only ones to have it, they're us, they'd distribute that."

2014-09-15 21:53 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Maybe if it's used more than once the damage to the timestream increases exponentially and it's a total disaster."

2014-09-15 21:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




"Mm. In that case - we should probably only use it once, and use it to save as many lives as possible. So Rain and Katydid probably wouldn't get the time machine."

2014-09-17 03:39 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"What would be a good target?  One of the Kystles pre-invasion, I guess?"

2014-09-17 03:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Probably. Or, if we find another large-scale - murdery thing, that. Prime's Kystle before mine, I'd say, considering he has the secondary bonus of large-scale genocide to add to the deaths. I would not want to tell him that he would have to start over, though."

2014-09-17 03:44 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Yeah... What are we going to do about your Kystle, anyway?"

2014-09-17 03:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I - am not sure yet. I can't just let it sit, certainly. But I don't think we have the power to politely make the invaders go shoo."Edited   2014-09-17 03:49 (UTC)


2014-09-17 03:47 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Can we - yoink the Lynn?"

2014-09-17 03:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"I think," he agrees. "But the problem with that is, according to the - other Lynn, she was really not fit for company at the - time I'd be yoinking her."

2014-09-17 03:54 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"I don't think we should yoink her and drop her in the middle of San Diego with a hotel voucher and a bottle of water, but there's unoccupied continents on our colony planet, or Cam could make her someplace to be in space somewhere."

2014-09-17 03:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Let's - go with the space option. She might not want a daemon."

2014-09-17 03:57 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Yeah.  And presumably we should talk to the one from Prime's world before doing that, but it should go on the to-do list."

2014-09-17 03:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yeah. Uh. What do we do with her - tragically deceased daughter? I suppose we'll have to ask Prime's."

2014-09-17 04:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah.  She's not getting any more tragically deceased.  I can wait until her mother's ready for her."

2014-09-17 04:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




Her husband nods and snuggles his wife. "I love you, have I mentioned?"

2014-09-17 04:5 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I love you too."

2014-09-17 04:5 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"Something I am eternally happy about! Want to write up brochures about mages and my world's general history and immigration policies for our space colony, respectively, while cuddling?"

2014-09-17 04:9 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Yes."

2014-09-17 04:10 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

Domain





aestrix: (Default)




It's not common, for a god to leave their domain. The risk of losing a manifested form, while recoverable, is annoying, and a significant drawback.  But it has been known, rarely, to happen. Sometimes, gods need to be do something important outside of their domain, and there are no acolytes or priests capable. Sometimes, a god is desperate enough to act as their own missionary. Sometimes, a god has no acolytes, and must accomplish all of the duties an acolyte would by themselves. 

Raezenoth? Is bored. He has run out of things to do, and Idania is busy. With her boyfriend. Again. He would damn him, if he did not make her so happy.

He decides to go through a portal an explore. It's not without forethought, he's not stupid, he avoids the witch's world with its 'soul-pets' and the worlds where he could potentially be under threat, or expected to hide. That leaves, quite neatly, exactly one. Medallion and the daeva's set of worlds are dangerous and flying in public is considered abnormal. Spellbinders take time to charge their spells, and so he has time to react to them. The same is not true of Prime's world, though that's his second option. The world with spellbinders is his first.

That is why Katydid and Rain get a divine visitor.

"Hello," he says, as if his behavior is utterly normal.

2014-09-17 00:27









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about






"Hello.  Normally we'd like to be notified of interworld traffic in advance."

2014-09-17 04:43 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I will remember that, if I visit again," says the god.

2014-09-17 04:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What are you planning to do while you're here?" she asks, her cat winding around her ankles with occasional glances of catly disdainful curiosity in Rae's direction.

2014-09-17 04:46 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Raezenoth ignores the catly disdain. He has godly disdain, it's basically the same.

"I was bored," he says, without expanding on this at all.

2014-09-17 04:47 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"And what are you going to do about it, besides walk through the portal?"

2014-09-17 04:48 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I don't know yet. Explore."

2014-09-17 04:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: k ~ charging




"We aren't telling anyone about the other worlds yet.  You look like a regular guy, if oddly dressed, but when you talk it's clear you are not a regular guy.  Please don't talk to or in the presence of anyone besides me, Edarial, our familiars, or Zevros while you're here."

2014-09-17 04:52 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That is acceptable," shrugs Rae.

2014-09-17 04:53 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Okay."

"I can go with him to be sure he does not mess things up for you," Cricket suggests.

"Uh - if you want to tag along with the exploring god visitor, go ahead.  Oh, and we also don't want any satellite deities like Perinixu's spring in Prime's New Kystle installed, thanks."

2014-09-17 04:55 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I wasn't going to. I am not going to make a place my domain where I am entirely unknown and unwanted." He looks at Cricket. "You may come with me."Edited   2014-09-17 04:57 (UTC)


2014-09-17 04:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




Cricket rubs his face on Iobel's knee and then trots over to Rae.

"Okay, just checking," says Iobel.  "How long were you thinking you'd stay?"

2014-09-17 04:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Until I have something in my domain that needs doing, or I am tired of being here."

How helpful.

2014-09-17 04:59 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"...Okay.  If you run into trouble during that time please send Cricket to tell me rather than making a conspicuous beeline for the palace."

2014-09-17 04:59 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Okay."

2014-09-17 05:1 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




And Iobel goes off to do queening.

2014-09-17 05:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Leaving Cricket peering supervisorily at Rae, tail swishing.

2014-09-17 05:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I will be flying," he informs Cricket. "It will be faster if I carry you."

2014-09-17 05:3 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Then pick me up.  Do not pull my fur," says Cricket.

2014-09-17 05:3 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae nods, and then picks up the cat. As requested, there is no fur pulling.

"Do you have any fear of heights?"

2014-09-17 05:6 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"No," scoffs Cricket.  "But do not drop me."

2014-09-17 05:7 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Good. I have no reason to drop you, and was not planning to."

And then Rae flies out of the window, quite casually. The winds are wonderfully helpful and non-fur tangling, and the view is very nice.

2014-09-17 05:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket peers curiously at the view.  "The canals look more unnecessarily numerous this way.  Canals are an uncivilized way to travel," he opines.

2014-09-17 05:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Flight is better," agrees Raezenoth. "Faster. Better view. No annoying water." He says the word like it's a curse. A godly, disdainful curse.

2014-09-17 05:11 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Iobel has cast her flying spell on me before but it does not last very long and I have not looked at canals with it.  Water is for drinking and for fish to be in and it should not be for persons to be in."

2014-09-17 05:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes. Large bodies of it should not be trusted. Storms are fickle things, as are the gods that rule over them. Drinking and fish acquisition are both quite sensible. Swimming or sailing are not."

2014-09-17 05:15 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I have occasionally had to be in boats to accompany Iobel places," sighs Cricket.Edited   2014-09-17 05:15 (UTC)


2014-09-17 05:15 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You have my sympathies," says Rae, and it sounds like he means it.

2014-09-17 05:16 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Yes.  Well, it is very important that she have me with her when she goes places.  I am her cat."Edited   2014-09-17 05:17 (UTC)


2014-09-17 05:17 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That makes sense. I would have all of the world fly, if possible, and avoid such uncivilized travel as boats, but I cannot make everyone my acolyte."

2014-09-17 05:19 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Why not?"

2014-09-17 05:19 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Acolytes are able to usurp me. If given the chance, many would jump at the chance for divinity, even if it meant my death."

2014-09-17 05:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Is being a god so great?" wonders Cricket skeptically.  "Now, if they could become cats, that would be something."

2014-09-17 05:21 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I enjoy it. I may make changes to my domain to suit me, and never have to suffer through mortals that annoy me. I simply make it known that they are not welcome, and they leave. Or die. Either. But then, I have never been a cat."

2014-09-17 05:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Having a domain sounds like much more work than being a cat," says Cricket.  "My Iobel feeds me and listens to my opinions on things and pets me, and I sleep in the sunshine and chase things when I feel like it."

2014-09-17 05:26 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That sounds agreeable. It's likely that having a domain is more work, but I find it's worth the effort."

2014-09-17 05:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"What for?"

2014-09-17 05:30 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It is having a place that is entirely suited for me, in every way, where ever I go. Mortals that I don't like rapidly make themselves scarce in one way or another, mortals I do like stay. I have the ones I like do much of the annoying parts, I don't have to deal with those."

2014-09-17 05:37 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket yawns.  "Iobel thinks that I am unsatisfiable but that is not quite true, I think.  But a satisfying place for me cannot be very big or I will find fault with it, so she makes a small place for me instead."

2014-09-17 05:38 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"That makes sense. I would be be hard to satisfy if I were not a god, I think. But I am."

2014-09-17 05:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Have you always been a god?"

2014-09-17 05:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes."

2014-09-17 05:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I was a spirit cat instead of a real cat once.  It was not as nice."

2014-09-17 05:42 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am sorry. When I was a young god, my domain was pathetically small and it was like I was trapped and suffocating. It was unpleasant."

2014-09-17 05:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"How did it get bigger?"

2014-09-17 05:44 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I made it known what type of god I was, and realized very quickly that a neighboring domain advocated slavery. I took offense to it. Most of her followers defected - especially the former slaves - and she died a few centuries later."

2014-09-17 05:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"There is no slavery in this country but there are canals."

2014-09-17 05:48 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes. I would be offended by them, if they were in my domain, but they are not."

2014-09-17 05:49 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Some binders are not nice to their familiars," muses Cricket.  "It is a little like slavery.  Iobel is working on it.  She is good."

2014-09-17 05:50 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Good. I have known Iobel's other, Ayabel, for some time. Idania has chosen her friend well."Edited   2014-09-17 05:52 (UTC)


2014-09-17 05:52 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Anyone who likes Iobel or her alts has good taste," pronounces Cricket, "at least some of the time."

2014-09-17 05:53 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Thank you."

2014-09-17 05:54 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"You are welcome," Cricket says magnanimously.

2014-09-17 05:54 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You don't speak as if you're afraid I will smite you where you stand, and say whatever you like with no regards for my opinion. This is an admirable quality."Edited   2014-09-17 05:56 (UTC)


2014-09-17 05:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"I have no regard for most opinions," says Cricket, licking one of his forepaws.  "Most opinions are terrible and even the ones that are not are not particularly important usually."

2014-09-17 05:56 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Yes. I have no patience for those lacking spines."

2014-09-17 05:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"If you smote people who disagreed with you that would make your opinions worse, not better, anyway."

2014-09-17 05:58 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"They would, indeed. I would not be worthy of any sort of respect, if my opinions couldn't even stand up to a simple challenge."

2014-09-17 06:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"And then anyone who knew about your smiting behavior ought to be fomenting rebellion instead of talking to you at all."

2014-09-17 06:1 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"And rightly so."

2014-09-17 06:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Yes.  But that is not how things are," Cricket purrs.

2014-09-17 06:2 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Thank you," says Rae. "May I pet you?"

2014-09-17 06:9 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Yes.  In the correct direction of my fur."

2014-09-17 06:10 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Of course."

Pet, pet, pet. While still flying. It's a nice view.

2014-09-17 06:11 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket purrrrrrrrrs.

2014-09-17 06:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Pet. Pet pet.

"I am willing to offer you one of my blessings," says Rae, conversationally. "I can offer enhances reflexes, flexibility, wind that will aid you, better endurance, a decreased need for water, or safety from the desert's troubles of hot sand or sunburns."

2014-09-17 06:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




Cricket contemplates this offer, then says, "I would like helpful wind."

2014-09-17 15:11 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Okay."

And lo, Cricket was blessed. There isn't a noticeable difference, because the wind was already being pretty helpful around Rae, but later it will probably be helpful.

2014-09-18 04:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Thank you," purrs Cricket.

2014-09-18 04:18 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"You're welcome."

Flying, flying flying.

2014-09-18 04:19 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




And that is when Edarial looks out the window.

".... Iobel?" he calls, confused.

2014-09-18 04:26 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah?"

2014-09-18 04:27 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Why is Cricket flying with a - new friend?"

2014-09-18 04:28 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Oh - Rae came through, agreed not to talk to anybody who doesn't already know about multiverses, I sent Cricket along to sort of supervise."

2014-09-18 04:29 (UTC)









royal_obligation: l. I didn't know







"... Rae is the. The literal god, isn't he."

2014-09-18 04:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Yes.  Spring doesn't seem to think he's dangerous or anything."

2014-09-18 04:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"Right, just - that's - not how I was expecting my morning to go. Is he planning on doing anything here?"

2014-09-18 04:32 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Exploring, he said.  People will figure he's a spellbinder if he doesn't talk to them."

2014-09-18 04:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Huh. Well. Okay then. We'll just. Have the personified god as a visitor. Is - do we have to worry about Cricket insulting him...?"

2014-09-18 04:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I don't think so.  He can understand Cricket, but according to Spring he doesn't like being - handled with reverence?  Cricket might be a bit much if they wind up not getting along, but I don't think he'll actually do any harm if that happens."

2014-09-18 04:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"All right. I'll stop worrying over it. Out loud."

2014-09-18 04:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




Iobel pats him on the shoulder.  "He's been here for a while, and nothing has happened yet.  Cricket isn't visibly displeased, even."

2014-09-18 04:39 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Good." Pause. ".... I haven't asked, and I should. Has his opinion of me gotten less terrible lately? I've just avoided talking to him."

2014-09-18 04:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Cricket's?  Yes.  He has almost entirely stopped referring to you with uncomplimentary epithets."

2014-09-18 04:42 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Oh, good. Those were distressing."

2014-09-18 04:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I wouldn't draw his attention to it, though, if I were you."

2014-09-18 04:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I wasn't planning to. There was a reason why I wasn't asking him."

2014-09-18 04:45 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"Yeah.  I am sorry about him."

2014-09-18 04:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"I know. It's not your fault."

Hmmm. He thinks it's appropriate to hug her at this particular moment of time. So he goes and does that!

2014-09-18 04:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Hug!

2014-09-18 04:48 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




Snuggle, snuggle.

"We have strange problems," he snickers.

2014-09-18 04:54 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What, visiting gods and rude cats?"

2014-09-18 04:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Mhm. I'm not complaining, just observing."

2014-09-18 04:55 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"We could have ordinary problems instead.  We could run out of pepper and bicker over the covers at night and have contrary opinions on our respective family members."

2014-09-18 04:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Pass. Those sound like boring problems. Also, one of us would have to not hate my father, and I don't want either of us to be consigned to that fate."

2014-09-18 05:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Very well, I will go on despising him."

2014-09-18 05:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Good, good. We can be united in hatred."

2014-09-18 05:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"It will be a bonding exercise."

2014-09-18 05:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Bonding! Hurray!"

2014-09-18 05:9 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




She giggles and squeezes him.  "If we think of five more we get a prize?"

2014-09-18 05:10 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Do we? What's the prize, do you know?"

2014-09-18 05:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: a ~ hex




"...A bonding hex?"

2014-09-18 05:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan







Edarial giggles into her hair.

"Bet it would beat the soul birds."

2014-09-18 05:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"What would it do?" she wonders.

2014-09-18 05:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"I have no idea. But it would probably beat the soul birds!"

2014-09-18 05:13 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I dunno.  The soul birds seem very useful."

2014-09-18 05:14 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well. Yes. But I can have dreams. Maybe the hex would give us a time machine."

2014-09-18 05:17 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"That'd be really something."  She turns her face against his shoulder.  "We're managing without, I think?  Some?"

2014-09-18 05:18 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"We're managing just fine," assures Edarial. "I'm mostly just stuck on the idea out of solidarity now."

2014-09-18 05:20 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Solidarity?  With whom?"

2014-09-18 05:21 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well, you, I'd thought. But also with the idea of not letting my father win. In any form."

2014-09-18 05:23 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"He does still meaningfully have something he wanted.  You and me, king and queen."

2014-09-18 05:26 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Mm. True. But I - like you being my queen. So. I'm not petty enough to make myself lose because I don't want him to win."

2014-09-18 05:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Good."

She leans on him.

2014-09-18 05:28 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He smiles at her. "Realistically, if I wanted to properly win, I'd need a time machine and go back to before he thought you were a good queen candidate, then send past-me to your shop to romance you while keeping you as far away from him as possible until the wedding."

2014-09-18 05:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"And then at the wedding make a rude gesture in his face?"

2014-09-18 05:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yes. That. In all of my kingly finery and with everyone watching."

2014-09-18 05:34 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"And time-traveled-to me would be very confused."

2014-09-18 05:34 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"So confused."

2014-09-18 05:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"And I'd say, 'Edarial, if you don't like that man, why did you invite him to our wedding in the first place?'"Edited   2014-09-18 05:36 (UTC)


2014-09-18 05:35 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I would of course reply, 'Because I wanted to rub his loss in his face, I picked someone excellent as a queen on my own and he has no power over me.'"

2014-09-18 05:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"And probably since in this timeline we were conducting enough of a relationship to get married deliberately I would want to know why I was not informed of this apparent feud."

2014-09-18 05:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"And then I would explain everything and say how he was a terrible person and such. Along with the time machine, of course. Communication's important for a healthy relationship."

2014-09-18 05:39 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It is.  I might be miffed with you for not mentioning the time machine first thing."

2014-09-18 05:41 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"I - probably would have mentioned that within fifteen minutes of meeting you, really. Because I don't see myself good at seduction."

2014-09-18 05:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"If you were good at seduction you think you'd keep me in the dark?"

2014-09-18 05:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"No, I wouldn't spout it out in a panic on our first meeting in lieu of actual romantic words."

2014-09-18 05:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"It's just as well.  Information is a better opener than, I don't know, elaborate compliments on my eye color."

2014-09-18 05:45 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Oh? No love of me saying, for example, they are liquid pools of warm brandy? Or that you definitely stole the best stars out of the sky? .... That second one was pretty bad, I apologize."

2014-09-18 05:48 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Wasn't it established that you are the one with starlight hair?  Anyway, please, no comparing my anatomy with alcohol."

2014-09-18 15:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"I think I may be exceptionally bad at this," snorts Edarial. "No comparisons between you and alcohol, agreed."

2014-09-19 23:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"Should I be coming up with mediocre poetic compliments on my end?"

2014-09-19 23:3 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Not unless you want to. On my end - I don't think I have it in me to manage even mediocre poetic compliments. Or poems in general. Alas."

2014-09-19 23:5 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I'll make do."

2014-09-19 23:6 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"You sure? There's still time to flee, find someone who can actually compose poetry."

2014-09-19 23:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"We are married, occasionally kissing, and co-ruling a small country.  If I were going to flee I think I've missed my optimal window."

2014-09-19 23:8 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Probably a bit. But recall, that marriage doesn't count on account of you being under duress at the time and the vows being utterly terrible. So, just occasionally kissing and co-ruling a small country."

2014-09-19 23:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"It counts from a - public recognition standpoint.  Which is most of what marriage is really for."

2014-09-19 23:12 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"... Technically. But the lesser portion of what marriage is really for is the part I find most important."

2014-09-19 23:16 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"What do you think it's for?"

2014-09-19 23:17 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Picking one person from all others, with full disclosure of their flaws and quirks and finding you love them anyway, to be your partner and confidant. Sticking by them through - whatever happens after, whether it be the apocalypse or war or famine or - something that could potentially be distressing and drive you apart. And trusting them. Absolutely."

2014-09-19 23:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"That's a tall order."

2014-09-19 23:31 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Just a bit. It was something of a problem, before, if you happened to notice."

2014-09-19 23:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I noticed."

2014-09-19 23:32 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




He kisses her forehead. "I'm going to guess that it is slightly less of a - thing for you."

2014-09-19 23:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Considerably less, yes.  I mean, it's serious - but it is a thing you do when you are serious rather than a serious thing intrinsically."

2014-09-19 23:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"Huh. Interesting."

2014-09-19 23:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I wonder if Ice and Cypress have had this conversation."

2014-09-19 23:44 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




"I - have no idea. I assume so, they are married and all. But we can always ask."

2014-09-19 23:46 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I mean, they are probably on the same order of magnitude of seriousness, so it may be academic."

2014-09-19 23:46 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Yeah. They seemed pretty happy to spend the rest of eternity together. While flaunting."

2014-09-19 23:50 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"And cuddling souls."

2014-09-19 23:51 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"I still think the soul birds are cheating."

2014-09-19 23:52 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"We could get a set," she points out.  "If we wanted them."

2014-09-19 23:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"Mmm. Tempting, but I don't think the danger's worth the ability to cuddle souls and talk to myself. Besides, we can't lose our nerve now. We got this far without the cheaty soul birds."

2014-09-19 23:56 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"We did," she agrees.  "Sometimes-kissing."

2014-09-19 23:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"And cuddling, don't forget the cuddling."

2014-09-20 00:0 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"And there was that one time we fell asleep together."

2014-09-20 00:0 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




"Yeah. That was nice."

2014-09-20 00:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






"We could do it non-accidentally if you like."

2014-09-20 00:9 (UTC)









royal_obligation: b. Fixing problems




"I'd like that."

2014-09-20 00:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




"Okay."

2014-09-20 00:11 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions






2014-09-20 00:23 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Excuse me," says Rae, completely unconcerned with the display of definitive couplehood in front of him. He's seen lots of mortals in all sorts of compromising places, this display doesn't matter to him one way or the other. "Iobel."

2014-09-20 00:24 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Uh, yeah?"

2014-09-20 00:25 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Is your familiar very trustworthy?"

2014-09-20 00:35 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"I... basically?  It doesn't come up as a question in general since mostly people except me don't trust him to do things?  Why?"

2014-09-20 00:36 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Curiosity. Thank you."

And then he turns and leaves without any sort of explanation.

2014-09-20 00:36 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




".... Okay?"

2014-09-20 00:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"I wonder where he put Cricket."

2014-09-20 00:38 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Should we check? If your cat's on the roof or something, that would be very bad."

2014-09-20 00:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"No, he could get down from there, I think - but I would like to know where he is."

2014-09-20 00:43 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Then we can go look for him."

2014-09-20 00:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Yeah."

Cricket proves to be inside the castle, not far.  He hops into Iobel's arms and purrs.

2014-09-20 00:45 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Hello," says Edarial, carefully.

2014-09-20 00:52 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Hello," replies Cricket.  "The flying god is sensible."

2014-09-20 00:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Good to hear it."

2014-09-20 00:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"He gave me a blessing of cooperative wind."

2014-09-20 00:54 (UTC)









royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




"That was - very nice of him."

2014-09-20 00:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"He has good taste," purrs Cricket.

2014-09-20 00:57 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




Edarial is not going to challenge that statement. He just - nods. Smiling and nodding seems to be the best bet, here.Edited   2014-09-20 00:58 (UTC)


2014-09-20 00:58 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




Iobel has no comment either.  She just pets her cat.

2014-09-20 00:59 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

Dropouts





castmyown: (Default)




Max heads home, writes up everything he remembers from the trip to the moon with Cam and Adana, and then when his girlfriend gets home, he presents it to her happily.

"Also," he adds, once she's been updated. "The portal hub in Pantheon got a ton of renovations, I think we're calling it the Belfry now. It's very cute."

2014-09-20 00:24









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"What, that's adorable," giggles Bella, flipping through the summary.  "The Belfry!  You non-Bells don't feel left out or anything?"

2014-09-20 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I don't feel left out, and none of the other me's did, either. The name's cute, Adarins are just - a bit more difficult to find cute names for. We need to come up with a better alt group name for us, something that's as easy as 'Bell'..."

2014-09-20 04:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Nothing drops out really well from your names, alas..."

2014-09-20 04:40 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Yeah. It's terrible. Maybe we'll think of something interesting that fits us all. Eventually."

2014-09-20 04:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: f ~ lore




"You don't really have an obvious point of commonality, like, say, Bell notebooks.  If the other Bells were named - Minerva and Lauren and Joshua and Galadriel or something - we'd be able to settle on some language's word for 'Pen' or something."

2014-09-20 04:43 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Something to do with the number thing we do? Maybe? But I can't think of anything good out of that..."

2014-09-20 04:44 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"...Yeah, me either," Bella agrees after a moment's thought.

2014-09-20 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"And about the only thing that adorably goes with Bells are Whistles, which - very cute, but doesn't fit us at all. Also, I'm pretty sure Prime would object on the basis of not having a Bell."

2014-09-20 04:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"He could have one, he has just decided he doesn't want one for some reason and she's not being pushy."

2014-09-20 04:51 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Fool," snorts Max. "Him, not her."

2014-09-20 04:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"We are pretty great.  But so are you, I think she's spooked by the Hex set too much to make a first move..."

2014-09-20 04:53 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Thanks! That makes sense. The Hex set are kinda depressing. Poor guys."

2014-09-20 04:54 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Yeah.  They seem to - have gotten comfortable with operating as a unit?  They gravitate towards each other when we're in a big group.  I guess that's progress?"

2014-09-20 04:56 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I think so. I mean, if nothing else, they get a cool platonic life partner to take over the world with."

2014-09-20 04:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"That sounds so heartbreaking in context, though..."

2014-09-20 04:58 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... A bit. I made myself sad, now."

2014-09-20 04:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




Snuggle?

2014-09-20 04:59 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




Snuggle!

"On the bright side. Rest of eternity to figure it out."

2014-09-20 04:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I suppose.  Maybe they're making lots of progress behind closed doors and feel self-conscious about public displays of affection or something."

2014-09-20 05:0 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Do you want to ask them that question? Because I don't."

2014-09-20 05:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I'm tempted, but - no."

2014-09-20 05:3 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Yeah. I kinda want to know the answer, but asking the question would be awkward."

2014-09-20 05:6 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"And they might be annoyed."

2014-09-20 05:7 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"And that. That too."

2014-09-20 05:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal






"So is there like - anything useful we're going to get out of college, at this point?"

2014-09-20 05:19 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Mmm. No? I mean, the degree, but - we're not exactly applying for jobs in a regular sense."

2014-09-20 05:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Is there much real risk that when we are ready to start Hogwarts, people won't want to come because we're not credentialed?"

2014-09-20 05:23 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Probably not," snorts Darren. "And it's annoying how it keeps eating our time anyway. So. Want to be college dropouts together?"

2014-09-20 05:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"I suppose so.  Do we have a fake explanation or is it just 'later, guys, you can't handle the truth'?"

2014-09-20 05:26 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Ha. We could make up something ridiculous."

2014-09-20 05:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"We won the lottery and are retiring to the Cayman Islands to while away our days with the joy of scuba."

2014-09-20 05:28 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




Darren giggles. "Tempting, but people could look up the lottery and see that we weren't winners."

2014-09-20 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"My great aunt died and left me lots of money, and we are going to travel to Paris and immerse ourselves in the fashion scene?"

2014-09-20 05:30 (UTC)









castmyown: a. Embarrassing and silly




"Pffffff. Yes. That, let's do that."

2014-09-20 05:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"I'm pretty sure nobody will believe us.  Exhibit A: your ability to lie comma lack thereof.  Exhibit B: the fashion scene."  She gestures at her jeans and t-shirt.  "Let's be mysterious.  We are dropping out for unspecified entrepreneurship."

2014-09-20 06:0 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Darren snorts with laughter. "Oh, well. I didn't need a ridiculous cover story anyway. Mysterious reasons, hurray!"

2014-09-20 21:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: a ~ winged




Snuggle.  "Hurray!"

2014-09-20 21:34 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




Snuggle! "We probably can't manage a sneaky daeva-made house without living in space or underground or something, but - indoors is completely doable. Soooo. Any furniture you've secretly been pining for?"

2014-09-20 21:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"...Hammock?"

2014-09-20 21:37 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"We can have a hammock! I've never had one before."

2014-09-20 21:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"A big one for deer-and-kitty snuggles."

2014-09-20 21:39 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"Heh, yeah. Comfy deer-and-kitty snuggles."

2014-09-20 21:41 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Purrrrrr.

2014-09-20 21:42 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




There are, unfortunately, no sounds for deer contentment. He will stick with nuzzling. Nuzzle, nuzzle.

2014-09-20 21:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




There is no sound for burglar contentment, either, because a truly content burglar is silent.

This one is not content.  There is a noise downstairs.

2014-09-21 04:29 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Max frowns.

"... Waaas I imagining the strange sound from downstairs, or...?"Edited   2014-09-21 04:31 (UTC)


2014-09-21 04:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"We're closed, right?  I thought I locked the door and flipped the sign."

2014-09-21 04:31 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"I certainly didn't open it. Let's go check. With scrolls. Because paranoia."

2014-09-21 04:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Yeah."  She grabs her binderful of standards, adopts her minimally incriminating midform, and desnuggles.

2014-09-21 04:33 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Similarly, Max retrieves his own standard scrolls. He briefly debates over if he should mirror his and Phix's alts, but decides against it. It could, after all, be a false alarm. Or a simple burglar.

He'll be going first down the stairs, either way. 

2014-09-21 04:36 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Bella lets him.

The man they see downstairs appears to be playing the part of the confused patron who didn't realize they were closed - the door's standing open, unbroken, the sign's flipped.  It'd be a very convincing act if he didn't look so familiar.

Bella turns around and goes up the stairs again as fast as she dares, converting her arms into paws too for better speed.

2014-09-21 04:42 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




Max doesn't act the way he wants and make a hissing noise in the back of his throat. Or immediately start slinging spells. He will - try to be pleasant.

"Can I help you?" he asks.

2014-09-21 04:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Are you the shop owner?" wonders the dragon, whose medallion is tucked very discreetly into his shirt and who is currently in entirely human form.

2014-09-21 04:45 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"One of them," he clarifies. "Sorry, I'd thought the shop was closed, I must have forgotten to flip the sign."

2014-09-21 04:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon meanders to a display of charms near the stairs.  "You keep odd hours."

2014-09-21 04:47 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"A bit, yeah. College makes it a bit tough, but we try to keep them regular. Even odd as they are."

2014-09-21 04:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You're students," says the dragon.  He runs a finger along a charm.  It is made with some of Bella's shed feathers.

2014-09-21 04:48 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Brrr. Don't be weird, don't be weird. You are not supposed to know this man is a dragon, just - ordinary customer. Carry on.

"Yup! But honestly, I think we're just going to drop out and start doing this full-time, so our hours will get more conventional."Edited   2014-09-21 04:50 (UTC)


2014-09-21 04:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And where'd you learn your magic?"

2014-09-21 04:50 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"An array of places - I can give some recommendations if you want them, sparse as they are. It's a pain to find people to teach magic. But, once you get the basics you can self-teach from there."

Stall. Stall. Bella's doing something, he's sure of it, his job is to be the distraction.

2014-09-21 04:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"That's truly interesting," says the dragon, and as the last syllable ends he lunges past Darren for the stairs, materializing a tail to knock him over with as he goes.

Of course it is red and scaly.

2014-09-21 04:54 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




He's not surprised in the slightest. Winded, knocked over, yes - but surprised, no. He coughs, rights himself, and manages to gather enough air to shout.

"Bella!" he shouts, to Bella upstairs. "Dragon's coming! He knows!"

And then he starts scrambling up and retrieving scrolls and trying to figure out how the hell they're supposed to take on a dragon.

2014-09-21 04:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon may be faintly heard saying -

"Pantheon."

2014-09-21 04:57 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like







Fuck.

2014-09-21 04:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: o ~ mom




Meanwhile, Bella doesn't hear Darren yelling at her because she was already in Pantheon herself.

"CAM!  ADANA!  DRAGON!"

2014-09-21 05:0 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




Unhelpfully, it's Idania that responds.

"Wait, what?!"

2014-09-21 05:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"There is a fucking dragon after me and I need the big guns, now!  Where are the daeva?"

2014-09-21 05:2 (UTC)









onthewind: Don't have an answer




"Flying! Somewhere. I - can try to find them, how close is the dragon, is it coming through the portal?"

2014-09-21 05:3 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Wings flaff out of her back.  "He won't know how -"

He does know how.

Here he is, mostly human except for the tail and the claws.

Phix flings herself into the air, only for him to finish transforming and easily snatch her out of the air and slam her back down to the ground.

2014-09-21 05:5 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




Oh.

"Rae!" she hisses, to the vial of sand. "Dragon, dragon in the Belfry, grab the daeva, I am going to be very very busy."

Let's see. Dragon. How does one fight a dragon - she's more maneuverable than he is, she bets, but what can she use on a dragon? Nasty concoctions are the best bet. Or magic, but she doesn't have easy access to that and her boyfriend has left for home. The nasty concoctions are something she knows. Just - can't get to right now. Right. First priority - make sure Phix doesn't die.

"Hey, ugly!" shouts Idania, retrieving a woefully insufficient knife from her boot. "Your mother was a toad and your dad was really fucking desperate! C'mon, going for the sphinx, first? Bring it, bastard, I can take you with my eyes closed."

That is a lie. She is pretty sure that even fully outfitted, she could not manage to take the dragon. But. Not like that's going to stop her.

2014-09-21 05:11 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




The dragon swats her with his tail without moving his claws away from Phix.  Phix is squirming and trying various combinations of anatomy to escape, to no avail.

2014-09-21 05:13 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




Idania is swatted. Yup, that is definitely painful. Is that a fractured leg? Probably, good thing she doesn't need to walk. She can fly.

"Ow," mutters Idania, floating herself back up instead of pushing herself off of the ground. Right, maneuverability, maybe not actually a strength she has when the dragon is not flying. Where the fuck are the daeva? 

Okay, offense, she can do an offense. Obvious weak points - eyes, ears, underbelly, genitalia. Wait, do dragons have-? Nevermind, not important. Less obvious ones - probably any of the dragon's joints - she has a particularly vicious visual of introducing her woefully insufficient knife to between the joints of the dragon's claws. Hey, all's fair in love and war. This one is definitely under the 'war' category.

Eyes are high value, but he'll protect those like nobody's business. Let's not. Not yet, anyway. Can she - aha, look, the scales overlap but if she tilts the dagger just so, she can just -

Stab. Oh, did you need that tail? So sorry, it's bleeding now.

2014-09-21 05:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




That'll earn her another swat.

Phix seems to be trying to say something but she's a bit too squished.

2014-09-21 05:21 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




This time, Idania actually sees it coming and barely, barely manages to dodge. Ow, bad leg, stop being pain, Idania's working here.

"Yoohoo, ugly, scaly bastard! You missed!"

What was her plan again? Oh right. Get its attention. Gulp.

2014-09-21 05:24 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




And that is when Max makes it through the portal, scroll in hand.

He and starts muttering a chant, glaring daggers at the dragon.

2014-09-21 05:26 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon's head whips around and he spits fire at Max.

This may not be good for the scroll.

2014-09-21 05:27 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




It's not really good for Darren, either. His spell fizzles. Max actually hasn't tested being interrupted during a chant before - too much risk, with this kind of delicate magic. And now he gets to find out.

The force of the unfinished chant drives itself down his throat, like his head was yanked forcibly underwater and he's gulped down a gallon or two of water. He doesn't even notice being on fire, he's too busy doubling over and throwing up, retching pitifully. Interrupted chants - bad.

2014-09-21 05:35 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




The dragon can breathe fire. That's - great. Just great.

"Rae!" she screeches. "Sooner rather than later!"

"They're not in my domain," informs her god. "I'm looking. Hold on."

"Great," hisses Idania. She is going to take out her anger on the dragon. This is going to suck.

She zips to where Phix is being held, and tries the 'stab between scales' technique again. Stab?

2014-09-21 05:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: o ~ the obvious thing




The dragon snatches at her with his spare forefoot.

And pins Darren with a hind foot, snarling.  "Sphinx's little assassin..."

There is a flash of Spring's favored colors from an upper balcony, and then she's gone.

2014-09-21 05:42 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




The 'assassin' in question can't manage to reply, it comes out as a gurgle. Being stood on after having a chant interrupted - also bad.

2014-09-21 05:44 (UTC)









onthewind: Calculating




You know what else is bad? The only person here that's in any position to fight getting snatched. Idania is not only snatched, but the knife goes flying. Those are both bad things. Very bad things.

Right, okay. Her pouch of nasty materials is in her house. Her knife is on the floor over there. She has no scrolls, but Max and Phix probably do on their persons. Except, now she can't reach them. Because she is snatched.

"Hey, asshole! Kill us and Rae's collapsing the ceiling on your ass!"

He - can't actually do that. Not without a shit ton of work that really isn't worth the effort. But. She doesn't want to die.
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shesepankh: n ~ extinct




The dragon stands on her a little harder.

"You are not a sphinx," he muses, peering at her.

Phix is being stood on hard enough that it's hard to believe that she can breathe, let alone speak.  She seems to be mouthing words but nothing's coming out.
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onthewind: Acolyte




"Nnnope," hisses Idania, trying to keep hold on her air. "You picked the -" She's interrupted by needing to breathe, but she keeps talking, because it's buying time and also maybe going to keep her alive. "- wrong person to fuck with! I'm -" Another breath. "- acolyte of a god, he's smiting your ass!"

"I've contacted Cricket," informs Rae, to Idania only. "He is dispatching help."

2014-09-21 05:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Laughable," rumbles the dragon.

Meanwhile, Cricket is tearing through the castle, vial of sand around his neck bouncing in his fur.  "IOBEL!  EDARIAL!  IOBEL!  EDARIAL!"

2014-09-21 05:57 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




"Not! Totally not. Why, wanna test it?" Breathing break. "Rae! If he kills me, drop the ceiling!"

2014-09-21 05:59 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Edarial is the one to hear him.

"What-?!"

2014-09-21 05:59 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"There is a dragon in the Belfry attacking the catlike Bell!  Go!  Save her."
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royal_obligation: l. I didn't know







Okay then. That's. That's a thing.

"Going. Get Iobel and Zevros and the mirror, call - Cypress or Prime or something, please!"

And then he dashes off to the portal, charging for Iobel's wonderful knockout spell.
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alicornucopia: cricket




"IOBEL!" hollers Cricket, continuing to dash madly through the palace.

Meanwhile, the dragon squishes Idania harder.  "You're bluffing," he says.Edited   2014-09-21 06:03 (UTC)
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onthewind: Caged




Oh, that one got the leg. Idania's mind is briefly white noise and entirely lost to pain. She makes a sound.

"She is not," declares Rae, from her vial of sand. He is playing up the god-hood. His voice echoes around the room. "Unhand my acolyte. Or enjoy being introduced to the ceiling."Edited   2014-09-21 06:06 (UTC)


2014-09-21 06:5 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon's eyes narrow.  "You," he decides, "are also bluffing.  If you could kill me you'd have done it instantly."
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onthewind: Calculating




"Collapsing the ceiling," informs Rae, "would kill everyone in the room, including my acolyte."

"And," hisses Idania, whimpering and breathing heavily. "And, h-he will be super pissed if you - if you kill me!"

"To the point," adds Rae, "Where I won't care if two other people die to kill you."

They have maybe done this sort of thing before. Idania is going to hug him, after this. Best god.
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royal_obligation: n. No patience left




That's when Edarial arrives through the portal.

He's mentally counting down to when the knockout spell's ready, but then - sees Phix. Identical to Iobel, and also obviously in pain and pinned beneath a dragon.

There is a strong emotional response. Edarial loses hold of the charge.

He recovers, half a second later, curses himself, and starts charging again, ducking back through the portal.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Sphinx trickery," diagnoses the dragon, and he squishes Idania as hard as he's squishing Phix - that is to say, hard enough that she can't talk.  "Silence.  I want to speak to whoever is operating your conspiracy in, shall we say, a civilized manner."

2014-09-21 06:17 (UTC)









onthewind: Caged




Well. She tried. She makes another sound, and she joins the 'can't talk' community.

"You are acting in a very uncivilized manner," declares Rae, as the only one that can currently talk. "So why should I talk to you?"

Rae can bluff, too. Doesn't, but Idania is in danger. Desperate times, and all.Edited   2014-09-21 06:20 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"For your pet human.  Or don't you want her after all?"

2014-09-21 06:20 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




".... I'm listening," he says, grudgingly. "Talk."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"I want the surrender of the entire coalition of sphinxes once and for all -"

2014-09-21 06:22 (UTC)









royal_obligation: n. No patience left




- Edarial pokes his head back through the portal, and hits the dragon with the knockout spell.

2014-09-21 06:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon collapses.

He's still heavy, but no longer actively squeezing.

2014-09-21 06:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: k. Ignore it until it goes away




Edarial gets to helping people out from under the dragon. Phix first. Because she looks like Iobel.

2014-09-21 06:26 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"You are," coughs Idania, "my favorite god."

"I know."

2014-09-21 06:26 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Darren celebrates by throwing up again.

2014-09-21 06:27 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




Phix coughs and hacks and and drags herself away from the dragon.  She attempts to get to her boyfriend but her magic has other ideas; it heals her and leaves her collapsed in an awkward midform on the floor by the dragon's wing.
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come_midnight: (Default)




Katydid, eyes aglow, strides through the portal and promptly drops her charge.Edited   2014-09-21 06:30 (UTC)


2014-09-21 06:30 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




Rain looks at her, smiles a little and resists the urge to scoop her up into a hug right then and there. He - will get everyone out from under the dragon, first.Edited   2014-09-21 06:31 (UTC)


2014-09-21 06:31 (UTC)









onthewind: Vessel




Idania helpfully does not scream in pain as she's taken out from under the dragon, and floats herself into the air the first chance she gets.

"That sucked."

2014-09-21 06:33 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Edarial's dragging a less helpful Max out from under the dragon. He's - stopped throwing up, but he's wretching and coughing and does not look like he's had a good day.

"Yes," agrees the king.Edited   2014-09-21 06:36 (UTC)
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come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"I appear to have missed most of the drama, what happened?"

2014-09-21 06:37 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




"Well, dragon, first. He pinned Phix immediately. Hit me with his tail, and I'm pretty sure, broke my leg. I stabbed him, Max showed up and got interrupted during a spell and - I don't know what that means, but I think it's bad." She looks at Max, who nods a bit before going back to coughing. "And then I tried stabbing again, got snatched, and Rae and I tag-teamed to try and hold off on killing us. Then Rain zapped him."Edited   2014-09-21 06:41 (UTC)


2014-09-21 06:41 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"...I can fix your leg.  I have no idea if the healing I have will do for Max.  Where are the daeva?"  Iobel starts charging a spell to heal Idania.

2014-09-21 06:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"Rae was trying to find them, Spring too, I think, but - I don't know. Healing will be great."

2014-09-21 06:44 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




come_midnight: k ~ charging




The spell goes off presently.  "Max, I'll try something generic, but I don't know if it'll help," she says, and her eyes glow again.

2014-09-21 06:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Meanwhile, Spring has successfully located the daeva flying lazily in the clouds above Perinixu's domain.  "There you are - hurry - dragon in the Belfry!" she exclaims.

2014-09-21 06:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Wh - how'd it get in?" asks Cam, changing directions.

2014-09-21 06:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana follows, eyes wide. "I thought their portal was hidden?"

2014-09-21 06:48 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max nods a little to Katydid, and crawls his way over to his girlfriend.

2014-09-21 06:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Also meanwhile, Rae informs Cricket: "Rain handled the dragon. You were instrumental. Thank you."

2014-09-21 06:49 (UTC)









alicornucopia: cricket




"Perhaps he will eventually redeem himself," says Cricket, ceasing in his search for Zevros to sit nonchalantly in a hallway and lick a paw.  "You are welcome."

2014-09-21 06:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"It needs a password," says Spring, prompting her necklace to obey the direction change and lead the daeva back.  "But he could have chased them in if he was following close enough."
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ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"That seems like an oversight, if their world's so dangerous - I'll bother Prime or Cypress about it, see if we can prevent this from happening again."

2014-09-21 06:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I'm well ahead of you on that, but first, dragon, meet indestructible magic daeva."

2014-09-21 06:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"Yeah. Indestructible magic daeva. We should - augh, I feel so stupid now, we should have thought of this."

2014-09-21 07:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: m ~ demon




"What's our plan of attack on a dragon, angel?  I introduce it to extremely heavy jewelry and - can it breathe fire?"

2014-09-21 07:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I think so."

2014-09-21 07:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"And you stick its teeth together?"

2014-09-21 07:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah. I can also stick him to the floor, or - actually sink him into it and turn it to steel around his feet. Let's see him get out of that."

2014-09-21 07:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"He's a critter like the Medallion alts, he might be able to shift out of something like that... for that matter I'll have to design the jewelry carefully."

2014-09-22 03:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Hm. Good point. Then - one of our first priorities should be getting his medallion away from him, so everything else we do works."

2014-09-22 04:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"I'll weigh him down and you evaporate the chain?  If that doesn't work I'll encase it in Styrofoam or something.  It's probably valuable, you don't want to wreck the medallion itself, but I think the chains are normal."

2014-09-22 04:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Yeah. Just enough to get it away from him, not - permanently destroy it or something."

2014-09-22 04:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"Right."

The Belfry approaches.  Cam swoops in, only to find that the need for their services has been obviated.

"Is Phix okay?" he asks, as she's still sprawled unconscious halfway between where she was pinned and where Max is retching.

2014-09-22 04:44 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"She self-healed.  I don't know why her magic didn't kick in while the dragon was pinning her.  I'm charging to fix Max now, but I can drop it if you guys can handle it?"

2014-09-22 04:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




Adana swoops in beside her demon, looking at Max and Phix with concern.

"Maybe, depends on what happened. Keep charging, I'd say, and I can try and fix it first."

2014-09-22 04:47 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Max has, thankfully, upgraded from 'retching' to 'coughing.' How nice for him. But with this upgrade, he manages to retrieve his magic marker and helpfully write out, "INTERRUPTED CHANT." He touches his throat, and then goes back to coughing.Edited   2014-09-22 04:50 (UTC)
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ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"I. Am not sure what to do with that," admits Adana. "If it's a magical effect and not a physical one I don't think there's anything I can do. I can try anyway?"
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come_midnight: g ~ private language




"I don't know if my spell will help either.  But I'll be done charging it in a minute.  Interrupting chants is extremely unpleasant, good to know..."Edited   2014-09-22 04:55 (UTC)


2014-09-22 04:53 (UTC)









royal_obligation: (Default)




Rain doesn't look particularly inclined to start talking, but he does give Iobel occasional expressionless glances. He would like very much to whisk her away and probably freak out a little over his strong emotional reaction, but she needs to finish her spell first. So he will just be over here. Expressionless.
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ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah. Um. Okay, Max, do you want me to try and fix it, which could be risky considering I don't actually know what's wrong, or leave it alone and see what happens?"

2014-09-22 05:2 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




This one Max tries to respond to verbally, but when he opens his mouth no sound comes out. He briefly has a confused face, before his next coughing fit hits and that quickly goes away. When it subsides enough for him to write, he replies in magic marker, "LEAVE."Edited   2014-09-22 05:04 (UTC)


2014-09-22 05:4 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




Presently Iobel's spell goes off.  It's the most generic one she has - clear the airway, normalize temperature, stop bleeding, and calm swelling and inflammation.  It treats symptoms, not causes, but since she doesn't have any spells purpose-built to undo the damage done by a swallowed incantation that will have to do.
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from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




Cam, meanwhile, weighs the dragon down - all limbs and tail and neck, with a nice fireproof shield between the dragon's immobilized head and the rest of the room.  When he wakes up he won't be able to go anywhere.

2014-09-22 05:11 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Katydid's spell does absolutely nothing to help. Max offers her a little sad smile. The coughs are getting less pronounced, but he still hasn't managed to use his vocal chords.Edited   2014-09-22 05:14 (UTC)


2014-09-22 05:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




Adana, with nothing else to do, removes the dragon's amulet and scoots it away to prevent any sort of shapeshifting shenanigans.

"Where should I put this?" she wonders.

2014-09-22 05:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'll stash it in - we should have numbered the rooms.  The first purpose-to-be-determined room on the left."  Spring takes it and flies away to do that.

2014-09-22 05:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Right. Then - I guess we're just waiting for everyone to wake up or - recover from magic backlash."

2014-09-22 05:23 (UTC)









royal_obligation: h. Nothing to do with that




Rain would very dearly like to whisk his queen away now. They're not even needed anymore, the daeva are here and the dragon's apparently handled. They could probably stick around in case he wakes up and needs another knockout spell, or something, but - the daeva are here, and they are actually invincible. He and Katydid are not. He's not worried about himself so much, but her? After having a very strong emotional response at a lookalike of her being in danger? She needs to be some place safe right this instant.

Picking her up and taking her away is tempting, but not an option. She might protest, and he also doesn't want to draw any sort of attention from their alts about the state of their relationship. So just saying it out loud is out, too. He's pretty sure trying to get the message to her by intense staring is an effort doomed to failure from the start. Also creepy. Very, very creepy. Let's - not do that. New plan, try talking.

"... Is it," he says carefully, like there is no ulterior motive to the words and he just miraculously thought of this now, "completely safe for non-invincible people to be here?"
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ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Probably not, honestly."Edited   2014-09-22 05:31 (UTC)
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from_scratch: (Default)




"I mean, I made the weights very heavy, but if the dragon is magically strong or something I'm not even sure we want the critters here, Phix would just be hard to drag."
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royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Then Iobel and I should not be here, we don't know how resurrection will interact with familiars or spirit animals, it might bring us back unmade."

He manages to keep his voice steady and even. Rain's kind of proud of himself for that. Looks like practice at court's good for something after all.Edited   2014-09-22 05:41 (UTC)
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come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"Have Rae tell Cricket, or mirror us, if you need us," suggests Iobel. She heads back for the Hex portal. 

2014-09-22 05:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Sure."Edited   2014-09-22 05:48 (UTC)
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royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




Rain happily returns through the Hex portal with Iobel. Ha. Victory.

As soon as they are through and the portal is back in its hiding place, he abruptly scoops Iobel up into a slightly clingy hug.

2014-09-22 05:49 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"...Hi?"  She snuggles confusedly.

2014-09-22 05:49 (UTC)









royal_obligation: g. Don't really think that




"Hi," he murmurs into her hair. "Turns out, there was an - I was - Phix looks like you. And she was pinned under a dragon. For about half a second my head was entirely screaming."

2014-09-22 05:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language






Iobel snuggles less confusedly.

"Are you okay?"

2014-09-22 05:52 (UTC)









royal_obligation: i. Resignation




"Fine. I just - needed to hug you and know you were okay and have you be very far away from the dangerous dragon."
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come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"Are you sure I'm okay?  You don't need to have a closer look and check?"
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royal_obligation: e. Someone who agrees




That makes him snort with laughter. "I - what constitutes a 'closer look'? Are you secretly bleeding and neglecting to tell me?"

2014-09-22 05:57 (UTC)









come_midnight: d ~ nice soft cat




"Well, I don't think so.  But your peace of mind!"

2014-09-22 05:58 (UTC)









royal_obligation: c. Have a plan




"Ha! Wouldn't it be for your peace of mind, too, if you only 'don't think so' instead of knowing for sure?"

2014-09-22 06:2 (UTC)









come_midnight: c ~ be a queen




"I'm not going to pretend you'd have to drag me kicking and screaming to the proposed inspection, now."

2014-09-22 06:4 (UTC)









royal_obligation: f. It will be worth it




"Well, good." Pause. "... We might be interrupted by a dragon, though."

2014-09-22 06:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: e ~ distantly in line




"I don't think the daeva need our help with the dragon."

2014-09-22 06:7 (UTC)









royal_obligation: d. Of course




"Fair enough." Nuzzle. "Then - I'd like to make sure you're entirely okay."

2014-09-22 06:11 (UTC)









come_midnight: b ~ white in color




Iobel looks around the room.  They are quite alone.

"Go right ahead," she says.

2014-09-22 06:13 (UTC)









royal_obligation: a. Distractions




He does.

2014-09-22 06:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




Meanwhile, Adana looks at Idania and asks, "Is it possible that I could get a vial of the holy sand? So we don't have a repeat of - being unable to be found."

2014-09-22 06:16 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Not really my call to make, sorry. Rae's the one that hands out the vials."

"Perhaps," chimes in Rae. "But I barely know you."

2014-09-22 06:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"You know an alt of me, does that count?"

2014-09-22 16:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I don't even have a Rae vial, just Perinixu ones," says Spring, returning from stashing the dragon's medallion.

2014-09-22 16:31 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"I am willing to give Ayabel a vial of my sand," says Raezenoth. "But just because I know another version of you does not mean that I know you."

2014-09-22 21:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm not, alas, especially useful under emergency conditions."

2014-09-22 21:12 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"Then you do not have to have a vial."

2014-09-22 21:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Maybe you and either or both of the daeva should play some board games.  How did Katydid's cat win you over so thoroughly?"

2014-09-22 21:22 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"We bonded over our mutual dislike of large bodies of water. And I like his style. He is brutally honest."

2014-09-22 21:23 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




Idania giggles at 'mutual dislike of large bodies of water.'
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namesthesky: c ~ manumission




So does Spring.
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from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Alas, I have no special hatred for bodies of water of any size."
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aestrix: (Default)




"They are filled with terrible gods that are unfair and untrustworthy. Avoid them."
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from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Uh, noted."
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shesepankh: m ~ last




Phix stirs, whimpering.

2014-09-22 21:30 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max scoots closer to her, looking worried but still effectively mute. Hair pet? Hair pet.

2014-09-22 21:32 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...Dragon?" she mumbles into his knee.

2014-09-22 21:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Hey there, the dragon's been knocked out courtesy of Rain and had his medallion yoinked and all his moving parts weighed down," soothes Cam.  "Your boyfriend ate half a spell and it wasn't so nutritious but he seems to be improving.  If you wanna fix him too we can handle the dragon if he wakes up before you."Edited   2014-09-22 21:35 (UTC)


2014-09-22 21:35 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




Max smiles at Phix and keeps petting her hair. He's fine with not being fixed with magic right this second.
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shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I'll try," says Phix, reasserting her usual preferred midform and snuggling up, "but I don't know if it'll work.  If it does I want the interview with the dragon recorded."  She shuts her eyes and -

Nothing.  "I'm not sure what's up with my fairy princess magic today.  I was expecting it to go off when the dragon snatched me, but, nothing, and then I could heal myself, and now it's not working and I don't know if that's because the spell swallowing isn't a fairy-princess-magic-addressable ailment or because I'm on the fritz."

2014-09-22 21:51 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that







Max points a finger at the dragon and raises a questioning eyebrow.

2014-09-23 04:21 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"I suppose it doesn't make a lot of sense for there to have been a war if the sphinxes could just fairy princess the dragons.  Do you know if there's any - lore, I guess - about them being magic-inhibitors, like - live versions of the - antimagic field?"

She's only a little halting mentioning the antimagic field in the warehouse.

2014-09-23 04:22 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max shrugs a little in an 'I don't know' gesture. And then he snuggles his girlfriend protectively. No more torture for his girlfriend, thank you, one dose was more than enough.Edited   2014-09-23 04:24 (UTC)
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shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Well, I can do some of it a bit more at-will..."  She plucks a hair from her head, snaps it in two, and fuses it back together.  Then she nuzzles Darren - and edges towards the dragon and touches one lion-foot to his outflung weighed-down wing.  She snaps the hair again and stares at it.  Moves her foot, fixes the hair.

"Antimagic dragon.  Over short range."

2014-09-23 04:25 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




Her boyfriend makes a face. How great.

2014-09-23 04:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Does it include other types of magic? We should check."

2014-09-23 04:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"I'd be really surprised, but - yeah, daeva, poke the dragon and see if your mojo behaves."

2014-09-23 04:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




Cam pokes the dragon.  He makes an M&M and eats it.  "Just you, Phix."

2014-09-23 04:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Okay. That's - good to know. Annoying for you, Phix, but still."

2014-09-23 04:36 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




Max nods. And - scoots himself and Phix away from the dragon, a bit. Protectively. His magic fairy princess kitty. Bad dragon.

2014-09-23 04:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"I wonder how it works," muses Idania. "I'm working on the rune magic thingy, but - I wish the weird magic species effects had well-charted reasons for being magic."

2014-09-23 04:40 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Sorry, but in spite of Mr. Smaug's delusions I'm the only known living sphinx and can't give you much of a body of literature on how I work.  Likewise with the dragon, unless he's got family."

2014-09-23 04:51 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Yeah. Blah, I'm mostly just annoyed because it's such delightfully straightforward magic with rules and it makes sense and everything and no one bothered to record it and that's upsetting."

2014-09-23 04:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Well, we'll reconstruct it and make lots of copies, you can be in the research arm of my school.  Anybody know how long the spellbinder knockout usually lasts?"

2014-09-23 04:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"No idea, sorry. We could maybe mirror Hex and ask...?"

2014-09-23 05:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I don't think it matters.  I'm staying here until he wakes up regardless of whether it's another five minutes or several hours."

2014-09-23 05:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Good point. Not worth bothering them, then."

2014-09-23 05:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Phix snuggles her coughing boyfriend.  "Note to self, do not be interrupted while incanting," she mutters.

2014-09-23 05:6 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




The coughing has gotten to be less pronounced, but - yeah. Still coughing.

2014-09-23 05:7 (UTC)









onthewind: Borrow my shoulder




"Speaking of. Um. Adana? Can you...?" She motions to the remains of Max's previous meal.

2014-09-23 05:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Oh, uh, yeah."

And now there is no more vomit on the ground.

2014-09-23 05:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I think I'm superfluous here," Spring says, and she departs.

2014-09-23 05:11 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"I'll stick around in case the dragon decides to continue to be dangerous under several tons of osmium."

2014-09-23 05:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Same."

2014-09-23 05:15 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max snuggles his magic fairy princess kitty. He's not going anywhere.

2014-09-23 05:15 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Meh. I've got magic to study up on. Good luck with the dragon, come get me if you need me."

And she too departs.

2014-09-23 05:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




His magic fairy princess kitty is happy to be snuggled.

2014-09-23 05:17 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






And eventually, the dragon opens one slit-pupiled golden eye.

2014-09-23 05:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Hello," says Adana, almost pleasantly.

2014-09-23 05:18 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Max gives the dragon a death glare.

2014-09-23 05:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon attempts to shift his bulk.

It appears he is not stronger than the lumps of osmium around his wrists and ankles and neck and tail and wings.

He growls.

2014-09-23 05:20 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




And that causes Max to smile. Just a bit.

2014-09-23 05:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Your show, Phix," offers Adana.

2014-09-23 05:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I hardly know where to start.  It's not every day I have the guy who's been trying to have me killed, kidnapped, and tortured at my mercy in my - is this a stronghold?  I think it's a stronghold.  In my stronghold."

"Phix," snorts the dragon.

"It's short, it's memorable, it's punny, and since there aren't any other sphinxes around, it's unambigous," snaps Phix.

2014-09-23 05:23 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Sphinx Coalition?" writes Max, raising an eyebrow.

2014-09-23 05:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"There must," mutters the dragon.  "If there is you there must be more -"

"There was my mom.  Would you like there to be more sphinxes?  I have a friend who can resurrect the dead.  We can fetch some more sphinxes.  We've been waiting because if you were just going to kill her again it'd be pointless, but now here you are.  At my mercy.  In my stronghold.  Totally, spectacularly mistaken about how many of me there are, rather hilariously in context."

2014-09-23 05:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




(That causes Adana to snicker, just a bit.)

2014-09-23 05:33 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




"I'm pissed about the torture," adds Max via magic marker. "Instead of asking."

2014-09-23 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Also," she continues, "since I didn't know I was a sphinx until I was well into my teens?  And didn't know sphinxes were a thing, let alone sphinx/dragon feuds?  You didn't have to send monsters after me.  You could have found me and said, 'hello, I am a dragon, let's be presumed-extinct together'.  I would have fucking bought you dinner.  But you kept sending monsters after me, of various types, some of whom talked and wielded pliers, and even when I had your address -"

"You never had any such -"

Phix recites it, folding her arms and lashing her tail.  "Don't interrupt me."

The dragon growls again.

"Even when I had your address," she continues, "I thought, maybe he'll give up now that he's failed a couple times, he probably didn't find a fucking monster discount bin, it's got to get harder to hire torturers and guards if you lose all your previous employees simultaneously, isn't it, maybe I'm safe now, let's not call in the cavalry and assault him at home.  Let's see if he'll leave me be.  But you didn't."

2014-09-23 05:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"We're actually quite nice," adds Adana. "But. Hi, we're members of the cavalry. Let's try not to be unfriendly now, hmm?"

2014-09-23 05:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Should we have horses?" wonders Cam.  "Banners.  Muskets.  Somebody to play a brass instrument of some kind to announce us."

2014-09-23 05:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"But let's pretend there were lots of sphinxes.  What do you even want?"

"I wanted," mutters the dragon, "to end the war decisively before it could start again."

"Good fucking job," snarls Phix, suddenly sharper-toothed than she was a moment ago.

2014-09-23 05:51 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Max, for his part, will not ruin this threatening moment by coughing. He glares, though. If looks could kill, the dragon would probably be dead by now.

2014-09-23 05:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"That doesn't really seem like decisively ending it, honestly, showing up in our stronghold alone after you'd had your minions repeatedly trounced? By three people? That does not strike me as 'decisively ending,' that strikes me as 'suicidal.'"

2014-09-23 05:56 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Well, he's got his anti-magic thingy, if this had been a sphinx nest maybe he'd have trounced us.  I'm betting the war hinged a lot on the indirect use of magic.  Drop rocks on you rather than attacking directly, that sort of thing.  His best position is close up with his claws around my throat.  Instead he's had - this is osmium, Cam?  Instead there is osmium dropped on him."

The dragon doesn't reply.

2014-09-23 06:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"It still seems quite reckless, he rushed in here without knowing what was behind the portal after losing several times. Alone."

2014-09-23 06:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Rather than let the imaginary sphinx contingent - I don't know, breed?  Perform sinister magical experiments?"

Growl goes the dragon.

2014-09-23 06:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Honestly? It's better to leave your enemy alone for a bit while you figure out what you're up against. Even if they are - breeding or performing sinister magical experiments."

2014-09-23 06:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"Please do not overdo giving strategic advice to the murder dragon.  I want to know how he knew how to get through the portal."

Grrrrrrrr, goes the murder dragon.

2014-09-23 06:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"No more strategic advice," agrees Adana. "And growling really isn't polite."Edited   2014-09-23 06:18 (UTC)


2014-09-23 06:17 (UTC)









shesepankh: k ~ startled




"What do you mean to do with me?" the dragon asks.

"I haven't decided yet," says Phix.  "Sending you home would require either resources I'm loath to spend on you, or giving back your medallion.  I'm pretty skeptical you can convince me that I want you to possess a medallion, honestly."Edited   2014-09-23 06:19 (UTC)


2014-09-23 06:19 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Prison," suggests Max. "W/ Rae or Peri."

2014-09-23 06:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Ehh. I'm not sure they'd want to be prison guards, Rae was skeptical about handing over a vial of sand."Edited   2014-09-23 06:23 (UTC)


2014-09-23 06:23 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Cameras?"

2014-09-23 06:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Who wants to volunteer to stare at a CCTV all day making sure the dragon doesn't escape?  Anyone?  I see no hands."

Growwwwwwl.

2014-09-23 06:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"... Please tell me you don't want to kill him?"

2014-09-23 06:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I'm considering it."

2014-09-23 06:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"We have a friend who can resurrect the dead, we know it works on critters, all we'd need is his name, and then he could stop taking up space and trying to hurt Phix until we were more prepared to deal with him."

2014-09-23 06:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




Adana... does not look entirely convinced.Edited   2014-09-23 06:37 (UTC)


2014-09-23 06:36 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Max does, though. He nods. And gives the dragon a death glare.

2014-09-23 06:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"On the other hand, we could put him in space," says Cam.  "I don't have a map of the solar system here, but I could fly around by visual nav, and I could make the ship around him with a little help from Adana regarding the floor and we could replace what we moved around.  He'd be harder to maintain that way, and I don't know what dragons eat when they're yea big or how well it stays preserved in jars, I don't want to make daily grocery runs.  But it doesn't involve him spending any time dead."

2014-09-23 06:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"That I'd be happier with."

2014-09-23 06:41 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing




Max frowns, and then writes, "Writing utensils + time = magic runes !!!"

2014-09-23 06:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Ah, crap, yeah, and if it works like daeva circles he could do it in strawberry jam.  Angel, is keeping him immobile like this for safety maybe with elevator music on in the background really that much of an improvement over storing him in dead form?"

2014-09-23 06:43 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"He's already gotten more consideration than his hirelings did.  We don't even have all their names to give Ice someday-maybe, and he authorized every single claw they pried out of my fucking paws."

2014-09-23 06:44 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Concerned boyfriend snuggles are required. Snuggle, snuggle.

"Not again," he writes.

2014-09-23 06:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"That. Probably counts as psychological torture," admits Adana. "We should probably ask him his preferences? For his opinion on all of this, prove that we're better than he is."

2014-09-23 06:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




It looks like all they're getting out of the dragon right now is a growl and a little fire.  Cam's shieldy thing stops it from going much of anywhere.

2014-09-23 06:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"I mean, there are - more humane solutions available, but we don't have the manpower to run them, considering how many people can actually take on a dragon. I could do it, Cam could do it, some others could probably also manage it, but we have some serious time constraints already. And - ugh, no daeva is going to want to play prison guard for free stuff." She sighs, and leans on Cam. "This is hard. Why are there no go-to moral solutions here?"

2014-09-23 06:56 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"High stakes, lots of possibilities, and total lack of precedent for daeva-and-friends trying to keep a dragon from attacking a sphinx?"

2014-09-23 06:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah. That."

2014-09-23 06:58 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Trial?" suggests Max.

2014-09-23 06:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Where would we scare up anybody impartial?  Try him according to what justice system?"

2014-09-23 07:0 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max makes a helpless shrugging gesture, and writes, "I think kill, trial's for Adana."

2014-09-23 07:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Thanks," sighs Adana. "I think."Edited   2014-09-23 07:02 (UTC)


2014-09-23 07:2 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Now I'm wondering if 'having your Bell be in life-threatening circumstances to the point where killing people seems reasonable' is just an Important Adarin Perspective-Forming Experience she's going to wind up skipping because Cam's indestructible."

2014-09-23 07:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Um. I'm. Pretty okay with skipping that, thanks, I like Cam not being in a life-threatening situation very much."

2014-09-23 07:5 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I'm not saying I want you to try it out, I'm just finding it inconvenient that you haven't and therefore don't have quite as personal a resonance with he sent a lava monster after us and we almost died and he sent a darkness monster after me and it swallowed me right out of Darren's lap and then I got fucking tortured and then he invaded our home and chased us here intending to, quote, end a war before it could start."

2014-09-23 07:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: o. A demon's charge




Adana flinches.

2014-09-23 07:10 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"If there was a Dragon Imprisonment 'R Us down the street from here I'd be all for dragging him there, and I will not except by apophasis suggest that we do anything as barbaric as retaliatory declawing -"

The dragon flinches.

"But he's inconvenient to have alive and not hard to collect again from the dead, even if he doesn't want to tell us his name we can go to his house and look at his mail, and we've spent way longer worrying about his comfort than he ever did when he had much more leeway to just leave me completely alone."

2014-09-23 07:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity







"... Fair," admits Adana, quietly. "If he's retrievable and the - death is humane, then. I. Suppose that's the safest option with the least amount of personal distress to him."

2014-09-23 07:16 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Let Adana talk to dragon," suggests Max. "Alternate solution she likes?"

2014-09-23 07:18 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"You want a while to play good cop?" Phix relays.  "We'll go - hell, we could go home and not be too far off."

2014-09-23 07:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Maybe he'll do more than growl at you," suggests Cam.

2014-09-23 07:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Maybe," she agrees. "It's - worth trying."

2014-09-23 07:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




Phix gives the dragon a long look, then, still snuggling her deerly beloved, heads for the portal to Medallion.

2014-09-23 07:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Holler if you need me," Cam murmurs to his angel, and then he flaps to an exit.

2014-09-23 07:22 (UTC)









castmyown: n. Uncalled for




Max gives the dragon another glare. Try anything, dragon, and there will be a peryton that's not going to hesitate to kill you. Then, he follows his love.

2014-09-23 07:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yeah," says Adana, softly.

And then she and the dragon are alone. She sits, and looks at him.

"... Alternate solutions where you do not die or get chained to the floor like some kind of animal would be super fantastic right now."

2014-09-23 07:26 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I do not understand what - non-sphinx magic it is that you command."

2014-09-23 07:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I'm a bit wary to give you information on all of the ins and outs of it. But - we have essentially unlimited material resources, both space and extraplanar travel, and a few others that wouldn't be applicable here without quite a lot of invested time."Edited   2014-09-23 07:29 (UTC)


2014-09-23 07:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Would you believe me if I said I surrender?"

2014-09-23 07:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Depends on what your surrender involves?"

2014-09-23 07:32 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I would go home and mind my own business until the sphinx decides to pick up her ancestors' mantle and kill me."

2014-09-23 07:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"She is really not the - 'pick up murderous ancestors' mantle' type. If she were, I wouldn't be working with her. What I'm worried about is you go home, gather up all you've learned so far from this conversation, and then try to kill her again but with more success."

2014-09-23 07:35 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Apparently you can resurrect the dead," says the dragon dryly.

2014-09-23 07:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"We can. I've actually died once, it was unpleasant. Just because we can resurrect the dead doesn't mean we are willing to die."

2014-09-23 07:37 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"But it means that I cannot keep her dead.  Cannot keep any sphinxes dead.  Eventually they will all be back and there will be a coalition of them whether there is one already or not, and then they will find me and kill me, but I could spend the intervening time putting my affairs in order."  Pause.  "I am in the middle of a book."

2014-09-23 07:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"... Why are you sure they will want to find you and kill you?"

2014-09-23 07:39 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You cannot fathom how massive the war was.  If this sphinx doesn't want to kill me, her grandparents or her great-grandparents will."

2014-09-23 07:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"We are, surprisingly enough, not willing to resurrect people that want to commit murder because they want to pick back up a war that ended and cause mass havoc. Not unless we have ways to keep them from doing that - mass havoc, war, pain, death thing."

2014-09-23 07:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Dragons and sphinxes," says the dragon, "are natural enemies."

2014-09-23 07:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Where I'm from, angels and demons are supposed to be, too. I'm an angel. My boyfriend's a demon."

2014-09-23 07:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Rumor has it he is indestructible.  I am not."

2014-09-23 07:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Yeah. But - I thought demons were all terrible until I was proven wrong by Cam. What exactly makes dragons and sphinxes 'natural enemies'? Because whatever that is, it might be based on things that aren't true."Edited   2014-09-23 07:51 (UTC)


2014-09-23 07:48 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I have left my history texts at home," says the dragon dryly.

2014-09-23 07:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Okay, well, Phix is unlikely to care about terrible things that anyone's ancestors did in anything but the practical sense. As in, if your great grandfather did something horrible to her great grandfather, she won't care or blame it on you in particular. So when dealing with us, history doesn't matter so much, and we are the ones in control of the resurrection magic."Edited   2014-09-23 07:55 (UTC)


2014-09-23 07:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"You don't," says the dragon, "look quite like an angel."

2014-09-23 07:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"I'm a different kind of angel," she says, gently. "From very far away. You're not on Earth anymore, if you hadn't figured that out by now. I live here, but I didn't always. I actually was born on the Moon of another Earth."

2014-09-23 07:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Did you ever say if you'd believe me that I would go home and mind my own business?"

2014-09-23 08:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"I'm willing to give you the benefit of the doubt. Within reason. Probation, of a sorts, might be possible? Not just - let you go home and drop off of our radar entirely, but let you go home and not die or be chained to a floor."

2014-09-23 08:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I will," he mentions, "need my medallion to fit in my home."  Pause.  "I could also very much benefit from some painkillers.  I have an appalling headache."

2014-09-23 16:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I'll have to talk to someone about getting your medallion. And - painkillers, I can get. What kinds of painkillers work on you, are there dosage issues...?"

2014-09-23 17:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I don't know.  I've never tried to take them like - this."

2014-09-23 17:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... I was under the impression that was your natural form?"

2014-09-23 17:39 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Yes, but it isn't very good for opening bottles of aspirin."

2014-09-23 17:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Good point. Hold on, I'll go get some aspirin and we can - try to figure that out. Er. If you try to escape while I'm gone and manage it I suspect that they'll go with the 'killing you' method so you don't cause any more trouble, rather than letting me try to negotiate, so - please don't. Okay?"

2014-09-23 17:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I can't move," growls the dragon.  "Not even enough to scratch the itch under my wing."

2014-09-23 17:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Sorry," she offers. "I can scratch it for you, if you like?"

2014-09-23 17:45 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He looks at her dubiously.  "You and what claws?"

2014-09-23 17:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"You would be surprised," says Adana dryly.

She's an angel. She can just make claws.

2014-09-23 17:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Left wing," he sighs.  "Just under the joint."Edited   2014-09-23 17:57 (UTC)


2014-09-23 17:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Sure."

She goes to the wing in question, and then goes and gets herself some claws. She accomplishes this by dipping her fingers into the ground, telling parts of it to politely give her fingers a hug and then turning them to claws. They can be unattached easily enough, but for now, they'll do. Scratch scratch scratch?

2014-09-23 18:2 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Thank you," says the dragon.

2014-09-23 18:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"You're welcome."

Once the itch is sufficiently scratched, she puts the claws back in the floor and smooths it over as if she'd never messed with it at all.

"I'll go get you some aspirin and see if they're willing to just let you go home, then."

2014-09-23 18:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Good luck with that," sighs the dragon.

2014-09-23 18:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Thanks."

She flies off to find her boyfriend. Because he is the best bet for aspirin, and also figuring out how to pitch it to the - victims of the dragon's onslaught.

2014-09-23 18:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




Her boyfriend is hanging out on the mountainside near a shrub, with his computer.  "Hi, angel.  ...Did you leave the dragon unsupervised?"

2014-09-23 18:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Hey. Yyyyyeah, I told him it would be really stupid to try and escape and manage it, because then we just get tired of dealing with him and go with the killing method. Plus, I don't have cellphone service, I couldn't exactly call anyone to watch him."

2014-09-23 18:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Should get a mage to make us those little mirrory rings.  What do you need?"

2014-09-23 18:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Aspirin, he's complaining of a headache. And also he - seems to want to surrender and just go home and not try to attack Phix anymore. Because he knows we can resurrect the dead."

2014-09-23 18:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"And we know that he doesn't want to go get more dragons and kill Ice so that we cannot readily resurrect the dead how?"

2014-09-23 18:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"He doesn't know about Ice. I declined to tell him how any of our magic worked."

2014-09-23 18:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"He knew the password to the portal.  Somehow.  I'm not sure I want to count on him not having more intel than we mention to his face."

2014-09-23 18:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"... Fair. I should go find Idania or something to watch him while we're talking, because paranoia."

2014-09-23 18:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Good plan.  You could go back to the dragon and I can find her?"  He makes a bottle of aspirin and hands it over.

2014-09-23 18:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Yeah. Thanks, sweetie."

She takes the aspirin in exchange for a kiss. And then she flies back to the dragon.

2014-09-23 18:15 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon is right where she left him.

2014-09-23 18:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




Oh, good.

"I have aspirin," she says. "Your call on how much I give you, you know more about your own biology than I do."

2014-09-23 18:16 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I'm not sure I can actually swallow from here," remarks the dragon.

2014-09-23 18:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I'm nooot sure how to solve that without letting your head loose entirely."

2014-09-23 18:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Which I suppose is out of the question."

2014-09-23 18:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Yes. Sorry."

2014-09-23 18:25 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Then I suppose I'll go on having this headache, won't I?"

2014-09-23 18:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana makes a helpless gesture. "I'm afraid so, I'm genuinely sorry."

2014-09-23 18:27 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"No doubt.  How goes convincing your friends that I can be sent home?"

2014-09-23 18:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"They're worried that you are planning to retrieve your dragon friends and attack us again in the hopes that you could get rid of our ability to resurrect. Which - I don't think you could manage, but it's a legitimate concern."

2014-09-23 18:29 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"None of my friends are dragons."

2014-09-23 18:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Okay, well, dragon acquaintances or children or family members or - whatever. You have a definite bin of monsters, we don't know how big that bin is, or how much trouble the things in it would be. That, basically."Edited   2014-09-23 18:33 (UTC)


2014-09-23 18:32 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"She has managed them all handily, her and her peryton assassin."

2014-09-23 18:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Peryton assassin? He's not an assassin."

2014-09-23 18:38 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Did she kill all those people herself while chained up in an antimagic field?" wonders the dragon.

2014-09-23 18:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Well. No. But that was after she was kidnapped, that's not assassinating people, that is rescuing his girlfriend from people who were torturing her. Although he was using murdery methods to do it, I'll give you that one."Edited   2014-09-23 18:41 (UTC)


2014-09-23 18:40 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"He would kill me now if she asked, I can tell that much."

2014-09-23 18:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate






"He probably would, yeah." She sounds disturbed and disgusted with this fact. "And I'm - something happened to make him want to kill you, you realize, that's not from a vacuum, he doesn't kill people because his girlfriend asks him nicely to."

2014-09-23 18:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I didn't go after her from a vacuum, either.  You cannot comprehend..."  He shuts his eyes and sighs smokily.

2014-09-23 18:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: n. Keeping my word




"That's a bit insulting to my intelligence, isn't it? Or my experience. I willingly got myself into a situation where it was likely that I would be raped in order to save several hundred lives. I was threatened with a killswitch in my head and had the wonderful choice of 'set a demon on the instigator and not be able to control what he does at all' and 'probably die, unless she somehow managed to break me and make me do some really terrible things.' Which, as it turns out, didn't matter much, because I got myself shot in the head later. My brother died in prison. My dad took up becoming a drunk after my death. My mom's in an insane asylum. I get it. Terrible things happen, and you want more than anything to prevent them. Right?"

2014-09-23 18:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"But you have no experience with being the last dragon left alive, thinking the war that killed your entire family was over, and finding that you were wrong, that there is one left, that all your ancestors' paranoia in trying to track them down and make sure it was finished was for nothing because there is one and who can say how many more left."

2014-09-23 18:53 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"So obviously, their method didn't work. Tracking down sphinxes to make sure the war is 'finished' by torturing them for information and then killing them has managed to get people from another dimension pissed at you. It has made you the bad guy. Okay? So try some diplomacy, she is not her ancestors, she literally had zero desire to go after dragons before you started attacking her. Same with her boyfriend, I'm pretty sure that if left to their own devices their plan was 'learn and then teach magic' and possibly also 'figure out how to make medallions and then hand that knowledge to anyone that will listen.'"Edited   2014-09-23 18:58 (UTC)


2014-09-23 18:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"So I've been told," mutters the dragon, closing his eyes again.

2014-09-23 18:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules







"Sorry. I - if you're worried about them going after any family you have, they won't. Because they didn't do anything to hurt any of us, as far as we know."

2014-09-23 19:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And I suppose that when she's got a litter of kits none of them will have the slightest inclination to pick up where their forebears left off, either?  When she resurrects ancestors she has not met, they will peacefully reestablish the species without any interest in stamping out the last of the once-great race of the dragons?" he drawls.

2014-09-23 19:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Why would her kids have any reason to go after dragons? Why would she resurrect people that want to murder innocent dragons for no other reason than their species?"

2014-09-23 19:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He looks like he'd shrug if he could.  "She fetches her mother - her mother wants her parents - they want theirs - will she look them in the eye and say no, I don't know those people, I would like to protect a dragon I nearly chose to kill myself?  I doubt it very much."

2014-09-23 19:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Okay, fine, then why do you think she would just let them kill people? Actually, why do you think I would, personally I would take offense to sphinxes killing dragons just because, and quite frankly I'm scarier than both of you."

2014-09-23 19:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"When there are enough sphinxes it will not be a matter of letting them do anything."

2014-09-23 19:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Actually, it would be, because the person with control over the resurrection can say, 'No, I will not resurrect any more of you, and also, here, meet my invincible scary magic friends, they do not like murder.'"

2014-09-23 19:13 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You have no idea how powerful she is," he murmurs, "do you."

2014-09-23 19:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




She almost, almost says exactly what she's capable of, but - doesn't. Let's not let that part on.

"Okay, you're right, I don't. How powerful is she?"

2014-09-23 19:17 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I think she must not have learned to control it well yet.  I was - hurrying before she managed it."

2014-09-23 19:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Right, but - how powerful are we talking, here?"

Your competition is the invincible demon that can make black holes, and the invincible angel who can turn people into vegetables. Literal vegetables.

2014-09-23 19:19 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"They can do - nearly anything."

2014-09-23 19:20 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"That's - really not specific? When you say 'nearly,' what's the nearly include?"

2014-09-23 19:21 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I didn't live through anything but the tail end of the war myself.  I don't have an instruction manual and if I had I wouldn't give it to her friends."

2014-09-23 19:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Fair," she sighs. "But there's - some serious competition, when you say 'nearly anything.' I am obscenely scary. My boyfriend, too."

2014-09-23 19:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I noticed," he says, glancing at the osmium around his left wrist.

2014-09-23 19:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I don't think you actually understand. Where I come from, it is a kill on sight offense to summon an unbound demon, because that is the fastest way to put them back. Because demons are worse than angels. Once there was a rogue angel and it was a smart and strategicly sound decision to nuke him, despite the fallout in the surrounding area. It didn't work. It took months to track down the person that summoned him in a hospital somewhere, because he had another face, was incapable of moving or speaking or asking anyone to kill him and was reduced to mentally being a vegetable, until at last they ran a DNA test and figured out who he was. That only happened because the angel was in a rush, if he'd been more careful there would have been no trace to figure out the man was the angel's summoner and he would have kept running rampant. And do you know what he was doing? Turning people into furniture. Literal furniture, that could think and breathe. But they couldn't move, or speak, or even scream. He force-fed them so they wouldn't die, until the area was hit with the aforementioned nuke, and even then someone had to stop by and mercy kill anyone left. That is what I am capable of, I am obscenely scary."Edited   2014-09-23 20:36 (UTC)


2014-09-23 19:35 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"Aren't you supposed to be playing good cop?"

2014-09-23 20:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I'm pretty terrible at lying, I'm not going to pretend I'm not actually terrifying. I'm not threatening you, I'm not planning to do anything in particular, actually, I still want a solution where you're not dead or in a fate worse than death. I'm saying, in most cases, I pretty capable of stopping even scary people from genocide."

2014-09-23 20:39 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And the sphinx will let you do that to her kin?  Over me?  What do you have on her?"

2014-09-23 20:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I'm pretty sure she would help, actually, she dislikes genocide, too."

2014-09-23 20:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon snorts.

2014-09-23 20:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"You don't believe me?"

2014-09-23 20:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I know what sphinxes are like."

2014-09-23 20:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels






"Okay. That, right there? Is racism. You've never sat down and spoken to her, once, you've put her on the defensive by trying to kill her, kidnapping her, and torturing her. You have no idea what she's like. She hasn't killed you, even though it would be tremendously convenient and not even permanent, she hasn't tortured you in return, hell, we haven't even gone looking for any family of yours to see if they share your values. She is not whatever you think sphinxes are like."Edited   2014-09-23 20:47 (UTC)


2014-09-23 20:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You've just gone into great detail on why she might like you to think so."

2014-09-23 20:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Except. I only recently got here. The 'let's not kill the dragon, even knowing where he lives' idea? Was decided before they found me or my boyfriend. She didn't even know I existed."

2014-09-23 20:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And you have other friends who can, for example, resurrect the dead.  It is clear she values the good opinion of - whatever organization operates here."

2014-09-23 20:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"The organization," sighs Adana, "is made up of alternate versions of ourselves!"

2014-09-23 20:52 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon looks eloquently skeptical.

2014-09-23 20:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"The 'peryton assassin,' as you so eloquently called him, is another version of me. Except male, and a peryton instead of an angel. Actually I'm the odd one out, they didn't think to start looking for female versions of us until they found me, the rest are all male. Phix is an alternate of my boyfriend, as a woman. My boyfriend is also the odd one out, we seem to come from the a place where everyone's gender swapped."

2014-09-23 20:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)








"They will never let me go now that you have told me so much."

2014-09-23 20:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Yes they will," she sighs. "I know, because half of their heads work almost exactly like mine. Do you want me to psychoanalyze Max for you? I can, I'm pretty sure I've figured out why he's murderous."

2014-09-23 20:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Because he belongs to the sphinx."

2014-09-23 20:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Nope! Actually he'd be insulted at that statement, he's with her because he wants to be, not because he 'belongs' to anyone."

2014-09-23 20:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon sighs smoke again.

2014-09-23 20:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Okay. Just - let's go on a mental trip, for a little while. Forget all of the - sphinx and dragon talk. I am going to tell you a story, from their perspective."

2014-09-23 21:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon is still and silent.

2014-09-23 21:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Once upon a time, a boy is in high school, and meets a girl. He thinks she's pretty great. They start dating, because she continues to be pretty great. Then, they get attacked. The boy knows some magic, so he manages to thwart it. They are both very happy about this, because neither of them particularly want to die. He teaches her magic, because not only does she want to know it, but she is now in personal danger, and he doesn't want his girlfriend to die. Then, they get attacked again, and thwart that time, too, except it attacked through the boy's sister. For a little while, it seemed like his sister was either going to be a person-puppet forever or dead. But after that, things were kind of quiet - they get back to their plans and hopes and dreams and being teenagers and whatnot. 

"Then, they are attacked again, except this time, his girlfriend is kidnapped. Out of his lap. There is nothing he can do to stop this from happening. He is scared, and worried, and angry, and he knows whoever responsible was trying to kill her. So he goes to save her. Turns out, she was being tortured for information she doesn't even have. He saves her, but he can't manage it without an awful lot of death. But they started it, and they're torturing an innocent teenager, and it's looking like it's either them or his girlfriend, and that's really not much of a choice, is it? So, they go back to their lives, wary and worried about what will happen next, except -" She takes a deep breath.

"Magic happens. Deus ex machina, if you will. Extremely powerful, older versions of themselves show up and say, 'Oh, hello, you are us, we know you will act responsible with magic. We'll let you have some of ours if you let us have some of yours.' And lo, the concept of sharing was invented. Now, the boy and his girlfriend are still worried about being attacked, so they ask their other selves about finding whoever's responsible. Because the other selves are awesome, they do. They know where the person responsible lives. But. They do not want to actually murder anyone in cold blood. It's all been self defense.

"'Maybe,' they think, 'Now that we have killed a bunch of people, the person will leave us alone.' Because, of course, that was all they wanted. To not die. So they leave the person alone, but they keep an eye on him, just in case."

She sighs. "So! Then, of course, they're attacked again. Except this time, with the help of their other-selves, they win, and they have the person at their mercy. The boy is sick of worrying and being scared and wants more than anything for his girlfriend to be safe. And, this person does not show any sign of stopping, any time soon. He does not want to kill him because he is angry, he wants to kill him because that seems to be the only way this will stop."

Adana looks at the dragon. "That's why he wants to kill you. Because he wants you to stop trying to kill his girlfriend."

2014-09-23 21:17 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It is thoroughly clear that I can't."

2014-09-24 01:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"You, technically, could. And then we would resurrect her. But that fact doesn't mean dying isn't traumatizing. Or, for that matter, torture, which you definitely did."

2014-09-24 01:2 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"What is it that you want to hear?"

2014-09-24 01:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I don't - want you to say the right words, I want you to understand why the sphinxes are not coming after you, so you can therefore not try to hit them with the element of surprise. If, ten years down the line, she has kids, are they in danger from you? Because they're sphinxes?"

2014-09-24 01:5 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Apparently," mutters the dragon, "they might be perytons."

2014-09-24 01:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Possibly, but - not the point. Are all sphinxes everywhere in danger from you?"

2014-09-24 01:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I have no interest in - traumatizing them just to traumatize them.  And I cannot keep them dead.  I have lost."

2014-09-24 01:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




Sigh. There's - just no getting through to this guy.

"Yes. You have."

2014-09-24 01:12 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He shuts his eyes again.  "At her friends' mercy, in her stronghold," he mutters.

2014-09-24 01:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Also, yes. We would hold you in more humane restraints if it were at all safe."

2014-09-24 01:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I am clearly not - whatever it is you would have me be, but I am not an idiot.  Using freedom of movement to attempt magic or violence would simply get me killed sooner rather than later."

2014-09-24 01:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Yes," she sighs. "Thank you for understanding. That'll - help with negotiations."

2014-09-24 01:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




He opens his eyes.  "Enough to let me take some aspirin and go home?"

2014-09-24 01:21 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I'll have to talk to them. But I'll try for you getting aspirin and going home."

(Even if she wants to scream at him.)

2014-09-24 01:23 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Thank you," murmurs the dragon.

2014-09-24 01:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"You're welcome."

2014-09-24 01:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




Cam, meanwhile, is looking for Idania.

2014-09-24 01:25 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




Idania is writing on the ceiling of her house! It looks to be something about runecasting.

2014-09-24 01:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Hey, Idania, can we have you standing by to keep an eye on the dragon if Adana wants to leave him?"

2014-09-24 01:27 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Mm? Sure, I guess. Leeeet me just -" Write write write scribble scribble write. "There! Okay, let's go."

2014-09-24 01:28 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Whatcha working on?" Cam asks as they head back for the Belfry.

2014-09-24 01:28 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"You know how the spellbinders have this thing about needing to fit an entire spell in their heads?"

2014-09-24 01:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah.  You're trying to patch that?"

2014-09-24 01:32 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"Patch, no, I'm - most of the magic we're working with is intellect or working memory based. Theirs especially, at least when inventing spells. So I want to figure out how to make an item that helps with working memory and speed of thought. Seems like it would benefit just about all of us, and it would speed up anything I want to do after that considerably."

2014-09-24 01:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Nifty."

2014-09-24 01:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Tell me more




"I think so! It's tricky, though, but I will get it eventually!"

2014-09-24 01:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"We will all be very appreciative."  Here is the Belfry.  There is a dragon in it.

2014-09-24 01:42 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Hello again, dragon who broke my leg and also squished me."

2014-09-24 01:43 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The dragon does not answer her.

2014-09-24 01:43 (UTC)









onthewind: Speak his name




That's okay, Idania wasn't expecting an answer. She'll just be floating, over there. Judging.

2014-09-24 01:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana - looks at Idania with a bit of a concerned look. Then she looks at Cam. "Hey, sweetie. Do you have some free time to talk about - things?"

2014-09-24 01:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Of course, angel."

2014-09-24 01:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




And, off they go, away from the dragon.

"He realizes," says Adana, when they are far enough away, "Just how thoroughly he's lost, and will act accordingly, but he's kind of - super racist and does not seem to view either Phix or Max as people."Edited   2014-09-24 01:57 (UTC)


2014-09-24 01:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It would be a little after-school special if he just blinked and was like, 'what, you mean sphinxes and their friends are people too?  Gosh!'," Cam points out.  "Abject surrender is probably a best case scenario."

2014-09-24 01:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"I know, but it's still very frustrating. I told him about the alts part, to try and get him to - start seeing sphinxes and their friends as people, and that didn't get anywhere. Not even the part where I told him I was an alt of the 'peryton assassin.'"

2014-09-24 02:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"He might not have believed you."

2014-09-24 02:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Probably," she sighs. "Solving racism: surprisingly difficult."

2014-09-24 02:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I suppose we could arrange for him to need to summon a sphinx to help him save large quantities of people in a way that leaves him at her mercy and - oh, wait."

2014-09-24 02:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles.

"Hey, it worked on me."

2014-09-24 02:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yes, but you are special."

2014-09-24 02:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"Awww, thanks."

2014-09-24 02:10 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"You're welcome."

2014-09-24 02:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help







"So," coughs Adana, when she realizes she is making a lovey face at him. "He - wants to just go home and not bother Phix again."

2014-09-24 02:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"And do you trust him on that?"

2014-09-24 02:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... I trust him to keep to it while he thinks he has lost, but the minute that he thinks there's a chance he could win and kill all of the sphinxes, I think he'd take it."

2014-09-24 02:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Right.  What course of action could you advise while looking Phix and Max in the eye?"

2014-09-24 02:14 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"I want to prove him wrong, but. Honestly with the way he doesn't seem sorry about his actions, only sorry that he's lost so thoroughly, it seems like he's a ticking time bomb."

2014-09-24 02:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Maybe we should call the mages and see if they can come up with a magical equivalent of one of those parole ankle bracelets?"

2014-09-24 02:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Maybe. That would be nice, certainly."

2014-09-24 02:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yeah.  Let's mirror 'em, maybe they can make the entire question moot."

To the mirrors.

2014-09-24 02:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Prime is the first one to answer his. Ah, the benefits of bachelorhood.

"You rang?"

2014-09-24 02:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Phix's harrow-er is under a lot of osmium in the Belfry.  He is aware that he has lost but is super racist, so we're not sure if it's long-term safe to let him go in case he spies what he thinks is an opportunity to wipe out the sphinxes good and proper, including cutting off our access to resurrection.  Do you have cunning mage solutions?"

2014-09-24 02:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mmm. I have cunning mage surveillance solutions, certainly, but I'm afraid I'm fresh out of anti-racism tonic."

2014-09-24 02:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Surveillance will have to do.  What've you got?"

2014-09-24 02:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Depends. Do you want him to know about it, or do you want it to be sneaky?"

2014-09-24 02:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"I'm leaning towards sneaky, but we can do both and see if he's lying to the one he knows about in some fashion?"

2014-09-24 02:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Ooh, combination solutions, I like."

2014-09-24 02:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Hmmm. That's doable. We'll have to bother Cypress for one of them, though, I continue to not be a full person battery."

2014-09-24 02:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It would be nice if we could fix that by throwing scrolls or something at you, but alas.  He hasn't answered his mirror yet.  What will your cunning solutions do exactly?"

2014-09-24 02:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Essentially? One-way mirrors. That are always on."

2014-09-24 02:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"And stick to him regardless of shapeshifting?"

2014-09-24 02:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Well, he uses a medallion, doesn't he? That's where the obvious one goes. The less obvious one... I don't know, probably his eye."

2014-09-24 02:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"His eye?"

2014-09-24 02:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"It just needs to be reflective."

2014-09-24 02:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"His eyes change rather a lot when he shifts.  Will it persist?"

2014-09-24 02:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'll have to check. Might be smart if I borrowed Phix or Max to test it on them. Max would be better, I think, his eyes change more than Phix's."Edited   2014-09-24 02:53 (UTC)


2014-09-24 02:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"They're at home at the moment.  How long will accumulating enough mana to do the test and both of them on the dragon himself take?"

2014-09-24 02:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"A day or two, if I ask Ice very nicely for a sleeping spell and Cypress does one of them. We have a few options, to compensate. Giving him the medallion one first while we're testing the other one, and doing the  secret one a few days later without his knowledge. Or, we hold him up here, complain of magic taking a while, and let him out with both when we're sure they're working. Downsides to both, upsides to both. I'll just be playing adviser, I'm not the one who's been harrowed by this person."

2014-09-24 02:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Okay.  And this does have the problem of who will supervise the other ends of the little mirrors.  Especially since it would be too much to hope for that he's celibate and never needs the bathroom."

2014-09-24 03:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Pass. I have things to do."

2014-09-24 03:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Most of us do," muses Adana. "We're typically busy people. Do we know people that are - less busy? Are fine with watching someone for a while?"

2014-09-24 03:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings






"Zevs?  My parents?  I still don't have a portal to Limbo - that would mean more waiting for mana, I suppose... Phix's mom, if we're going to resurrect her now.  If Ice can find somebody to pay who is allowed to know that dragons exist..."

2014-09-24 03:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Charming animal companions, we have several. Our fathers. I could pay someone, there is no 'masquerade' on my world. Rae might do it, too, if we asked nicely and mentioned that this is the person that hurt Idania. We should ask around."

2014-09-24 03:14 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Still, it seems - inefficient to have somebody staring at him constantly.  Especially given the probability that he has some legitimate use for privacy."

2014-09-24 03:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"... It shows the visual and such on a mirror, right?"

2014-09-24 03:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yeeees? I would say something sarcastic here but you sound like you're on to something."Edited   2014-09-24 03:24 (UTC)


2014-09-24 03:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"We could just record the mirror, fast forward through the unimportant or private bits, and not waste as much time?"

2014-09-24 03:25 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"This does mean there's a delay on catching him if he does something nefarious, although he won't know when.  Could work."

2014-09-24 03:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Maybe. Or - some sort of computer program that recognizes when certain words are said in the recording? Like - 'sphinx' and lets us know so we can watch that part of the recording."

2014-09-24 03:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"He might expect us to be cursory even if he doesn't expect the software solution and come up with a code.  Or write."

2014-09-24 03:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Good point. Mrg."

2014-09-24 03:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Suppose Ice's robots are smart enough to figure out whether he's doing approved or non-approved things?  They're not - aware enough for it to be a huge deal if he does need privacy sometimes for legit reasons."

2014-09-24 03:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities






"Oooo. There's an idea."

2014-09-24 03:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"We can mirror her and ask."

2014-09-24 03:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Aren't we already mirroring her?" asks Adana, amused. "She is married to the other mage, and all."

2014-09-24 03:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I mean when the mirror is answered we want to talk to both of them and not just him.  Is it night there or something?  We need a snazzy calendar-y thing..."

2014-09-24 03:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"It might be night there. We - probably should have checked, huh."

2014-09-24 03:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Yeah, just because we can power on with coffee forever doesn't mean they can.  Oh well."

2014-09-24 03:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yeah. That. Powering on with coffeee forever's great, by the way."

2014-09-24 03:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




And that is when Cypress answers the mirror. He is missing a shirt. He looks disheveled and zombified and not entirely there. It - was probably the middle of the night.

"Bmrhr?" is his first sleepy word.

2014-09-24 03:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Ah, geez, did we wake you?  I'm sorry.  It's not an emergency anymore, you can go back to bed and we can call back in like five hours."

2014-09-24 03:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Sloooow blink.

"'m 'lready here," he mumbles. Leaaaaan towards the side.

2014-09-24 03:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Okay, uh, there's a dragon weighted to the floor of the Belfry, we are thinking mirror-enhanced parole."

2014-09-24 03:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Dragon. Dragon?"

2014-09-24 03:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Dragon!"

2014-09-24 03:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Why dragon in Bel'ry?"

2014-09-24 04:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"He chased Phix here."

2014-09-24 04:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"... I should get Isabella," he mumbles.

2014-09-24 04:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, we wanted to talk to her about sleep-spelling Prime and loaning one of her robots to the project of supervising the dragon."

2014-09-24 04:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Mm'kay."

He gets up to retrieve his wife. Thankfully, it turns out he's wearing pants.

2014-09-24 04:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"... I feel kind of bad, but also, sleepy male albino version of myself. He's surprisingly adorable."

2014-09-24 04:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"I am not surprised that alts of you are adorable."

2014-09-24 04:13 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Zzzzzz.

2014-09-24 04:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress's wife wake up method while tired himself is as follows:

Pick up Vern. Put her on Isabella. Wave at her in a 'go on' fashion. Vern gets to take care of the rest.

"... Isabella," says Vern, gently, nuzzling. "Sorry, dear, there is a thing."

2014-09-24 04:17 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Mmmmmf?"  Isabella pats the bird.  "Thing?"

2014-09-24 04:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Dragon," sighs Adarin. "Weighed t' floor in Belfry."

2014-09-24 04:29 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"...Grand."  Isabella puts Vern on her shoulder and wraps a sheet around herself for the benefit of the people on the other end of the mirror and pads over.  "What d'you need me for?"

2014-09-24 04:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




Cypress dutifully follows, and snuggles his wife. Also maybe uses her as a pillow, a bit. Hey, Vern's taking up one shoulder, the other's perfectly free.

2014-09-24 04:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"We need to know if your robot army can monitor a dragon intelligently, and also to put Prime to sleep so we can have the magic monitoring equipment."

2014-09-24 04:34 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Uh, probably?  What do you need to catch the dragon doing?  Does Prime want to go to sleep, like, now?"

2014-09-24 04:35 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"We're putting the dragon on parole. And - sooner's better, but - Prime?"

2014-09-24 04:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Bizarrely enough, I will need some time to wrap up some work of mine before I go to bed for twelve hours at a strange time of the day."

2014-09-24 04:43 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"I understand that you want to put the dragon on parole, I don't know what fine distinctions you need my robots to be able to make to put one on the job."

2014-09-24 04:45 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"If he does magic, violence, talks to other dragons, talks about sphinxes or comes up with a code to discreetly do so," says Cam, "we would like that reported to a non-robot."

2014-09-24 04:45 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Yeah, I think Juniper-and-company can handle that.  Can I get an extra robot or three to replace the one on mirrorwatch duty?"

2014-09-24 04:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yeah, no problem."

2014-09-24 04:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: e. Good day to you




Don't mind Cypress, he will just be falling asleep on his wife over there. Zzzzzz.

2014-09-24 04:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Okay then, you can - uh. Go back to bed, I think, sorry for bothering you in the middle of the night."

2014-09-24 04:50 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Right.  Prime, I'll be over in like - four, five hours to sleep you?"

2014-09-24 04:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Sure. Thank you."

2014-09-24 04:53 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"'kay."  The mirror disconnects and she hauls her husband back to bed.

2014-09-24 04:54 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




Cypress is fine with being hauled! Sleep, yay.

2014-09-24 04:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Right. So we should - pitch this to Phix and Max, and then if that works, the dragon."

2014-09-24 04:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Yep."  Cam flicks off the mirror connection to Prime and heads back to where all the portals are.

2014-09-24 04:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




Portals! And dragon.

"We're going to talk to Phix and Max about letting you go home," explains Adana, to the dragon.

2014-09-24 05:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I wait with bated breath," the dragon mutters.

2014-09-24 05:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Adana offers what she hopes is a comforting smile, and then - onward, to Medallion.

2014-09-24 05:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Where there are deer-and-kitty snuggles in progress.

2014-09-24 05:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Hey," murmurs Adana, gently.

2014-09-24 05:11 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Hi," says Max the deer.

2014-09-24 05:13 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Oh, you can talk again."

2014-09-24 05:14 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




Blink, blink. "... I can," he says, surprised. "I hadn't even been testing it, I just - okay, cool, getting a chant interrupted is something you can recover from, that's nice."Edited   2014-09-24 05:20 (UTC)


2014-09-24 05:14 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"Good, it would be really irritating if you had to be mute until we found an alt who could fix you somehow.  You'd have to do magic by sign language..."

2014-09-24 05:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"We want to put mirror spells on the dragon. One openly on his medallion, one discreetly on one of his eyes so we have warning if he tries to circumvent the medallion one. One of Ice's robots'll watch the feeds and report if he does anything sphinx-related, magical, violent, monster-retrieving-oriented, etcetera. And I see no need to give him multiple chances if he makes further attempts on your life or - claws." 

2014-09-24 05:21 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




Max frowns. "... Okay. Tentative okay, on my part."

2014-09-24 05:23 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I haven't actually met any of Ice's robots."

2014-09-24 05:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Well, you can meet the ones I'm going to make before I send them into Chamomile to fill in the hole the surveillance will make in her colony-maintenance workforce."

2014-09-24 05:25 (UTC)









shesepankh: m ~ last




"Probably not actually necessary - if she thinks they're smart enough, then - yeah.  I guess."  She swallows.  "I sort of regret that the portal is in our house so he has to go through that way."

2014-09-24 05:26 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Same," sighs Max. Snuggle, snuggle. "We can - I know the mages have a door-locking thing, we can poke one of them to do that? So he can't ever come back in our house without permission?"

2014-09-24 05:29 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"And - maybe something a little more secure than passwords for the portals."

2014-09-24 05:29 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yeah. Creepy spying dragon..."

2014-09-24 05:30 (UTC)









shesepankh: l ~ powerful




"I want to know how he had the password.  I'm okay with the plan if we find that out."

2014-09-24 05:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"We'll relay that.  Do you want to be someplace other than your house when we turn him loose, assuming he produces an answer?"

2014-09-24 05:31 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"...maybe."

2014-09-24 05:31 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Yeah. We can - go out to eat, or something. At a nice restaurant, because today has not been a fun day."Edited   2014-09-24 05:33 (UTC)


2014-09-24 05:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: n ~ extinct




"God, yes.  Let's get - sushi.  Followed by ice cream."

2014-09-24 05:34 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Sushi and ice cream," agrees Max. He can't really kiss her while he's a deer, but he can nuzzle. Nuzzle nuzzle. "My ice cream's going to have sprinkles."

2014-09-24 05:35 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Hot fudge," counters Phix, nuzzling back and getting up and shifting.

2014-09-24 05:36 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Hot fudge and sprinkles." He shifts, too, standing and hugging her.

2014-09-24 05:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Thank you," Phix says over her shoulder to the daeva, and off they go.

2014-09-24 05:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Hey, anytime."

2014-09-24 05:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana smiles at the both of them.

"All right. Let's - go talk to the dragon, then," she agrees, when they've departed.

2014-09-24 05:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Mm-hm."

Back to Pantheon.

The dragon is right where they left him, smoking slightly.

2014-09-24 05:41 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"We have a plan," says Adana, in her best 'I am a nice angel' voice. "You'll get to go home and have your medallion back."

2014-09-24 05:42 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Grand," drawls the dragon.  "What's the catch?"

2014-09-24 05:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"We're going to attach a magical monitoring device to your medallion, in case you are planning anything, and have a member of our army of robots monitor it."

2014-09-24 05:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"Of course you are."

2014-09-24 05:44 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"You'll be entirely free. There will be no genocide of anyone you know, even if they happen to be dragons themselves. We just need to make sure that you don't try to hurt Phix again."

2014-09-24 05:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And I will be watched literally all of the time."

2014-09-24 05:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"By non-sentient robots that will only inform us if you do something threatening."

2014-09-24 05:50 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Surely they'll tell you anything else you decide you're curious about."

2014-09-24 05:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"What would we be curious about? We want to make sure you don't try to prevent us from resurrecting people, or traumatize Phix and Max some more. That's it. We don't care about your browsing history or your love life or anything."

2014-09-24 05:53 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Or about whether I am still the last dragon?" he wonders.

2014-09-24 05:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"Dude," says Cam.  "We don't care if you have six eggs at home, and if we did, we wouldn't need to spy on you through your medallion to find out, we have pretty freeform scrying.  Take it or leave it."

The dragon growls, then says, "Agreed.  Now can I move?"

2014-09-24 05:55 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Unfortunately, we need a little while to make the magical monitoring device, and needed to make sure it was something you agreed to."

2014-09-24 05:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Anything you need to be more comfy?" chirps Cam.

"I can't swallow anything.  If it's going to take long I'm going to need to move at least my head for food and water."

"No you're not.  What do you eat?"

"...I beg your pardon?"

"I am a demon of a kind you do not have at home.  I can make stuff.  I can make it in your stomach if I choose to.  You could take this opportunity to receive the nutritional benefits of large quantities of salad if you want without having to actually eat the rabbit food, but I'm not keen to guess, because, dragon."

"...In this form I am, I think, carnivorous."

"Noted.  There's some hydration for you.  Holler when you're hungry."

2014-09-24 06:1 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Similarly," says Adana, "Let me know if you need to use the restroom."

2014-09-24 06:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




The dragon scrunches his eyes shut.  "Delightful."

"I'd be much more sympathetic if we didn't know something about how you handle prisoners in your care."

2014-09-24 06:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"We can probably also let you have ordinary bathroom breaks," she sighs. "With your medallion, since we're giving it back anyway. You'd have a monitor, of course."

2014-09-24 06:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"I'd make the robots early but I need to look at one first and clarify with Ice if she wants the new ones to be just alike.  Also, I think they're networked.  So I'm not sure who'd take the job."

2014-09-24 06:10 (UTC)









onthewind: Acolyte




"Not it," says Idania, from where she is floating over there.

2014-09-24 06:12 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Meh. I can, I don't mind," shrugs Adana.

2014-09-24 06:12 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Fantastic.  Perhaps I will just avoid further consumption of anything while waiting for my adulterated medallion," mutters the dragon.

2014-09-24 06:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"That is entirely up to you."

2014-09-24 06:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Anyway, while we're waiting on the mojo on the medallion we need a watch schedule - Idania, are you on board or would you rather we handle it amongst ourselves?"

2014-09-24 06:18 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Sure, just let me grab my work and I can work here while watching him."

2014-09-24 06:19 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

keys





from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




The dragon is kept as comfortable as can be safely arranged.  The mages regain mana; Ice goes to Prime's house to put him under.  The dragon is eventually needled into revealing that he used a small invisible monster from his "monster bin" to spy on the sphinx and learn the password to the mysterious portal.  The small invisible monster is caught and caged and fed millet and offered to Idania to poke at.  The dragon is mirrored, on his medallion and his eye both, and allowed to shift from out of his restraints and go home.  He makes a perfunctory request to use Phix and Max's bathroom first and doesn't stop to wait for their reply before he does so, then leaves without further ado.  Cam makes some additions to the robot army, less their network connections; an existing robot comes to the Belfry, describes the parts it needs to add the new ones to the network, receives same, installs them, and takes the new additions home except for one that is set to watch over twin surveillance mirrors in a disused Belfry corner.

And then Phix asks:

"So, what could be done to portals to make them less vulnerable to small invisible monster spies?"

2014-09-24 18:18









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Well," says Prime, present for obvious reasons, "there are a few methods we could go with. Something that gives off a magical signal's the most obvious, but hardly the only one. I could key it to let only us through, no one else, or I could have it let people in who are holding certain unique items, or only open from the side of Pantheon so you'd have to mirror ahead to have someone else open it."

2014-09-25 01:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Having somebody have to be on call all the time to get to and from has obvious drawbacks.  And physical keys could probably be stolen, unless I, like, make them come to exist subcutaneously in everybody who we want to have regular access or something?"

2014-09-25 01:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"That would be fine. The downside to that it would be difficult to easily remove them from people we don't like, but that's hardly a problem with all of us."

2014-09-25 01:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Microchips. Microchips for all."

2014-09-25 01:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"This won't, of course, help if we ever make portals to Hell, or Heaven.  But I suppose that they're not urgent.  I do want to go to Limbo, but I'm not exactly expected for lunch on Tuesday...  As for removal, Adana can turn them into saline if need be."

2014-09-25 01:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes, but if someone were, say, attacking us and they had one of those in them and we needed to get it out of them as quickly as possible, how easily could she manage that under pressure?"

2014-09-25 01:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"... Good point."

2014-09-25 01:38 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"But! On the bright side," chimes in Cypress, who is here for the same reason Prime is, "If we are really specific about what we put in the microchip, to the point where there is nothing else like it in all of the multiverse, scrying each other becomes a breeze."Edited   2014-09-25 01:39 (UTC)


2014-09-25 01:39 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"I could wreck a chip under pressure, but I can't promise I wouldn't injure the person in so doing."

2014-09-25 01:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Same. It's easy to wreck it, but wrecking it harmlessly's difficult under pressure."

2014-09-25 01:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"It's a good idea anyway, the dragon would never have qualified for a chip."

2014-09-25 01:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yeah."

2014-09-25 01:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Technically," offers Prime, "We can also put magical markers on the chips - that's bad for large-scale, because of the mana and mage requirement, but that might be good for your set of planes just so you can go there yourself."

2014-09-25 01:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"That'd be very nice, yes.  Prevent invading demons and angels.  And fairies, for that matter."

2014-09-25 01:50 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Yeah. Uh - are there any problems we could have with having microchips in us?"

2014-09-25 01:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"If we make them easily-scryable, that doesn't just apply to Prime and I, that's all mages. So if they know we have them, and know what to look for, they can easily find us."

2014-09-25 01:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Get Ice to ward them?  I don't know if she can do that if I materialize them inside people's abdominal cavities though.  Or if she can make it selective as to who it hedges out."Edited   2014-09-25 01:59 (UTC)


2014-09-25 01:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"I'll ask. That would be nice, certainly, I like being paranoid."

Wedding rings! Useful things, his especially. He can just call his wife where she is at home.

"Love, do you have a minute?"

2014-09-25 02:4 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Yes, but just barely, the accountant'll show up for the appointment any minute, what is it, love?"

2014-09-25 02:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We are thinking of putting easily-scryable microchips in us that would also work as keys to portals. The problem, there, is that if mages found out they could easily scry for any of us. Do you have a witchy solution?"

2014-09-25 02:5 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Consulting alethiometer... Wards not discriminate watcher.  That sounds like a no, no best of both worlds.  Sorry."

2014-09-25 02:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Damn. Oh, well. Thank you, dear."

2014-09-25 02:7 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You're welcome.  Love you."

2014-09-25 02:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I love you, too."

He looks at everyone else assembled.

"Well. You heard her."

2014-09-25 02:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"How likely are you guys to need to be able to scry on us when you can't find us just from having met us?"

2014-09-25 02:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"Not very likely, but it could still happen."

2014-09-25 02:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Well, I could go either way on that..."

2014-09-25 02:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I think being findable to help is more important than being slightly harder to find for people who probably won't even know how to find us in the first place."

2014-09-25 02:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'm inclined to agree, especially if we make whatever it is obscure and really specific. We can have certain locations warded, if that helps?"

2014-09-25 02:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"The Belfry's already handled, where else?"

2014-09-25 02:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Homes? Mine is on the list for warding, but we can do others, too."

2014-09-25 02:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




Cam makes a whiteboard attached to an empty area of wall.  "We can make Ice a to-do list."

2014-09-25 02:28 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Our house and shop, my dad's house, Phix's dad's house..."

2014-09-25 02:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"My dad's house in Wyoming?"

2014-09-25 02:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




These items appear on the whiteboard.  "And I can microchip everybody once we have a design and the portals can be modified to make it worthwhile."

2014-09-25 02:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yeah. All portals, for safety?"

2014-09-25 02:43 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yeah.  It'll slow us down, but... yeah."

2014-09-25 02:44 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Hurray, paranoia."

2014-09-25 02:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"It's not paranoia if there are actually people out to get you."

2014-09-25 02:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"There aren't people out to get all of us.  Are there?"

2014-09-25 02:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Cypress and Prime look at each other.Edited   2014-09-25 02:47 (UTC)


2014-09-25 02:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"Not anymore, with me," volunteers Adana. "Because I'm legally dead."

2014-09-25 02:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: k ~ indestructible




"There's the lady who killed you, who has to be able to guess now that you're a daeva, but I guess she's not likely actively out to get us."Edited   2014-09-25 02:51 (UTC)


2014-09-25 02:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"True. But I would really rather she did not show up for tea time."

2014-09-25 02:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Yeah.  All the portals."  Cam sighs.

2014-09-25 02:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It'll take a while," says Prime, "since portals can't actually be tweaked. They're too fragile. Only destroyed and then remade. So, priority list, please?"

2014-09-25 02:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: l ~ let me go




"...Medallion because dragon, Inferno because if somebody found it they could bring daeva, Chamomile because questionably okay mages are aware of the plane, Hex because spellbinders could be trouble and we have to be especially careful not to kill them if they show up since familiars, yours last?"

2014-09-25 02:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Mine should be last," he agrees. "It's in my house. My house is already absurdly safe."Edited   2014-09-25 02:59 (UTC)


2014-09-25 02:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"Exactly.  Do you want a physical list or can you remember it?"

2014-09-25 03:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I can remember it. While we're working on it, is there anyone that would like their portal moved?"

2014-09-25 03:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Well, the disguised tree outside Vernon's house in Inferno is probably not ideal."

2014-09-25 03:3 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"And we might not want ours to be in our house anymore," volunteers Max.

2014-09-25 03:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Okay. I can move both, I just need to know where I'll be putting the new portal."

2014-09-25 03:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Where else would ours go?  We don't have a campus yet, and I don't think we can pay for it in cash - the old Chamomile bills Ice turned up have daemons posing next to the presidents and I don't think we'd better have Cam counterfeit big stacks of it."

2014-09-25 03:6 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"I'm not sure, honestly. You just mentioned that you might not want it in our house anymore?"

2014-09-25 03:7 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Yeah, I just - am quite lacking in better ideas.  Unless you know where we can buy some land cheap to put a campus on in the next few days."

2014-09-25 03:8 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"No, sorry."

2014-09-25 03:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"You have a few days to talk about it. Or you can put your campus in space or something, we have Cam."

2014-09-25 03:9 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"A space campus would be cool, but the shuttle would be noticed.  I guess we could hide it under the Avalon, if Adana knows how to hollow out space under a small town without it collapsing?"

2014-09-25 03:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I can, but I'm worried about plumbing or electrical wiring."

2014-09-25 03:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Go deep before you go sideways."

2014-09-25 03:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




Adana giggles. "Thanks, Cam, but I'd still want a map of plumbing and wiring and sewage and such."

2014-09-25 03:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"It's probably available, I'll look into it.  Anyway, our portal is on a door.  We can unhinge it and put it in the underground campus with its revisions when the campus exists."

2014-09-25 03:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"That works. Let me know when you want an underground campus, then."

2014-09-25 03:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Will do."

2014-09-25 03:47 (UTC)





Fourth Plague

portals





from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




The portal system is replaced with a more secure successor over time.  Inferno's subworlds are still non-urgent, but the daeva do get a portal to Limbo, where the humans present are much less likely to be able to freak out and successfully move from freaking out to doing anything along the lines of "nuke the rogue daeva and hope the summoner's within the blast radius".  Cam visits his dad and gets a letter to his mom asking that she show up at his dad's house.  He makes useful things in ways that won't be too traceable (if his dad's fridge has slightly more bacon and cheese and apples to share with the neighbors a few days in a row, who'll notice?), as a short-term intervention while awaiting more acculturation to the way Limbo works so they won't upset any very delicate balances.  The portals to the other worlds can wait until there are actual plans on what to do with them.  And possibly until their alts have more free time to help.  In the meantime, Cam has his parents again.

2014-09-27 01:36









ask_nicely: e. Progress




He does! Adana's thrilled for him. She - also sort of wants to meet them. Maybe. If they want to be met? Do they want to meet their son's angel girlfriend?

2014-09-27 22:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Haven't heard from Mom yet.  Dad's curious if you're willing to say hi."

2014-09-27 22:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I'm willing to go say hi," she assures.

2014-09-27 22:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Okay.  Anything you want to know about him first?"

2014-09-27 22:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Uh. I'm - not sure what to ask, honestly."

2014-09-27 22:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"When he was alive he was a small-town chief of police.  When he died his thing was his house - the house you will see is basically the exact same structure I spent summers in as a kid and moved into when I was seventeen.  He's pretty quiet, pretty sensible - I think he'd get along with your dad, actually.  Since he got a house he has to interact with his neighbors more than he probably would if they didn't need the stuff that the house generates so much."

2014-09-27 22:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Ah. Mm. I don't know if there's a way to help with that. Maybe letting him move somewhere else that isn't in Limbo, remaking the house, and letting him live in peace?"Edited   2014-09-27 22:42 (UTC)


2014-09-27 22:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I don't think he hates his neighbors - or at least that's not the impression I'm getting - just that he weren't the only source of running water for miles around."

2014-09-27 22:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Blech. And now I want to fix that obsessively."

2014-09-27 22:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Yeah.  We'll get to it.  They'll keep a little longer while we catch up on what Limbo's deal is."

2014-09-27 22:46 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Mhm. We're going to be exceptionally busy for the next few centuries, aren't we?"

2014-09-27 22:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yes."

2014-09-27 22:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




She giggles. "I'll study my technology obsessively. I've still got to make the mirror thing, and it's not like the - biological study will be much good in Limbo, since everyone's got immortality. But technology is scale-able."

2014-09-27 22:51 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Technology is scalable with resources.  Limbo doesn't really have any.  I think probably the best thing to do for them is make rivers."

2014-09-27 22:52 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Well, yes. And - actually. Can we borrow Ice's robot army? Or just have you make robots that are connected to their network except working for us? And farming and such for food along with water."

2014-09-27 22:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"The network doesn't behave across portals, so it'd have to be a new network.  Farmer robots are a good idea, but I'm not sure if Limbo will accommodate a normal water cycle.  Normally it doesn't have, like - weather.  Even over the ocean."

2014-09-27 22:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Obsessive irrigation systems? That we refill regularly?"

2014-09-27 22:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Yeah, that's probably the way to go.  Maybe eventually summon other demons to add water if we can find some who are, if not as nice as me, at least loosely trustworthy."

2014-09-27 22:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Zane's an option. I don't think it would be his dream job, but it's easy enough, I don't see why he wouldn't."

2014-09-27 22:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Because he'd get bored making water all the time?"

2014-09-27 22:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"... Well. Yes, but - if that's all we wanted Zane to do, every now and then, he'd be okay with it, because he's got other things to do besides just making water. If we put him on a strict 'go make water every day' schedule, of course he'd balk, but if it's just a once a week thing, that would be fine."

2014-09-27 23:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"So - maybe a big mountain far away from the ocean, with a river between the mountain and said ocean, and a complicated reservoir arrangement in the mountain so that once-a-week refills can handle it?"

2014-09-27 23:2 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Yeah. We'll have to do some testing to get it right, of course."

2014-09-27 23:4 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Little model mountains!"

2014-09-27 23:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Adorable little ones with little fake plastic trees!" she giggles. "And we can just do those tests in Pantheon."

2014-09-27 23:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Maybe a New Kystle dayside?  There's got to be actual irrigation they could use done there."

2014-09-27 23:6 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Oooo. Ooo, I love you, have I mentioned, lately? Let's go with Cypress's, he'd love us for that."

2014-09-27 23:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Cam beams and kisses her.  "I love you too."

2014-09-27 23:7 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Kiss!

"And," she points out, "I bet Prime knows people that know a lot about irrigation, considering. We can crib from their notes."

2014-09-27 23:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Ooh, of course."

2014-09-27 23:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"I do think that for Limbo in particular we need to use as little non-daeva magic as possible, tempting as it might be. Not unless it's runecasting, anyway. All of the others have a scaling problem, and Limbo is very big."Edited   2014-09-27 23:13 (UTC)


2014-09-27 23:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Runecasting has a scaling problem too in the sense that we have to either centrally produce the scrolls or turn the knowledge totally loose."

2014-09-27 23:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Yeah. But not as bad as with other magic types. Those aren't transferable at all."

2014-09-27 23:14 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"We could install Perinixu in Limbo..."

2014-09-27 23:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"There's an idea. Think we can convince her?"

2014-09-27 23:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"Probably not.  Nobody's sick there.  It's worth a shot.  We could also try Rae, it's effectively a desert everywhere but actually in the ocean, but he'd be less value-added, I think."

2014-09-27 23:17 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Should we go look for other gods? For terraforming?"

2014-09-27 23:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Maybe.  But installing a god involves trusting it pretty thoroughly, and if there were any that were that trustworthy I feel like Spring might've located them."

2014-09-27 23:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Fair point. Mm. We can always just go ask?"

2014-09-27 23:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah.  Directory of Pantheon gods."

2014-09-27 23:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She giggles. "Hopefully the ones we have won't get jealous or something."

2014-09-27 23:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Well, the two of them at least get along with each other reasonably well."

2014-09-27 23:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yup. We can't upset the delicate balance between the only two gods that we actually know."

2014-09-27 23:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Yeah, that wouldn't be a good plan.  But we seem to have strayed from the topic."

2014-09-27 23:24 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"We have, I'm sorry. Terraforming via gods would just be so helpful."

2014-09-27 23:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It's an excellent shortcut, absolutely.  If it comes down to it I could encase populated Limbo in a gigantic dome or several so it could self-contain a water cycle and then it wouldn't need much added maintenance.  There could be little external gravitic supports.  But for today - you want to meet my dad?"

2014-09-27 23:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Yes, please!"

2014-09-27 23:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




And so they go through the portal into Charlie's Limbo house.  Charlie is in it.  There is a football game of some kind playing on the TV in the background and eggs frying on the stove.  Cam gets a hug as soon as he's stepped into the kitchen.  "Dad," he says, "this is Adana, my girlfriend.  Adana, this is my dad Charlie."

2014-09-27 23:31 (UTC)









sundayfish: b ~ how bout that




"Hullo, Adana."

2014-09-27 23:31 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Hello," says Adana, smiling. "It's nice to meet you, sir."

2014-09-27 23:32 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"Charlie's fine," says Charlie.  "And it's nice to meet you too."

2014-09-27 23:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Do you want me to handle the eggs, Dad?"

2014-09-27 23:33 (UTC)









sundayfish: c ~ need to know




"I have got the hang of eggs since last time you saw me cooking anything, Cam.  But thanks."

2014-09-27 23:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




Adana raises an eyebrow. "Is... I feel like there's a story there, do I want to know...?"

2014-09-27 23:36 (UTC)









sundayfish: d ~ hopeless cook




"I am not," says Charlie, "a particularly good cook."

2014-09-27 23:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"It was pretty awful when I was alive, but apparently there's been improvement since.  At least in eggs.  Those look edible."

2014-09-27 23:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I'm glad to hear it." She then pokes Cam, affectionately. "You also are still alive."Edited   2014-09-27 23:43 (UTC)


2014-09-27 23:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Would you have batted an eye if I'd said 'before I died'?"

2014-09-27 23:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"... Good point, my boyfriend dying is sort of vaguely upsetting. But you're definitely still alive."

2014-09-27 23:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You realize that by that logic literally no one from our world is dead.  And this before we even start intervening.  Kind of stretches the word 'dead'."

2014-09-27 23:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Other people are allowed to have died. I don't like it, but it's within their basic human rights. You're not, you have to not ever die. So declares your girlfriend. Who also died."

2014-09-27 23:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I know you did.  I was there."

2014-09-27 23:48 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules







"Sorry. It's easier to joke about it, now. Um. Hug?"

2014-09-27 23:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




Hug.  "It's okay, angel."

2014-09-27 23:49 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




Hug. "It is now," she agrees, softly.

2014-09-27 23:49 (UTC)









sundayfish: f ~ formality




"The sort of pidgin spoken in this part of Limbo has different words for 'dead' like an animal and 'dead' like a Limboite," comments Charlie.  "Think it's Chinese for the first one and Portuguese for the second.  Something like that, I don't pay much attention to etymology."

2014-09-27 23:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Huh. Maybe we should use those, that's helpful. I know the angelic I picked up translated it to 'ascended' instead of dying."

2014-09-27 23:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"The demonic terminology is probably best translated as 'upgraded', for people who become demons, and something - more or less untranslateable for people who become angels, and it varies how the languages feel about fairies, and I think I'd render the word for becoming a Limboite as 'defaulting'."

2014-09-27 23:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"The terminology for becoming an angel is something mean, isn't it," snorts Adana.

2014-09-27 23:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yes.  But in an extremely untranslateable way!"

2014-09-27 23:58 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




She giggles. "Of course. The way angels referred to demons is kind of - similar. I don't know how to accurately translate it. I can try, if you're curious?"

2014-09-27 23:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Sure.  And vice-versa if you like."

2014-09-28 00:0 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Go for it, I won't be offended. Hmmm. Uh - okay, 'The cheating, useless people of wasted potential and zero skill.' Also translatable as 'blisterbutts.'"

2014-09-28 00:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"...Blisterbutts.  Is that a reference to the tails, the lakes of fire, or something more obscure?  And the words for angels tend to aim at - you know what a Mary Sue is, in literature?  Characters who may or may not be written such that they actually do no wrong, but who the story considers paragons, and who are consequently really annoying.  One languages also calls you 'fluff-for-brains'."

2014-09-28 00:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




Adana giggles. "I'm pretty sure it's a reference to all of those, but also how demons are - basically in permanent retirement and apparently do nothing but sit around. Those are - hilarious translations."

2014-09-28 00:7 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing




"Racial slurs over fried eggs.  Very romantic."  Charlie serves up fried eggs.

2014-09-28 00:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Apparently my view of romance is a bit different from the standard."

2014-09-28 00:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"We are very suited."

2014-09-28 00:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She grins. "Plus, it's - not like either of us are going to use the racial slurs on each other. Or anyone else, really. I just think the ones for angels are somewhat entertaining."

2014-09-28 00:15 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"But you don't want me to translate 'angel' when I use it as an endearment?"

2014-09-28 00:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"I can imagine it now," she snickers. "'Hey, fluff-for-brains, c'mere, I want to cuddle.'"

2014-09-28 00:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Mary Sue darling, let's go put an aquifer in Limbo.  Yes.  Perfect."

2014-09-28 00:23 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"There is no way that can go wrong. Ever. Not even once."

2014-09-28 00:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Excellent.  I'll revise my vocabulary posthaste."

2014-09-28 00:26 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Good, good, it's always nice to stay completely updated."

2014-09-28 00:27 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




"So you're the other person with the - alts?  And all the other Cams are girls and all the other yous are boys?" says Charlie.  "I don't know if I'd even like to meet others of myself but Cam seems to think it's grand."

2014-09-28 00:30 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"It's pretty grand, actually. My alts are even all very nice - even Prime, the one who is five hundred years old and also basically incapable of not saying things sarcastically. I'm just - occasionally frustrated by how they're all men. I'm sure there are girl versions of us, somewhere. I can't be the only one."

2014-09-28 00:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"You could get the mages to look specifically.  Isn't that how we got found?  Turtle wanted to, ah...?"

2014-09-28 00:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




Adana coughs. "I mean. I wouldn't be looking for the same reasons. At - at all. But it would be nice to not be the odd one out in being female. Not that - they're not jerks about it, they don't treat me strangely or anything, but it would be nice."

2014-09-28 00:35 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Phix wanted to know what it's like to be a boy.  That was weird.  I'm not overwhelmingly itching to have to switch from being 'Cam' to being 'Revelation' in peal company, though."

2014-09-28 00:36 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"... Fair. Oh, I would need a nickname, too, wouldn't I, if there were another female me. Hm. Call me sentimental, but I'd like to match."

2014-09-28 00:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"The others are all doing it, except Rain and Katydid, and even they both have familiar-oriented names.  So sure.  Along what axes would you like to match?"

2014-09-28 00:38 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




Adana snickers."Alts of us are super adorable. I have no idea how I'd match yours, though. It sounds vaguely biblical?"

2014-09-28 00:41 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"It is pretty Biblical, in etymology if not in intent.  Soundalike, like Phix and Max?"

2014-09-28 00:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"Ha. Sure, it can soundalike. Uh - well. Okay, you brought about a huge 'revelation' and got everyone to know about magic. I - made plans for a space station and threw you at them and then got you to terraform Mars? And also lots of infrastructure, which if I'm lucky didn't collapse after I became an angel. Hoooow do I put that in a simple one word form that goes with yours...?"

2014-09-28 00:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I'm not coming up with anything very namey."

2014-09-28 00:47 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"It's surprisingly difficult, yeah. Hm. .... Revival? Sounds kinda biblical, and it's even a soundalike."

2014-09-28 00:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Ooh.  Revelation and Revival."

2014-09-28 00:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"We sound fancy," she giggles.

2014-09-28 00:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"We do!  Like we belong in a high-concept film in Viennese Carnival outfits."

2014-09-28 00:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Ha! See, now I'm keeping it."

2014-09-28 00:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Okay.  And it will be ready to deploy when there are more Adanas."

2014-09-28 00:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Yup! And we'll be all cute and matching and vaguely biblical."

2014-09-28 00:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"We're adorable."  Kiss.

2014-09-28 00:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: c. You're lacking a shirt




"We are!" Kiss.

The visit continues pleasantly, until the daeva couple bid their goodbyes to Cam's father and depart. Adana - is still kind of bothered by the lack of other female Adarins present. She decides that it's a good idea (and, it might even make another alt easier to find, considering they're looking for something different now) to go present this idea to a mage.

Cam's welcome to come along, if he likes?Edited   2014-09-28 01:09 (UTC)


2014-09-28 00:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




He likes!

2014-09-28 01:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




Okay! Then they're going to bother Prime, because they can enter his world without getting daemoned and it seems like he has more free time than Cypress anyway.

She mirrors ahead, and then: "Hi, Prime."

2014-09-28 01:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Hello," he says. ".... I'm taking a guess that this is not to invite me for tea and biscuits?"

2014-09-28 01:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




Adana coughs. "Well. Um. No, sorry."

2014-09-28 01:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Well, thank you for being polite about it, anyway. What do you need me for?"

2014-09-28 01:16 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I have - little to no idea how your magic actually works aside from the end results, but if you or Cypress go scrying for other alts of us - could you also look for a girl version of me? It gives us more than just one thing to look for."Edited   2014-09-28 01:21 (UTC)


2014-09-28 01:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Sure," he shrugs. "Same for him, I'm guessing?" He motions to Cam.

2014-09-28 01:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"I don't actually care.  I mean, sure, if casting a wider net helps, but meh.  I will supply tea and biscuits if you want."

2014-09-28 01:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I'll switch to looking for more of you if I fail to find more recognizable female Bells. And - tea and biscuits, sure, why not."

2014-09-28 01:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




And lo, there were tea and biscuits.

2014-09-28 01:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Yay! That actually makes Prime smile.

"Thank you. You're much nicer about this than Turtle was."

2014-09-28 01:28 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"... Was that very hard to do?"

2014-09-28 01:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No."

2014-09-28 01:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Yay, we clear an extremely low bar."

2014-09-28 01:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"You deserve trophies, for your efforts."

2014-09-28 01:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I'd make some but I'd soon run out of shelf space if I made myself all the equally deserved trophies I could conjure."

2014-09-28 01:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Alas."

2014-09-28 01:33 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"You could make a scrapbook. With pictures of all of the equally deserved trophies you could conjure, in it."

2014-09-28 01:33 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Nah.  It'd be tacky."

2014-09-28 01:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Aww. My heart. It breaks."

2014-09-28 01:37 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"I have had to learn self-restraint with the demonic magic.  Sorry, angel."

2014-09-28 01:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"But I can get rid of anything you make! You don't have to have as much restraint!"

2014-09-28 01:38 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Maybe in a hundred fifty years my habits will reverse themselves."

2014-09-28 01:39 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"Maybe. Anyway - thank you, Prime."

2014-09-28 01:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Sure. Have fun - not making trophy cases or trophies. Or tacky scrapbooks."

2014-09-28 01:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Will do."

2014-09-28 01:43 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




And Adana and Cam head back home - they have work to do.

2014-09-28 01:44 (UTC)





Gemini

apollo





point_b: e ~ basics




It is the first day of the Swan twins's second year at the Phoenix Gemini School, Apollo High, and this time around Alli isn't soliciting reassurance from her sister about conspiracy theories that the schools are designed to brainwash, de-power, or otherwise mishandle their charges.  It's basically just high school, with unconventional gym requirements and an above-average proportion of superpowered faculty.  And way more money than most public schools, and excellent diversity because the entry requirement cuts neatly across all demographics.

Well, in most conventional demographic respects.

There are no only children here.

Alli and Bella have all their classes together, which is nice - that wasn't always possible in elementary and middle school; here it's a matter of course.

This year they're signed up for gym but they can skip until two weeks into term, at which point they'll have their basics and Bella will be just as competent as anyone else.  More so, relative to the general population.  She has no idea what bonus she'll get and she's excited anyway.  She's going to be able to actually go to dances, and dance at them, if she wants.  Not the homecoming dance because that's not for underclassmen, but there will be others.

"Uuuugh," says Alli, "math first thing in the morning."

"Wouldn't it be funny if you said that and you got a math boost of some kind for your bonus?"

"No, that would just be horrible.  And sad.  Be sad for me if that happens, Bella."

"All right.  What do you want to get?"

"I don't even know, is there a point?  I'll just get something and so will you and that'll be that."

"Suit yourself."

The bus pulls in and out they get, uniform skirts swishing around their knees, swan emblems matching on their sleeves so everyone can tell who is whose twin.

2014-06-08 16:3









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Savannah is excited about the new school. New people, fresh start, new friends.  It's all very exciting. This time around at a new school, she doesn't have to be stuck at slow, boring people speed. Her twin is permanently stuck at slow, boring people speed, but she doesn't count.  If she wants, Adana can move faster than she does. She usually doesn't, though, she uses her powers in more sedate ways.

She soon learns that there is a homecoming dance.  She wants to go, but not alone. (Well, she wouldn't be alone, not really, but without a date.) So, she asks a random person, "Hey, is there a girl that is cute, single, and likes girls for me to ask to homecoming?"

Adana, nearby, facepalms. If there is one thing Savannah got - it was not tact.

2014-06-08 23:13 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The random person thinks, glances around, and says, "I mean, there's lesbians, but out ones with no girlfriends I don't - Oh!  One of the Swans, can't remember her name, the shorter one, over there?  Emblem's a swan?  Cute enough for you?  I think she's a sophomore though."

2014-06-08 23:15 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Cute enough for me!  Thanks a ton!"

Then she zips off at super speed, and is next to Bella the next moment.

"Hi!" she says, brightly, completely unconcerned about how people react to her powers. There's a shooting star emblem, on her arm - her twin is nowhere to be found.

2014-06-08 23:18 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"...Hi," says Bella.  "Caaaan I help you?"

2014-06-08 23:20 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"Are you new?" wonders the taller of the Swans.

2014-06-08 23:20 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"I am! Maybe you can!  Homecoming is coming up and I know absolutely no one. Want to come to it with me?" she asks of Bella. "You're pretty cute."Edited   2014-06-08 23:25 (UTC)


2014-06-08 23:21 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"...it's on the twentieth, right?"

2014-06-08 23:25 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"How is the first thing you learn after transferring in that Bella's gay, how is that a thing?"

2014-06-08 23:26 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"It's on the twentieth!" agrees Savannah. "And, I asked someone nicely for anyone cute, gay, and single. Because it would suck to go to a dance without a date."

2014-06-08 23:30 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"I didn't even think that many people knew, I mean, there's 'out of the closet' and then there's 'on the roof' and Bella is not the second thing?"

2014-06-08 23:31 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Calm down, Alli, I really don't care.  Yeah, my basics will be in by then, I'd like to go."

2014-06-08 23:31 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Okay! Cool! Do you want to go on a date before then, or is this a dance-only kind of thing?"

She does not look like she's going to be offended if Bella says 'dance-only.'

2014-06-08 23:32 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Dance-first but maybe the dance'll go really well," shrugs Bella.  "Have you got a name?"

2014-06-08 23:34 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Savannah!  Hi. My bonus was super-speed, if you hadn't guessed."

2014-06-08 23:35 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"It was kind of obvious!  Our birthday's not till the thirteenth."

2014-06-08 23:35 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Hope you get something good! I met someone who could only turn things yellow, I felt so sorry for him.  I mean, his twin's bonus turned yellow things sunlight-blinding, but still. Poor guy."

2014-06-08 23:39 (UTC)









alli_oop: f ~ wait and see




"I don't even care unless I get something so good that Bella never leaves me alone," snorts Alli.  "She wants big stuff."

2014-06-08 23:40 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I'll be plenty grateful just to have basics, but yeah, why stop there?"

2014-06-08 23:40 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"See, I was kind of noncommittal and uncaring about it 'til I turned sixteen and got my bonus, and then it was the best thing ever. You want to see someone who was excited about it, talk to my sister. She was up until four waiting for when mom had us and woke me up 'cause I was born first. She wanted to know if it worked."

2014-06-08 23:42 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Why wouldn't it work?  Was there some doubt that you are really twins?"Edited   2014-06-08 23:44 (UTC)


2014-06-08 23:44 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Nah, none at all. She also wanted hints towards what I had so she'd know what she'd get." Smirk. "Then she got it, and was cackling for the rest of summer."

2014-06-08 23:46 (UTC)









alli_oop: k ~ triangular




"Well, what'd she get, what goes with super speed?"

2014-06-08 23:47 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




Savannah cackles. "She makes portals. If you go through, you keep momentum and end up somewhere else.  Two at a time, only, but she thinks it's the best thing."

2014-06-08 23:49 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Ooh, that's a good one!"

2014-06-08 23:50 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Convenient, too.  I even help her out a ton, because she needs line of sight - but she can use mine, too.  And I go to places really fast. We won the superpower lottery, we're extremely happy with them."

2014-06-08 23:52 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Can she actually see through your eyes, or do places that you can see and she knows about count without her having the kind of detail she'd usually get from visual contact?"

2014-06-08 23:53 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Bad plan




Pause.

"I'll just get her for you, 'cause I've got no idea, I spaced out when she explained it."

Because they are twined, she doesn't need to move from where she is to do this. "Hey, Adana, there's a cute girl who has questions about your powers!"

2014-06-08 23:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




A purple-blue portal appears mid-air next to Savannah. Out steps the twin, shooting star emblem on her arm. The portal closes.

"Hello!" she says. "What kinds of questions?"

2014-06-08 23:58 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Hi.  My name is Bella, not 'cute girl', if there was confusion on that point.  I wanted to know how you can substitute Savannah's line of sight for yours when doing portals.  Lucky powers, by the way."

2014-06-08 23:59 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"I'm Adana, though I think you heard that part. It's not as good as sight but I also get a spatial awareness bonus along with sight.  So with Savannah, I get only the spatial awareness bit, but I have lots of practice with it. It's almost as good, I work faster when it's line of sight, though."

Adana grins. "Yeah, we're extremely happy about them.  No complaints."Edited   2014-06-09 00:08 (UTC)


2014-06-09 00:4 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"You haven't seen the best part!  Ana, Ana can we -"

2014-06-09 00:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Adana laughs. "If they want to see it.  Do you want to see me fling my sister?"

2014-06-09 00:9 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"...Fling her?"

2014-06-09 00:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Portals let you keep momentum. This includes momentum caused by, say, gravity. We've practiced a lot to use this to our advantage. Savannah will go flying, do you want to see?"

2014-06-09 00:14 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Sure."

2014-06-09 00:17 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




Savannah cackles madly.  She dashes off, to work up a momentum, then she runs towards a wall -

2014-06-09 00:19 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




- Portal. The second is on the ground, facing up. Savannah goes through the first portal, and then she sails upward, giggling uncontrollably. She loses momentum, flips around mid-air to aim head-facing towards the ground. Portal. She goes flying horizontally, rather than vertically, saying, "Wheeeee!" at the top of her lungs as she flies. Gravity starts taking over, but it doesn't get very far.  Portal. Savannah sees this one coming, reorients, and then she bursts through the other portal nearby, lands, and keeps running, with only a little lost speed.

Adana is grinning.

2014-06-09 00:25 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"It is," declares Savannah, circling back around and slowing herself down, "the best thing ever."

2014-06-09 00:26 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




Bella laughs.  "Nice syncing.  Good luck not going splat."

2014-06-09 00:27 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Don't need it, Adana knows what she's doing. Besides, I am built for high speed, I don't think Ana would fling people that aren't me because they wouldn't react as fast as I can. But yeah, I guess a lot of that is mostly her, so no touchie my twin."

2014-06-09 00:33 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Adana snorts. "I am extremely careful, I tested that trick with small objects.  I wouldn't have used Savannah at all, but she really, really wanted to. Also she kind of dashed through a portal I was testing and I had to play it trial by fire."

2014-06-09 00:34 (UTC)









alli_oop: (Default)




"What, without asking?"

2014-06-09 00:36 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Right into a wall




"Yeaaah, it wasn't my best idea ever."

2014-06-09 00:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Y'think?"

2014-06-09 00:38 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Wow."

A bell rings inside the school.

"Uh, look me up in the directory and call me - Isabella Swan - to figure out homecoming logistics," Bella says.  "We have math.  Nice to meet you both!"

2014-06-09 00:39 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Nod! "Bye!  Nice to meet you, too!"

She dashes off, to get to class.

2014-06-09 00:41 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Her sister doesn't need to go at top speed.  Portals.

"I can just give you her phone number, if you like?" laughs Adana.Edited   2014-06-09 00:42 (UTC)


2014-06-09 00:42 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Oh, yeah, that works, too."  Bella pulls a notebook out of her backpack and a pen out of her hair.

2014-06-09 00:43 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana rattles it off. "Have fun," she says.

Then she waves, makes a portal to somewhere unseen by her sister, and departs.

2014-06-09 00:45 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




Bella writes the number down and she and Alli proceed to math.

It's a pretty low-key day for academics, everyone still settling in.  A set of twins are excused in the middle of social studies to go anticipate the moments of their birthdays and experiment with their forthcoming powers.  Bella and Alli will be getting theirs on a Saturday, which Alli grumps about because it means they don't get to escape any class.  They have lunch - they buy; Renée would make it but the cafeteria's actually decent at Gemini schools - and then they go to Spanish.

Apollo - perhaps unlike all Gemini schools, Bella doesn't know, but like many - prioritizes keeping twins together.  As such, in subjects where there are a lot of different levels of ability, they're kind of jumbled together.  Bella did better than Alli on the Spanish placement test, and they are with a classful of students who have similarly mixed performance instead of an all-high-level or all-low-level classroom.  This means that they're also mixed with some kids from other years, if they are sets of twins with one ahead and one behind in their foreign language.

2014-06-09 00:53 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




Including one particular set of twins with a shooting star emblem.

"Oh, hey!  You're in here!  Hi!"

2014-06-09 00:55 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Oh, hi!  Yeah, we are."

2014-06-09 00:56 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Bella's the smart one," says Alli in a loud stage whisper.

2014-06-09 00:57 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"So's Adana," replies Savannah, in the same stage whisper.  Then she snickers. "Anyway, hi!  I guess we can talk about homecoming now!"

2014-06-09 01:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Nevermind the actual Spanish," teases Adana.

2014-06-09 01:1 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"Yeah, never mind that," says Alli brightly.  "Bella's never even been to a dance before, it's way more important."

2014-06-09 01:3 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Specifically, if I try to dance before I get my basics I will break my neck, but anyway, Savannah, Adana gave me your number.  We live pretty nearby, are you day students or overnighters?"

2014-06-09 01:4 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Yup, she told me. Day students, Ada and I don't actually live nearby but we're us, so it doesn't quite matter as much."

2014-06-09 01:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"I am the sister-shaped taxi."

2014-06-09 01:6 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




Bella laughs.  "Right, I should've thought of that.  Are you also the sister-shaped homecoming dance limo or should I be thinking about asking our mom for a ride or what?  Alli is planning to ask upperclassmen boys until one agrees to be her ticket in."

2014-06-09 01:9 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Cute upperclass boys.  If I run out of cute ones I'll just stay home."

2014-06-09 01:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Sister-shaped homecoming dance limo. Sorry, I won't be serving drinks."

2014-06-09 01:11 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Oh well, can't have everything.  So you'll need our address -"  Bella writes that down on a corner of notebook paper, tears it off, waves it at the shooting star twins - "and I think the dance starts at eight, so, you know better than me how complicated and time consuming it is to set up portals, but show up somewhat before then?"

"En Español, Senorita Swan," chides the teacher.

"Perdóname," says Bella.

2014-06-09 01:15 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Mhm!" agrees Savannah, taking the address. "It's really not either, I just run ahead and Adana uses me to set them up."

She gets chided by the teacher, shortly after.

2014-06-09 01:18 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




Then it is back to Spanish.

Except someone is extremely good at passing notes. Savannah is going to use this.

Adana rolls her eyes, but accepts, and a little note lands from a tiny portal onto Bella's desk while the teacher isn't looking.

2014-06-09 01:20 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




Okaaaay.

Bella opens the note.

2014-06-09 01:22 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




It says, in what is presumably Savannah's handwriting,

"Are we coordinating dress colors, am I going to be in a tux, or what?"Edited   2014-06-09 01:23 (UTC)


2014-06-09 01:23 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




Bella writes on the back of the note.  I will probably let Alli pick my dress because I have no eye for clothes.  You can wear whatever you like, I'm liable to favor cool or dark colors.

And then she sets it on an empty corner of her desk.

2014-06-09 01:25 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




It disappears through a little portal, and then a few minutes later, Bella gets another.

Okay! says the note. Cool or dark colors it is. I'm sure you'll look pretty in it no matter what.

2014-06-09 01:27 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




Bella smiles but does not write back to this one.

2014-06-09 01:27 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




That's fine, Adana doesn't like passing notes much, anyway.

Spanish.  Fascinating. (No it isn't.)

2014-06-09 01:29 (UTC)









point_b: f ~ sixteen




Spanish Spanish Spanish!

Then they don't have class together because there are not meaningfully different levels of skill in high school art class.  Then the Swans have to take the bus and the other pair do not.

2014-06-09 01:32 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Yup, they don't.

But oh look, next Spanish class - cute white flower, on Bella's seat.  It's not particularly expensive, but - definitely a flower.

Savannah winks.

2014-06-09 01:37 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus






Bella laughs and tucks it into her hair.  She manages - in passable if vocabularically constrained Spanish, to avoid antagonizing the teacher - "My mom will want to say hi when you come for the dance."

2014-06-09 01:39 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




Savannah nods. "Sure," she agrees in just as constrained Spanish. "It'll be fun!"

2014-06-09 01:43 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"My mom is nice," agrees Bella.

2014-06-09 01:44 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"She like you!" predicts Alli, ungrammatically but understandably.Edited   2014-06-09 01:44 (UTC)


2014-06-09 01:44 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




Savannah grins. "I like nice people that like me!" she says, carefully in Spanish.

2014-06-09 01:57 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"Then you like our mom," says Alli.

2014-06-09 01:58 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining






2014-06-09 01:58 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Everyone wins!"

2014-06-09 01:59 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Alli found a boy.  Alli and I will shop for -"  Bella can't remember Spanish for 'dresses'.  "Clothes, this Saturday."

2014-06-09 02:1 (UTC)









alli_oop: a ~ do tricks




"Last Saturday with no powers!" whoops Alli, forgetting to use Spanish in her excitement.

2014-06-09 02:2 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




Savannah laughs. "Congratulations!" she says, because she doesn't know how to say, 'Hope you get a good set of powers' in Spanish.

2014-06-09 02:6 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




There is only so much chat, even Spanish chat, they can get away with while the teacher is lecturing about conjugations, so that is pretty much all they manage to say on this day.

2014-06-09 02:7 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




Yeah. Adana doesn't like passing notes very much, so they're not going to talk much through that method.

2014-06-09 02:9 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




On Saturday the Swans go shopping, and Alli picks Bella a dress; it's dark viridian and sleevelessly strikes a happy medium between "it's barely been autumn for two weeks and this is Arizona" and "school dress code".  For herself Alli goes with carnation pink and a slightly riskier neckline.  There passes a second week of school.

And then it is their birthday.

Bella was born first, at a quarter after one in the afternoon, so they have plenty of time to go out for a celebratory lunch and for Renée to frost the cake she made the previous evening.

Bella has just taken a bite of her corner of the sheet cake when it hits.

She grins.

2014-06-09 02:20 (UTC)









alli_oop: a ~ do tricks




"Ooh, you got it, didn't you, what'd you get, what'd you get?"

2014-06-09 02:20 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I - I don't know yet, it's - I've got a new sense of place, but I'm not sure yet what I do with it.  Maybe yours'll be a hint."

2014-06-09 02:22 (UTC)









alli_oop: d ~ goof




"Maybe."

Andi has to wait six minutes for hers.

"...this feels weird."

2014-06-09 02:24 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Weird how?"

2014-06-09 02:25 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"Just weird, like - I don't know - it feels like being bored only not?  Like I should be doing more things to be not-bored?  But it's not boring, just, it's telling me youuuuu are not living up to your full potential like it's a magic guidance counselor, it's weird."

2014-06-09 02:27 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"So - live up to your full potential, c'mon."

2014-06-09 02:27 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"You haven't even done yours yet, relax!"  But Alli closes her eyes and concentrates -

And then there are two Allis.

"Ack!" they say in perfect unison.

2014-06-09 02:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




Renée had been quietly supervising up until this point but now she's kind of alarmed!  "Alli, honey?"

2014-06-09 02:29 (UTC)









alli_oop: d ~ goof




"Sooo trippy," say the Allis, still speaking together.  "Oh wow, this is cool, this is like actually useful in life!"

2014-06-09 02:30 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Not if you just stay in sync it's not so much," says Bella, "can you - unsync?"

2014-06-09 02:31 (UTC)









alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




The Allis sway in perfect time, even when they close their eyes.  They turn to face each other, they turn away -

"Maybe you have to do it," they say.

2014-06-09 02:33 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Okay, you -" says Bella, pointing at one of them at random, "go upstairs, maybe my new spatial thing will work through you, and you, stay put, see if you can twine with each other or if you have to use me as your communications hub."

2014-06-09 02:34 (UTC)









alli_oop: j ~ weekends off




"Thaaanks," says Downstairs Alli, as Upstairs Alli goes up the stairs.

"We can't twine with each other," hollers Upstairs Alli, presently.

2014-06-09 02:34 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"There's no need to shout, you should still be able to do it with me," Bella says in a normal tone.

2014-06-09 02:35 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




Downstairs Alli giggles.  Upstairs Alli grumbles.

"Can you spatial-thing to me?" asks Upstairs Alli through the twine.

2014-06-09 02:35 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"...No.  I feel like it does have some kind of exception for you but that's not it," says Bella.  "Buuuut I think to might be the right -"

And then Bella is across the room.

"Preposition.  Oh hell yes I can teleport."

2014-06-09 02:37 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"Woo!" says Upstairs Alli.

"Can you take people with you?" asks Downstairs Alli.

2014-06-09 02:38 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




Bella goes over to her downstairs twin-half and tries it.

"Yes.  Yes I can.  Mom, can I try with you to see if it's just Alli?"

2014-06-09 02:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Of course, Bella."

2014-06-09 02:38 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




A few experiments later and Bella has determined that she can take both of Alli (Alli does not seem able to subdivide further) and her mom anywhere she can go by herself.  She does not yet know if she can take more than one non-Alli, but suspects not.

"Okay, next question, do you always have to be two of you?"

2014-06-09 02:40 (UTC)









alli_oop: n ~ so very special




"I dunno - maybe not, but I'm scared to try, which of us gets to keep going?" says she who was once Downstairs.Edited   2014-06-09 02:41 (UTC)


2014-06-09 02:41 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"If that's actually a matter of it being just one of you it's better to figure that out now than after you've - I don't know, been separate for three years and have different boyfriends or whatever."

2014-06-09 02:44 (UTC)









alli_oop: n ~ so very special




The Allis hesitate.

"You pick," Formerly Upstairs finally says.

2014-06-09 02:45 (UTC)









point_b: o ~ if lost




Bella points at one.

She's not sure whether Alli's going to interpret the pointing as 'you stay' or 'you go', which is half of how she manages to do it.

2014-06-09 02:46 (UTC)









alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




The Allis pick an interpretation.

The pointed-at stays.  The other goes.  There is only one Alli.

"Oh!  Oh that's weird I remember being both of me, I'm just all folded up again."

2014-06-09 02:46 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Oh, there you go, then, you don't have to - die every time you unsplit, that's good."

2014-06-09 02:47 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Yeah.  I wonder if I can actually keep it up long enough for the separate boyfriends thing, maybe it wears off?"  She splits again.  They are again stuck in sync until Bella points at one.

2014-06-09 02:48 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




So Bella points at one, and there are two Allis around for the next three and a half hours, after which time they merge (the one who is taking a shower continues to exist; the one who was reading a book ceases, her book falling to the floor) without meaning to but with the ability to control the direction.

2014-06-09 02:49 (UTC)









alli_oop: a ~ do tricks




"I will get so much more stuff done!"

2014-06-09 02:50 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"By which you mean you will do about the same amount of homework and watch twice as much TV?"

2014-06-09 02:51 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Shut up.  Yes."

2014-06-09 02:51 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




The twins are back at school on Monday.

They don't take the bus.

Bella doesn't need line of sight, though that works; but she does need knowledge of location; but she can use any fixed directions, like latitude and longitude or even street intersection and preferred corner (addresses leave too much leeway about where on the property she'll land) - and she's been to Apollo High before.

She lands her sister right in the school lobby, grinning from ear to ear.

(Alli wanted to leave half of her at home, but Renée wants the school to make a call on whether that's allowed first.)

2014-06-09 02:54 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Savannah zips in shortly after, calls to her sister, "Here!" and then the other twin joins her.

Savannah goes off to find her date to homecoming (she is not the type to assume mutual girlfriendhood) and ask her if her power's any good. She remembers that they got their powers this weekend, and she is curious about them.

It doesn't take very long, Savannah is very fast. "Hi!" she says, when she does. "What'd you get, what'd you get?"

2014-06-09 02:59 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"We got good stuff.  I can teleport and Andi can - fork."

2014-06-09 03:0 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"It's cool!  But it's not perfect, I will still need hall passes, if I do it when I have to pee I still both have to pee."

2014-06-09 03:0 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Eeee!" says Savannah. "Teleportation and forking! That's great, congrats! I mean, no power's perfect, but getting nice ones is fantastic! I am absurdly happy for you both!"

2014-06-09 03:2 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"And I can teleport both of Alli at once, and I can take Renée along too, but I don't know if I can take more than one person who isn't Alli.  You wanna call your sister over and be test subjects?"

2014-06-09 03:3 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Sure, let's be test subjects." She addresses her sister, "Hey, sis, Bella got a cool teleportation power, come test?"

2014-06-09 03:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Portal! There is Adana.

"Ooo, teleportation, is it like mine, sight only, or more flexible?"

2014-06-09 03:5 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Like your portals it is also useful for getting to school - different requirements on knowledge about point B, Renée won't let me test whether I can get to the other side of the world without school supervision, I preserve no momentum - I can't hit a moving target, even if it's, like, a skateboard, it has to be stationary relative to the earth."

2014-06-09 03:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Still useful, my portals don't actually move once I put them down. You can do a sort of piggy-back method where you teleport to one spot and then teleport further along, I do that with portals when I want to move quickly. Is it teleporting just yourself, or can you take passengers?"

2014-06-09 03:11 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I can take one or both Allis, and at least one other person, but possibly not two non-Alli persons.  That's why you're here."

2014-06-09 03:14 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




"Aha!  Well, test subject away, powers are exciting!"

2014-06-09 03:15 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"They are!"

Bella tries; first she manages only to get Adana and Alli but not Savannah across the lobby, and then she brings them back and tries again and this time gets Savannah and not Adana even though she leaves Alli behind.

"Looks like I top out at one non-Alli.  This will significantly reduce my ability to serve as an evacuator of a falling airplane."

2014-06-09 07:15 (UTC)









alli_oop: l ~ take turns




"We were experimenting like all weekend," says Alli.  "Bella does not let up, it was exhausting, I wanted to leave one of me home to nap for a few extra hours and then send Bella home between classes to switch us, you know?  Just real quick it would barely even count as leaving campus.  But nooooo, Mom says we have to register with the school office and say what we can do and they will tell us how we can use our powers and until then we shouldn't do anything weird."  She sighs.

2014-06-09 07:17 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Rampant experimental twin syndrome. I know it well." Savannah gives a pointed look sister-ward. "Isn't that right, miss four-in-the-morning?"

2014-06-09 07:28 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"I regret nothing," says the rampant experimental twin, brightly.

2014-06-09 07:31 (UTC)









alli_oop: (Default)




"Ugh, at least we were born at a civilized hour or Bella might've done that too."

2014-06-09 07:33 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"I would not!  You have enough trouble getting sleep."

2014-06-09 07:34 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I was experimenting quietly and trying not to disturb her," says Adana primly. "And then she threw a pillow at me and it became war."

2014-06-09 07:37 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"I would know better than to try to do anything in our room at night however quiet I thought I could be.  It's basically miraculous that we can sleep in the same room, because she wakes up if the wind blows too hard or the house creaks, let alone if somebody goes to the bathroom, and I talk in my sleep.  So we have to coordinate very carefully."

2014-06-09 07:39 (UTC)









alli_oop: m ~ alibi




"You're making it sound like I have a disease.  I just have ears."

2014-06-09 07:39 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Oh, yeah, it's not like that at all with me. But when I was up she started asking me tons of questions."

2014-06-09 07:44 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"How hard was it for you guys to figure out your bonuses?"

2014-06-09 07:45 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Mine was super easy. Things felt slow and I felt like I could go faster." Grin. "So I did."

2014-06-09 07:52 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Mine took a while.  It was just - spatial awareness and I kept wondering what it did. Eventually I got it, but it took a week. Savannah zipping around the entire time."

2014-06-09 07:54 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"I got spatial awareness but I might not have figured out what I was supposed to use it for if Alli hadn't used a convenient preposition.  I think my awareness is different than yours, though, I get a sense of whether someplace is 'in reach' - and in sight is in reach, if it's stationary with respect to the earth, but I can use all kinds of entertainingly abstract information, same constraint."

2014-06-09 07:56 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"My powers came second but I figured them out first," brags Alli.

2014-06-09 07:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Mine's more like... A sense of place to everything I see. I can tell distances and ballpark what speeds things are going at. That sort of thing."

2014-06-09 07:59 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"High-five for figuring out powers quickly?" says Savannah, holding up a hand for a high-five.

2014-06-09 08:0 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I can't do that at all," says Bella to Adana.  "Some things are 'near enough' and some things are 'not near enough' and I don't have any special understanding of them in relation to each other and the only speeds are 'moving' and 'not moving, or rather, only moving insofar as the earth is'.  Oh, some time if it's convenient you'd be a good safety net for testing my ability to fake-fly, I think, in case I ever want to follow a moving vehicle that is not obligingly stopping at stoplights?  Since you're used to providing portals to fast-moving teenage girls?  But if you don't have time I can put a request in to Powers Counseling or something."

2014-06-09 08:4 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Woot," says Alli, and she high-fives Savannah.

2014-06-09 08:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"I can be a safety net. If you want to be properly safe, though, take Savannah up with you when you fake fly.  Reaction times, and the spatial awareness thing extends from her, too. I'm not sure how well I can juggle safety-netting and portalling to keep up with someone who's going at that speed."

2014-06-09 08:7 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Also, fake flying is awesome.  I'll do it any chance I get!"

2014-06-09 08:8 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"That, too."

2014-06-09 08:8 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"I don't think my version of fake flying is going to be particularly exhilarating.  If I do it right it should involve almost no conventional motion at all.  Why would taking Savannah up work better than taking you up?  Can you only use her reaction time if you're doing your sensing thing through her?"Edited   2014-06-09 21:26 (UTC)


2014-06-09 17:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"... I suppose I could go up, too. It's not using her reaction time, it's - if something goes wrong she would react faster than I could. But I'd be more equipped to handle it, so - honestly I'll leave it up to you?" Pause. "Plus I was also subtly doing that sister thing where I give you two time alone together."

2014-06-09 22:57 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"We're going to homecoming.  We have not exchanged promise rings or anything.  I assure you that when I talk about experimenting with my teleportation I actually mean experimenting with my teleportation."

2014-06-09 23:0 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Savannah laughs.  She pats Adana on the back. "Awww, sister of the year award for wingma- er, wingwomanhood."

2014-06-09 23:2 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Adana snorts. "Okay, then yeah, I can go instead. Experimenting with teleportation with no ulterior motives, then. Though it's possible to be scientific about things and still get alone time with my sister if you want it."

2014-06-09 23:3 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I'm aware.  We are going to see how homecoming goes."

2014-06-09 23:7 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"All right." Smile. "Have fun."

2014-06-09 23:14 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Yup!  Thanks, sis!"

2014-06-09 23:15 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Is after school good?  They're going to want me to fill out one of those long power registration thingies soon and I'd like to check as few 'don't know' boxes as possible."

2014-06-09 23:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Nod. "Works for me. Both of us, or just me?"

2014-06-09 23:19 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Savannah's welcome to come watch, but I cannot, as we have just seen, haul both of you, and you're my safety net."

2014-06-09 23:20 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Right.  She's going to want to watch."

2014-06-09 23:27 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"It'll be fun!"

2014-06-09 23:28 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I'm not expecting it to be that visually interesting, but you are free to disagree."

2014-06-09 23:29 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"I mean if it's boring I can just run home, no problem," shrugs Savannah.

2014-06-09 23:31 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"How fast are you?"

2014-06-09 23:31 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"I don't break the speed of sound, but I am extremely fast."

2014-06-09 23:32 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Do you get tired?"

2014-06-09 23:32 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym






2014-06-09 23:33 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Academic curiosity, Alli."

2014-06-09 23:33 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




Savannah giggles. "I do, it's just - not going to happen, usually.  A trip to home isn't going to tire me out, it's like a short jog."

2014-06-09 23:35 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"She also eats tons," says Adana. "Calories to burn, and - such."

2014-06-09 23:36 (UTC)









alli_oop: f ~ wait and see




"Oh, lucky.  I guess I'm lucky too, I can be one of me for salad and both for dessert?"

2014-06-09 23:37 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"There is an entire frontier of extremely trivial exploits for your bonus," snorts Bella.

2014-06-09 23:37 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




Savannah giggles. "That's got to be fun."

2014-06-09 23:40 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"It's weird, when I'm split up we're stuck doing all the same things till somebody picks one of us and unsyncs us so Bella's been doing that.  It's kinda spooky but I guess I'll get used to it."

2014-06-09 23:42 (UTC)









point_b: f ~ sixteen




"I'm pretty sure it doesn't have to be me, I'm not using a power for it, I just point at one at random and tell her to blink twice or something."

2014-06-09 23:42 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Huh.  You might be able to work out a system where the one on the left does a silly dance or something, so you don't need outside help."

2014-06-09 23:45 (UTC)









alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




"Maybe.  I guess that'd work if I started out with my back to a wall.  It seems like if I'm just standing around we appear back to back."

2014-06-09 23:46 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"The one who's still in the same place as the one of you was can do the little dance," suggests Bella.

2014-06-09 23:47 (UTC)









alli_oop: j ~ weekends off




"Oh, that works!  I dunno, for some reason it seems like it makes more sense for you to do it though."

2014-06-09 23:48 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Shrug. "Well, it's an option, anyway.  In case you - fork?  Fork, without anyone else there."

2014-06-09 23:49 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Yeah.  One who stayed put does a little dance or something," nods Alli.

2014-06-09 23:50 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Twine me and I'll remind you in case you forget which it's supposed to be."

2014-06-09 23:50 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Bad plan




"You could also play rock paper scissors."

2014-06-09 23:53 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"She tried that.  They tie.  They're really in lockstep till something disturbs them."

2014-06-09 23:54 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




Savannah snorts. "Well okay then, there goes that idea."

2014-06-09 23:55 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"It got really, like, layered, trying to be like 'well I wanna do this but the other me is probably thinking the same thing so I could do this other thing' like sixteen of that in a row until we both just threw paper, it was stupid."

2014-06-09 23:56 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Okay, that's kind of funny and adorable at the same time."

2014-06-09 23:56 (UTC)









alli_oop: d ~ goof




"And then I started doing less of the sixteen-of-that but I both did that at the same time!"

2014-06-09 23:57 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I'm actually not sure why the fact that they appear in different places and therefore looking at slightly different things doesn't do more than it seems to.  Alli says it doesn't feel like they're in any kind of mental contact and they can't even twine each other."

2014-06-09 23:58 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"But they can both twine you, right?"

2014-06-10 00:1 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Yep, I get to play coordinator."

2014-06-10 00:2 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Adana snickers. "Lucky you."

2014-06-10 00:3 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Eh, so far it hasn't been intrusive."

2014-06-10 00:4 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"Plus it gives her an excuse to be bossy."

2014-06-10 00:5 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Pfff. Fun?"

2014-06-10 00:9 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Well, if she's going to be bossy it might as well be helpful."

2014-06-10 00:10 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"I'm not that bad."

2014-06-10 00:10 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"Eeeh.  Fair point."

2014-06-10 00:11 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Savannah does not like being bossed around," Adana informs. 

2014-06-10 00:13 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"I'm not that bad."

2014-06-10 00:17 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"It's mostly just me and anybody who gets assigned to work with her in a group project, and I really don't mind," shrugs Alli, "not when I think about it."

2014-06-10 00:18 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Wasn't saying you were," she says gently. "I'm just explaining her. Coordinating in that kind of situation is useful."

2014-06-10 00:25 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Yeah.  Eventually maybe I will stop feeling silly when I go 'Bella tell us which of us has to go to the corner store' and she picks one and that one complains and the other one's smug and then I'm both of them later."

2014-06-10 00:28 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




Savannah giggles. "I feel like if I had that power I would end up getting into fights with myself all the time."

2014-06-10 00:29 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"That actually hasn't happened yet, which I suppose is good, because they can't just stay split up as long as they want, it wears off after a few hours."

2014-06-10 00:30 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Also less broken things in the house."

2014-06-10 00:36 (UTC)









alli_oop: l ~ take turns




"I don't break things, what?"

2014-06-10 00:37 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"I meant literal fights."

2014-06-10 00:39 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"As in, things would get broken in them," sighs Adana.

2014-06-10 00:39 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




"...As far as I know Alli has no plans to risk abusing my newfound ability to heal her."

2014-06-10 00:40 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Yeah, no, wow, that would be the stupidest way to get grounded ever?  'Moooom, I got in a fight with myself, that's why the vase smashed.'"

2014-06-10 00:41 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Eh, we'd take it outside."

2014-06-10 00:43 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"That's why the rosebushes are mangled, then.  That's why there's blood on the sidewalk, that's why Bella is too exasperated to speak to me."

2014-06-10 00:44 (UTC)









alli_oop: k ~ triangular




"Yeah I don't see that happening."

2014-06-10 00:45 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Well you're not me. So - yeah, understandable."

2014-06-10 00:51 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Would you seriously get into physical altercations with a fork of yourself?"

2014-06-10 00:52 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Yes," says Adana, at the same times as her sister.

2014-06-10 00:57 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"That seems like an exceptionally pointless pastime."

2014-06-10 00:58 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Eh, it would be lots of fun, though."

2014-06-10 01:1 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"Fun?  Like how, do you do karate or something?"

2014-06-10 01:3 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Some!  Other things, too, but I think it's a lot of fun."

2014-06-10 01:7 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Do you plan on being a superhero?  I mean, I guess you have the powers for it, but that's nnnnot a safe profession."

2014-06-10 01:11 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Savannah grins. "... Maaaaybe."

2014-06-10 01:22 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




"Maybe as in maybe or maybe as in you haven't decided if you're going white hat?"

2014-06-10 01:22 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"First thing," says Adana, frowning. "I would be upset with her if she went supervillain."

2014-06-10 01:25 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"First thing!" agrees Savannah. "Ana would kill me if I started wearing black and red and spouting out about how I'm going to flatten Manhattan." Pause. "Not literally."

2014-06-10 01:27 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"You rhymed."

2014-06-10 01:28 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Yeah, supervillainy would get you killed all by itself.  I haven't sat down and brainstormed about what I want to do yet but I'm thinking I could do good evacuation work."

2014-06-10 01:29 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"No idea what I'm going to do, aside from 'Maybe superheroing.'"

2014-06-10 01:36 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Being forkable seems like it'd help a little but not more than something more specialized, with, like, anything I could think of.  My backup 'if my bonus is terrible' was 'like, maybe, art, or, nepotism'.  So I guess there's still that."

2014-06-10 01:38 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"If I do disaster relief I'm not sure how much I'll be able to nepotism you.  I guess I could bring you along without impeding my carrying capacity and you could be another couple pairs of hands for things not best addressed by immediately teleporting out?  But you'd have to learn something useful.  First aid maybe.  Don't enroll in anything for future nepotism reasons till I've had a proper sit-and-think after I'm through with my early experiments though."

2014-06-10 01:39 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Ana's thinking about disaster relief, too," says Savannah. "'Cause she can take passengers."

2014-06-10 01:48 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Yeah, the portals would be a good fit, can you leave them open as long as you want?"

2014-06-10 01:49 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"There's a time limit of about two hours, but I can put them back right after."

2014-06-10 01:59 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I guess we have a lot of the same potential career opportunities, do you want a copy of my brainstorm after I've done it?"

2014-06-10 02:0 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




blink_and: Fling my twin




"Yes.  Do you want mine?" Adana grins.

2014-06-10 02:3 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Yes please."

2014-06-10 02:6 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I don't have my notes with me, but I can give you the basic ideas now if you want them."

2014-06-10 02:13 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Uh, I do, but the bell's going to ring any second.  Meet me here after school for testing and tell me then?"

2014-06-10 02:14 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"... It is, isn't it. Sure! Later, I will. Sav - transportation?"

2014-06-10 02:30 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"Mhm," says Savannah, and then - off she zips.

2014-06-10 02:31 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




Bella teleports herself and her sister to math class, waving.

Later there is Spanish!

2014-06-10 02:32 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




There is! Look, the shooting star twins are even there! What a complete surprise.

Savannah waves.Edited   2014-06-10 02:43 (UTC)


2014-06-10 02:41 (UTC)









alli_oop: a ~ do tricks




"Hola!" says Alli, pleased with herself for remembering to speak Spanish.

2014-06-10 02:43 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Probably it would be hard to tell me the thing in Spanish," guesses Bella to Adana.

2014-06-10 02:43 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Just a bit," she agrees. "Sorry.  After school, though."

2014-06-10 02:47 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Mm-hm."

Spanish elapses.

Bella has her first normal gym class since she was very small and they thought she might snap out of her balance issues any minute.

She had to wait for her basics to snap out of them, but she did snap out of them.  She plays basketball!  They play for most of the period with no bonuses allowed, and then it's a free-for-all and Bella abuses the hell out of her teleporting and Alli spends the period doubled.  (There's plenty of abusable powers on the other team, too; the Swans' side actually loses.)

And they go to the lobby to meet the shooting stars after school.

2014-06-10 02:50 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




There they are, in the lobby. Savannah's playing catch with herself, tossing a ball and chasing after it to catch it.  Adana's reading a book on physics (it's advanced college level). They both wave.

"Hello there!  How was the first day with powers in school?" asks Adana.Edited   2014-06-15 05:36 (UTC)


2014-06-15 05:35 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"It was swell!  We played basketball!  Bella didn't even sort of die!"

There are still two of Alli.

2014-06-15 05:37 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"I did not even sort of die!  I like my powers."

2014-06-15 05:37 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




Savannah giggles. "Good! It would suck if you could only turn things yellow."

2014-06-15 05:39 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"The powers in question are actually mostly the basics.  I was nearly issued a walker when we were little, I was really clumsy."

2014-06-15 05:41 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Perfect in record time




"That's got to suck. Glad it's fixed now! No more potential walker for you."Edited   2014-06-15 05:44 (UTC)


2014-06-15 05:43 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Yep!  This is the only reason you didn't get a 'sorry, I am physically incapable of dancing' when you asked, is because homecoming was after our birthday."

2014-06-15 05:44 (UTC)









you_miss_it: All of the cute girls




"Lucky me!"

2014-06-15 05:45 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Lucky you!  I still don't know how to dance, but I will figure it out.  Okay, are we going to somebody's house or practicing hereabouts or what?"

2014-06-15 05:47 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Well, three of the four of us are good at transportation, so - it's really based on what kind of scenery we want."

2014-06-15 05:50 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"I vote 'somewhere pretty.'"

2014-06-15 05:51 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"We could just go out over some random desert."

2014-06-15 05:51 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"And how do the two of you feel about random desert?"

2014-06-15 05:51 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Completely fine with it."

2014-06-15 05:53 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




"Awwww. I mean, I guess I could run for ages, but I get shit traction on sand and it's not very pretty."

2014-06-15 05:54 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I mean, I am pretty sure I could also take us to attractive forested areas near Charlie's house but Mom wants me officially supervised for long-range testing."

2014-06-15 05:54 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Bad plan




"Fiiine, desert."

2014-06-15 05:55 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Okay.  I'll take Savannah and some Allis and Adana will follow via portal?"

2014-06-15 05:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




Nod. "Works for me. Savannah?"

2014-06-15 05:58 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Yup! Let's go!" says Savannah, and she zips next to Bella expectantly.

2014-06-15 05:58 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




Bella takes both Allis and Savannah to some desert south of Phoenix proper.

2014-06-15 05:59 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana steps through a portal shortly after.

"All right, how would you like to start this?"

2014-06-15 06:0 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I will go up, and in a largish circle," says Bella, gesturing, "and then down to the ground, minimizing falling between hops and sudden panicked screaming."

2014-06-15 06:1 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Nod. "And I will be clinging to you for dear life praying I don't put down portals incorrectly, send us flying at eighty miles an hour and make us go splat, right?"

2014-06-15 06:4 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"If you feel clinging adds something to the experience.  I don't have to be touching you to take you as a passenger, or not-touching you to leave you behind.  The latter of which I promise I will not do.  If the experiment goes well you will not need to portal us at all."

2014-06-15 06:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"In that case, no clinging. Yeah, I know, just nervous. Let's go before Savannah expires of boredom on the spot."

2014-06-15 06:7 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"Okay.  Here goes nothing."

Up.  A moment's hangtime, a little lurch of freefall - over a bit clockwise, and then again, and again, and again, and by the end of the circle Bella has cut her reaction time enough to make the ride, not quite comfortable, but tolerably smooth.

She sets them back down by their respective sisters and takes a deep breath.  "Okay, I can fake-fly."

2014-06-15 06:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Adana remains calm, no flailing about or screaming. She focuses on her job - checking in case they need portals (she will need to be fast with them if something goes wrong) and is otherwise not very emotive.  Nothing goes wrong.  They are both returned to their sisters, safe and sound and with no portal required.

She grins at Bella. "A bit freaky, but yeah!"Edited   2014-06-15 06:11 (UTC)


2014-06-15 06:11 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Our fake flying's better."

2014-06-15 06:12 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Yeah, I don't expect to use mine much, I should usually be able to get wherever I'm going without the intermediate steps and if I have to search an intervening area or chase a moving object I will typically be able to do it from the ground.  I'd want to use it if I were looking for, like, a lost boat.  If I ever look for a lost boat.  I wanted to make sure this was an option."

2014-06-15 06:14 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Nod. "Yeah, wasn't questioning the why, it's a good thing to know."

Pause. "... Also, if there's, say, an emergency situation where things need to be evacuated - want to team up and help people?" Grin.

2014-06-15 06:16 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Sure.  I also want your career-choice notes."

2014-06-15 06:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Yup! They can be summarized as 'quick transportation with me and Savannah moving from one key point to another separately' - transporting vital organs to places, evacuations, help with construction in, say, third world countries where it's hard to get supplies to the right places to do the most good... That sort of thing.  Except if it involves transporting armies, that I am not doing unless someone has a doomsday device and the only other option is 'world explodes.'"Edited   2014-06-15 06:20 (UTC)


2014-06-15 06:20 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Ooh, the organs idea hadn't occurred to me.  If somebody had a doomsday device and you could get an army to it why wouldn't you just portal the device into space?  ...Can you not access space?  I'm not sure if I can access space, for obvious reasons I haven't tried."

2014-06-15 06:21 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Atmosphere blocks my vision to actual space, I can only get a portal so high up before there's just to much air and moisture and stuff in the way. I could access space if I or Savannah went up in a rocket, I think. But if I could right now, I'm really concerned about opening a portal from a vacuum. It's not like I can tell it, 'No, only suck the device into space, nothing else that's nearby, especially not those hostages right there.' Maybe if I got the timing right.  But obviously I haven't been able to test that one. Nor have I wanted to."

2014-06-15 06:27 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Yeah, fair enough.  I can drop Savannah off at home if the desert is boring and terrible, by the way, I seem to be able to do intersections."

2014-06-15 06:29 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Eh.  I'll see if I can get there on my own.  Adana, I'll do the twined twin thing if I give up!  Toodles!"

There is a cloud of dust and sand, and then she is gone.  Off to find her way home at super-speed.

2014-06-15 06:30 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Interestingly enough," says Adana, obviously geeking out a little, "I can transport liquids just fine - rather than dumping the device out into space I could flood the room with seawater. Probably more viable than the rocket, though still not very safe.  I originally thought of it in the context of transporting drinking water."

2014-06-15 06:32 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"...Does she even know what direction Phoenix is in from here?" wonders Bella.  "...Anyway yeah it makes sense liquids would go through, but if there were hostages you might just wind up drowning them and I imagine doomsday devices could be shielded against water damage."

2014-06-15 06:34 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"She's going to try and figure it out. She does that," shrugs the twin.

"Flooding a room's got the same downside as spacing it. Mind you I could put one down right under it if it's small enough and dump it outside for the authorities to handle or something, but in all honestly... I am probably not the most equipped to handle delicate doomsday device hostage situations." Wince. "Considering the collateral damage that's likely to result if I tried. Thus, why I would go with the military instead."Edited   2014-06-15 06:38 (UTC)


2014-06-15 06:38 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Yeah.  You're probably more efficient than I am at transporting large groups of people."

2014-06-15 06:39 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Nod. "But you're better at getting to far-away places. I can actually move faster than Savannah if I really want to book it, but oceans are kind of a problem. I'm stuck on a continent unless I start flinging myself and then I'm not sure if I can safely stop myself."

2014-06-15 06:41 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I guess if you want to brake you send yourself straight up and then when you're at the apex you make a portal right under you and the far end very close to the ground, so it's like a short fall?"

2014-06-15 06:42 (UTC)









blink_and: Portals




"Yup! That's the general idea. Scarier than it sounds, though. And if I mess up at any point over an ocean without being hundreds of feet in the air - hello, sea water.  Which, of course, screws up the rest of my portals because water's annoying."

2014-06-15 06:45 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Screws it up how?"

2014-06-15 06:45 (UTC)









alli_oop: k ~ triangular




"Boooored," says Alli.

2014-06-15 06:45 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Oh.  Sorry.  Adana, where do you want to be put?"

2014-06-15 06:46 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Adana shrugs. "Well, I'd have to get into a portal to get speed up again, and I can't pull myself up into a portal - I tried, the edges don't work like that - so I have to add water.  Which I would be flinging myself and the water, and that would get annoying." Pause. "I'm not picky on where I go, home, I guess.  I'm having fun talking, though, no one geeks out with me about portals unless I'm filling out one of the forms, which isn't very fun."

2014-06-15 06:50 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I'm happy to geek out with you.  I just should drop my sister-and-a-half at home first and it seems impolite to abandon you in the desert when your other vantage point is running in a semirandom direction through said desert."

2014-06-15 06:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Sure." Adana names her address. "There's fine, by me, unless you want to drop me off at your house or something?"

2014-06-15 06:55 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I can't do addresses, I need an intersection."

2014-06-15 06:55 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"I still don't get why you can't, it doesn't make sense."

2014-06-15 06:56 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Addresses cover a lot of space and if I do something to specify where I want to land, like 'northernmost point' or whatever, then I'm trying to convince my power to believe in property boundaries, which it doesn't want to do.  It seems convinced of streets, and consequently intersections, and I can add 'northernmost secondarily easternmost corner curb' to any described intersection and reliably have somewhere to land."

2014-06-15 06:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Oh!  Uh -" Pause.  Adana wracks her head for something less easily memorized - she's only been here for a few months. "- actually I can't remember the intersection.  Your house, if you don't mind? I can just get myself home from there, no problem."

2014-06-15 07:0 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Yeah, sure."

And then they are all three/four of them standing on the front doorstep of the Swan household.

2014-06-15 07:1 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Thanks! We can geek out over portals or you can shoo me, I won't be offended."

2014-06-15 07:2 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"I'm all for geeking.  Do you want to come in?  There is air conditioning and popsicles."

2014-06-15 07:2 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Dibs on the last grape," says an Alli.

"Oh dang is there only one?  I'm right there's only one.  Well, dibs," says the other Alli, and then there is a single Alli making a beeline for the freezer.

2014-06-15 07:3 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Adana snickers. "Sure, inside and geeking.  I will not take the last grape."

2014-06-15 07:5 (UTC)









alli_oop: j ~ weekends off




"There's some of everything else except for blue raspberry," calls Alli from the freezer.  "Whaddaya want?"

2014-06-15 07:7 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




Bella flickers over to peer past her sister into the freezer and pulls out a yellow popsicle.  "Adana, there's one more lemon, there's cherry, there's lime, there's orange."

2014-06-15 07:8 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Lime," says Adana, smiling. "Thank you. Mind if I grab one for Savannah, too?  She is running in a desert."

2014-06-15 07:11 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Also lime?" asks Bella, taking a lime and flickering to Adana to hand it over.

2014-06-15 07:11 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I'll ask!" She takes the popsicle, then addresses her sister, "Hey, want a popsicle?  There's lemon, cherry, lime, and orange."

Pause. "Cherry, please.  I'll toss is through a portal, she's not sure where she is right now and couldn't give directions."Edited   2014-06-15 07:14 (UTC)


2014-06-15 07:13 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




Bella ports back to the fridge, has to reopen the freezer because Alli has already claimed the last grape, and flickers back to Adana to hand over the cherry.

2014-06-15 07:15 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Thank you!" She opens a little tiny portal, holds the cherry popsicle over it, and drops it through.

"Savannah says thanks, but she is going to stubbornly figure out where she is and get home that way. Because she wants to."

2014-06-15 07:17 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Well, if she wants to know, I put us south of Phoenix.  So if she is running in a non-north direction she's just making more work for herself."

2014-06-15 07:18 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"She will figure it out eventually, or twine me and I will give her a portal. I am a convenient twin safety net, along with being a taxi."

2014-06-15 07:19 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Lucky you.  I cannot invariably unlose Alli if she gets lost - but she is less likely to get lost since she must travel conventionally or with me to begin with, and has the possibility of getting only fifty percent lost and then unlosing herself without help at all."

2014-06-15 07:20 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




Nod. "Savannah's honestly about half of my utility. I would be functional without her, but not nearly as - taxi-safety-world-hunger-solving."

2014-06-15 07:24 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"My power works pretty good standalone - it cooperates more with Alli than with other people but I'd be nearly as useful if she decided not to ever speak to me again for some reason.  She stands alone pretty well too but I'm useful to twine coordinator-ish-ly if she sends her forks far apart."

2014-06-15 07:25 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




"That's pretty lucky! I'm the one that needs to coordinate, Savannah can just do whatever and be just fine. Though she would obviously miss out on the fantastic taxi service."

2014-06-15 07:36 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"And the flinging.  I dunno, maybe she can fling herself across, like, gaps between buildings?"

2014-06-15 07:57 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Does her speed extend much to jumping?  Given that one doesn't typically add extra propulsion mid-jump I'd guess some but not a ton."

2014-06-15 07:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"She jumps extremely well when she has worked up speed for it - so, yeah, she can make it across gaps between buildings, but not as easily as I could help her do it. Since it's hard to work up a good speed on a tiny rooftop."Edited   2014-08-05 02:53 (UTC)


2014-08-05 02:53 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Huh, I don't think I've observed her gathering speed, just - being fast.  Too fast for me to notice subtleties of acceleration."

2014-08-05 02:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"There's gathering speed involved, but it's - kind of hard to see. In large spaces it's not an issue, but if it's a tiny spot she has to run in circles to get up to top speed. It's kind of adorable."

2014-08-05 02:57 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Changing directions doesn't eat up her momentum?"

2014-08-05 02:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"It sort of does? But it's better than not having any at all."

2014-08-05 02:59 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"...Now I'm imagining her running in a giant hamster wheel."

2014-08-05 03:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Adana giggles. "The ultimate power source."

2014-08-05 03:1 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Hook her up to the power grid and you're set for life if search-and-rescue or whatever doesn't pan out.  You're probably more efficient for electricity generation, though."

2014-08-05 03:1 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Hydroelectric power, creatively place portals, and gravity. I am really good at generating electricity."

2014-08-05 03:3 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"We are told, in science class, that in theory every bonus should come with a way to get free electricity, if only in a ludicrously stupid and low-yield way."

2014-08-05 03:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Mine isn't low-yield, I'm pretty happy about it. It's just - not a very efficient use of my portals for the long term. Like, if the power went out in a city and there was no electricity to be found, I can hook up something to generate power for a while, but then I'm basically useless except for that because I can't put portals elsewhere."

2014-08-05 03:8 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Yeah, same teacher said usually it wouldn't be worth it unless your power is literally 'charge batteries' or possibly 'shoot lightning'."

2014-08-05 03:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"I mean, maybe if I hated being a twin and wanted to go work in accounting it'd be okay, but - I do not actually want to go work in accounting."

2014-08-05 03:11 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Would accounting really be your first choice if you didn't want to do portaly things, though?  Be fair to the singlet job market here."

2014-08-05 03:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Probably not, maybe something in business, though. Take over the economy with the power of portals."

2014-08-05 03:13 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"You know what, I bet there exists some company that does private rapid or instant transit with twin powers for high prices, if we get uncreative."

2014-08-05 03:14 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Probably, yeah. And then there's the other obvious choice of, 'backup disaster relief' or something."

2014-08-05 03:19 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"Yeah, I'm going to make sure the Junebugs at least have my phone number in case."

2014-08-05 03:22 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"They already have mine and Savannah's. Because we'd be really good at evacuation."

2014-08-05 03:23 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Sensible.  I still have to be formally evaluated and rated.  Before they'll put me in the Junebug system, before Renée will let me visit Charlie by teleporting, etcetera."

2014-08-05 03:24 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




Adana nods. "Yeah - that part's a bit annoying, but I can understand why. Since it took me a while to figure out what my bonus was."

2014-08-05 03:28 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Well, that and if it turns out that I have a range limit they don't want to waste time calling me and find that out while there are people drowning off the coast of Alaska or something."

2014-08-05 03:29 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"That, too."

2014-08-05 03:29 (UTC)





Gemini

cassandra





point_b: k ~ moving target




The Swan girls have their evaluation appointment.  It is largely uneventful.  Alli splits and merges under various inoffensive conditions; Bella teleports to various other evaluation stations around the country and to one in a military base on the other side of the world (the evaluators call ahead about this) without incident.  They have already - well, Bella has already - determined all the interesting wrinkles of the Swan girls' powers, but it's nice to have them on paper.  They sign up for the Junebugs - the evaluator sniffs and says that it's the Gemini Guard, have some respect if you're going to join them! - with Bella as a solo bonus, junior grade, stratum 3 (she gets a badge and dog tags and a lollipop) and Alli as her optional/emergency support, junior grade, stratum 4 (she gets dog tags and a lollipop but no badge).

The evaluative office is crowded.  A bunch of twins got their bonuses over the weekend and piled up on the Monday appointment slots.  There's a pair where one can apparently conjure objects and the other wield telekinesis over them, juggling.  There's a cryokinetic and someone who seems to cling to arbitrary surfaces, the one making a little ice sculpture and the other sitting on the wall (Bella supposes he can probably cling to his brother's ice).  There's a set of triplets who don't seem to be doing anything, so she can hazard no guess as to what their powers are.  There's a girl weeping into her hands while her brother tries to soothe her; she's crying about fire, ash, devastation, the menace lurking under the ground, and Bella hopes that's an overreaction to some TV show.  But considering where she is -

"Er, what's her bonus?" Bella asks the brother.

"Not sure," he says.  "Besides really upsetting.  I just got a luck tweak, far as we can tell, dice and stuff..."

"So she doesn't pyro or -?"

"No, no, she's not dangerous," he assures Bella.  "Not so much as a wisp of smoke, I don't know what the problem is, bonuses are supposed to help."

"I hope the evaluators can figure it out," Bella says, disconcerted, and she and Alli go back to school.

Spanish class is the next one they can catch.

2014-08-04 21:9









blink_and: Next topic




A pair of familiar twins are there! Along with all of the other twins!

2014-08-05 04:33 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




Savannah has a magazine and is prodding her sister with it.

"C'mooon, you have to have an opinion," she whines.

2014-08-05 04:35 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Class is about to start. Really? Now?"

2014-08-05 04:35 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Opinion about what?"

2014-08-05 04:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Women."

2014-08-05 04:42 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Please? Please? Please? Pleeeeeease?"

2014-08-05 04:44 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Fine," sighs Adana. She takes the magazine, and looks over the lovely women inside critically.

"That one," she says, pointing, "is dreadfully skinny, I worry that she's having problems with anorexia. That one's smile looks painted on, it's kind of horrific and sad to look at. She," Adana points again, "would be much prettier if she wasn't wearing all of that make up and was less obviously photoshopped." There's a pause. "That one - is actually rather nice, she does charity work, I like her." Another pause. "Also she has pretty eyes. Happy?"Edited   2014-08-05 04:49 (UTC)


2014-08-05 04:48 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Yes!" says Savannah, brightly.

2014-08-05 04:50 (UTC)









alli_oop: g ~ count again




"Okay, the fact that she asked you makes me wonder if I'm the only straight person of the four of us, but the way you answered makes me not think that anymore?"

2014-08-05 04:51 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"... I... Genuinely can't tell if that was an observation or a question?"

2014-08-05 04:54 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Alli wants to know if you are straight, and if not, what kind," translates Bella.

2014-08-05 04:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Oh. Not straight. I'm - somewhat weird, it's sort of hard to explain."

2014-08-05 04:57 (UTC)









alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




"Well, now I'm really curious though."

2014-08-05 04:58 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Er, well. It sort of - just doesn't matter to me in the slightest if someone's male, female, secretly an alien from outer space, or - something."Edited   2014-08-05 05:02 (UTC)


2014-08-05 05:0 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"...Bisexual plus aliens?" says Alli.  "I did not learn a word for that in Your Sister Is Gay Better Learn Some Things 101."

2014-08-05 05:3 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana shrugs. "Like I said, I'm a bit weird. I'm not upset about my brand of weird, it's nice, I like it."

2014-08-05 05:9 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Well, if I encounter any cute aliens I will see if they want to give you their number."

2014-08-05 05:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




She snickers. "Thanks."

2014-08-05 05:11 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Do they have to be cute aliens or could they be weird bug aliens?" wonders Alli.

2014-08-05 05:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"I think I might draw the line at giant spiders," says Adana. "But if they are charming and funny weird bug aliens - it's probably fine."

2014-08-05 05:13 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Who do charity work?" inquires Bella.  "And do not rely too heavily on makeup?"

2014-08-05 05:14 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Yes. I mean, I can appreciate pretty aesthetics but it's really not a huge deal to me?"

2014-08-05 05:18 (UTC)









alli_oop: b ~ skip gym




"My date to the dance is really cute, and I think that is important," says Alli.  "Not the only important thing, but important, if I'm going to look at him much."

2014-08-05 05:21 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"It's nice, I suppose? But not really very important to me. It's more like a - bonus if it's present and if it's not I really don't care either way."

2014-08-05 05:23 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"You're not even going to the dance, right?"

2014-08-05 05:23 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"I think I'm going to get dragged along, date or not."

2014-08-05 05:27 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"You know me so well."

2014-08-05 05:27 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"But in point of fact it's a not, no bug aliens will accompany you?"

2014-08-05 05:28 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Yeah, I don't have a date for it," she shrugs. It doesn't seem to matter hugely to her.

2014-08-05 05:30 (UTC)









alli_oop: k ~ triangular




"Is this 'actually do not care, am actually not envisioning self as cat lady' nonchalance or 'pretending not to care because reasons' nonchalance?"

2014-08-05 05:31 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"First thing."

2014-08-05 05:32 (UTC)









alli_oop: f ~ wait and see




"Okay, good."

2014-08-05 05:33 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Spanish," Bella reminds them all.  "Ostensibly."

2014-08-05 05:33 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Spanish!"

And then, there is Spanish.

2014-08-05 05:34 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus








Bella and Alli are both in their pretty dresses and at the dance when it opens.  The portal taxi is not required, since Bella got the best bonus.  They stopped to pick up Alli's boy on the way.Edited   2014-08-05 05:42 (UTC)


2014-08-05 05:35 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Catch me if you can




Savannah and Adana are in their pretty dresses and arrive similarly. They go by portals, Savannah would like to keep her hair relatively untangled.

"Hey!" says the sister who is also Bella's date, zipping up to the Bella in question.Edited   2014-08-06 00:47 (UTC)


2014-08-06 00:47 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"Hi!  Shall we?"

2014-08-06 00:48 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Yes! We shall!"

2014-08-06 00:48 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




In they go!

"I'm excited about finally getting to dance but I don't actually know how."

2014-08-06 00:49 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




Savannah giggles. "It's pretty easy, but I can show you! Just follow my lead."

And then, she starts dancing.

2014-08-06 00:51 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




Bella does her best to imitate Savannah without outright mirroring!

2014-08-06 00:51 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




That works out reasonably well, and now Bella is dancing! Hurray, dancing.

2014-08-06 00:52 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




Whee!

Dancing is fun, but Savannah - as Bella had honestly begun to suspect as soon as five minutes after making her acquaintance - is not really the girl for her.  There will not be a second date or a goodnight kiss.

There will be dancing, though!  Lots of that.

2014-08-06 00:54 (UTC)









you_miss_it: All of the cute girls




Yeah, that's fine with Savannah. There are other fish in the sea, and other girls at this school. Loooots of other girls. But it's really kind of rude to go hit on them while at a dance with the girl she asked out, so she'll show some self control.

Dancing's fun, anyway. Wheee, dancing!

2014-08-06 01:2 (UTC)









alli_oop: a ~ do tricks




Alli, meanwhile, dances with her boy, duplicates so someone will dance with her boy's brother, drinks a lot of punch, and has a marvelous time.

2014-08-06 01:3 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




And when the time at which Renée expects her daughters home rolls around, Bella bids Savannah a polite but non-kissing goodbye and collects her sister(s) and teleports home, though not before waving at Adana where she's holding up the wall.

2014-08-06 01:4 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana is kind of wishing she brought a book, because public dances with people she doesn't know really isn't her thing. The wall gets a lot of support, from her, but she does dance a bit.

She waves back, amused.

Soon enough, she and her sister leave the dance, too, and all is well.

2014-08-06 01:55 (UTC)









point_b: o ~ if lost








When school has been in session for six weeks, it is canceled.

Indefinitely.

There are other things on everyone's mind.

The scientists' reports are less dramatic than the way the news gets passed around by word of mouth -

"YELLOWSTONE'S GOING TO BLOW," is the word on the street.

"THE WHOLE FUCKING MIDWEST IS GONNA BE POMPEII," is the elaboration.

The Junebugs call the Swan household.

Everyone with transport powers is supposed to relocate their essential possessions and family members - especially including nonperishable food and bottled water - to a safe zone, outside the borders of approximately the entire Lava Creek Tuff.  So that they won't be distracted by worrying about their families.  And then they are to report for evacuation assignments.

Bella goes and talks to Charlie.

And then she puts Renée and Alli and all of the canned goods and things in jars in the entire house, and half the contents of an already-looted supermarket, in Charlie's house, and then she calls the Sanderses.Edited   2014-08-06 02:03 (UTC)


2014-08-06 02:3 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




Adana is the one to answer. Savannah and her dad are rather busy packing things at super speed and trying to find a place for them to relocate to, respectively.

"Hello?" she asks, edge in her voice.

2014-08-06 18:49 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"You and Savannah and your dad can crash with my dad.  He's in Washington - state - outside the projected uninhabitable zone.  There'll be ashfall but it'll be livable.  It's a small house but we can squish."

2014-08-06 18:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"That - would be fantastic, thank you so much. Dad! Dad, Bella's offering us a place to stay - yeah. Hey, uh - Bella, can you teleport over here to bring me there so I can put a portal down there?"

2014-08-06 18:57 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"Yeah, be right over."  Bella puts down the phone and flickers over to the Sanders house and knocks.

2014-08-06 18:58 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




Savannah is the one to open the door.

"Uh, hey?"

2014-08-06 18:59 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"My dad says you and Adana and your dad can crash at his place like me and Alli and Renée.  I'm going to pop Adana up there so she can make a portal."

2014-08-06 19:0 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Oh! Thank you, that's - that's really nice of you and your dad. Adana's -"

2014-08-06 19:1 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"- Here," says Adana, stepping through a portal.

2014-08-06 19:2 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




And then Bella and Adana are standing in the living room of Charlie's house.

"Dad, I brought Adana, she's going to make a portal so they can bring the essentials over," Bella calls.  "Mom and Alli are still packing."

2014-08-06 19:4 (UTC)









sundayfish: (Default)




Charlie pokes his head in from the kitchen.  "Good to meet you, Adana, wish the circumstances were better.  Food stockpile's in the basement, I set up a tarp in the backyard to put other stuff under if there's no good spot for it in the house."

2014-08-06 19:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Good to meet you, too. And - yeah. Me too. I'll put the portal in the backyard, the house is probably going to be very busy."

She does this thing, and then says, "When we've got everything through I can do the same for your stuff, Savannah's -"Edited   2014-08-06 19:43 (UTC)


2014-08-06 19:42 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




Savannah zips through the portal, carrying a box of canned food. She drops it off just outside, and zips back to get more.

2014-08-06 19:44 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"- a speedster. So she can probably help with that, too."

2014-08-06 19:44 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"I was just going to nip all the boxes up here myself, but if Savannah wants to take over moving house I can - report to the Junebugs a little earlier, I guess."

2014-08-06 19:47 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana nods. "I - really want to go now, too, but I've - still got to keep these portals open and am pretty much useless to the Junebugs without them."

So she grabs one of the dropped off boxes and gets to depositing it, because that is the smart thing to do.

2014-08-06 19:49 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"Okay.  I'm gonna go - grab one of Alli and talk to the Junebugs.  Tell the other Alli if you want a ride to the office or anything comes up?"

2014-08-06 19:51 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Yeah. Thanks - and uh. Good luck."

2014-08-06 19:52 (UTC)









sundayfish: e ~ kid comes first




"Bells," murmurs Charlie, and he hugs Bella, before she goes.

2014-08-06 19:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




And then the Sanders get back to work moving. They finish pretty quickly, which makes sense, considering they only recently moved to Phoenix and Savannah has super-speed. Then, in the interest of fairness, Savannah zips over to Renee's house, Adana creates a portal from there to Charlie's house, and then they help them evacuate, too.

Adana and Savannah report to the Junebugs two hours later.

2014-08-06 20:7 (UTC)









alli_oop: (Default)




An Alli is there, apparently twining latitudes and longitudes to her sister off a piece of paper so that either the stationary Junebugs can update her on the fly or so Bella just doesn't need to engage her vision on anything other than orienting herself in each new environment.  The need for new instructions is intermittent enough that Alli says to the Sanders twins, "Hi."

2014-08-06 20:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Hi," says Adana, waving.

2014-08-06 20:20 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Hey," says Savannah, and then they both go to check themselves in to start doing things. They're pretty sure they will be really useful for evacuation, the both of them.

2014-08-06 20:22 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The receptionist, who looks exhausted and drawn but functional, ID's them, and directs them to collect Junebug jackets and hats so they'll look official to the panicked residents of places to-be-evacuated.  "Right then," she says, reading the synopses of their powers.  "Sanders, when Bella's done deploying standard National Guard to control rioting in to-be-evacuated civilian areas we'll call her back to put Savannah in -"  She taps her computer.  "Denver, and Adana in -" Tap tap.  "Juneau, until Juneau's full to bursting.  Savannah, you'll talk to the Guard deployed in the evacuating site and help them keep people organized and under control.  We cannot save everyone and we have to prioritize.  Our priorities are small children, their parents, gemini of any age, their immediate families, emergency personnel - your job isn't to sort these people, your job is not to argue with the senior Guard over their sortings.  Do not slow down the evacuation of Denver because you want to save different parts of Denver.  Is that understood?"

2014-08-06 20:39 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




Savannah takes a second to let this sink in, scowls, and then - she nods. Grudgingly.

2014-08-06 20:45 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana nods, too. "Understood," she says, hoarsely. 

2014-08-06 20:49 (UTC)









alli_oop: n ~ so very special




"Swan," the receptionist calls across the room to Alli.  "Report in."

"Bella," Alli says, "what's the story?  When you're done with this you're putting Savannah and Adana places -"  And then shortly afterward: "She's ninety percent done with this guard unit and thinks she can keep going for another six or seven hours before she has to break for food and coffee."

"And you?" asks the receptionist.

"I can go forever, other me's napping at home, we can converge and diverge when this one flags and Bella can just grab one again," says Alli in a small voice.  "I - I'm fine."

2014-08-06 20:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one






"Do you want a hug, Alli?" asks Adana, softly.

2014-08-06 20:56 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"Yeah.  Thanks."

Hug.

2014-08-06 20:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




Hug.

"Savannah's likely to need a huge amount of food in - three-ish hours if superspeed's necessary a lot. Should I try to find some while I'm in Juneau, or is that up to someone else?"

2014-08-06 21:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"The Guard offices are stocked," says the dispatcher.  "For now, anyway.  If there's anything to be had in Denver you can eat there, too - Juneau's supplies aren't going to blow in a few days, and as long as you can freely move around you shouldn't deplete them."

2014-08-06 21:10 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




And with that, Bella appears, Junebug-jacketed and stone-faced.  "Where am I putting them?" she asks the receptionist.

She gets intersections.  She takes a step in Savannah's direction and puts her down near a squad of National Guard, then without further ado flickers back to the office and takes Adana to Juneau's impromptu refugee center, and then disappears again.

2014-08-06 21:13 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana makes sure Savannah's in a good spot for a portal, and then - she opens one.

It's the largest one she's ever made. It's physically painful to open it, actually, but Adana doesn't care. And then she starts helping with the evacuation herself.Edited   2014-08-06 21:17 (UTC)


2014-08-06 21:16 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




When Juneau's refugee center can no longer accept new input, Bella appears and takes Adana to a center in Miami, and when that one's full too, Denver's output is redirected to an accommodating location in Mexico, after which she deposits Adana back at the center where Alli is sitting because Adana doesn't need to be present to keep the portals open and it is about time for someone to feed her.

2014-08-06 21:23 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




Yeah, Adana does need to be fed. Savannah has managed to scrounge up food (four times) in Denver, so she's reasonably okay for now. Adana sits with Alli and eats the provided food without even registering what it is.

2014-08-06 21:29 (UTC)









alli_oop: l ~ take turns




Alli is quiet except for when she passes on the receptionist's deployment instructions to Bella.  She's not eating, at least not here.

It sounds like Bella is very, very busy.

2014-08-06 21:31 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Adana's getting that feeling, too.

And then her food's gone and she asks very nicely if she can go back to manning her portals.

(It's about time to renew the latest one.)

2014-08-06 21:39 (UTC)









alli_oop: (Default)




Alli passes on the request.

2014-08-06 21:43 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




And Bella bounces Adana out again.

2014-08-06 21:44 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




Adana goes back to opening portals when brought places. 

Seven hours later, her sister asks for a break for a nap. Adana... Does not. She will be surviving off of coffee.

2014-08-06 21:48 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




Bella can put Savannah in Charlie's house.  She can have Charlie's bed, since he's not in it and there's a sleeping Alli in the other room.

Bella's not sleeping yet either.

2014-08-06 21:49 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Without Savannah, Adana needs to be brought to where the portal will be on both sides, but with Bella that's easy enough.

2014-08-06 21:53 (UTC)









point_b: o ~ if lost




Yup.

Bounce, bounce, vanish.  Reappear hours later to retrieve Adana from an overcrowded refugee center, put her in a different one, vanish again.

Denver gradually empties through the portal.

The Allis converge whenever the one helping Bella gets tired or hungry, diverge again at once, and leave one to stay rested and fed in Charlie's house while the other reads off latitudes and longitudes and notifies Bella whenever she needs to make a detour from her relentless flickering.

2014-08-06 21:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




Adana's forced to be a bit more passive, with her powerset, letting other people do a lot of the organization around them, but she's certainly not useless. She works to organize whatever overcrowded refugee center she's at, and helps relay instructions with other Junebugs when an opportunity arises for such.

2014-08-06 22:6 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




And there's plenty to organize.  Screaming stray children, people realizing they've forgotten their favorite possessions at home and wanting to clog the portal going back the other way for them, refugees who are thousands of miles away from their families and friends who arrived at the portal at different times, people who made the priority list because they came with five-year-olds or twins or firefighter training but who don't know whether their sisters or boyfriends or parents are going to make it before attention is redirected to another city.  They are loud, and upset, and unruly, and all talking over each other.

2014-08-06 22:11 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Well, Adana isn't particularly loud or unruly, but she is important because she's got the hat and jacket and she's the one making the portals, so - she can definitely throw her proverbial weight around a bit. But she's been here saving people for a very long time, so her patience is shot.

She starts giving people things to do, she asks someone to help return stray and screaming children to their parents. She finds someone to keep a list of all people with missing family members who are thousands of miles away, and the location they're at to coordinate with other places later. She wants to redirect their - panic and anger and fear at something constructive, something that will help save more people or fix broken families or various other things that need attention.
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point_b: o ~ if lost




The next time Bella shows up, she speaks instead of hurriedly dropping her off.

"Dispatcher's making me nap.  I - almost fell.  Do you want to be here or Charlie's house or the office?"
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blink_and: Spatial awareness




"... Office," rules Adana, after some thought. "Do you know if there are any other twins that can drop me off places to put portals?"

She's about to drop, too, but - she doesn't need to do as much. She is the one that makes portals, she doesn't need to do anything once the portals are made except stay awake.
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point_b: k ~ moving target




Bella puts her in the office.

"Don't know," she mumbles.  "Ask th' - the dispatcher."  And then she goes home, leaving an Alli staying put, presumably in case there's some extremely specific emergency and she has to reawaken Bella by twine.

The dispatcher (it's a different one, now) says, "It would probably be most efficient for you and Bella to sleep at the same time."Edited   2014-08-06 22:33 (UTC)
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blink_and: Freefall




"I don't need to do as much as - she does," insists Adana. "I can just be picked up and brought places to put portals, you do not need me to make complicated decisions or follow instructions correctly, you just need me awake."
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"I could call for another teleporter, but the more out of sync you get with Bella, the less time you spend awake while she is," says the dispatcher.  "If it was worth having you work together today it'll be worth it again tomorrow."
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blink_and: Spatial awareness







Adana closes her eyes and sighs. "Okay. Fine, I'll - find a spot to nap. Here in the office is fine? I don't want to dislodge the portal I have for as long as I can hold it."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Here's fine," agrees the dispatcher.  "There's cots in the back."
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blink_and: Twin pact




"Thanks," says Adana, and she goes there and flops onto a cot and desperately tries to hold onto consciousness. She manages it for about a minute and a half, and then she's out like a light.
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




point_b: n ~ healing




The remainder of the evacuation progresses.  They had some warning.  Enough warning to fill up every place that can take some people.  Enough warning for people to transfer their bank accounts to national branches and try to take the last pictures of this or that which will ever be taken and loot the hell out of every store in the blast zone.

They don't know exactly when it's going to blow.

As the uncertain time approaches the evacuators concentrate on places farther from Yellowstone itself: less Idaho, more Nebraskans who have been stuck in inescapable traffic trying to drive away.  Bella puts an Alli next to car jams and crosses her fingers as hard as she can that "one down" will just be like "converged" for Alli if something happens.  Alli makes everybody get out of their cars and line up and Bella puts them all one by one in Japan, because Japan is taking refugees today, apparently, whatever, Bella's job is not logistics on any high level, Bella's job is flicker flicker flicker flicker down the self-assembling line of people Alli commands into existence, she can do four people a second if she's really on and if that turns into three people a second it just means she needs to stop thinking and fucking teleport.

There's an earthquake.

It even shakes the ground as far away as Charlie's house, though only a little that far away, barely enough to knock badly shelved books onto the car.  Alli converges in alarm, the one of her standing on someone's car screaming at the lady to get her toddler out of the seat there's no time there's no time disappearing into her other self.

And then the center of the continent heaves itself up like a bursting boil, and Bella is standing in Japan, holding a two-year-old.  She puts the kid down and goes back for the mom because she can't leave a baby without his mom in Japan and she can't leave this screaming teenager to be crushed between quaking cars and she can't leave this oh god it's an entire fucking school bus how did she not see the school bus first thing -

When she's halfway through the school bus she tries to teleport back to the highway and she can't.

She can't hit a moving target.

She lands in the sky above where the school bus was and descends flicker by careful flicker and into it and it pitches onto its side and the kids are screaming and the bus driver is screaming and Bella is screaming and she grabs the nearest kid and takes them to Japan and does that six more times and then she lands in the sky again and there isn't any screaming anymore.

Bella goes home.

Alli finds that Bella's bleeding, and fixes her, hissing with sympathetic pain, and Bella flops onto her twin and sobs.Edited   2014-08-06 23:03 (UTC)
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blink_and: Bluescreen




Adana barely sleeps during the evacuation. She eats and drinks when handed food and while keeping portals open, and the bathroom is reserved for when she has nothing better to do. She organizes, she goes where told, and she opens portals. She does a bit of mental math, and then every time she opens a portal she tries just a little bit harder to get it open another inch. By day five, she's stubbornly clawed another foot and a half out of her portals, even though every time she opens one of those she collapses to the ground in a whimper. It doesn't matter, she'll recover, she'll be fine, she can't stand by and let these people die, a foot and a half means more people can get through at one time, you can stuff a hell of a lot of people through a portal if you try really hard. And they are trying really hard.

Savannah is a huge, huge help. She doesn't stay awake at the absurdly skimpy sleep schedule Adana and Bella keep up, and has to eat far more than both of them combined, but when she's awake and moving she moves fast and keeps people going where they need to go and helping her sister put portals in the right spots so that as many people as possible can get through portals.

Adana can only move one end of a portal, if she wants to. This becomes important when she hears her sister screech by twining, "Fuck, it's happening, Adana get me out of here!"

She obliges. Savannah speeds through, ash trailing behind and says, "Okay, close it, close it-"

This one, Adana does not do. Well, not until she's on the other side of it, anyway. Savannah's her anchor, Adana can make portals faster than Savannah can take people to them if she makes them small. If she makes them person sized, or family sized, rather than big enough for several cars. Her sister is screaming at her through twining, but she ignores it, she doesn't have time to listen, she is busy.

The world is shaking, and then there is heat and fire and ash and Adana doesn't care, Adana doesn't give a damn, what she cares about is portal, portal, portal, this person saved, that family through the portal, then close it immediately because there's a car sailing through the air right for it and she does not want to crush the poor souls on the other side of the portal. A chunk of debris, some rubble - heading for a car that's still got people in it, a cute little family of four - she sends it flying the other direction with a set of portals, and then scoops them up into a portal when they're all out of the car -

- And then the ground rumbles again and she's sent flying and she doesn't even bother to scream, all she's thinking about is portals, portals, portals - she catches herself with a portal and sends herself flying at some pour soul whose leg is under a car. She slams into the car, winces in pain, and then goes back to thinking about portals. A portal under him too small for the car to fit through, send him back to Savannah but not squished. Next person, next person, there's still some ground to stand on, she doesn't need to leave yet. She can grab that preschooler over there but she has to pick her up and put her through because she can't just throw a preschooler through.

A hand grabs her arm through the portal when she's depositing the kid. The hand yanks her through. The hand belongs to her sister.

"Wait, no, Savannah, put me back, there's still time, there's still people, let me go -"

"Fuck no. Close the portal, we're out of time."

"No," whimpers Adana, sobbing, but her sister's grip is a vice and she can't scramble back through to put down more portals and then there is another chunk of debris coming and she has to close the portal or the people here will get hurt.

And then, because getting back there in any reasonable amount of time is impossible, she collapses to the ground and finally, finally lets herself cry.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




The dispatchers are much too busy to address the sobbing twins right away, but after a while:

"I can call Bella to tell her to come get you and bring you to wherever you're staying," one says to the Sanders girls.
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blink_and: Not in sight




Adana nods, numb, wiping away her tears. "I'll - later, you'll come get me when you need me, right? There are - families are separated, I can put them back easily."Edited   2014-08-07 00:23 (UTC)
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"Sorting out who's wound up where can be done by people who haven't been awake five hours of six for the last week," says the dispatcher, "and yes, we can call you once we know who needs to be moved where from the refuges."
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blink_and: Quiet one




Another nod. "Thank you."
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you_miss_it: Bad plan




"C'mon," says Savannah, and she carefully supports a somewhat wobbly Adana. She's pretty sure her sister didn't even notice being healed, but - that's fine, as long as she's okay that's what matters.
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point_b: j ~ sense of place




The dispatcher calls Bella.

Bella comes in and transports Adana to Charlie's house.
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blink_and: Twin pact




Adana puts a portal down by Savannah and by where she is, and Savannah comes through.

Then she closes the portals, and is scooped up by her dad in a hug.
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point_b: m ~ stupid pact




Bella goes back to sitting on the couch with Alli.

"Now that we're going to probably... sleep more... we should probably get air mattresses or something," she murmurs.  "And decide who's in what room besides based on what beds are unoccupied..."
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you_miss_it: Always with the rules




"Yeah," agrees Savannah. "Did we grab air mattresses? I don't remember if we grabbed air mattresses..."
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steppingup: (Default)




"Two. We didn't have any more."
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you_miss_it: Twined




"Meh. I can sleep on the floor, I don't give a damn."

Because she wants her sister to sleep in a bed right now, and if that means 'Savannah sleeps on the floor' that's okay with her.
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kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"As long as we're short on space I can go back to sleeping in the queen bed," Renée says.  "And then there's our girls in their room, me and Charlie in the master, and air mattresses and the couch for three more."
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"Sure. Thanks, Renée."
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point_b: j ~ sense of place




"Where should the air mattresses go?" asks Bella.  "Options seem to be any combination of this room, our room, and the master bedroom."
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blink_and: Freefall




"How much space is free in - all of those rooms?"
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point_b: i ~ scoping




"You could probably fit them both in the master bedroom, or in the living room if the coffee table was moved, and one of them on our floor or in the living room without moving the coffee table."
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steppingup: Hokey magic




"I don't know how long we expect to stay, but it seems best if we're not - constantly in the way of everything."
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kindestgarden: n ~ sometimes it's hard




"Master bedroom it is."
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sundayfish: (Default)




"Hard to say this early how easy it'll be to find another place to be," Charlie says.  "Not going to turn you out, though."
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steppingup: You're my kid




"Thanks. That's very kind of you."
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




Charlie shrugs.
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kindestgarden: o ~ not everything




"I'm - I think I'll go make brownies.  Even if it's going to get hard to buy food the eggs will go off whether we hoard them or not," says Renée.
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you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Ooo. Brownies! I love brownies, you're the best."
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kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"Thank you."
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alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




"At some point we probably have to start going to the nearest Gemini school, don't we?  Would that be Port Angeles?"
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point_b: j ~ sense of place




"At some point.  If they don't give us a-at least a week then - then I'm giving me a week, anyway, but at some point yeah."
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blink_and: Quiet one




"I think they're going to give us more than a week," says Adana, softly. "If for no other reason than for the - people in school who lost family members."
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point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"They'd better.  I'm - Alli, twine me when brownies are ready, I'm going to go - for a - run.  I've barely taken a step all week."

And she lets herself out the front door.
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blink_and: Twin pact




"I'm going to go sleep. Is the couch fine? I don't - want to deal with setting up the air mattress."
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sundayfish: j ~ singly




"Couch is fine."
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blink_and: Bluescreen




"Thanks," she says.

And then she flops on the couch and sleeps, and tries very hard not to think about the people she couldn't save.
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alli_oop: g ~ count again




Alli goes up to her room.
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point_b: j ~ sense of place




Bella comes back before the brownies are out of the oven and flops into a chair, softly out of regard for Adana's snoozing.
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blink_and: Twin pact




She is probably not going to wake up for a very long time. So it's okay.
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you_miss_it: Always with the rules




Savannah's up and about, though. She's not zipping around, though, she's a bit more sedate. She is looking at her sleeping twin, silently.
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point_b: k ~ moving target




Brownies.  The occupants of the house can between them easily eat the entire pan less one saved for Adana for later.  Bella goes to sleep too after she's had hers.

There's a call to the house the next morning from the Seattle Gemini school - it turns out Port Angeles does not have its own.  They talk to Charlie, who confirms their report from the Junebugs about the Sanders crashing with him, and say that school will go back in session after what would ordinarily be the Christmas vacation and not before.  The kids are encouraged to study on their own until then.  When school starts again all four of them will have medals from the Gemini Guard waiting for them and there's going to be some kind of ceremony about it.

Charlie writes down all of this information and leaves it by the phone for people to read at their convenience.
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you_miss_it: Right into a wall




Savannah is pretty damn pleased that they're getting medals. She thinks that they kind of deserve more, though. A medal's nice and all, but Adana - and possibly Bella, Savannah's not sure - nearly died. What's a hunk of metal in comparison to that?

(She wonders, if Adana had died, if Savannah's only consolation would be a hunk of metal. If so, she thinks she'd leave the country. And possibly throw herself into the ocean.)Edited   2014-08-07 02:00 (UTC)
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blink_and: (Default)




Adana is a bit more sedate. She doesn't feel anything in particular about the medal. Just - sorry that she didn't manage to save more.

(She's done math, over how many people she saved. It's somewhere near three million, she thinks. Probably more, she's rounding down.)
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point_b: o ~ if lost




(Bella's done math, too, and her total's about half that, and she could have been faster -)

Forks is more crowded than usual.  A lot of families have people of their acquaintance one way or another staying with them, who managed to drive or fly or already be out of the danger zone when the news came.

There's ash falling, but everyone here owns an umbrella already.  People bring in their produce gardens early and learn to can and pickle things.  The stores are picked over, but they're open, for now.

There's ash in the sky and the sun is blocked even more than usual and it snows gray snow.

Bella runs her errands in Canada sometimes.  If it gets bad in Canada she'll do the grocery shopping in Bangladesh, whatever, they're going to be fine, but she could have been faster -Edited   2014-08-07 03:58 (UTC)
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point_b: k ~ moving target




There's more evac work to do, but it's slower going - no more easily drained population centers with functioning phones and internet, and fewer places to put the people.  Eventually the last places that were willing to take evacuees fill up and close and they have nothing else to do.

A little while after that, things at the Junebug offices calm down enough that they're willing to make calls that say things like:

"Are you willing to give an interview for the Associated Press on your contribution to the evacuation efforts?"

Bella says she will if they want, if it won't take too long, and if they'll give her lunch.  Alli agrees under similar conditions.

They're minors, so they're supposed to go by code names for limited identity protection.  (Adults sometimes have these too, but it's required for anyone still in school.)  Apparently somebody in the Junebug offices has suggested "Flicker" for Bella, which she accepts.  Alli thinks on it with Bella's help and two of her own brains for an hour before settling on "Verge".

Their interviews, Alli followed by Bella - Verge followed by Flicker - are only a few minutes long each.  Alli smiles at the interviewer and says that mostly she was just helping her sister and that she's really glad she had a chance to do something about Yellowstone and that she's really impressed with all the scientists who gave them warning and that she's glad she had the chance to move in with her dad since her home was within the danger zone.

Bella's is a little different.

"Flicker," says the interviewer, "you're thirty-second out of all the Junebug evacuators in estimated lives saved.  You're going to get a medal when school starts up again in the spring term.  Are you proud of yourself?"

"I suppose abstractly I could be," says - Flicker.  "But I'm really not.  It's not about my place in the ranking, per se - I don't think I could have cleared Sweep's number even if I'd been perfect.  But I don't think very much about how good I was, I think about the moments I was distracted or tired or hungry and I slowed down just that little bit.  When I was perfect and everything was lined up by the National Guard or other Junebugs, I could do four people a second.  I don't know exactly how many I lost the chance to teleport to safety from stopping to catch my breath, or roll over after I woke up from an enforced sleep break, but - it was more than a few."

"Still, you did more than a million other participating twins."

"I didn't do it by being clever or brave, I did it by having a good bonus and concentrating, and I didn't do as well as I would have liked at the concentrating."

The interviewer changes the subject.  "What are you and Verge doing now?"

"I think she mentioned we're living in our dad's house, outside the tuff area.  It's ashy but livable, sort of - I've been doing the grocery shopping in other countries."

The reporter nods sympathetically.  "How did you feel when you were teleporting people?"

"I avoided doing too much of that, really, it would have slowed me down - I had to focus on places and targets and not having emotional reactions.  When I had any it just made me concentrate on being faster, because for every person I happened to get a good look at, there were millions who just weren't standing in the right place and didn't deserve help any less."  She swallows.  "Now that there's nowhere else to put anyone and nothing else for me to do I mostly think about the school bus that got swallowed up in the quake when it first hit.  I didn't get everybody out."

"Do you think," says the interviewer, "that it was wrong to put a child of your age in that position?"

"Absolutely not," snaps Flicker.  "Even if I couldn't deal, even if I were going to spend the rest of my life crying in a corner - and I'm not, I'm holding up - but even if that were going to happen, I saved one and a half million people.  Sparing me would've been literally throwing every one of those people into the fire.  One and a half million isn't my algebra homework, it's lives.  Even if I were going to spend the rest of mine crying in a corner, one and a half million people get to have lives at all because the Junebugs didn't have qualms about child labor laws when Yellowstone rumbled.  I wouldn't hesitate to make the same call if it were up to me."

"Do you have anything you'd like to say to the people you saved, Flicker?"

"I'd rather they didn't think of me at all.  I wish they hadn't needed me, and now that they're done needing me they should go back to living like they appeared in Japan or wherever I put them by autonomous magic.  They don't owe me anything, even listening to whether I think they do or not."

The interview ends there.
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blink_and: Quiet one




Adana watches the interview, because she suspects she is going to be asked to give a similar one, later. Then 'Flicker' starts talking.

Her head has a very brief, non-functioning moment. Well. It's not very brief at all, really. It's probably a good thing that her non-functioning face is exactly the same as her usual face, because otherwise, she would probably be in a bit of trouble. Or, at least, in a heap of embarrassment. Because Bella's replies were, quite possibly, the best fucking summary of Adana's feelings on the entire matter. Except for one, tiny, minuscule little detail.

Bella has damn good reasons to be proud of herself. 

Adana is sort of bewildered by how fierce and determined that opinion comes out. She is even more surprised by the opinion that she should also find Bella and kiss her. That's - that's new. Or maybe it isn't, maybe she was just so busy because of evacuation and guilt and living in a house with six other people that she didn't think about any of her opinions of kissing one of those other six members of the household. 

The one that went on a date with her sister.

... Right. Let's just - take those feelings and ignore them. For possibly forever. And ever. And then, maybe when the stars burn out, she'll mumble to her shoes that she has a crush on Bella. Once.Edited   2014-09-10 01:02 (UTC)
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point_b: j ~ sense of place




Adana and Savannah are asked for interviews.  (Bella gives them a lift to the news station.)  Adana's suggested nickname from the Junebugs is "Conduit".  Savannah is given a list of speedster names that are already taken and invited to pick anything that isn't there already.
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you_miss_it: Bad plan




Her sister takes the suggested nickname, but Savannah has a bit more trouble.

"All of the good ones are taken!" she complains. "Like, what, am I going to become 'Zipper'? Fuck that shit, I do not belong on a jacket."
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blink_and: Watch her go




"I'm pretty sure you can be literally anything, as long as you're okay with being known by it. It doesn't have to have anything to do with being a speedster."
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you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Pfff. Wonder if they'll know me as 'that kid that's on a permanent sugar rush.'" She pauses, and then checks the list. "... Rush is not taken. Rush is not taken. Actually, no, correction, it's taken, by me. Mine."Edited   2014-09-10 01:13 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Rush gets interviewed first.  There is liberal use of the censor button in the aired version.

Then it's Conduit's turn.

"Hello, Conduit.  With an estimated three million people evacuated through your portals, you're seventh in the rankings of lives saved.  The top officials of the Junebugs are on record as saying that once they have any non-emergency funds on hand you and others with similar accomplishments are due bonuses, and in the near future you'll be getting a medal when school starts again.  Could you tell us how you feel about that?"
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blink_and: Not in sight




"Uh - I don't really have an opinion on the medal," says Conduit, awkwardly. "And the money - I'm - I think when there's a large-scale disaster it's not - I don't need to be paid any sort of bonus. It should probably go to working on recovering, especially for farmland, that's - some people lost their livelihoods, I'm a twin with a really useful power, I can just make money with powering a hydroelectric generator or something."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"That's very altruistic of you," remarks the interviewer.
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blink_and: Spatial awareness




"It's really not, it's practical, there are - my entire family is fine, my friends are fine, and we're not having any sort of - money issues or anything. Other people are not that lucky, so it should - really, really go to them first, money's nothing in comparison to a - to what people have to deal with after the eruption, but - it can seriously help. And it would be statistically more helpful to them over me. That's not altruism, that's pragmatism. Large-scaled pragmatism, but - you get what I mean. Right?"
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The interviewer nods, sympathetic if not exactly understanding.  "You're staying with Flicker and Verge's family, I understand.  You and Flicker worked closely together during the evacuation, would you tell us about that?"
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blink_and: (Default)




"Er. I need to see or be near where I'm making portals, or have my twin be on the other side of one, so - obvious problem there. Flicker can go anywhere on the planet, and can take a passenger, so - she would drop me off where the portals needed to be and I'd make them."
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"Junebug officials have said that you pushed your portal size farther than your ratings suggest you ought to be able to."
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blink_and: Twin pact







"I really wanted them to be as large as possible and was kind of - stubborn. About it."
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"While you were holding static portals open what did you do?"
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blink_and: Freefall




"Tried to organize, mostly. People missing family members, everyone scared and wanting to go back because they left something important in their home or wanting to find their friend or - it was - there was organizing that needed to be done. And I was free, because I was keeping the portals open, and people were inclined to listen to me because of the uniform and the bonus, so. It seemed kind of obvious what to do."
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"How do you feel about having done so much at your age?"
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blink_and: Bluescreen




"I - am - when you say it's 'so much' I - it wasn't enough. I could have probably worked another half a foot out of my portals if I'd tried harder, probably could have had my portals up and going faster if I'd have packed essentials faster, and - that's just - I just got lucky. If I'd gotten really lucky and had a - volcano bonus or something that let me stop it, before people died, then it would be enough." Pause. "I do not have a volcano bonus. It wasn't enough."

2014-09-10 03:2 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"But it was a lot of people.  Do you have anything you'd like to say to them, Conduit?"

2014-09-10 03:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"I'm - not - I'm not marginalizing them," says Conduit. "This isn't - I'm - ..." Pause. "I'm sorry. That I couldn't save everyone. I - tried."Edited   2014-09-10 03:08 (UTC)


2014-09-10 03:6 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




And with that the interview ends.  Flicker's waiting behind the set to take her home.

"You did good," she murmurs.

2014-09-10 03:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




Hey, crush? The one that she is not supposed to talk about? Stay in your corner. Don't come out. No, not even now.

"So did you," she says, anyway.

2014-09-10 03:11 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Thanks.  I can't stand how I sound outside my head, but I'll take your word for it that not everybody is focused on my dorky voice."

2014-09-10 03:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"You don't sound dorky," assures Adana. "Really. I like your voice."

2014-09-10 03:17 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"You do?"

2014-09-10 03:18 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"I - um. Wouldn't have said it if I didn't, I am a terrible liar."

2014-09-10 03:19 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I didn't think you were lying - I'm just surprised."Edited   2014-09-10 03:20 (UTC)


2014-09-10 03:19 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




She is so bad at this. So bad.

"And honestly, I'm pretty sure the television just - screws up everyone's voice a bit. So, it's not too accurate of a gauge. More accurate than naturally hearing yourself, but - not -" She coughs. "Accurate, accurate."

2014-09-10 03:24 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I dunno, Alli sounded normal when hers aired."  Bella shifts her weight.  "Uh, do you want to go straight home or - we could get lunch?  I was in Italy yesterday and there's - I did a favor for a - I mean there's - d'you want to go out with me?"

2014-09-10 03:25 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact







Adana makes a squeaky sound as she clamps down on her unthinking 'Yes.'

"Um," she says, instead, when she's managed to shove it back into the corner where it came from. "I - you - went on a date with my sister...?"

That sounds like a question. Why does that sound like a question.

2014-09-10 03:42 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Yeah?  That was a while ago and it turned out all we have in common is being lesbians.  I'm not her girlfriend."

2014-09-10 03:42 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Yes, I - I know, but I - it - I'm. It would - things would be - you went on a date with my sister."

2014-09-10 03:48 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"One time, I didn't even kiss her, I just wanted to dance - what's the matter?"

2014-09-10 03:49 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"There's a - my sister and I have a - thing. We don't ever want to get into a - a thing with a love triangle where both of us are members, because it would be - a - the biggest mess and we're - it's. Um. That?"

2014-09-10 03:52 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth






"But there is no love triangle.  I am barely even friends with Savannah and I'm pretty sure she'd be really bad at hiding it if she were nursing a crush on me, am I wrong?  Look, if you just don't like me like that you can say so."

2014-09-10 03:53 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"You're - not wrong, she's not subtle," admits Adana, a little desperately. "And - I'm - that's not what I - that's. I. Do."

2014-09-10 03:55 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude






"So, cute Italian café?"

2014-09-10 03:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"I - but." And then she makes a little whining sound.

2014-09-10 04:0 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




"She didn't put a flag in me - if you like me then -" says Bella, frustrated.

2014-09-10 04:1 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"I do!" assures Adana. "And I'm - no she didn't - there's no - flags are not involved, here, I - but it would - I would have been lying to my sister."

2014-09-10 04:5 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




Bella droops.  She shrugs, halfheartedly, and teleports them both to the front hall of the house and then vanishes.  There is a flumph noise from her and Alli's room.

2014-09-10 04:6 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




Adana makes a little - pathetic sound. In her throat.

She didn't even get to - apologize or...

Right then. She is - going to find a place to curl up. Outside. In the ashy grey snow. And possibly cry.

2014-09-10 04:8 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




And Bella mopes.

(Alli is hiking in Ireland and will twine her when she wants a ride home.)

2014-09-10 04:10 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules







"Heeey, Bella, do you have my - hoooly shit who kicked and mutilated your puppy?"

Oh, look, Savannah. She is here. Having wandered by. Looking for - something. That is apparently not important anymore.

2014-09-10 04:12 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"I don't have a puppy," says Bella, rolling over.  "I am just not widely experienced in being turned down for dates.  What is it you need?"

2014-09-10 04:13 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Bad plan




"Nothing, don't worry about it. Uh. Do you want to - talk about it? Or have me make a face at someone in -"

She pauses. She peers at Bella.

".... Hooooly shit it's my sister. Right? She's being stupid. Is she? Am I wrong?"

2014-09-10 04:15 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




Bella throws Savannah an irritated glance.  "Apparently you wrote your initials on my forehead and I didn't get the memo."

2014-09-10 04:16 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Do the portal thing







"And she likes you back, fuck, hoooly fuck, okay, okay, uh - didn't, first off, your forehead's unmolested and shit. And she's - being super stupid. Um. Do - you're an explanations person, right? You like explanations? Do you want one, or do you want me to sit down and unfuck Adana's head for her and then shove her in your direction after with her head nice and unfucked, or like - drop it and never talk about it again, or... Or what?"

2014-09-10 04:20 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"I would love an explanation."

2014-09-10 04:21 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Okay, can do. First off - twin thing, she doesn't say anything about it, because she's Adana and often doesn't know how to fucking talk, but it sort of bothers her how we are taken in pairs. Like, we are the Sanders twins, not, Adana and Savannah Sanders, who happen to be twins. That bugs her, she's cool with being my twin, but the - taken in pairs thing bugs her. Second thing. Surprise, I am not monogamous. Or monoamorous. Or - whatever. You get the idea. So, sharing, I don't give a fuck. Like, literally, no fucks given, except for like - mechanics of safety and not being a bitch to whoever I'm with and lying to them or putting them at risk for any sort of shit without their - anyway. Yes. That. I am that. Adana, is not. Third, the big one. We are - well, twins. Irreplaceable to each other, and I know you're like, 'Yeah, duh' but it's not - there was a - before dad got us, when we were with mom, that was it. It was us. And anything, anything ever fucking that shit up, that was terrifying. That's the shit nightmares are made of, when you've got one tiny little lifeline in a storm and it's the only fucking thing keeping you sane, and you're clinging to it with all of your might. Right? Make sense? Okay, good, 'cause I need that.

"So this all probably sounds like a huge fucking tangent and you're like, 'But Savannah, none of this makes any fucking sense or is connected to the other parts you're talking about!' Don't worry, it does. I think. Whatever, I'm trying here. So - she very much doesn't want to have - people think, that because we are twins, she is definitely going to be buddy-buddy with all of the wonderful, glorious things I get up to. She's fine with like, me doing it, but wants exactly zero part of it and will not be pleased if people think it's okay. So she got all observant and was like, 'There is a potential problem here that could spiral really, really badly,' and I believed her, 'cause, sister. She's the smart one. Pretty sure she was right, too, because of her bouts of weirdness, but - not important. So, our solution - we would not mess with each other's - whatever. Romantic whatever. Right? Like the bro code, but with tits and sisters. Enforcing the 'we are definitely not the same person' thing, romantically, because some of the people I'm interested in would take one look at her and be like, 'Hottie, let's fuck her!' Mostly for her benefit, but she's abiding by it too, because she's Adana and is like, 'Fairness! Equality! Kittens for all!'

"Except. She, she is doing the thing where she's like, 'I said I would do this so I need to do this!' and she's - she forgot the why. Like, this is not why we did that shit, I do not fucking own you because we went to a dance, once, and had zero chemistry, that is grade A bonkers. When I said I was going to go unfuck her head, that is what would happen, I'd be like, 'No, you are not forced into the proverbial decision of 'me vs. Bella,' calm down, you can have both.' And probably explain it slowly and pat her head and give her cookies and tell her the world is not as scary as she thinks it is sometimes."

2014-09-10 04:53 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth






"I... think I follow?  Maybe go unscramble Adana and I'll ask her for a - paraphrase."

2014-09-10 04:55 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"All-righty. It might take a bit, 'cause I didn't catch this early and she's probably scrambled a bit more now because you are miserable and that will make her miserable. So, questions before I go?"

2014-09-10 04:57 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I think I'll wait.  But - thanks."

2014-09-10 04:58 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




"Yup. And - uh. Sorry I didn't catch this early. I thought she was getting better about this shit. Little baby bird hopping out of the nest and - that fuckery. Anyway. Going to go unscramble my sister, woooo!"

2014-09-10 05:0 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Thanks," repeats Bella.

2014-09-10 05:2 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




And off Savannah goes. She twines her sister.

"Hey, you. No, don't even try it, I already know all of everything. Put a portal up, come here, we're getting - damn, we can't get icecream, uh - want to share some ramen?"

2014-09-10 05:4 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness








"Okay," murmurs Adana, and - portal, and in comes a cold, slightly sooty sister. "Ramen. Ramen works."

2014-09-10 05:6 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




"Cool."

And then, shortly, there is ramen. Also some blankets, Adana's kind of - freezing cold because of the extreme temperatures caused by the eruption. 

When ramen has been had and the offending sister is warmed up under sufficient blankets: "So. Bella."

2014-09-10 05:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact







"Bella," she agrees.

2014-09-10 05:12 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"No, don't you do that thing. Stop it. Right now. The other thing, too, you're not allowed to start that one."

2014-09-10 05:13 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Which things...?"

2014-09-10 05:14 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"You were going to clam up and not be talkative and mope about it for weeks instead of doing anything about it. And then, after I told you that I'm totally fine with you going after Bella, you were going to do the thing where you were like, 'But no! I've ruined my single chance forever, it's not like we can ever do anything ever again, or - god forbid - I go talk to her!'"Edited   2014-09-10 05:17 (UTC)


2014-09-10 05:17 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Oh. Those things."

2014-09-10 05:18 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




Savannah makes a great show of clearing her throat and looking at Adana expectantly. She makes a 'go on' motion with her hand.

2014-09-10 05:18 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Right, uh - I'm. The biggest idiot? Of all time?"

2014-09-10 05:21 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Nah, that's the poor bastard that fucked our mom."

2014-09-10 05:22 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




That causes Adana to giggle, just a bit.

"How - comforting."Edited   2014-09-10 05:44 (UTC)


2014-09-10 05:24 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Don't need to slow down




"Yeah. Now, seriously. You like Bella, right?"

2014-09-10 05:47 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




Squirm. "Yes," admits Adana to her shoes. Hey, some star, somewhere, has probably burned out. Maybe.

2014-09-10 05:47 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"And! Am I dating her?"

2014-09-10 05:48 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"... No."

2014-09-10 05:49 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"Mhmmm. And, did we have any chemistry or like, actually do anything that was not, go to the dance together and not have chemistry?"

2014-09-10 05:52 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"You got her a flower."

2014-09-10 05:53 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




"Oh my god. One flower. Stop everything, I hear wedding bells, we must run away into the night together."

2014-09-10 05:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic







"Okay, it's a little ridiculous when you put it like that..."

2014-09-10 05:55 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"A bit, yeah. And! Wow, really, you turned her down without like - asking if I'd absolve you of your self-inflicted duty?"Edited   2014-09-10 05:58 (UTC)


2014-09-10 05:58 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Well. I - didn't - it - there was..."

2014-09-10 05:59 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined






2014-09-10 05:59 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)






"Sort of."
Edited   2014-09-10 06:06 (UTC)


2014-09-10 06:5 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Always with the rules




"Okay, well. I've got zero interest in her, romantically, and I don't like being apparently responsible for two people that I like being miserable."

2014-09-10 06:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"I - that. Yeah. I'm - I am the second biggest idiot. Sorry."

2014-09-10 06:13 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"So, no, please don't play the 'I need to keep that sacred, sanctified oath I swore when I was eleven' card. Go be happy."

2014-09-10 06:15 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"I'm - not sure she wants anything to do with me, now."

2014-09-10 06:15 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Do the portal thing




"Tsk! No! No, I said at the beginning of the conversation, don't do that other thing, and here it is, now stop it. Go apologize, and ask her out."

2014-09-10 06:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Wh- right now?"

2014-09-10 06:18 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you






2014-09-10 06:19 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall








"Going."

Up she goes, and - off to find Bella. Her room's probably a good bet.

2014-09-10 06:20 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




Bella is still flomped on the bottom bunk, now with added book.

She smiles tentatively at Adana.

"Um, hi."

2014-09-10 06:21 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Hi. Um. I - talked to Savannah." Awkward pause. "I'm - sorry, I was being stupid."

2014-09-10 06:21 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"She explained what was going on in your head as far as she knew," says Bella.

2014-09-10 06:22 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Aheh. Do - should I explain? It - seems kind of stupid now, honestly, but I can."

2014-09-10 06:23 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I think I might benefit from a non-Savannah description, but you can skip it if you want."

2014-09-10 06:23 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"In - summary? I was keeping myself to an absurd standard set when I was eleven. And - didn't think things through as well."

2014-09-10 06:25 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics






"So, that's... cleared up now?"

2014-09-10 06:25 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"Yes. Sorry. We can - um. If you want, I'm fine with the little restaurant - er. I'll - really understand if you don't want to, because I was - being - I was stupid and I'm sorry."Edited   2014-09-10 06:27 (UTC)


2014-09-10 06:26 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping






"I... still like you but I am kind of hearing 'my dumb reason for not dating you is gone and therefore it follows directly that I have to'?"

2014-09-10 06:28 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"What? What, no, that's not true at all, I want to - go on a date with you, I'm just - I - you - I would totally understand if you're upset with me for being dumb?"

2014-09-10 06:29 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)






"Is it going to totally wreck the date if we finish this topic of conversation at the cute Italian café, because I'm hungry and they close soon due to time zones?"

2014-09-10 06:30 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"No. We can definitely have the conversation at the cute Italian café."

2014-09-10 06:31 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Okay."  Bella gets up, and smiles shyly, and holds out her hand.

2014-09-10 06:32 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




And Adana takes it, smiling back.

2014-09-10 06:33 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




point_b: h ~ relative to earth




And here is a cute little Italian café in which it is past sundown and apparently the owner owes Bella a favor for something, because they are sat and offered menus without having to speak any Italian (although they will have to attempt to read it if they want to get non-surprise food).

"So I'm not so much upset directly at the thing as I am at the fact that I could not, like - jostle you loose even to the point of asking Savannah about it.  Like, I appreciate that you took maybe fifteen minutes to jostle, but I wish I could've done it."

2014-09-10 06:41 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"I - sorry. I'm not used to people that aren't my dad or my sister 'jostling' me. I was - stuck on freaking out and not thinking about - what my sister's opinion of things would be or possible solutions or anything."Edited   2014-09-10 23:25 (UTC)


2014-09-10 23:25 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"It's okay.  I just wanted to be clear since you asked."

2014-09-10 23:27 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Thanks. It - shouldn't happen again. If it does, just - throw my sister at me."

2014-09-10 23:31 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Will do.  Anyway, apparently we're minorly famous even overseas?  Somebody who knows the person who owns this place asked me for a teleport, I've been doing little nonemergency work because who knows if the economy's going to crash harder than it already has after a while with screwed-up weather - and I'd like to have a customer base by then, so - anyway I can eat here whenever I want and bring people."

2014-09-10 23:33 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"... I am sort of weirded out by being minorly famous, but - that's clever. I've been mostly doing emergency work and transportation - I'm pretty sure the Junebugs are going to have me making portals for trucks to drive through any week now, for imports."

2014-09-10 23:37 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"I just don't scale as well as you do.  Can you fit trucks comfortably?  I don't remember what radius you got up to - not up to container ship levels, I guess?"

2014-09-10 23:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"I can fit most trucks, now, but I'm not up to container ship levels. Maybe if I work at it some more. But I don't think I can manage it."

She does not seem to find this concept at all appealing. She isn't a masochist. Just because she will and has forced them open further, doesn't mean she's going to do it all the time just for kicks.

2014-09-10 23:45 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Don't hurt yourself."

2014-09-10 23:45 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Yeah, I wasn't really - chomping at the bit to work another foot out of my portals. Honestly, I don't think I'll try it again unless there's another crisis."

2014-09-10 23:47 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"You know what is about the size of a truck and maybe worth looking into?  Trains.  If you line up the portals just right.  There's train tracks lots of places, and most of the cross-continental routes are completely wrecked."Edited   2014-09-10 23:48 (UTC)


2014-09-10 23:48 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin








"Ooooo. I need to do that, that's a really good idea."

2014-09-10 23:52 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




Bella beams.

2014-09-10 23:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Adana grins back. "The offer for teaming up with me's still open, by the way. We make a really good team."

2014-09-10 23:56 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"I'll drop you anyplace you need to be," Bella agrees.

2014-09-10 23:58 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"And I will help you with transporting large groups of passengers," agrees Adana.

2014-09-11 00:0 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"I can offer bulk rates."

2014-09-11 00:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"You can! It'll be great."

2014-09-11 00:12 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"How many people do you think need to be going to the same place from the same origin point before it's worth calling you in?"

2014-09-11 00:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Uhh.... Hm. You can do four people a second on a good day, right? Probably enough to make up for the time that it would take to get me, then. But I'm fine with being called in for less."

2014-09-11 00:24 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"You're more famous than I am.  Higher up on that - stupid list.  I'd be worried people would start doing this just to see you - I guess I can route around that by hauling in Savannah instead to orient you if it gets more annoying than lucrative."

2014-09-11 00:26 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Good point. I'm - still really, really not used to being famous. Uh, we can have a trial period with one number, and if that gets too annoying, we can grab Savannah."

2014-09-11 00:30 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Maybe - ten people.  I can do that many in less than three seconds, but the number is round, anyway."

2014-09-11 00:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Sure, let's do that."

Bonus: an excuse to spend more time with Bella. Hurray!

2014-09-11 00:47 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I should set up a website.  And get a cellphone."

2014-09-11 00:48 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I have zero experience in setting up websites, but I can try to help anyway."

2014-09-11 00:50 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"If you like.  It won't need to be complicated.  Just a price sheet and a phone number.  I'll give Alli a cut if she screens calls for me, I think."

2014-09-11 00:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Sisters are very convenient for that," snickers Adana. "Do I get a cut for the large-group transportation, or am I doing this out of the kindness of my heart and because I like you?"

2014-09-11 00:59 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Of course you get a cut.  You are not slave labor."

2014-09-11 01:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




"Thank you."

2014-09-11 01:2 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"My generosity, it is overwhelming."

2014-09-11 01:3 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Paying me! To help you make money!"

2014-09-11 01:3 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"It's almost as though I know anything about economics and incentives!"

2014-09-11 01:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Goodness, it is! You are a very generous smart person that knows something about both of those things."

2014-09-11 01:8 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I'm such a catch, huh?"

2014-09-11 01:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Adana giggles.

"You actually are," she says, seriously.

2014-09-11 01:12 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Thanks."

2014-09-11 01:13 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I um. Actually really liked your interview, you had some - really good answers."

2014-09-11 01:16 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Really?  I thought I came off kind of - shellshocked."

2014-09-11 01:17 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"You didn't, I mean - not more than would be obviously present, considering. You were very - you put one and a half million people before yourself. And that was really impressive."

2014-09-11 01:23 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"I mean, it's a lot of people.  It is a very large number."

2014-09-11 01:24 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"I know, I agree, but - a lot of people would have talked about themselves or how terrible it was to do - I know Parsec spent most of his interview whining. So I'm impressed because you didn't."

2014-09-11 01:28 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"Parsec was - slot fifteen?  ...Why do I keep referring to that stupid list."

2014-09-11 01:29 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"I think he was slot seventeen," clarifies Adana. "And - it's easier to think of people by their place on the list instead of by name?"

2014-09-11 01:32 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




"I don't think that's why, though.  I think in spite of everything I said and think I ought to believe I'm being competitive in my head with the other evacuators over - over people who lived in the blast zone.  Bleah."

2014-09-11 01:34 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one







Adana reaches over the table and takes Bella's hand.

"Either way, the end result's saving as many lives as possible."

2014-09-11 01:38 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




Handsqueeze.

"Yeah."  Pause.  "We should order food before it gets close enough to closing time to be tacky.  The minestrone's good."

2014-09-11 01:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I'll get that, I don't know any Italian," snickers Adana.

2014-09-11 01:41 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Well, the food names usually don't get translated.  Primavera?  Marinara?  Spaghetti?"

2014-09-11 01:42 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"True. But I'll still just - go with the recommendation. I'm boring."

2014-09-11 01:44 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"All right.  You can have some of my pasta if you want too."  Bella collects a waiter and points at things for him.

2014-09-11 01:48 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




"Thank you."

2014-09-11 01:49 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"You're welcome."

2014-09-11 01:49 (UTC)





Gemini

artemis





point_b: e ~ basics




School starts up again eventually.  Bella picks up a little pocket money by playing school bus, since her potential private-sector customer base is somewhat deterred by the fact that she doesn't operate during school hours.  There are no dances, but Bella and Adana - while not overwhelmingly given to public displays of affection - are not particularly private about the mere fact of their togetherness, and word gets out.

Adana's invited to another interview - politely on a weekend - at the proposed site of a memorial for those lost, after school's been back in session for a couple of weeks.

2014-09-26 21:20









blink_and: Freefall




Adana accepts, tentatively. She's not a huge interview person, but she figures that some people will want to hear comforting words from someone who is vaguely important. Since she's fully capable of managing that and is apparently a vaguely important person - interview. Hurray.

(Also? Being in a relationship with Bella? Best idea.)Edited   2014-09-27 04:26 (UTC)


2014-09-27 04:25 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




When Adana has been dropped off and kissed goodbye Adana is ushered in front of cameras with an interviewer.

"Hello, Conduit.  I noticed Flicker dropped you off.  Are you still working with her even with the Yellowstone crisis behind us?"

2014-09-27 04:27 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"We are still working together - we make a really good team, power-wise. Personality-wise, too."

Also, they are dating. That helps.

2014-09-27 04:30 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"What sorts of things are occupying you these days?"

2014-09-27 04:30 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"School and portals, mostly. B- Flicker had the idea of using portals to transport trains, I've been doing that more often lately. It's a bit finicky to line up the tracks, but worth it, considering."Edited   2014-09-27 04:33 (UTC)


2014-09-27 04:33 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"How's settling back into school going for you after the time away?"

2014-09-27 04:34 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




How very inane. She thought this was about lifting people's spirits? Not this - whatever this is.

"It's all right. People just casually call me 'Conduit' now in class, it takes some getting used to. And of course the - everything else. But we're getting by."

2014-09-27 04:38 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It's good to hear things are going back to normal.  What about your twin, how is she doing?"

2014-09-27 04:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




Is that what this is? 'People are getting back to normal'? Okay, she can roll with this.

"She's already gone back to begging me for copies of my notes and stealing my spot on the sofa; she's definitely fine," jokes Adana.

2014-09-27 04:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The interviewer laughs politely.  "Well, better your spot on the sofa than your boyfriend, am I right?"

2014-09-27 04:45 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one







"I don't have a boyfriend," she says politely. "But she's definitely not planning to steal my girlfriend."

2014-09-27 04:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The interviewer laughs like Adana has made another joke.

2014-09-27 04:48 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Adana raises an eyebrow.

2014-09-27 04:49 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You're quite a wit, huh?  I'm sure some of our viewers will be interested to know that you don't have a boyfriend," winks the interviewer.  "You're very popular, you know."

2014-09-27 04:51 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"I'm, very flattered," she says, delicately. "But I'm not looking to date anyone else right now." Just my girlfriend, she doesn't add.

2014-09-27 04:52 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"And I wouldn't advise you to.  You're still quite young, aren't you?"

2014-09-27 04:53 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Seventeen," she agrees. "But I'm also in a relationship."

2014-09-27 04:54 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Married to your schoolwork?" sparkles the interviewer, amused.  "I bet you're college-bound."

2014-09-27 04:55 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




This is the most frustrating person on the planet.

"I'm looking at colleges," she agrees. "My girlfriend and I are planning to go to the same one."

2014-09-27 04:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You and Flicker are really close friends!" says the interviewer, impressed.  "Are your respective twins going to go too or is it mostly just the two of you who get along that well?"

2014-09-27 04:59 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




She resists the urge to facepalm. What, does she need to write this up in neon lights somewhere?

"We haven't asked them, but I don't think Rush is sure about what she's doing after high school yet."

2014-09-27 05:5 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Do you know what you want to do in and after college, or is that up in the air for you?"

2014-09-27 05:5 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"I'm a little excited to see the combinations of engineering and portals," she says. "And I'm going to be helping Flicker out a lot with her teleportation business."

2014-09-27 05:10 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Business partners!  Isn't that cute.  So you have a job lined up, that's nice of your friend, although I'm sure it's not all generosity."

2014-09-27 05:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




Oh for the love of -

"I mean, she's been really helpful with my portals, too. It just makes sense. Most couples in relationships  probably don't bond over things like teleportation and portal businesses, but. We like to be different."

There, woman, do you get it now?!

2014-09-27 05:18 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"What a charming basis for a friendship - talking shop!  It'll probably outlast high school, that's for sure."

2014-09-27 05:20 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




Auuuuuugh!

"Probably," agrees Adana. "And if she keeps taking me to charming little restaurants in Italy for dates and talking large-scale relief planning, hopefully our relationship will, too."

2014-09-27 05:22 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"It must be extremely convenient to have an in with Flicker," says the interviewer, smile starting to look a little strained.  "So - have you seen the plans for the memorial?  Your name will be on the plaque dedicated to the rescue workers."

2014-09-27 05:25 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




Oh, that's what this is.

"I haven't, yet. I'm sure it will be very nice," she sighs.

(Fuck you, she is not dating Bella to use her, fuck you and the horse you rode in on, fuck you, fuck you, fuck yoooou. But of course, she doesn't say that.)

2014-09-27 05:37 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The interviewer keeps most of the rest of the interview to inane pleasantries and remains thoroughly dense about the nature of the Conduit/Flicker relationship.  And then Adana is free to go.

Since Savannah's still at home, Bella doesn't have to go pick her up; she can leave under her own power.

2014-09-27 05:38 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




She does.

When she gets to her temporary home, she goes and finds the Swan DVD collection and systematically organizes the hell out of it. By genre, then by title.

2014-09-27 05:40 (UTC)









you_miss_it: (Default)




Savannah notes this with a raised eyebrow. She goes and finds Bella.

"Hey, Bella? Adana's super pissed. She's organizing literally everything within reach."

2014-09-27 05:41 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




Bella looks up from the game of cards she is playing with two of Alli.  "And this is a sign of being super pissed?  Uh, okay, I'll - I take it this isn't just for my information and you think I could contribute to the situation."

2014-09-27 05:43 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Don't take too long or I'll lose my split," says an Alli, "and then even if I do it over I'll both know what cards I'm holding and we'll have to re-deal."

2014-09-27 05:44 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"No promises," says Bella, and she gets up and flickers downstairs.  "Hey, Adana."

2014-09-27 05:45 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




There is Adana, who is very stubbornly now organizing spices in the kitchen. Alphabetized, again.

"Hi. So. Um. I'm pretty sure I just messed up."

2014-09-27 05:46 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"The red pepper will survive its miscategorization as an herb."

2014-09-27 05:47 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Not that, the - interview."

(Organize organize organize)

2014-09-27 05:48 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




Bella goes up to her and takes the garlic powder out of her hands and hugs her.  "What happened?"

2014-09-27 05:48 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




Hug.

"Basically - the interviewer brought up boyfriends and I said I didn't have one I had a girlfriend and she was being incredibly dense about it, thinking we were just good friends and I was - augh, we're not,, we're dating, you are my girlfriend! But I think I - I know you're not - in the closet, or anything, we are very much being - a lesbian and a 'not choosy based on gender' together, but. I um. Think I made us a celebrity gay couple? By accident?"

2014-09-27 05:54 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




"Hoo boy.  That's gonna be interesting.  I mean, I'm out to the world, but - that's gonna be interesting."

2014-09-27 05:55 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"I'm sorry."

2014-09-27 05:56 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




Squeeze.  "It's okay.  I'm not mad or anything.  I just have no idea how to - navigate this.  Maybe we need an agent or something."

2014-09-27 05:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"An agent would be great. I - should have realized, first, kept it private before we talked about it, or - sorry."

2014-09-27 06:2 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"No, it's fine, I would've let you know if I needed it to be a secret for some reason."

2014-09-27 06:3 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Okay. I'm fine with it, too. It's just. She was being really idiotic about it and - and - dismissive, and it was upsetting..."

2014-09-27 06:6 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Some people are extremely dense.  I don't think it would have improved matters if I had appeared in your lap and kissed you."Edited   2014-09-27 06:07 (UTC)


2014-09-27 06:7 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Probably not, no."

2014-09-27 06:9 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I'm sort of curious how far she could've taken the 'la la la no lesbianism here', though.  'Oh, you're such good friends you feel comfortable practicing CPR on each other!'"

2014-09-27 06:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"I actually came out and mentioned you taking me on a date in Italy," snorts Adana. "And that didn't even work."

2014-09-27 06:12 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Clearly we are just having friendly pairwise candlelit dinners in Italy.  People do that all the time, right?"

2014-09-27 06:13 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Obviously. And CPR was definitely required. Often."Edited   2014-09-27 06:15 (UTC)


2014-09-27 06:14 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Platonic friendly CPR.  Clearly we're just in it for the oxygen."

2014-09-27 06:15 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Yup. And the handholding was for stability."

2014-09-27 06:16 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Which would've been very plausible, before my basics came in!"

2014-09-27 06:17 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Yeah, you wanted to be extra sure!"

2014-09-27 06:17 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"If my twinly grace and my enhanced reflexes and my literal ability to teleport didn't suffice I wanted to be sure you were there to steady me!  Platonically!  As friends!"

2014-09-27 06:18 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Yup. And then we go to dances and public events together as a couple because we're both too young for dating."

2014-09-27 06:22 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Probably we spend the entire time talking about boys, right, what else would we do."

2014-09-27 06:24 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I mean, of course, our lives revolve around men. Duh. We can't date each other, that would set a bad example."

2014-09-27 06:25 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"We're probably actually going to catch crap about that one."

2014-09-27 06:26 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Yeah, I figured," she sighs.

2014-09-27 06:28 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"Think of the children.  The innocent bigoted presumed-straight children."

2014-09-27 06:28 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Yes. Because it definitely spreads. You see, my sister is gay, and then she asked you out, and then obviously you made me gay too."

2014-09-27 06:31 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"You're not even, like, actually gay per se."

2014-09-27 06:31 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




She snickers. "There's still hope for me. I can be saved. With the power of - of - I don't even know, what can save me?"

2014-09-27 06:33 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Extremely heterosexual kissing, probably."

2014-09-27 06:34 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen







"Ugh, you know, people will actually think that, won't they."

2014-09-27 06:35 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"That you can be saved by heterosexual kissing?  Ugh... probably.  Portal away if you get harassed?"

2014-09-27 06:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Yeah. Same to you, but with teleportation."

2014-09-27 06:39 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Yeah, absolutely.  I will probably not haul off and slap them."

2014-09-27 06:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"Good, that would be bad."

2014-09-27 06:41 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"I am not, however, above encouraging them to overbalance so my sudden absence makes them fall over, especially if anybody proves persistent."

2014-09-27 06:47 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Ha! Well. That would be their own fault, really."

2014-09-27 07:5 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Yes.  Yes it would."

2014-09-27 07:6 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Kiss?

2014-09-27 07:9 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




Kiss!

2014-09-27 07:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Thanks," says Adana, snuggling a little. "I'm - not in danger of organizing everything within reach now."

2014-09-27 07:11 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Good.  It's not like we have that many spices anyway."

2014-09-27 07:13 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




"I did the DVDs first," she laughs.

2014-09-27 07:15 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"I noticed.  Where will I find Love Actually next time Alli is wondering where it has wandered off to?"

2014-09-27 07:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"It's in the romcom section! I organized it by genre and then by title within the genre."

2014-09-27 07:19 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Good to know."  Kiss.

2014-09-27 07:19 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




Kiss!

"I can try to put them back, sorry, I uh. Just needed something to aim at."

2014-09-27 07:20 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Nah, it's fine.  As long as I'm not blindsided by a Love Actually emergency."

2014-09-27 07:21 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"That could be an emergency?"

2014-09-27 07:24 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"Alli is very serious about her Love Actually."

2014-09-27 07:25 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Adana giggles. "I seeee. I should have made another category. Just for Love Actually."

2014-09-27 07:28 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Would that make it appreciably easier to find?"

2014-09-27 07:29 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Possibly! I can make it super easy to find if you want it to be easy to find."

2014-09-27 07:30 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"It's actually not the only movie in the 'Alli sometimes wants it very suddenly' category, so the existing organization system is probably fine, anyway."Edited   2014-09-27 07:31 (UTC)


2014-09-27 07:31 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Aha. Well, I can give the 'Alli sometimes wants it very suddenly' category its own alphabetized section."

2014-09-27 07:32 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Nah.  The category shifts over time."

2014-09-27 07:33 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Of course it does. Alas. I can't manage that one."

2014-09-27 07:34 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Not a precog?"

2014-09-27 07:35 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Nope. Just portals. I've failed you, I'm sorry."

2014-09-27 07:35 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Alas.  I will struggle on somehow."

Snuggle.

2014-09-27 07:36 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




Snuggle!

"Good, I'm glad. Go on without me if you have to."

2014-09-27 07:37 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"But then what will I tell the dense reporters who want to know where my," cough, "best friend is?"

2014-09-27 07:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Tell them you needed a precog best friend for organizing movies for your sister."

2014-09-27 07:38 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"This makes perfect sense."

2014-09-27 07:38 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




"Of course it does. We make sense."

2014-09-27 07:39 (UTC)





Fifth Plague

Twin





darkest_evening: (Default)




It's a week or two before everything's nice and set up for searching for alts. All of the portals have been remade, spare mirrors have been created, and everyone that is allowed portal access gets a microchip. Even the gods. Rae accepts his without fuss, Perinixu - tolerates it. After a lot of questions. And a hefty donation from Cam in the form of another temple. Whatever, they managed it.

Cypress offers to do the scrying, but Prime shrugs him off. Which one of them is married and therefore has a wife to bang in his free time? Oh, right, yes, that's Cypress. Go, be free, twenty-something year old alt. Prime doesn't hate your happiness. (Much.) Now, if Prime gets married, they can divvy up the annoying work between themselves. But, not happening anytime soon, so he'll do it.

Exciting scrying happens. It involves lots of staring off into the distance and looking at places.

And then, he informs the various people arrayed around him in Pantheon:

"Found a set. A female Adarin, and a female Bell. Also a Zeviana and a - girl whom I don't recognize. And parents." Pause. "They're all living in the same house."

He dearly hopes they local Bell and Adarin are not siblings, that would make everyone uncomfortable. Oh, nope, look, the Bell and the Adarin just kissed. How quaint.

"Pretty sure they're not siblings," he clarifies. "Unless this is the plane of incest."

2014-09-27 21:55









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"Okay.  Well, send 'em a mirror and presently all will be revealed?"

2014-09-28 02:16 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




Meanwhile:

Mmmmm, kisses.

2014-09-28 02:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




Kiiiisses!

Look, privacy is hard to come by with seven people in the same house, they take their kisses where they can get them.

2014-09-28 02:17 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




But when Alli has the shower the Swan twins' room is conveniently empty!  Kisses kisses kisses.

2014-09-28 02:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




Phix takes point on the letter writing.  Beside the kissing pair appears a mirror wrapped in a letter.

Hi.  Exciting magical happenings!  There are lots of alternate universe versions of you in various worlds.  If you activate this mirror (see reverse) you can talk to us and we can catch you up on whichever of the thousand possible questions are foremost in your mind.  Possibly relevant: yes, you can come meet us in person.  Yes, we have fantastic miscellaneous magical powers and are generally shareful.  Some of us look just like you and you probably have very similar names to some of us too so you're going to need nicknames.  As of the depositing of this note we are all hanging out waiting to see if you call right away but somebody will be monitoring the mirror even if you need a while.  Welcome to the peal :)

2014-09-28 02:24 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




Adana's the one to notice the care package.

"... Is that yours?" she asks, peering at it.

2014-09-28 02:30 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Huh?  No, doesn't look familiar.  Maybe it's Alli's."

2014-09-28 02:31 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Maybe? Should we - check or something...?"

2014-09-28 02:32 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"One sec.  Alli!  Did you leave a thing on my bed?"

2014-09-28 02:32 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"No?  Why would I do that?"

2014-09-28 02:33 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"No idea, just checking."  Bella shakes her head.  "Not Alli's."

2014-09-28 02:34 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"This doesn't seem like a thing Savannah would have, or leave on your bed as a joke, either. Huh. Do you mind if I...?" she motions to pick it up.Edited   2014-09-28 02:35 (UTC)


2014-09-28 02:35 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Go for it," shrugs Bella.

2014-09-28 02:36 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




Adana takes it, and -

".... Bella. According to this letter magic is real and there are other versions of us?"

2014-09-28 02:37 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"...Uh?"

2014-09-28 02:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"I'm confused," she says, handing the letter to Bella and then trying to figure out the mirror. "Is this some kind of weird practical joke...?"

2014-09-28 02:38 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping






"...It's my handwriting."

2014-09-28 02:38 (UTC)









blink_and: Bluescreen




"Wh- that's creepy." Fiddle, fiddle -

2014-09-28 02:40 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




She activates the mirror.

"Hi," says Revival.

2014-09-28 02:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight








Her alt does not squeak an undignified noise, by some miracle. But she does go very, very still.

"... Hi."

2014-09-28 02:41 (UTC)









point_b: l ~ just because




Bella leans into frame.  "Oh my god."

2014-09-28 02:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Ha! I knew it. Okay, someone who's actually been here longer than I have and is better at explaining things - help?"

2014-09-28 02:45 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




Phix takes the mirror.  "Hi, I wrote the letter.  The two of you make six each Bells and Adarins!  Can you do cool stuff?"

2014-09-28 02:46 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Yeah, we're both twins, so we get twin stuff.  ...Do you have twin stuff?"

2014-09-28 02:47 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"We do not have twin stuff!  Also, all Adarins have twins but if you have one too you're the only Bell with a sibling at all."

2014-09-28 02:48 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"That's. Huh. Okay. Twin stuff is - when we turn sixteen, we get our basics, which basically puts us on par with an Olympic athlete and gives us an ability to talk to  our twin from long distances away and also heal them, and then our bonus, which is a superpower. Mine's portals. Bella's is teleportation."Edited   2014-09-28 02:53 (UTC)


2014-09-28 02:52 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Ooh, keen.  Over here in the Bell department we've got a witch and a demon and a healing god's acolyte and a spellbinder and a sphinx - that'd be me - and the Adarins have two mages and another spellbinder and a peryton and an angel."

2014-09-28 02:54 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"We come with nicknames, fortunately, I'm Flicker and she's Conduit."

2014-09-28 02:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: b ~ lucky




"Nice.  I'm Phix."

2014-09-28 02:55 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Hi, Phix. Um. The letter mentioned we could - travel there?"

2014-09-28 03:1 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Yeah, the mages can do interdimensional portals, you just need to pick where you want it.  If Flicker teleports - well, how good's the teleporting?"

2014-09-28 03:2 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"It's good, what are the constraints on where portals can go?"

2014-09-28 03:4 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




Phix hands the mirror to the nearest mage.

2014-09-28 03:4 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: c. What a pleasant surprise




That would be Cypress. He waves.

"Hello. Nearest mage. Portals - our portals, anyway - need a flat, stable surface to go on that is unlikely to break or be disturbed. They're permanent, as long as the surface they're on isn't broken. Also, we can disguise them as either a blank wall, or a painting, or something. Actually we recently got a security upgrade, anyone that wants to pass through the portals needs a very specific microchip. It's not necessary, but we had a problem a little while ago."

2014-09-28 03:13 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight







"You can make permanent portals?"

2014-09-28 03:13 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"Yes? If the wall it goes in is permanent?"

2014-09-28 03:14 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"I have. Notes. Ideas, have you - are you using hydroelectric power, you can get some serious clean energy out of a clever portal setup and - and - I need my notes. Just - stay there, weird - white haired - mirror person, I need you for things."

And that is when Adana gets up and runs off. For notes.

2014-09-28 03:16 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude






"Her portals," clarifies Flicker, "are not permanent."

2014-09-28 03:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"I was getting that impression," says Cypress, amused.

2014-09-28 03:18 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Anyway, since I can teleport, if we're never going to need to get to the portal without me along or at least available for a half a second, I'd recommend putting it someplace really obscure.  Since people other than me might want to make trips while I'm asleep or something, though, maybe it should be near the house."

2014-09-28 03:20 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"That's up to you. Mages can also teleport, but not within half a second and not everywhere or, in fact, very casually, and I think all of us can fly through some method or other. Which, we can distribute among ourselves." Pause. "Also my wife can grant immortality and resurrect the dead."

2014-09-28 03:28 (UTC)









point_b: n ~ healing










"How - fast - can - she - do - that?"

2014-09-28 03:29 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Given perfect conditions, infinite materials, a pre-drawn out location - which, we have a person that can provide the first and a place set out for the second - one every two minutes. Or so. What happened?"

2014-09-28 03:33 (UTC)









point_b: o ~ if lost


















"Yellowstone.  Exploded."Edited   2014-09-28 03:39 (UTC)


2014-09-28 03:33 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: m. Troubling subject




Cypress has gone native enough to take relatively little time to figure out what that would mean.

"Fuck. Right, okay, ash clouds - how bad are they, we have a person that can make anything, a person that can change anything, and we have access to twenty-second century technology, and various magic types with different strengths and weaknesses that all require some kind of time investment. How - was there an evacuation, how thorough was it, do you have places to put the people?" 

2014-09-28 03:43 (UTC)









point_b: k ~ moving target




"There - there was an evacuation.  They made a list of who saved how many people and we're on it...  We ran out of places to put people.  We had to stop because there was nowhere else for them to go, after the eruption.  It's been less than a year so we're not at Biblical levels of famine yet but I do the grocery shopping in Europe just because I can, because it means fewer dirty looks from the neighbors at the store - this is why the Sanderses are here, Dad said we could bring friends when we had to leave Phoenix, so we're all crammed into his house - how fast do the maker and changer work?  The caldera is - it's loosely similar to the historical Lava Creek tuff.  If you look at a picture of how big that is.  And the clouds are everywhere."

2014-09-28 03:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Okay, then - before we work on resurrection we need to prevent large-scale famine and create places for people to go, or we're just making it worse in the long-run. Cam, Adana? If you could? You know your skill-sets better than I."

2014-09-28 03:54 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




"Right, of course," says Revival, and she takes the mirror and motions for Cam to come over.

2014-09-28 03:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Ash clouds are more Adana's thing than mine but I can probably rehabilitate the caldera some.  I make, she changes - I can't get rid of anything but she can turn the ash to air, albeit not that fast.  I can also just straight-up make food in meaningful quantities if you know where it should go."

2014-09-28 03:56 (UTC)









point_b: m ~ stupid pact




"I can find out where to put it.  And bring you there.  I'll call the Junebugs.  The caldera's still hot, I don't know if that's an issue for you."

2014-09-28 03:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Not a prohibitive one.  We're indestructible.  Does mean I can't put down, like, sod, right away, but I could put down some liquid nitrogen first, in places that look like they ought to be lakes, then just add water."Edited   2014-09-28 04:00 (UTC)


2014-09-28 03:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"I bet," says Revival, "That we could pull off some glass domes, too. Have them built so that they funnel all of the ash that falls on them to one spot, and keep - things like crops from being smothered."Edited   2014-09-28 04:02 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:0 (UTC)









point_b: j ~ sense of place




"There is, already, ash everywhere - I'm not saying there's none still being produced but there are firefighting-suited Junebugs working on it."

2014-09-28 04:3 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"... Okay. That's. I'm not useless but I don't have any clever solutions that aren't 'Cam is my endless coffeepot and I work 24 hour days to clear up ash.' Which, I can do, by the way."Edited   2014-09-28 04:08 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:8 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"I'm a little teapot, short and stout," Cam agrees.  "Also a terraformer.  Forrrrr half of the lower forty-eight.  Why do we never send mirrors to perfect unsullied paradise worlds?"Edited   2014-09-28 04:11 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:9 (UTC)









ask_nicely: m. That desperate




"Technically, the mirror to Hell was close. But. Yeah, we're going to be exceptionally busy."Edited   2014-09-28 04:18 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:18 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Hell: Perfect Unsullied Paradise World," snorts Flicker.

2014-09-28 04:18 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Hell's pretty nice, it's just hard to get out of."

2014-09-28 04:19 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Heaven's pretty nice, too, but Hell has the giant tacky plane of gold. Heaven misses out on that."

2014-09-28 04:20 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Poor bereft angels."

2014-09-28 04:20 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"So - diverting from the topic of Yellowstone, not that you shouldn't absolutely help with Yellowstone - are we all pairs?"

2014-09-28 04:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Spring and Prime aren't.  Rest of us are.  Usually it's girl Bells - all of whom look like you except Spring who is some sort of otherworldly brown ethnicity - and boy Adarins, who look like Cypress who you saw plus or minus the hair color.  We found your world next because my angel didn't want to be the only girl Adarin."Edited   2014-09-28 04:23 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:22 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Also it's smarter to cast a wider net in search requirements," defends Revival.

2014-09-28 04:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Of course."

2014-09-28 04:24 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Am I the only gay one?"

2014-09-28 04:24 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Only gay Bell.  Zevs are always gay so far - yours?"

2014-09-28 04:24 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Also gay.  Asked me to Homecoming but it turned out we have nothing other than being gay and liking Adana in common.  And it made the 'liking Adana' part kind of awkward after."

2014-09-28 04:25 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Pff. So far the Adarins all the same - non-picky sexuality."

2014-09-28 04:30 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Good for you.  I wonder just how badly her notes were buried...  Adaaaana -"

2014-09-28 04:30 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




"Coming, coming! Sorry, they were really - buried under crap, I had to fetch Savannah to figure out where they were -" Conduit hurries back to the room with various notes on how to use portals cleverly clutched in her hands. She peers at the mirror. "Wheeere did the portal person go...?"Edited   2014-09-28 04:33 (UTC)


2014-09-28 04:32 (UTC)









ask_nicely: g. Summoner




"We're doing disaster relief, portals later."

2014-09-28 04:33 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"... Portals later!" agrees Conduit. "How good's the -"

2014-09-28 04:34 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"I can change anything into any other thing, my boyfriend can make any non-magical object, and neither of us need to sleep or go to the bathroom and are very unproblematically immortal. And Ice can resurrect the dead. Plus we have other stuff that's less easy to explain concisely."

2014-09-28 04:36 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Blink, blink.

"Oh." Pause. "Bella. Our alts are really great."

2014-09-28 04:39 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"I know."

2014-09-28 04:40 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"How soon can you - make a portal here? Disaster relief's better if it's - nowish instead of 'next weekish' or something."

2014-09-28 04:42 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"We can send someone over right now to make it. But we need to know where you want it, which is up to you."

2014-09-28 04:43 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"And I could give rides to and from someplace far off but only if I'm around to do that.  So maybe - back of the house?  For that matter how long would it take you to expand the house with your magic powers, we're really crammed in here."

2014-09-28 04:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"This is Charlie's house?  I know what it looks like, if Adana will make some holes in some walls I can put an addition in the backyard with some spare bedrooms and storage space in about five minutes, no problem."

2014-09-28 04:45 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"Yeah, Charlie's house."

2014-09-28 04:45 (UTC)









ask_nicely: i. Limitless possibilities




"I'm happy to put some holes in some walls, but I should probably show up to do that in the second group to not waste mana. Once the portal's up I can just go there by walking."

2014-09-28 04:49 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"So we need to pick a spot for the portal that won't be messed with by renovations."

2014-09-28 04:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Put the portal right next to the back door, on the left as you face the house, and attach the addition to said back door and the wall on the right of it."

2014-09-28 04:51 (UTC)









ask_nicely: f. Not turning down help




"Sweetie, I think you can just show the mage that's doing it, you're the one that puts the microchips in people."

2014-09-28 04:52 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yeah.  Also, you guys should probably ask your Charlie just to be sure that it's okay to renovate."

2014-09-28 04:52 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Uh - yeah.  How good are - Charlies at this kind of thing?"

2014-09-28 04:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Iiiiii don't honestly know, my Charlie has been dead for nearly a hundred years now and has known that I am a demon for most of that time - Phix?"

2014-09-28 04:53 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Won't be thrilled, but will cope," she says.

2014-09-28 04:54 (UTC)









blink_and: Twin pact




"We could also just - move out. If they can make literally anything.... Houses are included. But - augh, then we have to deal with buying property -"

2014-09-28 04:57 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"We have apartments here, actually. Already all set up."

2014-09-28 04:57 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Even if we moved out it'd be squishy in here.  I don't think Alli and Savannah would share a room very well.  And Charlie'll find out one way or another if we have as much traffic and intervention as we're talking about.  I'll go - get him."  She pecks Conduit on the cheek and goes looking for her dad.

2014-09-28 04:59 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




Conduit smiles at Flicker, then looks at the mirror. "Uh. There are - I should probably call the Junebugs, how am I going to explain this?"

2014-09-28 05:5 (UTC)









ask_nicely: j. Worked with angels




"You can wait to call them, and let us explain it," offers Revival.

2014-09-28 05:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"What are the Junebugs and why are they called that?"

2014-09-28 05:7 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Oh! Right, um. Superpowered disaster relief, and people who help coordinate them. They're supposed to be called the 'Gemini Guard' but since the astrological sign shows up mostly in June, they got nicknamed the Junebugs to be cute. B- Flicker and I are junior members. They have a pretty good idea of what's going on, where, so coordinating with them would be great."Edited   2014-09-28 05:15 (UTC)


2014-09-28 05:12 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Nifty.  How're you going to spin the alts thing?  We are like extradimensional twins therefore powers?"

2014-09-28 05:15 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"... That's clever, let's do that, unless we think of something better. I don't think they're likely to be snippy, anyway, if you're helping out."

2014-09-28 05:17 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




Bella appears back in the room.  "Charlie doesn't seem to actually believe me but says we can hypothetically remodel the house with extra bedrooms and maybe a nice big storage cellar."

2014-09-28 05:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"Cool. Okay. Then - mages, are you ready to send some people?"

2014-09-28 05:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"We," snorts Mage Number One, "have been ready for a while now. Prime and Cam are going, right?"

2014-09-28 05:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"That's the plan."

2014-09-28 05:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Okay. Let me just -"

2014-09-28 05:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




- And then there are two gentlemen in their bedroom.

"Hello," says Prime.

2014-09-28 05:25 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Hi.  Uh, I will just - put you in the backyard."

Flicker flicker flicker flicker flicker.  Now they are all four in the backyard.Edited   2014-09-28 05:27 (UTC)


2014-09-28 05:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That's convenient. Thank you. Where am I putting the portal?"

2014-09-28 05:27 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Wow, it is super ashy.  Put the portal there," says Cam, pointing.

2014-09-28 05:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Sure. I'm going to make it switch between being visible and looking like an ordinary wall, do you want a specific word or should I just go with the boring standard of 'Pantheon'?"

He's addressing Flicker and Conduit.

2014-09-28 05:31 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"...Pantheon?"

2014-09-28 05:32 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"It has gods in it.  Maybe we should install one of them here, they also do terraforming, but we'd have to ask how good they are at ash in the sky."

2014-09-28 05:32 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Pantheon is a fine portal password, I think."

2014-09-28 05:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Mhm."

Quite anticlimactically, he pokes the wall, and says in a deadpan, "Boop."

There is now a portal. It's not like Conduit's - it sort of shimmers and the surface of it looks like water instead of air.

"You'll need the microchips to pass through it. Otherwise, it will be like walking into a wall."

2014-09-28 05:34 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Any reason I shouldn't chip you in the thighs as is standard?  Also, I can anesthetize, the chips are little but not quite little enough that you can't feel them starting to exist, but if being a twin here has weird effects..."

2014-09-28 05:36 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"I think we're fine for standard chipping, and yes please on the anaesthesia."

2014-09-28 05:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Same, thank you."

2014-09-28 05:37 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Poof," Cam flicks his fingers at Flicker, "and poof."  Conduit.  "Want to get your Charlie so I can demo the making-stuff-exist thing and confirm the remodeling?"

2014-09-28 05:38 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"Yeah.  Be right back."

Flicker ducks into the house.

2014-09-28 05:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Right, I don't think I'm needed for anything else, then?"

2014-09-28 05:40 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"You're all set, go catch up on your Monty Python."

2014-09-28 05:41 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"... Catch up on his Monty Python?"

2014-09-28 05:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Apparently," says Prime dryly, "I need to lighten up. Have some fun. I'm working on it."

2014-09-28 05:42 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"... Huh. Okay. Are you a - version of me...?"

2014-09-28 05:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes. No one but Cypress would believe it either, they needed a god to confirm. I'm the sardonic one."

2014-09-28 05:44 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"He or Cypress will also do translation spells for you but that can wait until they've restocked on mana.  It, unlike Prime's capacity for sarcasm, is not infinite."

2014-09-28 05:46 (UTC)









blink_and: Fling my twin




Conduit giggles.

2014-09-28 05:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Alas. If only we could transmute sarcasm into other things. We would be unstoppable, with me as your source of power."Edited   2014-09-28 05:48 (UTC)


2014-09-28 05:47 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"It'd be pretty awesome."

2014-09-28 05:48 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




And here is Flicker again with Charlie.  "Dad, these are our alternate universe and male counterparts, I think that's a me and that's an Adana.  The me wants to renovate as discussed.  Still yes?"

2014-09-28 05:49 (UTC)









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"I'm Cam, or call me Revelation; that's Adarin, but call him Prime."  Cam makes himself a strawberry with no leaves and eats it.

2014-09-28 05:50 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing






Charlie blinks.

2014-09-28 05:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime is going to go nap anyway, so. He makes little tiny illusionary fireworks.

"Hello. And now goodbye, I have a wonderful, delightful lady known as my bed to return to."

He waves, and then turns and walks through the portal. And now he is gone.

2014-09-28 05:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"Sorry about him," Cam says to Charlie.  "Iiii think I'll stick my head through the portal and get my girlfriend to help with the remodeling and also with the being convincingly alternate universe versions of them."  He points at Flicker and Conduit, goes to the portal, says, "Pantheon", leans through, and says, "Aaaaangel?"

2014-09-28 05:56 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"Coming!"

And then there is a second, winged Adana that's in her twenties instead of her late teens.

"Hello," she says politely to Charlie.

2014-09-28 05:58 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"Charlie, this is my Adana.  You can call her Revival.  If you're still on board with making architectural changes today she will be knocking a door in the back of the living room over there to lead to same."

2014-09-28 05:59 (UTC)









sundayfish: k ~ on the one hand






"I... sure."

2014-09-28 05:59 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"Okay. Let me check for pictures, and then I can make a doorway."

She checks for pictures, so she doesn't break anything. Then she eyes up the wall and makes a 'hmmm' sound, and adds extra supports so the house doesn't collapse. Then - there is a doorway. After some specifications, she adds foundation for her boyfriend to build off of, and then starts adding stairs down to a cellar, which she hollows out neatly. She's doing this carefully, the house is not going to collapse in on itself.

"All yours, Cam," she says, when she's finished.Edited   2014-09-28 06:05 (UTC)


2014-09-28 06:2 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Thanks, angel."  He's much faster; presently there is a furnished extra wing of house, two stories, semidetached, with an extra side door.

"You like?"

2014-09-28 06:5 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Looks good from here.  Enough rooms that Alli and me can quit sharing?"

2014-09-28 06:5 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I made six rooms, since the floorplan cooperated with that.  And a spare bathroom.  And you should be hooked up okay wiring- and plumbing-wise.  It is weird that you have a twin, the rest of us Bells are only children."

2014-09-28 06:7 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"That's more than enough.  Bells, that's cute."

2014-09-28 06:7 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Campbell, Isabella, Iobel, Ayabel, we are Bells, we have a Belfry.  Adarins don't have nearly so cooperative a name scheme."

2014-09-28 06:8 (UTC)









ask_nicely: e. Progress




"It's very sad, we haven't been able to think of anything good, though. So we let the Bells have all of the fun of puns."

2014-09-28 06:9 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"And before you ask, it's 'Adarins' because two of the first three are named that - there are now just as many Adanas, but I don't know if you'd have any luck pushing a switch.  Other names are Edarial - Rain, goes with Katydid - and Darren - Max, goes with Phix."

2014-09-28 06:12 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"That's - strange. Hmm. If most of us are - men then it doesn't make sense to try and change the name to something feminine. Even if they might go for it."

2014-09-29 00:53 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Which. Probably not."

2014-09-29 00:55 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"But if you do think of a collective noun that is as adorable as 'Bells', the slot is still open."

2014-09-29 00:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"I'll wrack my head for it. I mean, we could probably manage to pick something at random that's reasonably cute, but. That doesn't seem very accurate."

2014-09-29 00:57 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"It does not.  Oh well.  Want to come back to the Belfry?"

2014-09-29 00:59 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Sure, lemme grab at least one of my sister."  Bella flickers into the house.

2014-09-29 00:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"...At least... one... of?"

2014-09-29 00:59 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Alli can split herself. Two copies of her, exact same personality, exact same memories - they're perfectly in sync until someone or something else unsyncs them. Then after - I forget how long, sorry, she can end it early if she wants - one of them joins back up into the other and Alli gets both sets of memories."

2014-09-29 01:3 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Huh, that sounds really useful."

2014-09-29 01:4 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




Here is Flicker again and one of, although possibly not all of, Alli.  "All right, we're all set, unless you want to bring - Rush, I guess we'll have to start calling her?"

2014-09-29 01:5 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"She'll want to come, I think," agrees Conduit dryly. She opens a portal to her sister and sticks her head through. She could twine her, but this is for her sister's travel convenience. "Hey, we have alternate universe selves with magic and they've shown up. Want to come meet some of them?"

2014-09-29 01:10 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you







Savannah zips through the portal at superspeed.

"Yes," she says, immediately.Edited   2014-09-29 01:14 (UTC)


2014-09-29 01:13 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Hi, Rush, your alts will be so pleased to meet you."  He does not add 'especially if you can tweak that trick so you vibrate'.  "I'm a Bell, call me Revelation, this is Revival, my girlfriend."

2014-09-29 01:16 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"Hello! Rush..? Oh, nicknames, got it, alternate universes and comic book shit. Yeah, that's the one you should go with for me, I already use it here. Occasionally." She bounces a little. "Can I meet my alts?"

2014-09-29 01:21 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yes, but I have to microchip you first.  You too, Alli - you keep inanimate objects when you split?"

2014-09-29 01:22 (UTC)









alli_oop: d ~ goof




"Yeah.  Wow, that would be pretty terrible if I didn't, like, hello, embarrassing."

2014-09-29 01:23 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




Conduit giggles.

2014-09-29 01:27 (UTC)









ask_nicely: h. Where do I start




"That would be pretty bad. But you could keep sets of clothes in certain places and only split there?"

2014-09-29 01:27 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella




"Whatever, not a thing I have to deal with.  The wings are cool, do they work?  Bella can only fake-fly."

2014-09-29 01:29 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"Yep, they work."

2014-09-29 01:30 (UTC)









alli_oop: c ~ boys




"Anyway yeah go ahead gimme a chip thing to go through the wall."

2014-09-29 01:30 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Done.  Rush, you?"

2014-09-29 01:30 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Catch me if you can




"Yes please!"

2014-09-29 01:31 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Done.  Works like so.  Pantheon."  He steps through the portal.

2014-09-29 01:32 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




They all pile through.

Conduit looks around in wonder.

"... I see you've used the ability to make and change things quite well, nicely done," she says.

2014-09-29 01:37 (UTC)









ask_nicely: b. Worth the risk




"We try."

2014-09-29 01:40 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"Hi!  Welcome to the peal!  Don't touch the soul birds."

2014-09-29 01:40 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"Hi! ... Soul birds?"Edited   2014-09-29 01:42 (UTC)


2014-09-29 01:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"That would be Path and I. Hello! We are birds and also their souls."

2014-09-29 01:44 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Conduit blinks. "Oh. Okay, no - touching soul birds. Hello."

2014-09-29 01:45 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"Hi.  It's not that we don't like you, it's the soul thing."

2014-09-29 01:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"Also, don't go to Chamomile unless you want a soul-animal.  Cypress has gone thoroughly native but the rest of us avoid it."

2014-09-29 01:47 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight




"Chamomile is a - place? Which portal's that...?"Edited   2014-09-29 01:51 (UTC)


2014-09-29 01:50 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"That one, over there," says Max, pointing.

2014-09-29 01:54 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Okay, let's. Not go through that portal. Is there um. A list of character sheets or something I can peruse through so I can understand all of the. The stuff going on?"

2014-09-29 01:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: c ~ befriended




"Character sheets.  Are all Earthborn Adarins into D&D?"

2014-09-29 01:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"She has a point, we should have some kind of reference on the basics."

2014-09-29 01:57 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




"I've played a bit of it, but superpowers are kind of more fun, so I mostly focused on - .... Why are you looking at me like that?"

2014-09-29 01:59 (UTC)









castmyown: b. Just what I'd hoped for




"Help me convince the others to play D&D, we can have a giant game of alts and possibly also gods and like, maybe Idania if she wants to play, too."

2014-09-29 02:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"... You get to DM."

2014-09-29 02:1 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"I'm okay with that."

2014-09-29 02:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Brochures, maybe?" muses Cypress to Spring. "Or - I don't know, a book with different chapters for each world and sections on each person's personal history...?"

2014-09-29 02:6 (UTC)









from_scratch: b ~ space station




"If everybody writes their own sections I will produce compilations in the preferred format of whatever recipient."

2014-09-29 02:7 (UTC)









point_b: b ~ bonus




"I don't think I knew you were into D&D," Flicker says to Conduit.

2014-09-29 02:8 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"A little, but then I discovered the magic of superpower wikis. I spent so much time obsessively looking up things I might get that I kind of - aheh. Fell out of the habit of D&D."

2014-09-29 02:10 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"You're adorable."

2014-09-29 02:11 (UTC)









alli_oop: e ~ shoulder bella






"So, uh, I'm the only me?"  Pause.  "So to speak?"

2014-09-29 02:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"You don't look familiar, sorry."

2014-09-29 02:11 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Keep momentum




"But I'm not the only me, riiiight?"

2014-09-29 02:14 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




Cypress lets out a long-suffering sigh.

"No. Upstairs, in the apartments - second door to your left. They're waiting."

2014-09-29 02:15 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Way ahead of you




"Right then, bye Adana, bye Bella, bye Alli!"

And then she zips off.

2014-09-29 02:16 (UTC)









blink_and: Spatial awareness




It's amazing, how every single Adarin in the room can have the exact same expression on their face - a 'trying very hard not to think about it' face. Except for one. Conduit blinks, confused.

"Waiting for what, exactly...?"Edited   2014-09-29 02:20 (UTC)


2014-09-29 02:18 (UTC)









ask_nicely: l. Face it with dignity




Revival coughs.

"... Private meet and greet?"

2014-09-29 02:20 (UTC)









blink_and: Not in sight







There she goes, now all of the expressions are matching.

"Okay then!"

2014-09-29 02:21 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"It's weird how I am the only exception on the sibling-having front.  All Adarins with twins, all Bells except me without."

2014-09-29 02:24 (UTC)









alli_oop: i ~ don't need a mirror




"I wonder if there are Allis without Bells."

2014-09-29 02:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"There might be. We didn't know to look for you, before."

2014-09-29 02:27 (UTC)









alli_oop: h ~ reintegrate




"You could've looked for our parents?  If the parents are the same."

2014-09-29 02:29 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"They match, at least as much as we do - we're not positive about Spring, though, she hasn't seen them since she was six."

2014-09-29 02:29 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"... Huh. It might be smart to look for parents, too, then, for - Bell siblings. Wait - are our parents the same?"

2014-09-29 02:33 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Rain's missing his Vernon. Birth parents seem to be mostly the same, except Rain and Prime are the only ones to have met them." Pause. "... I'm. Um. Sorry, but they're not nice people. Dad's way better."

2014-09-29 02:35 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"Right, I need that stack of character sheets - how many of us are there, even? Both Bells and Adarins."

2014-09-29 02:36 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"You make six, in both cases."

2014-09-29 02:37 (UTC)









blink_and: Next topic




"Huh. It - seemed like more, from the - all of the stuff and the histories that I didn't know about. Six seems small."

2014-09-29 02:39 (UTC)









dark_light: d ~ fascinated




"We pack a lot of history into each person.  Haven't even mentioned my robot army yet!"

2014-09-29 02:39 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"You. Have a robot army." Blink, blink. "Okay! Congrats!"Edited   2014-09-29 02:41 (UTC)


2014-09-29 02:41 (UTC)









dark_light: b ~ skyward




"I have an alien robot army!  On our colony planet!"

2014-09-29 02:41 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"That's. How do you get one of those?"

2014-09-29 02:43 (UTC)









dark_light: f ~ why yes




"You stumble across the leavings of an extinct civilization and field-promote yourself to the relevant military's rank of Senior Equipment Maintenance Specialist after repudiating affiliation with the Nystbli enemy scum, of course."

2014-09-29 02:45 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Oh, if that's all, Flicker, let's go window shopping for a robot army, they'd be quite useful," deadpans Conduit.

2014-09-29 02:46 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"I can duplicate the robots if you want some and have a place to put them.  There's one watching the - let's call them parole mirrors - on the dragon that tried to kill Phix."

2014-09-29 02:47 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




"You know what, I am rapidly seeing the wisdom in the character sheets or pamphlets," snorts Cypress. "Let's - try to take care of that quickly, please."

2014-09-29 02:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"In our copious spare time?"

2014-09-29 02:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: d ~ wonderment




"Well, before we collect another set, anyway."

2014-09-29 02:50 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Right, and - um, I'm okay with not hearing all of your relevant backstories and about your worlds for a while if it means the whole - Yellowstone thing is please handled soon? Ish?"Edited   2014-09-29 02:54 (UTC)


2014-09-29 02:54 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Right.  Yeah.  I think it might make sense to summon a bunch of angels to deploy versus ash.  We can assembly-line it.  I can make most of the circles, the various humans or close-enough can finish them, there can be signs on the walls explaining the deal - spend so many hours dealing with ash and a demon will make you a thing! - somebody escorts them to your world, which you need to name - the drawback of this is that we just installed the microchip system."

2014-09-29 02:56 (UTC)









blink_and: Freefall




Conduit raises an eyebrow.

"I can make portals. Want to see if it'll work between dimensions?"

2014-09-29 03:0 (UTC)









point_b: a ~ teleporter




"Ooh, try it try it.  For that matter -"  She blinks.  "...Well, I can't teleport to another dimension."Edited   2014-09-29 03:01 (UTC)


2014-09-29 03:0 (UTC)









blink_and: Giggly




Conduit pokes her head back through the portal, looks resolutely at a particular spot in the Swan backyard, and -

- opens a portal between dimensions.

"... Ha! I can."Edited   2014-09-29 03:08 (UTC)


2014-09-29 03:6 (UTC)









point_b: c ~ gemini




"Ah, lucky," sighs Flicker.  "And useful.  So, vast flock of angels?" 

2014-09-29 03:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Vast flock of angels."

2014-09-29 03:11 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Right then, that simplifies things a lot. Do you want to go inform people about the flock of angels about to descend, or do we surprise them?"

2014-09-29 03:12 (UTC)









point_b: f ~ sixteen




"It's... very unconventional for a twin power, honestly, the angels thing, but we rolled with one massive 'suddenly magic, whee' thing in the fifties."

2014-09-29 03:13 (UTC)









ask_nicely: k. Hammer out the rules




"Well. Okay, hopefully it doesn't cause too much religious upheaval."

2014-09-29 03:14 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"That I think we can handle by just not calling them 'angels'.  A bunch of winged people are going to show up."

2014-09-29 03:15 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Fair. But they might identify themselves as angels to onlookers. So."

2014-09-29 03:16 (UTC)









from_scratch: i ~ shirtless




"We can include as the task that they should please not talk with the people from the - superhero twins world."

2014-09-29 03:16 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Let's just call it Gemini."

2014-09-29 03:17 (UTC)









blink_and: Physics lesson




"Agreed. It's easier that way, we've already got the theme going on, there. Gemini everything."

2014-09-29 03:24 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"Mm. Should only people that don't have a tricky afterlife do the summoning? I've already done it, doesn't matter if I summon other things, but if, say, Cypress were to summon something - we have no idea how that would go, with his funky magic."Edited   2014-09-29 03:25 (UTC)


2014-09-29 03:25 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"Uh, explain?"

2014-09-29 03:26 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"In Inferno, our world, some daeva are ex-humans, like me and Revival.  The way you get to be a daeva instead of a Limboite with way fewer cool powers is by being a summoner when you're alive.  Humans from other worlds have not shown up in our afterlife quartet - yet - but it could still be that summoning daeva plugs you in to the system.  So, if you have something you'd rather be than a daeva-possibly-with-other-stuff-pruned-away, you should not summon things - since Ice can resurrect people - but Max is already a done deal."

2014-09-29 03:28 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Unfortunately, that rules out me, the mages, the spellbinders - we already have enough to worry about with them - and, I suppose, the twins, because who knows how that works.  The daeva can't.  So we have Max who's already involved, we have Spring who can probably be re-blessed - though maybe someone should ask Rae to check pretty please if he can bless daeva.  We have Idania, maybe, if the answer is yes."

2014-09-29 03:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'll go see if he's around, and failing that, ask Idania."  Off goes Spring.

2014-09-29 03:36 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




Rae's not around in his manifested form, but Idania's outside of her house, drawing out various runes and muttering to herself.

2014-09-29 03:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Hey, Idania, we need to know for reasons if gods can bless daeva, can you talk Rae into trying with Revelation or Revival?"

2014-09-29 03:40 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




"I can ask him to check if he can, he'll answer if he can or can't but isn't likely to actually bless either of them unless he sees a valid reason that they give him. Close enough?"

2014-09-29 03:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Yeah, if we can count on his can-I-bless-them detector working definitely for sure.  The reason we want to know is that we want to summon lots of angels to get rid of ash clouds in the new world we just contacted, and people who summon daeva are known to turn into daeva after death, and so we want only people whose powers are recoverable if they turn into daeva doing that.  That's basically me, and you, and Max who's already done it whether it'll interact weird with him being a peryton or not."

2014-09-29 03:44 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Ooo. Yeah, that's a valid reason." She addresses a sand vial. "Hey, Rae, people who summon daeva become daeva after they die. We're not sure how it messes with blessings or if they can be blessed. Want to test it on Adana and Cam?" Pause. "Yeah, that convinced him. Give him a bit, he'll come check."

2014-09-29 03:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Cool.  Do you want to help with the angel flock thing if you can?"

2014-09-29 03:53 (UTC)









onthewind: Come on now




"Sure! If I get to keep my blessings, no downsides to becoming any sort of daeva. Actually a lot of upsides. Plus, helping."Edited   2014-09-29 03:54 (UTC)


2014-09-29 03:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Don't, like, commit suicide after summoning the angels, we don't know if this works for people who aren't from Inferno.  But yeah, that's my thinking."

2014-09-29 03:55 (UTC)









onthewind: Please




"I wasn't planning to suicide, not to worry. It would be painful and upsetting for everyone involved."

2014-09-29 03:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Quite."

Back to the Belfry!

2014-09-29 03:56 (UTC)









onthewind: Got something planned




Yay, Belfry!

2014-09-29 03:57 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Rae shows up presently. He looks at Revelation and Revival and tilts his head.

"The blessings work fine on you both," he says without any sort of greeting. "I tested, to make sure my senses weren't off. The winds will now be helpful to you both."

2014-09-29 03:59 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"I will refrain from the temptation to enter stunt flying competitions.  Thanks."

2014-09-29 04:0 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




"It wasn't for you," shrugs Rae. "But you're welcome."

2014-09-29 04:1 (UTC)









from_scratch: e ~ making




"So, Spring and Idania and Max can summon angels - how long are you guys willing to spend finishing circles and making sure that the angels don't want anything I had better not give them and then dismissing them when we're done with them, should we call it good with three or call in other people?"

2014-09-29 04:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm good for - hours, but possibly not days unless it's strictly necessary.  I may be able to enlist some of the priesthood and the junior faithful - it's not disease related, but it's a cleanup project."

2014-09-29 04:4 (UTC)









onthewind: Intriguing




"Yeah, that will not fly with mine. Alas, my minions suck at minioning. And my boyfriend's a mage, that means he's out, right?"

2014-09-29 04:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yes. Tricky afterlife plus ghosts."

2014-09-29 04:7 (UTC)









onthewind: (Default)




"Bleh. Well, I'm good with drawing things for a few hours, anyway."

2014-09-29 04:9 (UTC)









castmyown: g. Something like that




"Also fine with hours. We can enlist our dads if necessary. They'd be confused, but helpful."Edited   2014-09-29 04:10 (UTC)


2014-09-29 04:10 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"I just had the visual of - legions of fathers. Descending."

2014-09-29 04:10 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Dads, moms, legions of nonmagical hirelings?"

2014-09-29 04:12 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"I can afford nonmagical hirelings but I'd have to explain what they were doing, right?  And my money's no good in your worlds, it's got daemons in the portraits of the dead presidents."

2014-09-29 04:13 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"Bet we can grab the non-twin volunteers with the Junebugs once they realize what's going on."

2014-09-29 04:19 (UTC)









point_b: i ~ scoping




"Do the Junebugs have much access to non-twin staff?  Also, extra layer of 'what the hell are you doing' if we have to disclose the 'you might turn into a magic wingy person' risk."

2014-09-29 04:21 (UTC)









blink_and: Quiet one




"... Fair point. Mm."

2014-09-29 04:23 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I'm pretty sure," says Max, raising a hand, "That all of our dads are entirely nonmagical and would probably be fine with superpowers upon death. Er, Adarin dads, Bell dads I have no idea. But ours, definitely. So. Let's go get them?"

2014-09-29 04:25 (UTC)









point_b: (Default)




"I think Charlies and Renées would probably help, under the circumstances."

2014-09-29 04:25 (UTC)









dark_light: e ~ engaged




"My mom's disqualified, same reason as me, but I can get my Charlie, shall we all disperse and collect parentals?"

2014-09-29 04:26 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Let's. This is going to be interesting..."

2014-09-29 04:27 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




The final count, accelerated considerably by Flicker's ability to teleport within a given universe, is:

Five Verons (Cypress's, Prime's, Revival's, Conduit's, and Max's).

Four Charlies (Ice's, Flicker's, Katydid's, and Phix's).

Only one Renée (Flicker's) - the others being disqualified on account of being a witch, a spellbinder, and three different amounts of deceased.  ("We could get back mine," Phix comments, "but I think she might want a little downtime rather than immediately meeting alts and summoning angels.")

2014-09-29 04:35 (UTC)









sundayfish: i ~ some kinda magic thing






The Charlies look at each other.

2014-09-29 04:36 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




The Verons look at each other.

"Going to have to say it," says one, identifiable only by his possum daemon from the others. "Weirdest experience of my life. Both of 'em, even. And that's saying something."

"Same," shrugs another.

"Roll with it?"

"There will be weirder things."

And that seems to be the extent of their reaction.

2014-09-29 04:42 (UTC)









from_scratch: f ~ real sun




"I'm gonna... number you, so the angels know who to go to in order to be dismissed," says Cam.  "I think the efficient way to handle this is to have you all in a line here near the Earth portal in Inferno, in front of a sign outlining the deal on offer.  Me and Revival and Zane will be over here, I'll make most of each circle and you finish them.  You ask the angel if it agrees to the printed deal, if it doesn't you dismiss it, if it does you say 'deal' and then it'll go through Conduit's portal - Conduit, you're going to want to put the Gemini end closer to ground zero - and then Revival'll clear the circle away and I'll replace it and you do it again.  In a few hours angels will start coming back, us demons will give them things within the parameters outlined by the original deal, and they will go back to their summoners and you will dismiss them.  This takes a minute of concentration per angel.  If an angel wants to stick around and do extra ash-busting that's fine.  Keep a checklist of how many angels you have summoned so we don't lose any."Edited   2014-09-29 04:52 (UTC)


2014-09-29 04:50 (UTC)









point_b: h ~ relative to earth




"We'll go warn the Junebugs and... can we get, like, air filtering helmets so I can take Conduit to somewhere above ground zero so the portal can have an end there?"

2014-09-29 04:53 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Yeah, of course.  Now or after you warn them?"

2014-09-29 04:54 (UTC)









point_b: e ~ basics




"After."

2014-09-29 04:54 (UTC)









blink_and: (Default)




"All right then. I'll need to re-make the portals, too, I can't keep them up forever. But I'll warn you before I drop and remake them, so it's not going to be a problem."

2014-09-29 05:1 (UTC)









you_miss_it: Twined




"And I'll be a portal anchor. Yay, exciting!"

2014-09-29 05:6 (UTC)









point_b: g ~ latitude




"Anybody want to come along and - you know what, Conduit and Revival should come with me to talk to Junebugs, because it's an instantly obvious thing about alts to explain where the hell the angels will come from and because you can prove that they work."

2014-09-29 05:9 (UTC)









blink_and: Watch her go




"Ha. Okay, sure. That'll be fun on the news, we'll be even more celebrity famous."

2014-09-29 05:10 (UTC)









ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Pff. Okay. Ready to go now." She gives Cam a goodbye kiss. "... Well, okay, now ready."Edited   2014-09-29 05:14 (UTC)


2014-09-29 05:11 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




"Okay, off we go."

To Gemini with girl Adarins.  Flicker flicker flicker.

The lady behind the Junebug office desk looks nonplussed by Older Winged Conduit.

"Hi, captain," says Flicker.  "If you don't recognize me, I'm Flicker, this is Conduit, and this is Conduit's alternate-universe winged duplicate with different magical powers.  Those magical powers are very good for ash-cloud-fixing.  Conduit's going to put a portal over Ground Zero and lots of winged people are going to come in and turn ash into air."
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ask_nicely: e. Progress




Revival demonstrates by turning air into bright glitter, throwing it into the air, and then turning the assorted glitter back into air before it hits the ground.

"It's likely that we'll also help with ash cover in other areas, but it's important to manage Ground Zero first."
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point_b: c ~ gemini




"I'm not really asking permission, I'm just warning you so that people who know more about public relations than us can handle that when large quantities of winged people pour out from a portal over Yellowstone."

"Uh," says the Junebug captain.

"Do you need any of that repeated or clarified?  Do you want to forward us to your CO, your twin, or a specialist officer?"

"...I think I got it.  Thanks."
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blink_and: Fling my twin




"Have a nice day," says Conduit, cheerily.
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point_b: g ~ latitude




Flicker takes Revival and Conduit to the portal, collects helmets from Revelation, and then says:

"Ready to go be over Yellowstone just long enough to put a portal?"
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blink_and: Physics lesson




"Yeah. Let's go unleash a flock of angels upon an unsuspecting world."

2014-09-29 05:28 (UTC)









point_b: d ~ twining




Flicker kisses her, dons her helmet, steps through the portal, and brings her girlfriend to about a mile above the volcano.

There is smoke and ash everywhere.
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blink_and: Freefall




Yes, yes there is. Look upon this day and despair, smoke and ash, the angels are coming for you.

Portal!
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point_b: f ~ sixteen




And back to the portal on Charlie's house!

"Iiiii need a shower.  Or your alt's help, either way," says Flicker, doffing ash-encrusted helmet.  "Reviiiival can all this ash get off me?"
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blink_and: Watch her go




"Me too, please," agrees Conduit.
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ask_nicely: d. Fluent in sarcasm




"Sure. Shoo, ash, this is not your home."

She makes a shooing motion, and clears the both of them of ash in a smooth motion.

Then, because ash is leaking through the portal, she gets to turning that to air, too.Edited   2014-09-29 05:38 (UTC)
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from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




"Okay!  Angel assembly line time."

Angel assembly line commences.
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ask_nicely: e. Progress




And a flock of angels was unleashed upon an unsuspecting world.

It was a pretty good thing, considering.
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point_b: e ~ basics




The air-scrubbing angels do not engage with the public, as per their boilerplate agreement, but since power couple Flicker and Conduit have publicly taken credit, they get asked questions.  And more questions.  They are cheery and not very informative beyond:

"What did you do?"

"Sent a bunch of air-cleaning winged people through a portal."

"What were they doing?"

"Turning the ash into air."

"Where did they come from?"

"Well, the other end of the portal."

"Where did you find them?"

"It was pretty far away."

"Why were they helping?"

"I think I saw one of them take home a new espresso machine that a friend of ours got for him.  I don't remember all of it."
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aestrix: (Default)




At some point during the flock of angels, Rae (without any sort of prior warning or explanation of what he's doing) retrieves a piece of chalk and finishes one of the Charlie's circles for him.

Absolutely nothing happens.

"Disappointing," he observes.
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Fifth Plague

Surprise





aestrix: (Default)




Gemini's people on the whole have no idea how to process their new situation, post flock of angels. There are an awful lot of worried interviews, and allegations. Both Conduit and Flicker cease to just be a number on the board of 'the number of lives saved.' If they weren't a celebrity couple before, they really are now. But the Junebug's junior member protection program is pretty sturdy, by now, and the Swan and Sanders household is safe from all but the occasional stubborn interloper. Who is then promptly sent away (or, in one memorable case, arrested) by Charlie.

After the main ash cloud is dealt with, Revelation and Revival are dispensed to deal with the main area that was destroyed in the eruption. Most of the trouble wasn't with lava or pyroclastic flows, but with tremors and ash fall. While it would be ideal to recreate or unbury everything that was lost as it was before the eruption, it's deemed that living conditions of refugees is more important than sentimentality. Towns that can be easily retrieved are, and some of the bigger cities are worth the trouble, but a lot of them - just aren't. Perhaps in a hundred years someone will unearth the long-lost city of Pinedale. Today, though, some nondescript empty ghost towns with all sorts of amenities for refugees moving back into the area.

The volcano is told by a demon and an angel to sit down, shut up, and stop bothering people. It obeys. It gets a volcano treat, and the volcano treat is 'be covered over in pretty wildlife.' Refugees start slowly trickling in, after, nervously, but the conditions of the newly remodeled area are better than most of the refugee living conditions. Especially with large amounts of preserved food and survival supplies that have mysteriously found their way to the Junebugs for systematic distribution. 

Actually, all things considered, it goes quite well.
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Necklace

Golden Knife





touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




When he'd first managed to snag a touch of the scholar's artifact, he had thought of it as a means to an end. A thing that would get him what he wanted. But now, with the soft sound of chimes in his ears, Aldaras is pretty sure he's starting to like being a tracker. It's not an obvious thing, it doesn't scream his attention, but ever since his knuckles brushed the hunting horn, it's been there. Soothing, gentle chimes, just on the edge of hearing.

He's listening to them now. They're not there just for decoration or listening pleasure - he needs to follow them, to the nearest artifact. For the past few weeks, it's been coming from back where he started - the scholar's city. But now - now he's far enough away that the artifacts collected there aren't interfering. And he's found a new chime, obviously different from the others by its direction and tone. After several days of frenzied travel instead of the more leisurely pace from before, they're close. Agonizingly close.

Zevaia is less excited than he is, but that's to be expected. She's not the one who gave up the right to keeping secrets just to himself. A side-effect of his tracking; he knew what he was getting into from the start. His father's at home, all of Aldaras's secrets in his possession. Even the embarrassing ones. Especially the embarrassing ones. Besides, he would be his sister's keeper if she'd been the one to touch the horn, and both twins are quite sure that would end badly for everyone involved. There are certain things Aldaras never wants to know about his sister. Ever.

They've been keeping nearly silent, to avoid interference with his tracking. So it's a surprise when she gets his attention with her voice.

"Hey. I'm scouting ahead. Don't like the look of this place," she says. Aldaras doesn't, either, the forest has gotten too unnaturally quiet, now. It wasn't like this, miles back - it makes Aldaras worry about what sorts of things lie this way. "And I'm the one with the pistol."

He nods. "It's in that direction," he says, pointing. "Scream if you see any of the cut."

"Nah. They'll be the ones screaming," shrugs Zevaia. "But I might if I see the knife." She winks.

Aldaras sighs. "Okay. Be careful."

"You too, dork."

Then Aldaras is alone. He keeps following the chimes. They're so tantalizingly close, he can't help it. For a few minutes, he wonders with a growing paranoia if he's accidentally tracking the knife. But no, the trackers have all recorded what it sounds like. It varies, from person to person, but it's never beautiful. It's been described as a screeching sound, or a screaming, or the sound of nails on a chalkboard. Aldaras isn't sure how that would translate to what he hears, but all trackers who escaped it have said it is the most wretched sound they've ever hear. This lovely chime isn't anything so horrific.

(He tries not to think about how ones who might have heard it as something pleasant, and how they would have never been able to tell their tales. He's scared enough, no need to add fuel to that fire.)

It turns out that the artifact is closer than he thought. He's surprised, at first, that he found it so easily, but - the chimes don't lie. Aldaras shifts the log muffling the sound, and then he sees it. Definitely not a knife. A necklace of blue stones, flat and shining and lovely. If it weren't an artifact, it wouldn't be particularly expensive, just unusual and unique. But it is, so it's more precious than gold.

Aldaras doesn't touch it. He doesn't know what it does, or what its side-effects are. As much as he wants - all magic ever, if it's the sort of magic whose price is sleeping for twenty hours a day, he does not want it. Carefully, ever aware of what one stray touch to its surface would do, he nestles it into his backpack, wrapped twice in cloth and tied three times with sturdy twine, to keep it from jostling loose. To be safe. He'll let the scholars at it when he's home.

Once it's safely away, Aldaras can't help but laugh. He did it. He actually did it, he found an artifact. The backpack goes back on, and he heads off to find his sister.

"Hey!" he calls. "Zevaia! I found it! Some kind of necklace, time to head back and celebrate!"

It's a pity, that he can't track people. Otherwise, this would be a lot easier. But artifacts don't do what you want them to do, or even go anywhere close to it, not without hard work and lots of patience.

He's in the middle of wondering what the necklace does when he notices that his feet are acting strangely. He'd meant to be walking straight ahead, back towards where he last saw his sister, but - now he's not. He's walking to what was his left, earlier. Aldaras frowns. This is not normal behavior, but there's no reason to panic just yet. Very, very carefully, he tries to turn around.

It doesn't work.

Okay, now it's time to panic.

Aldaras tries to open his mouth to scream, to cry for help - that's the thing that he swore to himself he'd do, first thing. But he can't manage it. All that comes out is a little pathetic whimpery sound. He can't bring himself to do any more - somewhere, in the back of his mind, he knows he's being silenced by the knife. His feet keep walking. Step. Step. Step.

It's too late for him now, he knows. Aldaras tries very hard to come to terms with - with death. Worse than death, actually, every step he involuntarily takes is one step closer to being one of the cut. The idea makes him feel sick, makes him want to throw up. But he can't, because he's walking. The knife doesn't want him to throw up, it wants him to walk. So he walks. Step. Step. Step.

Desperately, Aldaras wonders if there's a way to kill himself before he gets there. Or - or some way to stop the knife from getting another useful - whatever the cut are. Slave, thrall, soldier, convoy. Any of the above. All of the above. He has the necklace. He doesn't know what it does, but - literally anything he can imagine would be better than this. Anything the necklace could do to him, anyway.

It's a struggle, but the knife doesn't care about his hands, it cares about his legs, it cares about his mouth. Later, later is when it will want his arms, when he's close enough to reach out and touch it. Because that's what it'll make him do. That's when he'll just - stop being his own. He'll belong to the knife. So his hands are free to fumble into his backpack and scrabble desperately at the cloth around it. Why did he have to be so thorough with wrapping it, he's a fool, he should have - should have anticipated this. He should have known.

He sees a person, up ahead. With growing horror only barely muted by the knife's pull, he recognizes her as his sister. Her black hair's a mess, but that's not the only thing wrong with her. She has the blank, vacant expression of one of the cut. Her movements are unnatural, puppet-like. She steps towards him, slowly, staring into nothing. She's flanked by other cut, with the same blank stares.

Zevaia is holding a knife. Not one of her own, of course not. This one is more decorative and ceremonial than the utilitarian ones his sister carries. It's some sort of alloyed gold, twisted beautifully to make an ornate handle. The blade is the same alloyed gold - glittering in the sunlight. Sharp and deadly, not due to its materials, but due to what kind of artifact it is.

Aldaras is horrified to find that it's the most beautiful thing he's ever seen.

More fumbling. The first two knots of the twine are already undone, and he's given up trying to undo the third. He just needs to touch it. After that - after that he can die, and hopefully the side effect will be debilitating to the knife's purposes. By some miracle, it can't force people to use magic. So there's no potential loss, for him. Not anymore.

He wishes he could close his eyes, stop staring at the golden instrument of his - lobotomy. He can't. It's started to seize his arms, he's so close. His right goes as instructed, the left he manages to hold on to, for just a few scant seconds more.

Those turn out to be all he needs. His fingertip brushes the necklace.

All at once, his feet fall out from under him, and he's crumpled on the ground in a heap. He wonders, manically, if he was lucky enough for the necklace to convey paralysis. A twitch from his arms says no. No it hasn't. Shortly after, his legs agree. In fact, all of him agrees. His first instinct with this new information is to crawl away. Away from the knife. Away from the - thing that used to be his sister.

To his astonishment, this time his body obeys him.

He scrambles to his feet, breathing heavily and shaking. The pull is gone. His legs, his arms - everything is his own again. He looks at the knife, backing away. Just - an ordinary knife made of gold. How had it seemed lovely before? It was gaudy, if anything. Ugly and impractical and from how his - how the cut woman's carrying it, far too heavy.

His mind is his own.

Can he - can he throw the necklace at his sister, free her from the curse? Obviously the necklace is some kind of - of antithesis to the knife, that's the only way, maybe he can get her back, maybe she can be saved -

- Except she lurches away, growling that guttural inhuman thing that the cut do. Her - fellow cut move in front of her, only protecting her from harm by mere coincidence. It's the knife, that they're keeping safe. She's far enough that he doesn't trust his aim, not with something so precious, not with others in the way. If he loses it, if he doesn't get it back to the scholars... Then the knife will just continue running rampant.

"Wait, wait, no," he mutters, fumbling to get the necklace out properly. Maybe, says a small voice in his head, he can still save her. Maybe.

But then there are the others. The other cut, those the knife don't care about - emaciated as they are from lack of care, they outnumber him. And surround him. Maybe if he were his sister, he could fight past them, force them all to touch the necklace that so obviously saved him.

He manages to retrieve it, and weighs his odds.

There's no way he can manage it. No reasonable way. He can't do it. There's too many of them, he's too - scrawny and unarmed and if he dies then the necklace will take ages to get to the scholars. Possibly never, if another tracker never comes by here, which is entirely possible. And - that would delay the obvious immunity to the knife getting to people that could destroy it. That would cause more fathers and mothers and brothers and - and sisters to fall under its spell. He can't - he can't do that. Not even for her.

"I'm sorry," he chokes. "I'll come back, I'll - try to find a way to save you."

He turns and runs.
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




In the city of Drofnfjord, Annie is sitting on a low stone wall on the college campus, re-reading the admissions policies for the artifact studies department.  There has to be some accommodation for people who don't want to do a tracking errand.  Who cannot stand to do a tracking errand.  Who require their privacy, yes, even from their favorite person in the world.  Can't she just organize their filing cabinets and cook for the Dean of Analysis and...?  Damn it.

A wind kicks up and the hood of her coat flops back from her face.
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




Aldaras is exiting the main building, trying to figure out something constructive to do after his frenzied return to Drofnfjord.  The Dean of Analysis has the necklace. Well, his attendants do, anyway. He'll take much longer to be able to see it. There's nothing anyone can do about that.

He resists the urge to pace. He resists it very much. It'll help no one, especially not his sister, not right now. The attendants he gave the necklace to solemnly said that even with the necklace's abilities - saving the cut is probably impossible. Damn it all, he should have - asked that they not split up. They should have stuck together, and then he could have gotten her with the necklace too and they could have just run and she'd be fine.

But then she'd be subject to - whatever side effect he's going to have to put up with, too. It's been days, and he hasn't figured it out. No strange quirk, no crushing, unbearable guilt from an untold secret, no sleeping twenty hours a day. Just - nothing. Aldaras doesn't believe he could be that lucky, it has to be someth-

A woman is sitting by where he's trying desperately not to pace. He's jostled by the wind, and glances up in annoyance to see if there's a place he can try not to freak out in peace. Briefly, out of the corner of his eye, he sees her face.

And then he blinks, surprised, and he turns and looks at her, properly.Edited   2014-07-30 04:40 (UTC)
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keep_busy: k ~ keeper




She turns a page in what she's reading, and then lifts a hand to tuck her hair behind her ears. 
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




Aldaras understands immediately upon seeing her why people write love poems. He didn't, before, it seemed fanciful and silly and not at all helpful to an actual relationship. Now, now it seems correct and right and appropriate, because there's no words he could hope to speak that could possibly match her. None at all. He might have the barest flicker of chance if he tried in a poem, but with no practice in the writing form, he doubts he has even that pathetic chance.

Everything about her is - perfection. If there is a single flaw in her face (which he seriously doubts) then it serves only to highlight her other features' greater beauty. Her eyes - gods, her eyes, soft and warm and brown. He'd compare them to chocolate, or some other favorable material that's brown, but he's absolutely certain that the only material that could even hope to match them is her hair. Soft and smooth and healthy and the loveliest shade of understated brown. Aldaras wonders, faintly, if her skin is competing for points with her hair, vying with its impeccable, unblemished and wonderfully understated splendor. If Aldaras were asked to be a judge for the winner, he couldn't possibly hope to say. Perhaps he'd expire from the effort on the spot.

It's obvious that there's more to her than mere beauty, though. That's the admissions policy for the artifact studies department. She was obviously brilliant, the way she's reading is with a practiced air. Not boredom, frustration, he can tell it, now. Frustration at what, he wonders? Surely someone like her has no reason to be frustrated, she is the type of woman to be worshiped, not face hardship.

Unless she's worried about the knife? The cut? Trying desperately to find a solution, like he is  - he needs to tell her, there's a solution, there's a cure, this gorgeous angel is safe from the likes of the knife. She just needs to -

Touch... the... necklace.

Oh, fuck. Aldaras just figured out what the side effect was.

(He doesn't know how long he's been staring at her. A while, by now, he thinks.)Edited   2014-07-30 05:01 (UTC)
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keep_busy: j ~ secrets






Is that guy staring at her?

Why is that guy staring at her?

If she has to be stared at by some guy, she supposes this guy is doing it pretty non-creepily.  He doesn't look like he wants to drag her into an alley, he looks like he wants to peel grapes for her or something.

Still.  What the hell, dude?
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret






She's looking at him, the most gorgeous and perfect woman of all time in the history of forever is looking at him. Aldaras's mind draws a complete blank. What does he do, how does he explain himself, how can he even begin to explain himse-

Why isn't he telling her everything right this second?!

Aldaras makes a little whimpery sound and clutches a hand uselessly at his heart as crushing, all-consuming guilt slams into him. She is obviously brilliant, why is he keeping secrets from her? She needs all of the information she can get, he is keeping it from her, what kind of monster is he? How can he do that to her, how can he do that to the most perfect woman in the world? In the universe.

If he doesn't, if he doesn't how will she know how to be safe? How will she be able to make smart decisions with excellent foresight if she doesn't get all of the information he has to offer? She needs to know about - about everything, absolutely everything, he needs to give her as much information as he possibly can.

Abruptly, he sits next to her.

"I need to tell you every secret I know, right now."Edited   2014-07-30 05:12 (UTC)
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keep_busy: m ~ touched






"You seem to have mistaken me for your keeper.  I don't know you."
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touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"No, you don't understand," he says, obviously under the effects of some crushing guilt. "I really need to tell you every secret I know, I - I know you have absolutely no idea who I am and I am genuinely sorry, I don't know what's going on but I feel like I'm about to die I need to fix it I'm sorry!"
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keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I - okay.  Go ahead, don't hurt yourself."
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Thank you," whimpers Aldaras, and then he gets to talking about every single one of his secrets. As quickly as he possibly can.

"My mom's in an asylum. I'm a bastard - a literal one, I have no idea who my birth father is. The magic department's given me basic access to all of its safe artifacts, there's a passcode to get in, it's -" He winces, and closes his eyes. "-846B29. Damn, that was a bad one - when I was little I used to dress up in bedsheets and run around the house and pretend to be a wizard." He continues in this vein for a while, on embarrassing things he did during childhood, before: "- I recently found an artifact that grants immunity to the knife. The knife. I found out when I touched it in desperation because it was about to cut me, but it got my sister and I didn't manage to save her - oh fuck, really, I have to-? - oh god damn it, its side effect has made me fall hopelessly in love with you. I've never felt this way about anyone in my life, I've never even kissed someone. My first crush was on a man, the celebrity Keijo Abdon -" more continuations in this vein of harmless and stupid secrets, and then, with a final shuddery sigh, "- and also your hair is gorgeous and smooth and shiny and I kind of want to pet it."

The guilt is gone. He buries his head in his hands.
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keep_busy: j ~ secrets




Annie listens.  She considers writing down the passcode, but - well, that would be kind of a jerk move, and also she's pretty sure that if she decides to ask him later while he's still under this bizarrely-aimed thrall he will not be able to resist repeating it, so.  If she ever decides to misuse her unlooked-for ability to induce crippling guilt.

"I - don't know how this works, the keeper thing, not in detail - if I ask you questions does it flare up, how do I not - hurt you?"
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"If I think that you don't know what the secrets are, then it flares up, so - so please ask questions. Or do a good job at pretending that you know what they are, I suppose."

He sounds vaguely sort of miserable.
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keep_busy: (Default)




"But for ordinary probably non-secret information, like - what's your name?"
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Aldaras. Hi."
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keep_busy: l ~ twice




"But I mean if I ask you a question is there a grace period before you do the heartclutch-feeling-like-you're-dying thing?"
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret




He nods. "A brief one. If I am not immediately doing all I can to enlighten you as quickly as I possibly can - guilt trip. The worst of all time."
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keep_busy: m ~ touched




"And I'm your keeper all of a sudden because of a different artifact, and now it's interacting funny with the tracker one.  Why me?"

2014-07-30 05:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Yes. I have," says Aldaras, "no idea. I walked past - hundreds of people, at least. I saw lots of their faces, it didn't - nothing happened at all until I saw you."

He doesn't sound like he's mad at her for it, just - sort of frustrated by an unexplained answer.

2014-07-30 05:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"And the Dean hasn't gotten around to explaining the thing yet?"
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Asleep. I handed it to his assistants - three hours ago? Or so?"
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keep_busy: (Default)






"I'm Annabelline, by the way.  Annie's fine."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Nice to - um. Meet you."
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keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"Please give me a summary of how the artifact that has made you fall in love with me seems to work."

Especially if, say, he's going to drag her off to his basement or something.
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"It's - done a thing where I think you are the most perfect woman in the world. Actually, I think my thoughts were 'in the universe, of all time.' I - want to make sure you are happy and safe and that no one would ever hurt you. You've neatly become my favorite person ever, I - my head doesn't normally work like that." Pause. "It's also seem to have made me want to make out with you a little. That's bewildering."
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keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"That's bewildering even with the rest of it?  Are you usually not attracted to girls?"
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"No, I am, just not so -" He waves a hand. "I don't get this way with people, I don't see someone and want to make out with them because they're - pretty. This is confusing, my head doesn't make sense anymore..."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"Who used to be your keeper and are they going to be jealous?"
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touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"My dad. My - adopted dad. He's not likely to be jealous, he'll just - be really, really confused. Also worried."
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keep_busy: l ~ twice




"I don't want to hurt you," she says gently.  "But it's sounding like I cannot accomplish that by, say, leaving you alone..."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I know you'd never hurt me," he says, sounding lovestruck. Then he pauses, and looks confused. "... Because of weird head rewiring instead of evidence. That's creepy. Er. If you're - I'm not going to stalk you or anything, I genuinely do not want to do anything to make you unhappy."
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"That's - good, but the fact that you are politely making it possible for me to abandon you does not mean that I ought to do that.  Unless that is a convenient loophole in the odd juxtaposition of your artifacts and you'd be able to lead a normal life if only we didn't cross paths ever again?"
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret






He shakes his head. "No." Wince. "I'd still need to tell you any secrets I get later. I'm - I'm genuinely sorry, I... we can keep it to a minimum and just - only talk for me to fling secrets at you and then flee?"

Aldaras looks kind of miserable about this method of solving the problem.Edited   2014-07-30 06:11 (UTC)


2014-07-30 06:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets






Okay, time to abuse her power.  Sort of.

"Please tell me what would have to happen for you not to be miserable."

2014-07-30 06:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife







"... The necklace would need to fix the cut. Instead of just a defense against them. I - when it comes to you I don't know, I don't know specifics, I just -" He winces again. "I think I want to stay around you if you're okay with it."

2014-07-30 06:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"How much of the time?"

2014-07-30 06:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I - don't know. I - have things to worry about, too, I need to go try and save my sister. If it's possible. So not - all of the time, certainly."

Even if he wants to.

2014-07-30 06:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Did the Dean's assistants tell you how long it would take to get information about the - you should go tell them what you've found out just now, actually, so he doesn't waste his time, when he wakes up looking for your side effect first."

2014-07-30 06:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I - really should, yeah. They said it'd be at least - seven more hours, at least."

2014-07-30 06:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"The department is also probably going to want to know that you have a new keeper, especially if they give you passcodes."

2014-07-30 06:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




He coughs. "Yeah. That, too. I, um - they might want to meet you, do you want to come with me, or for me to leave you alone as much as possible?"

2014-07-30 06:31 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Being left alone is not currently a priority of mine.  I was actually -"  She gestures with the department literature she was reading.  "I was looking for a loophole to work with the Department without having to be a tracker.  My privacy is non-negotiably important but I wanted to work on magic."

2014-07-30 06:32 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"... Hi, my name is Aldaras, and I'll be your loophole for the day."

2014-07-30 06:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Exactly.  We can go leave a message for the Dean now, if you don't have anywhere else you need to be at this moment."

2014-07-30 06:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I don't have anywhere else I need to be, I'm - waiting on the Dean."

2014-07-30 06:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  We can go make sure he doesn't duplicate any work when he wakes up, and see if they want to change that passcode," it seems like it would be unhelpful of her to remark that she's already forgotten it, "and - generally be responsible with your twice-touchedness and its exciting side effects."

2014-07-30 06:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Thank you," he says, genuinely. "Really. It's - very nice of you."

Is he looking at her with a lovey-dovey look on his face? Yes. Yes he is. Annie can Do No Wrong.

2014-07-30 06:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




Annie puts her departmental literature in her bag and puts her hood up again against the wind and heads back whence Aldaras came.  "I hope the necklace can help your sister.  The side effect is - not great, but not worse than death, and probably a lot easier to deal with if one isn't a tracker.  Is she a tracker?"

2014-07-30 06:51 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"She's not. Neither of us were thrilled about the idea of her constantly spouting out her secrets to me. And I'm the one who's a terrible liar, anyway, this is just a - step further."

Back they go!

2014-07-30 06:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




The receptionist at the department is surprised to see him again so soon.  "Yes?"

"Do you want to explain or should I?" Annie asks him.

2014-07-30 06:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I should. Hello, I just found out what the side effect of the necklace is." He motions to Annie. "I have fallen hopelessly in love with her at first sight." Pause. "That's - not me being flirty with her, that is literally what happened, it was incredibly confusing and also she's now my keeper."

2014-07-30 06:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Okay," says the receptionist.  "You, are you a student?"

"Yeah.  Undeclared, first year.  Annabelline Swan."

"In that case we have to change the passcodes... Aldaras, if this happens again and you wind up with a collection, you'll let us know right away, yes?"

2014-07-30 06:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




The very thought of - winding up with a collection makes him wince. "Yes. Of course."

2014-07-30 06:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Are you okay?" asks Annie.

2014-07-30 07:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Mostly. The idea of randomly falling in love with enough people to start a collection is - sickening, but I vastly prefer it to - the obvious alternative of if I didn't touch the necklace."

2014-07-30 07:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Sickening because you just generally don't want to be in love with a bunch of people or sickening because at the moment being in love with me is doing Extreme Monogamy to your brain?"

2014-07-30 07:3 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"... Second thing."

2014-07-30 07:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I should probably give you the flyer on proper keeper behavior," says the receptionist.

"There's a - oh, that's probably good, unless it just gives people ideas.  Learning that there is a handout just gave me ideas.  I will not enact them, but - yeah, give me the flyer."

The receptionist gives Annie a flyer.

2014-07-30 07:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Aldaras smiles a little.

He's gone back to looking at Annie like she is the center of his universe. Nothing strange going on here, carry on.

2014-07-30 07:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched






"Does giving this thing out usually help?  I wasn't likely to think of half of this unethical abuse of the guilt trips on my own."

"I don't make the policy," shrugs the receptionist.  "Or write the flyer."

"Okay.  Well.  Thanks."

2014-07-30 07:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Usually it's enforced reasonably well because if you abuse the guilt trips enough, you will stop being the tracker's favorite person."

He does not mention the one exception. She's a smart woman, she can figure it out on her own.

2014-07-30 07:15 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Fair enough, the necklace is new."  Annie folds up the flyer and bags it.  "Anything else we need to do while we're here?"

"Is there a good daytime phone number for you?  When the Dean has results?"

"Yeah, sure -"  Annie writes it down.  "That's my mother's landline, I won't be home all the time but she can take messages."

2014-07-30 07:17 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"And you already have mine," says Aldaras.

2014-07-30 07:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Yes.  The first priority for him to look into is whether it will be able to cure the cut, and I or someone else from the office will call when we have that in a few hours," says the receptionist.

"Okay, great," says Annie.  "Uh - Aldaras - I don't have any more classes today.  We are probably going to be hanging around a lot, you and me, where's a good place for us to go and - talk?"

2014-07-30 07:23 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I... have an apartment, or we could go some place less freakily mine."

2014-07-30 07:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I live with my mom.  I haven't decided how to describe you to her, so your apartment works."

2014-07-30 07:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He nods.

"It's within walking distance," he says, as they exit the building. "Um - it's not going to bother you being in my apartment?"

2014-07-30 07:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"...should it?  I mean, realistically, if you were going to club me over the head and drag me off for nefarious purposes you should have done it before letting the receptionist get my name and telling her that you're touched about me."

2014-07-30 07:32 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"No, no," he says assuredly. "I'm - you're the last person I'd ever hurt or do - terrible things to. Of any kind. I'd just be freaked out in your position."

2014-07-30 07:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"It turns out that if somebody wants me to trust them the shortcut is handing me large amounts of unchecked power."

2014-07-30 07:34 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras quirks an eyebrow. "... Huh. Okay."

2014-07-30 07:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"I mean, pretty obviously you didn't do it on purpose, but regardless.  Anyway, I should be fine in your apartment unless it is squalid, floored with bear traps, or inhabited by ravening hordes of barbarians who you keep around to help with the rent."

2014-07-30 07:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure







That one actually causes him to laugh.

"No. To - all of those, actually."

2014-07-30 07:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Good.  That's definitely a case where it can't be even one of the listed things."

2014-07-30 07:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Ah, darn. I'll have to tell the ravening horde of barbarians to find some other place to go."Edited   2014-07-30 07:43 (UTC)


2014-07-30 07:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Barbarians are not meant to live in apartments anyway, it's really the kindest thing."

2014-07-30 07:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"But they made such a sad face! Collectively."

2014-07-30 07:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"With crayons?" wonders Annie innocently.

2014-07-30 07:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"And fingerpaint."

2014-07-30 07:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I'm glad you have a sense of humor, this would probably be tedious otherwise."

2014-07-30 07:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Thanks. I'm - glad it's not tedious to be around me." Pause. "... That sounded better in my head. I swear."

2014-07-30 07:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Have you been a tracker long?" wonders Annie.

2014-07-30 07:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"About a year and a half. It's - not for everyone. It was never this dramatic until it combined with the necklace's side effect."

2014-07-30 07:57 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Have you found things before the necklace, then?"

2014-07-30 07:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"No, there's a grace period that I used for a while before heading out to - find things. I was worried about the cut." He winces. "... Proven to be absolutely correct, there."

He sighs.

2014-07-30 08:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"You could have gone somewhere far away where the knife wasn't likely to be.  I don't think they'd have kicked you out for bringing home an artifact from Chung-koet.  I suppose the Chung-koet government might have objected, though..."

2014-07-30 08:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"I'd rather not cause a diplomatic incident. But - yes. I should have done that."

2014-07-30 08:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"But if the necklace really works - well.  That'll be - that'll be really good.  Especially if it turns out there are ways to control or aim the side effect for informed users."

2014-07-30 08:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Agreed. I'm not - going to put the necklace back. I'm glad I found it, it was a high priority for me to get it to the scholars safely." Pause. "But I also want my sister back."

2014-07-30 08:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"How did -"  She thinks better of asking this question partway through, and then realizes that she can't really take it back.  Not finishing a question is a no-no on her flyer and she doesn't want to torture him.  "- she get caught without you?"

2014-07-30 08:10 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"She went scouting ahead. I'm - not really the fighting type. She wa- is. So."

2014-07-30 08:16 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




Annie nods.

"I'm sorry."

2014-07-30 08:17 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Definitely not your fault."Edited   2014-07-30 08:18 (UTC)


2014-07-30 08:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Yes, I know.  I mean I am sympathetic."

2014-07-30 08:20 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Thanks. I'm - trying not to be a useless bundle of 'freaking out.'"

2014-07-30 08:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"It would be pretty hard to figure out what to do with you if you were a useless bundle of freaking out.  My flyer doesn't even give me instructions on that."

2014-07-30 08:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Far be it for me to put you in a situation the flyer gives no instructions for."

They have arrive at the apartment complex! Up the stairs they go.

2014-07-30 08:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




Annie keeps a firm hold on the banister.

"Are you studying anything besides magic?"

2014-07-30 08:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Economics. It surprises people, it's occasionally rather funny."

2014-07-30 08:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Why would that be surprising?  People major in economics all the time."

2014-07-30 17:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Something about - mixing magic with math and money. It's a strange combination, apparently."

2014-07-30 18:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Why'd you pick Econ, then?"

2014-07-30 18:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Good for scaling, if I can get a good enough grasp of economics I can make - large scale changes. Like - making it more viable for people to do volunteer work, by throwing money at them."

2014-07-30 18:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"...I think you might be missing a step, in there."

2014-07-30 19:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Oh, I know, I have to actually make the money. I just had to skip to the end because if I say, 'I want to be rich' people roll their eyes at me, but if I say, 'I want to be rich so I can do 'X'' then it's less ridiculous. I don't actually care about the money, I care about what I can do with it."

2014-07-30 19:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"That makes sense.  I don't think economists are known for getting rich, though."

Gosh, lot of stairs in this apartment building.

2014-07-30 19:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Not really, no."

They've thankfully gotten past all of them! Aldaras produces a key, and he unlocks and opens the door. He holds it open for Annie.

"But that's what the magic's for."

2014-07-30 19:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




In goes Annie.

"Track down things, do magic for people?" she guesses.

2014-07-30 19:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Basically. I'll need to be very careful about the artifacts I touch, I've - already seen how two side effects can combine strangely."

In goes Aldaras, too.  The apartment is small and cute and reasonably neat, and well taken care of.  It looks rather empty, which makes sense, if Aldaras was just out tracking something. Regardless, it's still comfy looking.

2014-07-30 19:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




Annie plops herself on a chair.  "Are there any the university has that you have in mind?"

2014-07-30 19:31 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras finds his own chair, politely giving Annie space. Even if he kind of still wants to snuggle her. Or make out, one of the two. "I was still weighing the costs and benefits of each. Some of the side-effects are very... Life changing, let's say."

2014-07-30 19:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah, no kidding."

2014-07-30 20:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I might have been tempted by astral projection if it were, say, a hundred years ago. But now we have phones and it doesn't really seem worth it anymore. Teleportation is a - forever maybe, because it's so useful, but uh. I like being able to take showers without screaming in agony."

2014-07-30 20:12 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"And going out when it's raining or snowing and, you know, drinking water, eating food, not being stuck full of needles to get your nutrition."

2014-07-30 20:16 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"That, too. I think if you want you don't need to have the needles for nutrition. People certainly managed it from before IV's were invented. I really, really pity them."

2014-07-30 20:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"Yeah, no kidding.  The past-watching would be almost tempting for me, if I didn't rely so thoroughly on writing for - everything.  I could probably make a switch to audio records but..."

2014-07-30 20:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I wouldn't be able to manage it, I like reading. Astral projection's still got Braille, but past-watching's more thorough. I'd be worried that people wouldn't be honest about what things said, and there's no way I could even know."Edited   2014-07-30 20:25 (UTC)


2014-07-30 20:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Maybe in the future everything will be like mediocre science fiction where computers talk, and then it'll barely be a problem to be illiterate."

2014-07-30 20:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Maybe. And then everyone would just be able to past-watch, because there's no loss to getting it."

2014-07-30 20:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"If everyone past-watched there'd be a huge discontinuity in being able to read things from history."

2014-07-30 20:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"You get the computers to read them for you. I thought this was mediocre science fiction, are you shooting for the more high end stuff? The ones that make more sense?"

2014-07-30 20:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Well, I suppose you could load up all the documents you could find into the computer first, but the computers can't do pastwatching by themselves.  I don't actually know, can pastwatchers 'draw' words they see...?"

2014-07-30 20:31 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




Aldaras shakes his head. "No. Otherwise we'd know what the treaty of six emperors said. We just know it was written and signed."

2014-07-30 20:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah, didn't think so. Artifacts: inconvenient."

2014-07-30 20:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"... The necklace was pretty convenient. I mean, saved me from being cut, and as far as side effects go, this really isn't the worst one ever."

2014-07-30 20:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"You have no idea how it picked me, right?  I could have been anybody."

2014-07-30 20:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"I have no idea how it picked you, yeah. But - my best-case scenario was that it would paralyze me from the waist down and I'd be incapable of helping the knife. On that scale - immunity to the knife and randomly falling in love is kind of... Better than that in every way."

2014-07-30 20:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"But I mean - even if you weren't a tracker with an extra button to push it seems like some of the people you could have fallen spontaneously in love with would not have been nice about it."

2014-07-30 20:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yes. I - don't know what would happen, then. But it's better than being cut. Not ideal, but you're - genuinely nice."

It seems like he's actually got way more to talk about for that, but he stops himself from continuing in the same vein. No need to be creepy by talking about how much he loves her.

2014-07-30 20:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah, but - you'd think that even if I weren't, it sounds like.  ...Speaking of which, if at any time my... unique position relative to you causes you harm, including by neglect as long as that's not due to a seriously major competing priority?  I consider that information relevant.  Okay?"

If she has to look after a love-touched guy at least it's one who will have to speak up if she does it wrong.Edited   2014-07-30 20:51 (UTC)


2014-07-30 20:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He nods. "Yeah. Er." Aldaras looks vaguely uncomfortable, and shifts a little. "But at the same time I'm not - holding you to do anything because I happened to touch a necklace and that's sort of inconvenient for me. Okay?"

2014-07-30 20:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Yes, I understand.  I will suit myself regardless, but it will almost certainly not suit me for you to be upset if I could fix it."

2014-07-30 20:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




He's got that 'you are the most amazing person in the world' look on him again.

"Understood," he says softly.

2014-07-30 20:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Good."

2014-07-30 20:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




Aldaras doesn't have any ideas for conversation starters right now, he is too busy gazing at Annie adoringly.

2014-07-30 20:58 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Wh-"  Pause.  "Crap, I'm going to have to get used to not even starting questions I'm going to change my mind about partway through, around you.  Ah -"  Sigh.  "The question was, what's going through your head when you look at me like that."

2014-07-30 20:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




Blink, blink. "Mm? Oh, uh - it differs a bit, each time. It's all - nice things, admiration, mostly. I think the first time I saw you I was trying to figure out how to get an accurate description of you that did you justice, and the obvious answer was poetry. Except I'm terrible at writing it, so I'd never get it right. And that seemed like a terrible pity."

2014-07-30 21:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker






"Aww."

2014-07-30 21:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Aldaras looks down, embarrassed. "That particular time I was thinking about how - utterly frank and honest you sounded when you said that it wouldn't suit you. And that's -" He trails off. "It's a nice trait to have. I like it."

2014-07-30 21:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Do you think you would have liked it before?"

2014-07-30 21:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yes. And just - caring about other people in general. People don't do it enough."

2014-07-30 21:12 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"It's true, they don't.  It's very frustrating."

2014-07-30 21:13 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"So frustrating," he agrees with a laugh.

2014-07-30 21:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Well, if the necklace lets you get close enough to the knife that you can encase it in concrete and drop it into the sea, you can collect all the rewards for that and then you'll be started with a seed fund for using your economics knowledge."

2014-07-30 21:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Yeah. Though I hope you know that I wouldn't be doing it to fund my economics knowledge, I'd be doing it because it's horrific and needs to go away forever. The funding is just a bonus."

2014-07-30 21:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"No, I understand.  It's very efficient that way.  Destroy knife and collect valuable prizes."

2014-07-30 21:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"And save my sister at the same time. I like efficiency."

(He's still very worried about her, what if someone kills her as a mercy before he can get the necklace to her? What if the necklace doesn't even work? What will he do, then?)

2014-07-30 21:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"What's your sister's name?"

2014-07-30 21:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Zevaia. She's also my twin, so..."

2014-07-30 21:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"And you're really close."

2014-07-30 21:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Not inseparable, but - yeah. We just - sort of both assumed that once I started becoming more touched she'd be the one to steer me around to point me at things to use magic on."

2014-07-30 21:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"But she wasn't your keeper?"

2014-07-30 21:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I would have been hers, but - no. My dad was. Zevaia was a bit annoyed and insulted for a while, but then she realized she didn't want my secrets anyway. So. Better for us both, this way."

2014-07-30 21:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Did you think she was going to be ahead of time?  I don't know how obvious it usually is - I think if I were going to be a tracker, my keeper would be my mom, but it wouldn't stun me if it wound up being my dad instead or something."

2014-07-30 21:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I thought it would be my sister before it happened, actually. Because she's - the sort of person who would make a great keeper because you'd just have to ask her not to bring something up and she wouldn't. Like, objectively I knew she would make a good one. But -" He shrugs. "Favorite person. My dad is - was great at it, too."

2014-07-30 21:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"My mom would probably be good at it too.  Just - I'm too private a person."  Pause.  "Never read my notebooks unless I'm showing you something specific in them, please."

2014-07-30 21:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"I wasn't planning to," says Aldaras. "That would be an invasion of privacy. Also terrible. There's a reason I would never ever touch the thimble responsible for mindreading, and it's not just the - obvious side effect."Edited   2014-07-30 21:48 (UTC)


2014-07-30 21:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"The obvious side effect is a positive, in my view.  I can just stay ten yards away from anyone who's swearing at the top of their lungs and I'm safe.  Or I'd never have wanted to set foot on this campus, because eugh."

2014-07-30 21:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Yeah. I give them kind of a wide berth, too. But they required mindreading before they let me at the hunting horn, so."

2014-07-30 21:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched






"They did?  I didn't know they required that too.  It's not in the literature.  Shit."

2014-07-30 21:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




Aldaras blinks.

".... I should go over procedures for what happens when you become a tracker, I - don't know what you don't know, so nothing is - acting up, but I should make sure you know them."

2014-07-30 21:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"I already knew I didn't want to be a tracker, because being a tracker comes with a side effect I can't handle by itself.  I mean - I didn't know the department used mindreading as a mechanism to check up on anybody.  I might as well give up and declare my major pre-med."

2014-07-30 21:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Oh. All right. But uh - so I don't curl up and want to die of guilt later -" he starts outlining exactly what happens when you become a tracker.

Obviously it's required to get access to the college's artifacts, but there are some forms to fill out and you need to have your potential keepers listed. They need to sign some waivers, and then the potential tracker gets his or her mind read. After that, they sign a contract that says anything that any artifact they find will be legally theirs, with the caveats that the school will confiscate it if it's exceptionally dangerous or if the tracker isn't at least putting in an effort to use the artifact against the knife. If that happens, the tracker's given a lucrative finder's fee. It doesn't happen very often, and requires a committee's approval, but it's happened in the past.Edited   2014-07-30 22:10 (UTC)


2014-07-30 22:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




Annie listens attentively.

"About how often are you going to need very badly to tell me things, from a baseline where I don't ask questions or look very much like I want to?"

2014-07-30 22:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"It's - usually not too often, just when I get a new secret or it seems like you've forgotten one I've told you. This isn't in the flyer, but you can turn things into secrets if you think I am keeping them a secret from you. Or if I think I am keeping information from you that might be considered a secret. Thus, why I just said that."

2014-07-30 22:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"The 'secret' terminology seems sort of arbitrary.  It seems more like you can't withhold salient information from me but it's particularly urgent if there is any reason I might think you were doing so purposefully.  Like, I still don't know your last name, since you haven't desperately blurted it out yet; it doesn't qualify as a secret, but I bet you have to tell me now that I've mentioned that I don't know it."

2014-07-30 22:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Yeah. Sarbror. My middle name's Evanak, too. That's - it's probably better to define it as salient information. So uh - is there anything you'd like to know about me?"Edited   2014-07-30 22:39 (UTC)


2014-07-30 22:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"...I'd better be specific if there is, hadn't I."

2014-07-30 22:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I don't mind if you're not, it would just mean that I might not shut up for the next three hours."

2014-07-30 22:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"And you wouldn't object to compulsively disclosing facts about yourself for three hours?  I'd think you'd get thirsty."

2014-07-30 22:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"I mean, I would object if I had something to do for the next three hours. But I don't. I'm just - waiting for the verdict on the necklace, before I can put out an ad for a person to touch it and help me encase the knife in concrete."Edited   2014-07-30 22:45 (UTC)


2014-07-30 22:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"Does it have a lot of cut with it right now?"

2014-07-30 22:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"... I saw about thirty. So, no. On the scale of how many people the knife can have, anyway."

2014-07-30 22:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Well, even if no one snipes them when they see them coming I don't think it lets them eat.  I wonder what the knife's main effect even is.  Maybe they're all - immune to bacterial infections, or something."

2014-07-30 22:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"It - might be whatever's responsible for whatever grabs people before they even touch it. I don't know, it's not like we can throw the Dean at it."

2014-07-30 22:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Unless he likes the look of the necklace enough to touch it, I suppose."

2014-07-30 22:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I suppose, yeah. But if he does it without asking me nicely first they get to pay an absurdly large fine, it does legally belong to me."

2014-07-30 22:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Would you let him, if he wanted to?"

2014-07-30 22:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Yes."

2014-07-30 22:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I wonder if you'll have trouble finding someone else who wants to touch the necklace."

2014-07-30 22:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I hope not. I'd - like to think some people would be willing to deal with - random love at first sight in order to deal with that."

2014-07-30 22:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I'd be spooked.  It could be anybody and what would I be able to do about it?  I wouldn't make a good tracker-guard anyway, though."

2014-07-30 22:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"... Yeah." He sighs. "I would have been spooked, too. And I'm - pretty terrible at violence in general. My sister probably would have been fine with touching it."

And now he looks sad.Edited   2014-07-30 23:03 (UTC)


2014-07-30 23:2 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice






"Before you saw me, if you had known what the necklace did, what would you have wanted to happen?"

2014-07-30 23:3 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"In comparison to what? In general? Or who I picked with the random love thing, or what?"

2014-07-30 23:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Like - if you had known you were going to fall in love with somebody and then have a really biased view of them, but first you could write them a letter, what might the letter have said?"

2014-07-30 23:5 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Uh. Making a comparison point to the type of person I am before weird necklace side effects get involved. Asking very nicely for them to not manipulate me after I was well and truly lovestruck. I'm not sure, I'd have to think about it. At least I have continuity with myself, I'm not - acting crazy or doing things I would have thought terrible, before. I just happen to be in love."

2014-07-30 23:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker






"You can pet my hair if you still want to."

2014-07-30 23:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




Aldaras looks surprised by this statement. He blinks. "... Do you want me to, though?"

2014-07-30 23:14 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I didn't wake up this morning thinking if only some guy would randomly fall in love with me and pet my hair, that would be swell, but I wouldn't have brought it up if I minded."

2014-07-30 23:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




He snickers. "Fair enough. Tell me the instant you want me to stop?"

This seems to be a very large priority for him, actually. He looks kind of worried about her not saying so.Edited   2014-07-30 23:23 (UTC)


2014-07-30 23:22 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Will do."

2014-07-30 23:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Aldaras smiles, and then gets up and carefully moves to stand next to Annie.

And gently, lovingly, he starts to pet her hair, smile still on his face.Edited   2014-07-30 23:46 (UTC)


2014-07-30 23:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




She smiles.

"So what's the first fifteen minutes or so of the three-hour unrestrained self-disclosure?"

2014-07-30 23:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Well, I'm adopted. I'm - very much not from around here, we moved here when I was eleven because this is where my dad lived and he wanted to raise us somewhere he knew. Neither of us were really upset about moving. Uh... I've been fascinated with magic since I was little. I'm... Genuinely not sure what's important for you to hear. What specific stuff do you want to hear?"

2014-07-31 00:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I was mostly fishing for conversation starters.  Where did you live before?"

2014-07-31 00:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Chung-koet. Up in the mountains, actually. From a little tiny town called Ng Yen."

2014-07-31 00:15 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"You barely have an accent."

2014-07-31 00:17 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks, it sometimes slips out, especially when I'm upset."

2014-07-31 00:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Is there anything you want to know about me?"

2014-07-31 00:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"What's your life like? What - sorts of things do you like to do?"

2014-07-31 00:22 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"This is my first year at university, and if the magic department is really as - optimized to keep me out as it seems like, I'll probably go into medical research instead.  I read a lot.  I write about how the inside of my head works so I can get it to do what I want, hence the extremely private notebooks."

2014-07-31 00:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"That's really amazing," says Aldaras. "But you can probably find artifacts from - places that aren't at the university, they don't actually have a monopoly on them. Just on - figuring out all of the ins and outs of them."Edited   2014-07-31 00:49 (UTC)


2014-07-31 00:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Other research institutes aren't able to do it in such a safe way - and not with tuition my mom can afford, either."

2014-07-31 00:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"... True." He sighs. "Um. I'll give you access to creepy love necklace?"

2014-07-31 00:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"At this time I do not wish to touch the creepy love necklace.  There are probably things the Dean could tell you about how it works that would interest me, but... not right now unless I feel the knife calling."

2014-07-31 00:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yeah, I figured. Thought I should offer, anyway."

2014-07-31 00:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Thank you."

2014-07-31 00:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Anytime."

He's still petting her hair. Pet, pet, pet.

2014-07-31 01:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I suppose once you've done as much about the knife as you can you'll mold the necklace?"

2014-07-31 01:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Yeah. And hopefully make it less... creepy."

Though he doesn't seem to be complaining about his results. Pet, pet, pet.

2014-07-31 01:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"I guess you won't know exactly how until you have the Dean's assessment."

2014-07-31 01:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




He nods. "I could try to guess, but uh. That could make it worse."

2014-07-31 01:14 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah.  Please do not nudge the necklace to weaken the effect only to discover that, say, under the full moon you will go on a murderous rampage and only I can stop you."

2014-07-31 01:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras snorts. "Yeah. That - would be bad. Please don't let me go on a murderous rampage."Edited   2014-07-31 01:20 (UTC)


2014-07-31 01:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I will do my best."

2014-07-31 01:20 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Thanks, I would really hate to murder people."

2014-07-31 01:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Good.  I hate it when would-be murderers fall in love with me."

2014-07-31 01:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I can imagine."

Pet, pet, pet.

2014-07-31 01:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




It's nice.

"Should you tell your dad he's not your keeper anymore?"

2014-07-31 01:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Yeah. I'm just - not... Looking forward to telling him about Zevaia."

2014-07-31 01:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Yeah.  That must - be new, being able to not tell him something."

2014-07-31 01:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Mhm. It - helped that I wasn't thinking about telling my dad, otherwise - yay, guilt trip..."

2014-07-31 01:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"It looked awful."

2014-07-31 01:33 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Yeah. It's not fun."

2014-07-31 01:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper








Annie reaches up to pet his hair.

2014-07-31 01:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




This catches him by surprise. He smiles a little, and leans into her hand.

"Thank you."

2014-07-31 01:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"You're welcome."

2014-07-31 01:41 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare







"I'm glad it was you."

2014-07-31 01:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Wouldn't you be no matter who I was?  You're - pretty thoroughly gone."Edited   2014-07-31 01:44 (UTC)


2014-07-31 01:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Pretty thoroughly," he agrees with a snort. "But you're - being exceptionally nice. About the whole thing."

2014-07-31 01:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Well, I'm trying."

2014-07-31 01:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Thank you, for that."

2014-07-31 01:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"You're welcome."

Scritch scritch.

"It would get pretty hard to evaluate myself as a nice person if I started using you for nefarious purposes."

2014-07-31 01:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"A bit, I'd be - really confused about what to do if you were nefarious."

2014-07-31 01:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Probably some deeply unpleasant combination of writhing around on the floor suffering from guilt trips and carrying out my evil bidding."

2014-07-31 01:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)







"... No? I mean, there would be some writhing on the floor from guilt trips due to tracker magic, but - if you're genuinely doing something terrible, no. I don't see why I would be carrying out your evil bidding."

2014-07-31 01:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"No?  The flyer implies they're bad enough for most anything to be preferable.  Obviously you're the one who knows firsthand."

2014-07-31 01:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Well, yeah, they're - really bad. But if given a choice between getting tortured and doing something terrible for the person torturing me..."

2014-07-31 02:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Reasonable in principle, I can't speak to how practical it'd be.  Fortunately I'm not going to torture you."

2014-07-31 02:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Thank you very much for that. I appreciate it."

2014-07-31 02:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Good, it'd be a lot less rewarding to be such a goody twoshoes if nobody were grateful."

2014-07-31 02:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Aldaras smiles a bit, and goes back to petting hair.

2014-07-31 02:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper








"I have no strong reason to expect this to happen anytime soon, but are you going to be folded-spindled-and-mutilated if I develop a romantic interest in someone who is not you?  For that matter, if I develop one in you, just how - sketchy and power-imbalance-y is that, there's no precedent."

2014-07-31 02:18 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"... I'm likely to pine, if you develop a romantic interest in someone else. But I'm not going to be - folded-spindled-and-mutilated, I think. Just - sort of sad. Which I can handle, so please don't - let that dictate your actions." He fidgets a bit. "Uh... If you develop one in me, specifically... I don't know. Sorry."

He does look like he wants to, though.Edited   2014-07-31 02:24 (UTC)


2014-07-31 02:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Okay, so you're just - infatuated, not infatuated with bonus possessiveness, good.  ...If you have insights about the second thing let me know."

2014-07-31 02:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I'm - not sure what you'd want to know? About the second thing?"

2014-07-31 02:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"If we'd somehow managed to just have the parts of today's interaction that didn't involve you being magically in love with me, and then you asked me out, I'd have said yes.  You have not asked me out per se, and you are magically in love with me, and I am in a state of uncertainty about how that should affect this matter."

2014-07-31 02:34 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"... Oh."

Pause.

"I'm pretty sure," he says, musingly, "that I would have liked you a lot before the - creepy love necklace. Possibly enough to ask you out, but that's a bit harder to - guess. Considering."

2014-07-31 02:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"That helps but is not decisive."

2014-07-31 02:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"I'm really not sure how to be decisive without knowing more about the necklace. I feel like me, my head's not - completely insane. I just - happen to be in love with you."

2014-07-31 02:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Well, the Dean's assistants should call you soon enough, I guess."

2014-07-31 02:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yeah. I... You could probably also talk to my father, you might be worried about my head, but he knows my preferences pretty well. For - obvious reasons."

2014-07-31 02:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"That's a good idea.  Whenever you're ready to tell him about your sister and everything, I guess."

2014-07-31 02:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Yeah." He winces. "I... Really shouldn't procrastinate on it."

2014-07-31 02:58 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Are you going to call him or go visit, where does he live?"

2014-07-31 02:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




"Call, he doesn't live in Drofnfjord. He's in Seldalr."

2014-07-31 03:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  Well, don't let me stop you."

2014-07-31 03:5 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Mhm." He pauses, hesitates, and then settles for patting her shoulder. And then he heads off to retrieve a phone and make a phone call.

2014-07-31 03:12 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




Annie has a book in her bag.  She pulls it out, in case eavesdropping turns out to be redundant or difficult.

2014-07-31 03:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Hey, dad. - No, actually, there's - it - something happened, dad."

And he explains the something. Annie already knows what the something is.

"Yeah, I'm - I'm okay," he assures. "She's - nice. Yeah, if she wants. Annie? Do you want to talk to my dad?"

2014-07-31 03:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Sure."  She collects the phone.  "Hi, Aldaras's dad."

2014-07-31 03:20 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Hi," says Aldaras's dad. "So, uh. The love thing."

2014-07-31 03:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"The love thing.  It's pretty weird.  I'm dealing.  I'm going to do my best not to harm him."

2014-07-31 03:23 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Good, I'm glad. He's a good kid. What are you in college for?"

2014-07-31 03:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Undeclared at the moment, the magic department seems unfriendly to the concept of privacy so probably medicine."

2014-07-31 03:26 (UTC)









steppingup: Always goes like this




"Yeah, it's - pretty bad about that. Why medicine?"

2014-07-31 03:31 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Research.  Cure cancer or something, I'll have to find out more to know where I'd specialize best."

2014-07-31 03:32 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Good for you. You - sound pretty decent."

You know. For a brief phone call that is not the interrogation he wants.Edited   2014-07-31 03:37 (UTC)


2014-07-31 03:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I try."

2014-07-31 03:38 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"I'm glad. ... Is there - anything you need to know about him?"

2014-07-31 03:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"...Is there anything that it would be best for me to find out in partial form as opposed to a complete infodump because I'm his keeper now?"

2014-07-31 03:43 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"... Complete and utter romantic."

2014-07-31 03:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"He is, you mean?  I wasn't sure how much of that was the necklace."

2014-07-31 03:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"He is, yeah. As far as I can tell, it hasn't screwed with him at all. Just the - love thing."

2014-07-31 03:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"That's good to know, then, thank you."

2014-07-31 03:53 (UTC)









steppingup: Run that by me again




"... Don't hurt him. I'm - already missing one kid."

2014-07-31 04:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I'll try my very best.  I don't - know what I'm doing, really, but I learn quick.  I told him I consider it relevant information if I ever do hurt him, anyway."

2014-07-31 04:6 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Good. Thanks. Mind the stoicism. He'll just - ignore himself if you let him."

2014-07-31 04:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Any guidelines on efficiently wielding keeper status about that?"

2014-07-31 04:9 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Uh... Pay attention, he's sometimes a bit too subtle for his own good. And when you see something worrying, ask him about it."

2014-07-31 04:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Okay.  I really do not want to hurt him, I promise."

2014-07-31 04:13 (UTC)









steppingup: Bit off guard




"Thanks. I figured I wouldn't be his keeper forever, but - this was not how I was expecting it to go."

2014-07-31 04:22 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'm at least as surprised as you are."

2014-07-31 04:22 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"I bet," he snorts. "Any worries I can soothe about what he's like?"

2014-07-31 04:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"He's been pretty soothing on his own.  Preemptively promising not to stalk me and so on.  I had to tell him a couple times that I promised I'd shoo him if I got tired of him petting my hair."

2014-07-31 04:31 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Yeah, that's him. Hair petting?"

2014-07-31 04:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"In the initial deluge of secrets he mentioned that he likes my hair, probably for magic reasons, it's nothing special, and that he would like to pet it.  And a bit later on I said I wouldn't mind."

2014-07-31 04:36 (UTC)









steppingup: You're my kid




"Aha. Strange. Cute, but strange."

2014-07-31 04:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"The whole thing's strange, but I don't think that thing is strange in context."

2014-07-31 04:42 (UTC)









steppingup: Easy answer to that one




"Fair point."

2014-07-31 04:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"What should I call you besides 'Aldaras's dad'?"

2014-07-31 04:45 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Vernus. Or, if you felt like being snarky, Zevaia's dad."

He sounds sort of - sad. About that one. For obvious reasons.

2014-07-31 04:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice






"There's a chance the necklace will get her back.  It's the only thing I've ever heard of that lets someone ignore the knife calling."

2014-07-31 04:49 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"Yeah. I'm - considering myself pretty damn lucky that Aldaras got out all right."

2014-07-31 04:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'm flattered that I fall within the parameters of 'all right' over here."

2014-07-31 04:50 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"... He's not cut. He's not dead. He's not crazy. He's not permanently crippled. You seem all right. So - pretty damn lucky."

2014-07-31 04:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Ah, I have - fairly dismal competition.  Got it."

2014-07-31 04:53 (UTC)









steppingup: Not again




"Yeah. Sorry, not going to lie to you and say I'm thrilled about this, but I am taking my victories where I can get them."

2014-07-31 04:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"No, no, I understand."

2014-07-31 04:55 (UTC)









steppingup: Hokey magic




"Good. Sometimes I think people don't, with magic."

2014-07-31 05:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Don't - what?"

2014-07-31 05:0 (UTC)









steppingup: (Default)




"Get how high the stakes can be."

2014-07-31 05:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Mm."

2014-07-31 05:2 (UTC)









steppingup: Bad topic




"But I'm rambling. Pretty sure you and he have got some things to figure out. I'll leave you to it."

2014-07-31 05:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Okay.  Thank you."

And that would seem to be that.

2014-07-31 05:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




Yup. Aldaras says a quick goodbye to his dad (with an 'I love you') and then hangs up.

"I have no idea if that helped or not," shrugs Aldaras. "I was - not eavesdropping."

2014-07-31 05:6 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"He says you may attempt to be excessively stoic."

2014-07-31 05:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"... Accurate, I suppose."

2014-07-31 05:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Please don't do that."

2014-07-31 05:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I'll try."

2014-07-31 05:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Thank you."

2014-07-31 05:9 (UTC)





Necklace

slow progress





keep_busy: l ~ twice




Eventually Annie goes home for the day.  Her mother lives a long but doable walk from campus, but Annie makes the trip by tricycle for speed and safety, or bus when the ice is too bad to allow riding.  This is a trike day.

She tells her mother as straightforwardly as she can what has happened.

Her mother wants to meet the boy, but accepts that this should probably wait until the situation with Zevaia changes one way or another.

A few hours after Annie gets home, she gets a call from the Dean's office.  There are results in; she can go hear them at the office.  Apparently they're not supposed to release them over the phone for some obscure reason of policy.

Coat goes back on Annie, Annie goes back on trike, trike goes back on campus.

2014-07-30 22:11









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras is already there and waiting. He's trying not to pace. Again. He's outside of the Dean's office, and he smiles a little when he sees Annie.

"Hey."

2014-07-31 05:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Hi.  Did they tell you anything?"

2014-07-31 05:27 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Not over the phone. I've been waiting for you, so I didn't get guilt tripped. Because this is obviously important information."

2014-07-31 05:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Wow, I didn't even think of that - that applies even if I'm on my way?"

2014-07-31 05:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




He nods. "If I'm not making the best effort I can to tell you - yup."

2014-07-31 05:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"So basically you'd have to go running flat-out hoping to catch me a minute sooner.  Artifacts.  Dang."  She shakes her head and goes inside with him.

The receptionist recognizes them when they enter.  "Aldaras, Annabelline, hello.  The Dean's looked over the necklace - I'm afraid we don't know yet if it will restore someone who is already cut.  What we do know now is that it does not choose people at random - it uses some compatibility measure.  The details were too fuzzy to produce anything more about that."

"That's all?" asks Annie.

"I'm afraid it's a very time-consuming process.  If you've learned anything more about the effects yourselves he'll be able to skip to more useful information sooner."

2014-07-31 05:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"... We should get me within ten feet of a mindreader. It obviously blocks the knife, I'm wondering if it blocks people from hearing my head, too."

2014-07-31 05:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"How miserable are you going to be if I decline to be anywhere near the mindreader when you find that out?"

2014-07-31 05:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Depends, are you going to be in the same room so I can immediately tell you, while you're still outside of the mindreader's range? Because that would work fine."

2014-07-31 05:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"They make me nervous enough that I'd rather be farther away than that if you aren't going to be guilt-tripped about it."

2014-07-31 05:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Okay." His voice softens, a little. "Then you don't have to be there, I just need to know where you'll be so I can tell you."

2014-07-31 05:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I could wait by a phone."

2014-07-31 05:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Do you want to be in an entirely different building from the mindreader?"

2014-07-31 05:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"For preference, yes.  I know the safe radius, there's just a part of my brain that's always afraid they'll chase me and I can't really run."

2014-07-31 05:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"You can be in an entirely different building," he says, soothingly.

2014-07-31 05:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Your apartment's closer than my house, I could park there," she suggests.

2014-07-31 05:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Sure. And I know my own phone number and it'll take a bit to get a mindreader - somewhere anyway."

2014-07-31 05:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Sure.  Do you want to walk me there or do you have a spare key so I can trike over myself?"

2014-07-31 05:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras searches through his pockets, and produces a spare key. Annie-ward, it goes. If she wanted to steal from him, he's pretty sure she's got an easier method already. Considering the circumstances.

"No throwing parties while I'm gone," he deadpans.

2014-07-31 05:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"There go all my plans," she smirks, and she pockets the key and trikes off to his place.

2014-07-31 05:49 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




There it is, his place! The apartment is in the same condition it was before.

If she wants, she can probably snoop a bit.

2014-07-31 05:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




She doesn't go snooping, just flops onto the nearest thing-to-sit-on to the phone and pulls out her book.

2014-07-31 05:52 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




And soon enough:

Ring, ring.

2014-07-31 05:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




She picks up.  "Salutations."

2014-07-31 05:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Completely immune to mind-reading. Also, salutations."

2014-07-31 05:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"That," she says, "is a nice artifact effect."

2014-07-31 05:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Yes, yes it is."

2014-07-31 05:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Any other experiments that don't have to wait on the Dean waking up tomorrow?  Should I go home?"Edited   2014-07-31 05:57 (UTC)


2014-07-31 05:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"We're also going to see if I can see through invisibility, but none of the others are really testable with such a defensive artifact."

2014-07-31 06:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Do you want me to wait for the invisible person to show up, or will that take a while?"

2014-07-31 06:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"It'll probably take a while, they're less on-hand than the mindreader was. They're actually a bit freaked out about my immunity to the mindreader, too, it's kind of funny."Edited   2014-07-31 06:03 (UTC)


2014-07-31 06:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I hope they aren't going to do anything unfortunate just because they can't keep mental tabs on you."

2014-07-31 06:5 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"No. I'm putting out an ad for volunteers that want to take care of the knife, they legally have no grounds to confiscate the necklace. And there's not much else they can do with me."

2014-07-31 06:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  I'll just go home then unless there's a reason for me to stick around.  I'll leave my phone number by your phone for you in case you wake up in the middle of the night and have to tell me something."

2014-07-31 06:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Sure. Thank you, Annie. You're a delight."

He sounds like he's got the affectionate, lovey look in his eyes again. Just from his voice.

2014-07-31 06:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"You're welcome.  See you next time the Dean has news to dispense."

And she hangs up the phone and scribbles down her number - and goes and trikes home.

2014-07-31 06:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




A few hours later, there's a call at her home phone.

2014-07-31 06:16 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




Since Annie is in the shower, someone else picks up.

"Salutations."

2014-07-31 06:17 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Salutations. Is Annie there? There is a thing I need to tell her."

2014-07-31 06:17 (UTC)









kindestgarden: i ~ forgot the milk




"You must be Aldaras.  She's in the shower - is it important enough that I should barge in?  I don't know how this works..."

2014-07-31 06:18 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I am! We can probably manage you yelling it. Yell that I don't see invisible people, please?"

2014-07-31 06:20 (UTC)









kindestgarden: g ~ all grown up




"All right.  Annie!  Aldaras says he doesn't see invisible people!"  Pause.  "I think I heard her say 'okay'."

2014-07-31 06:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Mmm. Tentative pass. I'll try not to think about it too much. Anyway, sorry about that. Artifacts do strange things."

2014-07-31 06:25 (UTC)









kindestgarden: e ~ now boys and girls




"I'll make sure she heard when she comes out, anyway.  Call back if you need to."

2014-07-31 06:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thank you very much, ma'am."

2014-07-31 06:29 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Call me Rinty, dear."

2014-07-31 06:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Sure. You're Annie's mom, I take it?"

2014-07-31 06:37 (UTC)









kindestgarden: a ~ arts n crafts




"That's right!"

2014-07-31 06:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"It's nice to - well, this isn't exactly meeting you, but talk to you."

2014-07-31 06:38 (UTC)









kindestgarden: b ~ try new things




"Likewise, I'm sure.  Annie had nice things to say about you."

2014-07-31 06:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"... Did she?"

He sounds delighted by this fact. Not fishing for compliments, just - genuinely happy that Annie has nice things to say about him.

2014-07-31 06:40 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"She did!  Not terribly detailed things, but nice ones."

2014-07-31 06:41 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Aww. I'm flattered, I hope I live up to them."

2014-07-31 06:42 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Annie's sharp as a tack, I think she has your number."

2014-07-31 06:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"She is," he agrees, "pretty wonderful."

2014-07-31 06:44 (UTC)









kindestgarden: c ~ crayons and such




"Are you likely to be visiting her here at all?  Should I be taking note of your food preferences?"

2014-07-31 06:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"If she wants me to?"

2014-07-31 06:46 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"Well, just in case, then - allergies, aversions?"

2014-07-31 06:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"None, I'm pretty easy to cook for."

2014-07-31 06:49 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"How convenient."

2014-07-31 06:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I try. If all else fails and it turns out to be unfavorably comparable to charcoal, I can always just cook something for myself later."

2014-07-31 06:54 (UTC)









kindestgarden: f ~ where she gets it




"My cooking has never been compared to charcoal before."

2014-07-31 06:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"See, there you are, we'll get along just fine."

2014-07-31 06:55 (UTC)









kindestgarden: (Default)




"Certainly more convenient than the alte- Annie!  Did you hear what I shouted?"

2014-07-31 06:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Yeah, can't see invisible people, I'm informed," Annie confirms.

2014-07-31 06:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Oh, good."

2014-07-31 06:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"You were okay in the interval?"  She appears to have claimed the phone from her mother.

2014-07-31 06:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yup, perfectly fine."

2014-07-31 07:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Cool.  Anything else?"

2014-07-31 07:1 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Nothing that comes to mind! Thank you."

2014-07-31 07:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"You're welcome - oh, um.  If my mother hadn't been home when you'd called would it have been a disaster?"

2014-07-31 07:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Not a disaster, but I would have probably found a few creative ways to make sure that you would get the message eventually."

And then wait for her to call back while he was writhing in guilt because he didn't get up and try to find her house and tell her himself. Details.

2014-07-31 07:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Maybe in the future you should call me before you learn things?  And make sure I'll be around to hear them after you have learned them."

2014-07-31 07:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Yeah, I - really should have. Sorry."

2014-07-31 07:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'm not the one who would've suffered for it.  Please don't hurt yourself."

2014-07-31 07:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I'll try. I'd rather not - constantly interrupt your life, though."

2014-07-31 07:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Well - yeah, and I appreciate that, it would be pretty inconvenient if I couldn't take showers unless Rinty was by the phone, but I do not want to torture you to avoid experiencing an extra phone call."

2014-07-31 07:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)






"Realistically it will probably happen at some point in time, eventually. You - understand that you're not responsible for the artifact induced guilt, right? You're not torturing me, if I choose to go through it instead of doing the most efficient thing to tell you whatever the information or secret is, that's on me."Edited   2014-07-31 07:20 (UTC)


2014-07-31 07:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I know I'm not torturing you, but - I don't want you to be tortured.  I would like there to be very few obstacles between you and avoiding torture."

2014-07-31 07:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Thanks. It's all right, though, I'm pretty good at managing it."

2014-07-31 07:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Are you doing that stoicism thing?"

2014-07-31 07:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"... A little?"

2014-07-31 07:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Please don't overdo that.  Torture: bad.  I do not approve of it."

2014-07-31 07:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Thanks, but - I think I have a bit more of a cavalier attitude about it than you do? I knew what I was getting into when I signed up. I don't want to constantly interrupt the lives of those around me."

2014-07-31 07:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"It's not constant if you call me twice instead of once to make sure I'm not in the shower."

2014-07-31 07:31 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I know. This particular example isn't - the right one, you're absolutely right, I should have called first."

2014-07-31 07:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  I mean - don't steal somebody's car to break traffic laws on the way to my house to tell me things if I don't answer the phone, but - take reasonable precautions and please don't be afraid to talk to me."

2014-07-31 07:34 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Agreed."

2014-07-31 07:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Anyway, I'm going to bed.  Please try not to learn important secrets overnight."

2014-07-31 07:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




He snorts. "I'll do my best. Good night, Annie."

2014-07-31 07:40 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"G'night, Aldaras."



The next morning Annie has classes all day.  Hopefully Aldaras will be able to wait on learning the Dean's snippet of information for the day and it won't turn out to be time-critical details about saving his sister.  She trikes to school and attends Literature Survey, World History (she eats her bag lunch during this one), Statistics, and Jaillais.

2014-07-31 07:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




Aldaras doesn't have any classes - he's still technically on break for his tracking expedition. There's - really nothing to do. He paces. He worries about his sister. He gets a call from the Dean's assistants saying that the Dean's discovered new things about his necklace. Because of his tracker status, they won't be telling him until his earliest convenience, for obvious reasons. He checks on where Annie is - class. The answer is class. He can't go learn new information without her easily accessible. There are curse words for this sort of thing, but he is polite enough to not say them over the phone.

He thanks the caller and hangs up, and then he paces some more. When he inevitably gets bored of that, he sits down and writes a letter. To Zevaia. She's unlikely to ever read it, but if he happens to die while still managing to free her, it's good to have a contingency. It's rewritten four times and then finally scrapped entirely. He doesn't know what to say, except for, 'I'm sorry, I'll do everything I can to save you.'

The apartment is getting tiresome, so he goes outside to check on the ad. There aren't any takers yet. He'll probably need to get something signed from the Dean himself for people to believe his assurances about an artifact that protects against the knife's mind control. Aldaras jots down some ideas for improving the ad, but without more information he can't really get people to jump on board with touching a strange artifact. Not yet, anyway. To mix it up a little, he does some more pacing. He realizes hours late that he's hungry, and has a light lunch, just a sandwich. He's not that hungry.

His only other option is brooding about Annie. He'd prefer not to, he's already put her in a precarious enough position and if he dwells on her too much he's bound to do something he'll regret. He decides that he's sick of waiting for her to be out of class, sick of being so completely bereft of projects. Sick of having nothing to do while his sister's slowly dying, while he tries desperately to not overstep bounds with the woman he accidentally fell in love with. Quite calmly, he decides to do something stupid. He'll be systematic and orderly about it, but it's still stupid.

He finds out which class Annie is in. Then he goes to the Dean's office, and he asks them very nicely for the information they've found out about his necklace. Edited   2014-08-01 05:06 (UTC)


2014-08-01 05:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




No one at the Dean's office is likely to imagine that he would be this stupid.

"The Dean has found that it will tend inevitably towards reciprocal relationships - for example, if Annie touches it, at least while you're still alive, her object of affection will be you and not anyone else."

2014-08-01 05:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




This is not the information that Aldaras wanted.

His first reaction is not thinking of how Annie really genuinely deserves to know this information, but: "... Is there any way you can steer it towards whether it can fix the cut or not? Please?"

2014-08-01 05:57 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"We can ask him, but except for him being able not to retread ground he doesn't have perfect fine control over what he learns.  I'm sorry."

2014-08-01 05:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks, anyway," he sighs. "I need to go, for obvious reasons."

He waves, and turns to exit the office.

Annie is still in class. Aldaras - genuinely doesn't want to interrupt. Not because he was stupid and impatient. He finds out where exactly her class is - briskly as is possible, to assuage the impending guilt. And then, quite deliberately, he sits outside instead of barging in.

He is a terrible person he should be telling her this information right this second-

(No, he shouldn't, it's not important enough to actually interrupt her over.)

She needs to know right now, right now, why is he so callous, he can go fix it and she can know things that are important, and this is very important-

(It is important. He's not denying it. But he was the idiot that learned about it on purpose before her class was over. She had nothing to do with it, she shouldn't have her life interrupted over it.)

He is an abomination upon the world.

(He sits. He stays sitting, head buried in his hands. He focuses on breathing. Breathing is good. Breathing is a thing he needs to keep doing while his artifact's effect is currently waging war on his head.)

2014-08-01 06:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The door opens!

It's not Annie; it's one of her classmates nipping out to go to the bathroom.  He looks quizzically at Aldaras but doesn't address him.

2014-08-01 06:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




Aldaras doesn't notice him. He's kind of busy right now.

It's amazing, how horrible guilt can feel. So bad that he'd almost want to do anything to make it stop. Except he wants to be better than that, better than some idiot animal ruled by emotions that aren't even his.

Quite frankly, fuck the guilt, he has made up his mind and he is sticking to it.

2014-08-01 06:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




About twenty minutes later, the class actually lets out.

Annie's in a knot of other students and doesn't spot him right away.

2014-08-01 06:14 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




He doesn't spot her either. Guilt, guilt, guilt. (Screw the guilt, screw the torture, he is responsible for his own actions, this is his fault. He knew what he was getting into and he has made up his mind.)

2014-08-01 06:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"Hey, mister, you okay?" asks someone, and then Annie looks.

A moment later she's on her knees next to Aldaras.  "What - what - just tell me, get it over with, it can't be that bad - is it too private to say in front of people, do we need to go somewhere else?"

2014-08-01 06:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




Oh. Annie's here. Okay then, he's - proud of himself, he guesses. (Ow.)

"S'fine. The necklace's effect," he says tightly, "is reciprocal if touched by the - object of affection. As in, it's symmetrical."

And then the crushing guilt and urge to die are gone, and he has room to do more than breathe.

2014-08-01 06:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched






"Why did they tell you that?"

2014-08-01 06:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Because, I was going stir-crazy and asked them to tell me."

2014-08-01 06:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"And they didn't think you'd be this st- - how long have you been sitting here?"

2014-08-01 06:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I have," he laughs, "no idea."

2014-08-01 06:26 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Why ask them, why didn't you just read a book or - or audit a lecture or bake cookies or something to pass the time - or realize that you'd been an idiot and lean into the classroom so I could pop out for the fifteen seconds it would take to tell me - or otherwise do something that didn't involve parking outside my Jaillais class and being miserable?  I didn't even know you were there!  Are you trying to make me feel like I need to follow you around twenty-four hours a day lest you hurt yourself?"Edited   2014-08-01 06:29 (UTC)


2014-08-01 06:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"No. I'm - nothing I could do would have been productive. I'm not usually this stupid, but my sister's slowly dying. And I have nothing productive to do to solve this problem. I'm waiting on the Dean."

2014-08-01 06:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"If you can't be productive the least you can do is not be destructive."

2014-08-01 06:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"I'm not being destructive towards anyone else," he points out.

2014-08-01 06:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"Oh, I look happy and carefree to you?" Annie snaps.

2014-08-01 06:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination







"No," he sighs. "I'm sorry."

2014-08-01 06:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




Annie sighs and sits on the floor, thunking her head against the wall softly.

"Don't.  Okay?"

2014-08-01 06:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Okay."

Is that actual guilt? That isn't influenced by a magical artifact? Yes. Yes it is.

"... I won't do it again."

2014-08-01 06:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Thank you.  Believe it or not, being the only person who can help you with the secrecy safety valve for your crippling artifact-induced emotional issues imbues in me a sense of responsibility and I do not like it when my attempts to be responsible are thwarted.  Stupidly."

2014-08-01 06:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




Aldaras sighs. "I can understand that. Sorry."

2014-08-01 06:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




She sighs.

"Is there anything else I should know?"

2014-08-01 06:49 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"... I'm an idiot occasionally?"

2014-08-01 06:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I figured that one out without help."

2014-08-01 06:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Yeah," he sighs.

2014-08-01 06:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"I'm inclined to ask you if you want a hug but I'm concerned that what with the necklace being operative this will cause you to self-harm so you look sad and huggable again in the future."

2014-08-01 06:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




Aldaras stares at her.

"What in the world would possess me to do that?!"

2014-08-01 06:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"An hour ago I didn't imagine anything would possess you to go to the Dean's office for important necklace information when I was in class and then decline to interrupt me," she points out.

2014-08-01 07:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"That's - because I decided that suffering from guilt for an hour was better than spending one more minute in my room trying not to freak out about - things. Not me deciding to emotionally manipulate you for my own selfish desires."

2014-08-01 07:6 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Do you want a hug?"

2014-08-01 07:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)







"If you want to genuinely give me one out of more than just responsibility," he eventually decides.

2014-08-01 07:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"I don't think 'you look all sad and huggable' is a responsibility thing," she says, and she holds out her arms.

2014-08-01 07:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




He hugs her, gently. There is a teensy bit of clinging, involved, but he is still quite gentle.

"Sorry for accidentally dragging you into this mess," sighs Aldaras.

2014-08-01 07:14 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




Hug.  Pat pat.

"I'll be fine."

2014-08-01 07:16 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I'm sorry, regardless."

2014-08-01 07:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




Pat pat.

She lets him go and hauls herself to her feet, faltering a little but catching herself on the wall.

2014-08-01 07:18 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He looks up at her, worried about the faltering.

"Are you all right?"

2014-08-01 07:22 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Yes?  Do I not look it?"

2014-08-01 07:23 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"- You stumbled a bit there."

2014-08-01 07:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Oh.  I'm really, really klutzy.  That's all."

2014-08-01 07:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras nods, trying to disguise - vague worry.

"Okay," he says, standing. "Well. Now that this - wonderful drama is completed..."

2014-08-01 07:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"I don't think there's anything else, is there?  I'm just going to go home and do homework.  I'll answer the phone if you need me.  Call if you need me, okay?"

2014-08-01 07:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"I will." He hesitates, and then says carefully, "... I'm sort of wondering about your reaction to the new information about the necklace. If you don't want to tell me, though, that is entirely fine."Edited   2014-08-01 07:32 (UTC)


2014-08-01 07:31 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper






"I'd need to think about it more to go into much detail about how I feel about it - but it's better news than its opposite would be because it means I can evaluate a specific possible - necklace-target - instead of gambling."

2014-08-01 07:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Fair," he agrees. Aldaras hesitates again, and then fixes her with a very serious, sort of intense look. "If you're worried - even with this information I will never try to force or manipulate you into touching the necklace. Actually, quite frankly I think I'd rather die." Pause. "I don't want to die. If you're wondering."

2014-08-01 07:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"That's because you object to coercion, not because the idea of me touching the necklace regardless of why I might do it is abhorrent, right?"

2014-08-01 07:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




He smiles, slightly. "Correct."

2014-08-01 07:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"How would you feel about me touching the necklace because I happened to feel like it?" she inquires.

2014-08-01 07:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I'd have to know why, to properly voice my feelings of it. But at the baseline of not knowing your reasons - glad you were safe from the mind-reading you hate and the knife that's nightmares incarnate. Worried about the why, I'd be hoping you thought it through. Concerned about the moral implications of - any sort of relationship, because in this situation you didn't get to talk to me about it before the love thing." He trails off, and then a stab of guilt tells him he's not saying everything.

He grimaces at the guilt, and then sighs, "Also - to my shame, happy. Because then you'd - feel the same way about me."

Aldaras looks genuinely upset with himself about this fact.

2014-08-01 07:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Unless I feel the knife calling and there's nothing for it but to touch the necklace and it's right there, I would probably only do it unless I was already in love with you, and I haven't even determined if that would hypothetically be ethical, yet, let alone actually done it."

2014-08-01 07:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Oh." There's a little faint smile on his face. "That - makes me feel much better about the entire affair. I don't know if I can comment on if it's ethical or not - I certainly wouldn't mind."

2014-08-01 08:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"What's not clear is what you'd think about it from a - more clear-headed perspective.  Come on, let's not stand around in the hall, if we're going to have this conversation we might as well go to your place."

2014-08-01 16:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Sure," he agrees. "And - it's completely fine for you to ask whatever questions about this topic without compromising my privacy. I'm fine with talking about this."Edited   2014-08-12 22:00 (UTC)


2014-08-12 21:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Okay, but - the fact that you have to tell me that is - a thing.  There is no balanced way to maintain information flow, it's either me pretending as hard as I can to be uncurious and waiting for you to spontaneously volunteer things, or me seizing control of what you tell me almost entirely.  I mean, yes, demonstrably you can sit in the hall not opening the door for stupidly long periods of time, but I doubt you could do that forever.  You are in general spectacularly vulnerable," she says.  "I mean, that creative writing teacher who was fired amid scandal and the gnashing of teeth last year, for sleeping with a student?  The only power imbalance was that he could have screwed with her grades in one class."

2014-08-12 22:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I am," he sighs, "rather spectacularly vulnerable. I don't know how to even that out. I'm fairly certain that if necessary I can run to the hills and play brokenhearted hermit, if that helps."Edited   2014-08-12 22:20 (UTC)


2014-08-12 22:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I mean - I don't want you to have to do that, that does not qualify as a good outcome."

2014-08-12 22:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact






Another little smile. "I don't think it's a good outcome, either, but the fact that it exists is - somewhat nice? I am probably not ever going to get my head back to where it was, but I'm certainly not entirely in your power." Pause. "Also, I trust you. You're not going to abuse it."

2014-08-12 22:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I'm not going to try to, but I've already screwed up a few times asking questions I didn't really want to force you to answer and not noticing before I'd obviously started to ask a question."  She shakes her head.  "Even if I got to be perfect at walking the tightrope - I mean, what if we dated and then for whatever reason it wasn't working for me - would breaking up be worse than just never starting?"

2014-08-12 22:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"I'm - not sure. My guess is yes and no. I would have a specific reason for being unhappy, but I would knw why it didn't work out for - whatever reason. And that's preferable, I think. It's - with my dad we got to the point where I was genuinely fine answering any question he'd ask, the same's probably going to be true with you, I just need time to get used to you."

2014-08-12 22:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"And how does - investigating that avenue compare with the possibility that there's some other artifact that can un-touch you?"

2014-08-12 22:34 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I think that searching for an artifact that can manage that would waste valuable time and - genuinely not be worth the effort and the side-effect that would go along with it. Maybe I'd be proven wrong, maybe we'll find something that can manage it, but it's - I think I'd prefer trying the other avenue over working for ages just to rearrange my head again."Edited   2014-08-12 22:43 (UTC)


2014-08-12 22:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"And - the necklace itself is the most promising avenue for undoing mental effects, anyway - okay," sighs Annie.  "So - I don't need to squish any attempts my brain makes to develop a crush on you?  Is I think the conclusion?"

2014-08-12 22:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"You don't," he agrees. "... How would you squish attempts to develop a crush on me?"

2014-08-12 22:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Paying attention, mostly.  I do a fair amount of conscious management of my thoughts."

2014-08-12 22:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Oh. That's - useful and also kind of impressive."

2014-08-12 22:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"It is useful!  Most people just think it's weird."

2014-08-12 22:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I categorize things into numbers and make extremely complex algorithms to sort my opinions of people and how useful they are," he shrugs. "The only thing that worries me about policing your own thoughts is - accidentally changing who you are. And I like who you are now, you changing that would be distressing."

2014-08-12 22:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Ceasing to have the ability to change who I am would be a bigger change than any I'm likely to make," she remarks.  "It wouldn't happen accidentally, anyway.  How does the math version work?"

2014-08-12 22:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Well, for one, I can't change my head," he says. "But I'm pretty good at weighing how important I consider things, and - organizing the results of that. Into number forms so they're easy to compare to one another - I spend ages calculating how important something is to me, get the number from that, and then I compare that to other things on the same scale."

2014-08-12 23:2 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"What's the scale like?"

2014-08-12 23:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"In what way? Do you mean in - what's my range on the scale, what makes up my method for figuring it out...?"

2014-08-12 23:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Both."

2014-08-12 23:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Hmmm... Absolute highest single number was a sixty-seven point three. It's for making the knife go away. The average person tends to rate a seven. It becomes harder and harder to get higher numbers as you get up the scale. I weigh things I find important and how important it is that they be attended to or not, or - how much they matter to me. One point is how much I care about a person who has zero personal qualities aside from being sentient. Er - you also broke my scale, I have no idea how to even begin at figuring out what number you are."

2014-08-12 23:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Is the rest of it still functioning even with me leaning on it like that?"

2014-08-12 23:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Oh, yeah, it's working out fine. You're just - sort of my mental number equivalent of 999999, I'm sort of working around it because it's rather bewildering."

2014-08-12 23:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I guess that makes sense.  I don't do it with numbers like that.  Just - rankings, relative ones, felt out rather than calculated."

2014-08-12 23:27 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"I'm sort of - obsessively accurate. So."

2014-08-12 23:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"What's next, after me and getting rid of the knife?"

2014-08-12 23:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Saving my sister."

2014-08-12 23:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Yeah, that makes sense."

2014-08-12 23:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"I do try to make sense," he agrees, softly.

2014-08-12 23:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Any responses to your ad about knife-hunting yet?"

2014-08-12 23:33 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"None, yet," he sighs. "I think I need the Dean to give me more information for them to be willing to risk touching a strange artifact. Even to get rid of the knife."

2014-08-12 23:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Maybe he'll come up with enough to go on tomorrow."

If he doesn't, the odds that Zevaia won't have died of dehydration start to go way, way down.

2014-08-12 23:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Maybe," agrees Aldaras softly.

He knows the odds.

2014-08-12 23:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




Annie pauses in their walk to hug him.

2014-08-12 23:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




Hug.

"It has a vested interest in keeping her alive. We know it makes them drink rain water...."

2014-08-12 23:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"And it has been raining.  But - yeah."  Hug.

2014-08-12 23:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Yeah."

2014-08-12 23:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I hope somebody answers the ad soon."

2014-08-12 23:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Me, too," he sighs. "I - think she should have been the one to find the necklace, honestly. She's better at the sort of crisis that involves hitting things. I'm - not."

2014-08-12 23:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




Pat pat.

Annie resumes walking.

2014-08-12 23:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




Aldaras does, too, looking pensive.

2014-08-12 23:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"There's not really anything useful I can do, is there?"

2014-08-12 23:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I - don't know, do you have some method to convince people to help?"

2014-08-12 23:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"No.  People skills aren't really my strongest suit."

2014-08-12 23:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar






"Do you want to help gather supplies for when we head out? Useful things that we can bring, or - something?"

2014-08-12 23:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Uh - sure, but I don't know what people on - wilderness adventures need.  Food, I guess?"

2014-08-12 23:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Food, water, a tent, compass - you genuinely don't have to do anything, but I can find you things to do if you want to do them."

2014-08-12 23:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"It's sounding like you'd probably have an easier time not worrying about occupying me," she remarks.  "I can occupy myself, it's okay."

2014-08-12 23:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I - okay. I'm sorry," he sighs.

2014-08-12 23:58 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"You have nothing to be sorry for."

2014-08-12 23:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Well, yes, but I'm sorry that there's not an - easy fix-it solution."

2014-08-13 00:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah, me too.  'Ring bell for customer service and/or to fix everything in the entire universe.'."

2014-08-13 00:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"That'd be great," he says wistfully. "Though honestly I might not trust customer service to do it right, I'd make them hand over mythical powers so I could do it properly."

2014-08-13 00:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Any mythical power currently in circulation is not being adequately handled," agrees Annie.

2014-08-13 00:5 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"It really isn't! It's so frustrating, but it's really hard to get my hands on an artifact that can manage the sort of large-scale stuff I'd like to do."

2014-08-13 00:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Is there one you've been tempted to sneak in to get ahold of?" she wonders.

2014-08-13 00:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"No," he sighs. "Not any of the ones at this university, anyway. I just want a - 'here have some magic that's useful for infrastructure instead of just personal gain.'"

2014-08-13 00:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Controlling the weather," she suggests.

2014-08-13 00:14 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras smiles. "That'd be a good one. I'd probably want to sneak in and grab that, as long as the side effect wasn't terrible."

2014-08-13 00:15 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"How terrible a side effect would you put up for really good weather control?"

2014-08-13 00:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Pretty terrible, actually. Even the teleportation side-effect. I wouldn't take it if it made me incapable of figuring out how to use it properly, though. But if it's a fear of shoelaces, I wouldn't complain."

2014-08-13 00:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I'm pretty sure the teleportation side effect would make me incapable of thinking straight.  I might be able to follow some plan I made ahead of time, if the power were straightforward to use."

2014-08-13 00:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination






Aldaras winces. "That... sentence has the interesting effect of making me want to screech, scoop you up into a protective hug, and volunteer to touch the artifact in your place so you never ever have to do that." 

2014-08-13 00:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Uh... sorry about that.  I'm not planning to.  You can hug me again if you want."

2014-08-13 00:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




Well, she did just give him permission to. He scoops her up into a very - snuggly and protective hug. With gentle hair pets.

"Good," he murmurs. "It's okay, it took me by surprise, too. I just - please. Don't ever touch the teleportation artifact."

2014-08-13 00:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I don't need to teleport nearly that badly."  Hug.

2014-08-13 00:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




Aldaras nods. "Yeah. Good, I'm - I don't ever want to see you in that kind of pain," he says fiercely. "Never."

2014-08-13 00:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Believe me, it doesn't appeal on this end either."

Snuggle.

2014-08-13 00:33 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




Protective snuggles. No horrific artifact that gives Annie a fate worse than death. Ever.

"Taking care of the knife is up to the seventies now, that's an interesting side effect."

2014-08-13 00:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I'm not sure how that works."

2014-08-13 00:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"It's a little bewildering and I'm not sure how to explain it. Basically I realized abruptly that the knife is really, excessively dangerous to you and I want to make it go away more."

2014-08-13 00:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I hope you can."

2014-08-13 00:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Yeah. Me, too."

Slightly more protective snuggling. 

2014-08-13 00:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




Snuggle.  This is nice, except for the panic-fueled part.

2014-08-13 00:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)






"If you'd like me to let go, I will, I'm just - I really, really want you to be safe."

2014-08-13 00:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"If the knife wanders onto campus you have my permission to pick me up and lock me in a closet."

2014-08-13 00:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"Thank you." He pauses. ".... If it were to randomly wander onto campus and - and get you, can I - the necklace, I'm - I don't want you to be forced or - but I - do you prefer that over -" He makes a little unhappy sound and curls around her more. "What do I do in that situation?"

2014-08-13 00:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"I would rather be necklaced than cut."

2014-08-13 00:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Okay," he whimpers, obviously rather distressed. "But I don't want either option. Okay? I will go with locking you in a closet before any of those options and - and I don't know, I would rather grab teleportation than let the knife near you."

2014-08-13 00:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"I understand."

Hug.

2014-08-13 00:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




Hug. Extra snuggly hug.

"I need to make the knife go away," he growls, a little desperately.

2014-08-13 01:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Yes.  I know.  The only thing you can do right now is wait for the dean."  Hug.

2014-08-13 01:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He nods, a little. "They should have - multiple people touched with the harp, it's not efficient."

2014-08-13 01:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"It's not, but they want a monopoly on identification."

2014-08-13 01:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched







Aldaras quietly mutters some very impolite obscenities about them and their stupid power games getting people killed.

2014-08-13 01:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"I'm not sure if they're really turning away a lot of volunteers at the door," Annie points out quietly.

2014-08-13 01:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Probably not," he sighs. "Ugh."

2014-08-13 01:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"The side effect isn't strictly unpleasant, but I don't think he has time to do anything but eat and work, when he's awake.  If he were more efficient - if I thought I could get ahold of the damn thing without having to give the university all my privacy and undying loyalty and complete control over my care - if artifacts needing identification turned up often enough that he had a backlog - then I'd consider it.  But none of those things are true."

2014-08-13 01:13 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Same here. I'm just - upset. Sorry, I'm mildly taking it out on you..."

2014-08-13 01:14 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"It's okay."

2014-08-13 01:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




He looks down at her, moves a hand to adjust a lock of her hair, but abruptly stops midway there. Aldaras makes a complicated face, and then touches her cheek with a thumb and carefully pulls out of the protective snuggles.

"Still, sorry. The - extreme reaction to you being - not safe caught me by surprise. I knew it was important to keep you safe but I hadn't though about what would happen if you weren't." He shudders, a bit.Edited   2014-08-13 01:22 (UTC)


2014-08-13 01:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Well - don't dwell on it?  It doesn't seem helpful."

2014-08-13 01:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Yeah," he agrees. "Lesson learned."

2014-08-13 01:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




Annie takes his hand and squeezes it.

2014-08-13 01:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




He smiles a little at her. "Thanks."

2014-08-13 01:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"You're welcome."

2014-08-13 01:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




Oh look. It's the return of the adoring gaze. What a surprise.

2014-08-13 01:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Annie giggles.
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"I'm doing it again, aren't I?" he snorts.
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keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"The gazing thing?  Yes.  You are."
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"Sorry, I'll stop."
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"I don't mind."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Oh. Well. Okay then."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras doesn't bring up the knife with Annie again, nor his sister, or various ways she could be hurt. Annie has homework, so she doesn't stay at his apartment too long. He goes back to having nothing to do - there's some more pacing, some quiet freaking out over Annie and her safety, and then he distracts himself with obsessive preparation for taking care of the knife.

He'll - pack with the assumption that he can save his sister. There's lots of non-perishable food, packing as much as possible with the least amount of weight. Water, too, but that one's a bit harder. It's always heavy. Whatever, that's fine, he'll just - obsessively pack some more things. Pack, pack, pack.

Predictably, he runs out of things to do. Except think. Which has become something of a minefield, lately. To keep him from doing something stupid. He can't think about Zevaia, can't think about the knife, can't think about the Dean and how insanely long it's taking him to get the smallest tidbits of information out of him. He can't think too much about obsessive ways to make sure Annie's safe, for fear of becoming some kind of psychotic, controlling stalker or something.

But trying to not think about Annie is a recipe for failure or insanity, so he distracts himself with - what ifs. What would have happened if he'd met her without the necklace's and tracker's side effects combination, what he would have done if she'd asked him to kiss her...

That helps the time pass by faster.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




He gets a phone call the next time there's information from the dean, of course.  They called Annie first, cleverly enough, and she's already on her way.
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




How clever of them. Well, no point in waiting - Aldaras heads off to learn whatever new fact about the necklace has been discovered.Edited   2014-08-13 02:36 (UTC)
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




Annie is there first.

When Aldaras shows up, the secretary says, in a trembling voice, "The dean says that touching the necklace can rescue the cut."
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras stares. "... I'd like to request you return the necklace, please, I'm going to need it really soon."
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"Of course," says the secretary, and she produces a box, which jingles to tracker hearing.

Annie scoots a couple inches away.
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




It's the correct chiming, too. Definitely his necklace. He takes it. "Thank you."

One quick glance at Annie tells him she's - understandably nervous. He tries very hard not to let her fear of him hurt. It doesn't quite work. He changes his grip on the box to be reasonably away from Annie, hard to get to open easily, and attempt to look non threatening. He will not be forcibly poking her with the creepy nonconsent love necklace. That would be wrong.

He smiles, just a bit. He can get his sister back.
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Time to revise your ad?" Annie says.
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Time to revise my ad," he agrees. "And then go - be heroic."
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"I'll try to be near the phone so you can call me when you've found somebody and not delay more than you have to," says Annie.
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Thank you," he says, genuinely. "I - need to go, but - really, thanks."

There are other things he wants to say, but - he really doesn't want to pressure her. 'In case I die, I love you,' isn't really salient information, she already knows he loves her.
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Be careful," she calls.

And they part ways.
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I will."

He goes and revises the ad, and then he prints up flyers and starts trying to persuade people personally.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




He gets a lot of people who write him off as a panhandler or a petition-filler before hearing him out, mostly.

There's one guy who is quite white-faced and miserable-looking, carrying a bag, rushing through campus with his lips pursed tight and looking like he's about to cry.
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




Yeah, that's why Aldaras wasn't doing this earlier. But now he knows for sure that he can save his sister, and everyone else that's been cut.

He notices the - miserable looking person. His mind's currently got blinders on, so his first assumption is 'The knife did it.' "... Are you okay?"

2014-08-13 03:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The man blanches when Aldaras addresses him and says, "I'm t- you'll never succeed, the knife will get her just like it got your sister, and you're too useless to do anything about it -"
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




Aldaras flinches.
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"- I am so fucking sorry I'm touched it's this god damn cup I didn't even think Grandma liked it that much I don't think it makes me say true things I don't even know who you are -"
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret




Aldaras is - not really thinking about the man's explanation right now. He just - is trying to process why anyone in the world would ever say that, and how it will not happen ever.

He has a blank expression on his face.
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"Oh my god I'm sure whoever she is she'll be fine - please, I'm so sorry, the cup made me, I don't think it's true."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He blinks, and takes a deep breath, and he processes the words he's hearing.

"... Saying - that is a side-effect?" he asks, softly.

2014-08-13 03:14 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The man winces.  "I didn't even think Grandma liked the fucking thing but yes it seems to be, I just - first time I see somebody whatever makes them want to crack my skull open comes out of my mouth, I tried gagging myself but - I'm so sorry!"
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"I am," says Aldaras dryly, "sort of empathetic to people suffering from an unknown artifact's strange side-effects. I do not want to crack your skull open."

But he does sort of want to maybe cry in a corner somewhere.Edited   2014-08-13 03:17 (UTC)
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"I'm giving the fucking thing to the university, I don't even want to see it again but maybe they can tell me what the upside's supposed to be - which way is -?"
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"That way," he says, pointing. "I - good luck."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Thanks.  I'm so sorry.  I'm sure whoever she is will be fine and I'm sorry about your sister and - and I'll just go."  He scurries off.
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




He nods.

Well. That was - not what he was expecting. He still wants to go curl up in a corner and cry for a bit, but he's not allowed to. Not right now, he needs to save his sister. Back to - handing out flyers.
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More people ignoring him.  A few hear him out but for whatever reason are not cut out to help.

One man lingers, reading a flier thoughtfully.
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




Aldaras tries very hard not to look expectant or too hopeful or - something. It doesn't quite work.
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"What's it take to trigger the necklace side effect exactly?" asks the fellow when he's read the whole thing.
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Mine was by sight. It could also be through something else, but that was mine and I'm still the only one touched by it. And I'm not willing to wait for a week or two to find out from the specifics from the Dean."Edited   2014-08-13 03:26 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"But if I go live in a cabin in the forest and use my share of bounty money to get groceries left on the porch I'll be fine?"
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Probably. And it's - symmetrical, apparently, so you won't fall in love with me for sure. So I could deliver things to you in person."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"You want to go from knife-hunter to delivery boy?" snorts the man.
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




He shrugs. "I'm not in it for the money. It has my sister. I want her back."
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"Can I have more than half, then?"
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




Aldaras quirks an eyebrow. "I'd prefer not. Half of the reward is still an obscene amount of money. I have no idea what sorts of other side effects the knife's had on my sister, and I might need to hire caretakers for her or something. Sorry."

(He sincerely hopes he doesn't need to hire caretakers, that his sister is still functional...)
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"Worth asking.  I'll go along if the Dean's office confirms the flyer."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks," says Aldaras, smiling a little.
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"Sintre," says the man, holding out his hand.  "When do we leave, what do I have to bring?"
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Aldaras," he replies, shaking the offered hand. "Nice to meet you. Sooner the better, but I'd like to see if there are any more takers before we go. I'm bringing a ton of food and water, because the necklace can uncut people and they'll be pretty hungry, but you should probably bring more. Uh - lethal weapons are a bad idea, but things to trip up a large amount of people so we can poke them once with the necklace. Nets or clubs or something."
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"Have a really good walking stick," says Sintre.  "If you get more than one other taker I'm dropping out, I'm in it to finance the cabin-in-woods lifestyle, not the glory."

2014-08-13 03:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"... Okay. You might have to worry about one of the cut being the person you fall in love with, but it seems to be very - specifically targeted. I went days without even knowing what the side-effect was, and saw hundreds of people with no effect whatsoever. But I feel I should warn you anyway."
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"There shouldn't be that many of them right now, it hasn't been hitting towns."
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Yeah. I just don't want you to go in not knowing the risks."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"That's why I won't go in for less than a third of the take.  I'll go pack things unless there's more to say."
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"Nope. Thank you."
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Off goes Sintre.
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




And Aldaras goes back to trying to recruit more people.
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There is no luck before Sintre returns with a stuffed hiking backpack and a solid walking stick that looks like it will be suitable for kneecapping cut people.
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Still haven't managed to find anyone else," he informs him. "Give me a bit, I might be able to find a third."

He keeps trying for another half hour before he just - loses all patience and sighs to Sintre, "To hell with it, congrats, if we manage this you're getting half. Let's just go."Edited   2014-08-13 04:04 (UTC)
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Sintre nods.  "Do you know where it was headed last?"
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"I know where it was about - five days ago. I'm also a tracker, so if I get far enough away from the necklace I can probably point us in the right direction, if we don't manage to find it from there."
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"Are we not bringing it along?  I wasn't thinking I'd be touching it inside city limits."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"We're bringing it along," he says. "But if we can't manage to find it easily it's a second resort."

He does not want to trust Sintre with his necklace alone. He'll be hiding it somewhere, thanks.
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"Okay.  Lead the way."
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"It'll take us a few days to get there," he informs, and - off they go.

(He should probably get more people, wait. But he can't, he doesn't have time, the clock is ticking...)
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Sintre proves a taciturn companion and an experienced hiker.  He tromps along where Aldaras leads.
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




Aldaras remembers the way. He's not feeling very talkative either, honestly, he's thinking of tactics and what he'll say to his sister and occasionally wondering if Annie will mourn him if he dies horrifically.

They come across the place Aldaras remembers, and then they start finding corpses. Intermittently,  without a mark on them, no supplies for travel, in inappropriate clothes for travel. Each one is thin and emaciated, with bleeding feet, and it's not difficult to figure out that they died of long-term exposure.

"Seems we're on the right track," sighs Aldaras.
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"Seems like," says Sintre.
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"You should probably touch the necklace now, for safety. We might run into its radius at any time."
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"Right," agrees Sintre, and he takes off one of his gloves and holds out his hand.
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




Aldaras removes the necklace from its box, and - poke.

"All right, then. Let's keep going."

He'll keep the necklace out. For when they find any cut.
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Sintre puts his glove back on - he doesn't want to touch the knife, necklace or no necklace - and follows.
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




Yeah, Aldaras has got gloves for the same reason.

From here, they don't have a guide, but it's not like the cut are particularly subtle about where they go. A decent group of people going in the same direction at a steady pace with barely any rest through the wilderness is - pretty obvious, even to people inexperience with tracking.

They find their first cut the next day. Two people move faster than a group of shambling, emaciated cut, after all. 
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Sintre keeps his quarterstaff up, but the woman they find is not in any condition to walk, or she'd be following the knife still.  She's breathing yet, though.

"Your show," he mutters to Aldaras.
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"My show," agrees Aldaras, softly.

He touches the necklace to her arm, gently.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




She screams, and bursts into tears, and starts patting herself down, stopping in absolute confusion when she finds her twisted ankle in the condition it's in.
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Hey, it's okay," assures Aldaras. "We're here, I have an artifact that can uncut people." He produces a canteen and offers it to the poor woman. "You're free."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




She takes the water and gulps it all down, and hands back the canteen, and tries to get up; her ankle gives out under her.

"What is wrong with me," she murmurs.
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




Aldaras looks at the offending ankle.

"... Your ankle seems to be twisted," he observes. "Do you feel any pain?"
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"No," she says, eyes watering again.
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"It's all right," assures Aldaras, again. "Okay? You're completely immune to the knife now, it's okay, you're free."
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"Where am I - how am I going to get home -"
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I'll help you get home, but first we have to help the other people who are cut and - figure out what to do with the knife. Probably encase it in concrete and throw it in the ocean."
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"They went that way," she says, pointing.
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Thank you," says Aldaras, and he retrieves some more water and food and offers it to her. Then, off to - chase down more cut. 
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Sintre goes with him, staff at the ready.
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




It doesn't take very long for them to come across more of the cut. These are less immobile stragglers. The knife, and Aldaras's sister aren't in sight, yet. 
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The stragglers who attempt to hold more than perfunctory conversations report the same odd painlessness - in their blistered feet, scratched-up arms from tromping through the forest, and what ought to be desperately empty stomachs.

They point the way and take the water they're offered.
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cut_and_dried: o. Up in no time




And then, predictably - sister. She does not have the knife in her hand, this time, but she is very obviously alive.

Unfortunately (or fortunately) she seems to be one of the ones in better health. They might have a little bit of trouble poking her with the necklace.
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Well, this is what Sintre's for, ostensibly.

He does his best to trip the cut on the outskirts of the group so Aldaras can necklace them.  The fact that they don't seem to feel any pain makes him a little casual about doing injury, though he does confine himself to swatting away outstretched defending arms and sweeping their legs out from under them rather than trying body or head blows that will do little to deter someone insensitive to discomfort.
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




This method has been working out reasonably well. It continues to work out reasonably well, it's not like the cut are masters of fighting.
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cut_and_dried: l. Throw it in the ocean




So, predictably - Zevaia gets necklaced.

She makes a screeching sound, followed by, "Fucking fuck, extra fuck - where the fuck is that knife, can we melt it the fuck down, that fucking jackass knife, I want to throw it in a fucking volcano after pissing on it! And - and - and set it the fuck on fire first and - shit!"Edited   2014-08-14 02:36 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Is that everybody?" Sintre asks.  "Who's got the damn thing?"

"Me," says somebody weakly.  "Well, I did - I've dropped it - over there -"
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cut_and_dried: n. Slice and dice




"Okay, I'm setting that stupid - waste of perfectly good precious metal on so much fire, you have no fucking idea, it is going to be melted down into slag when I am fucking through with it."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"That's probably not going to work," sighs Aldaras, passing out the water and food supplies. It's - really not enough, considering the amount of people, but it's worth the effort. "Considering."

2014-08-14 02:47 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: j. Uncut




"Oh, you haven't fucking seen me when I really want to break something, and I really fucking want to break that gaudy-ass piece of badly stylized and cheaply painted bird shit."Edited   2014-08-14 02:48 (UTC)
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Meanwhile, a couple of the ex-cut have fallen into each other's arms and are snuggling each other and petting one another and sound very confused about why they are doing that.
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Hold that thought," says Aldaras to his sister. "Um. Announcement to - everyone. The necklace that was responsible for uncutting you has the side effect of making you fall instantly in love with another compatible person." Pause. "It's also symmetrical."
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The couple in question start making out.

Everyone else looks warily at them.
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"Also, it seems that the knife's side effect is um - inability to feel pain. So uh, you should - probably check yourselves for injuries."
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"And do what about them?" somebody mutters.
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"... Bandage them, don't do anything with broken bones, ask a doctor to check you out when you get home."

2014-08-14 03:6 (UTC)
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"I didn't bring bandages, did you?" asks Sintre.

"How am I supposed to tell if I have a broken bone if it doesn't hurt?" asks someone.

2014-08-14 03:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I brought some," says Aldaras, "but I was focusing on carrying food and water."
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"You can probably check if it's at a weird angle or something. Or if you have trouble doing things with the body part." Pause. "Also, who wants to brainstorm ideas for how to destroy the knife? My vote goes to 'throw it into a fucking volcano.'"
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"I brought dry cement, if there's water to spare to mix it up," says Sintre.
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"We can probably borrow a boat and take it out to the deep ocean and dump it after encasing it in concrete."
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cut_and_dried: m. Not now trauma




"Or throw it at a nest of rabid fucking badgers or something," mutters Zevaia. "Or maybe we can launch it into the sun..."
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"- Also, there are a few people who had trouble walking, if anyone would like to help, that would be great," says an Aldaras who is only slightly overwhelmed.
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"Where's civilization?" wonders someone vaguely.
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I have a map, there's a town to the east and we're about four days from Drofnfjord."
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"I'm going to go ahead and cement the knife now," Sintre says, "if there's no objection."
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cut_and_dried: j. Uncut




"... I can't piss on it first, can I."
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"No," sighs Aldaras. "Please don't. Thank you, Sintre, that seems best."
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Sintre has a pair of tongs, too, not fully trusting his gloves.  He mixes up his cement, and picks up the knife, and embeds it therein.
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Meanwhile, Aldaras retrieves all immobile cut and finds them ways to - actually move. Mostly by finding other people to help them.
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They prop each other up and start making their way towards the nearest town.  The ones who were making out earlier hold hands and gaze at each other.
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




That's - Aldaras doesn't really know how to feel about that, but they seem happy, so he's just - not going to draw attention to it. He makes a complicated face, instead.

And then he realizes that actually managing to beat the knife is salient information. "Sintre," he says, carefully, "I need to go tell my keeper how we just did it. Watch the knife, please?"Edited   2014-08-14 04:02 (UTC)
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"Sure, I'll wait right here," Sintre says, sitting down.

2014-08-14 04:3 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks."

He goes off to go do that, as quickly as is possible without injury. Zevaia follows. They reach the town reasonably quickly, and he asks for a phone and dials Annie's number.
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keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Salutations?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Salutations, it's me - we did it, cut people are now uncut and -" Pause. His voice breaks just a little, and becomes somewhat gooey. "I missed you very much."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Oh thank goodness - is your sister okay - what's going to happen to the knife - when do you think you'll be back?"
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"She's fine, the knife's already in cement and we're trying to figure out what to do with it, and - I don't know yet."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  Well, I'll see you when you get back.  Anything else I need to know?"
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"I - there were two uncut people who did the - love thing. They nearly immediately started cuddling and then making out shortly after. I am kind of conflicted about it in general."
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Well - did they seem happy?"
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Yes," he says, carefully.
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"So - that's good, I guess."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I - yeah."
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keep_busy: (Default)






She doesn't ask, because it's a lot harder to figure out how he'd feel about being asked on the phone.
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




He knows he has things to do and he probably hang up the phone now, but... He missed her. It was harder to notice when he was so focused on dealing with the knife, but - now that it's taken care of, he missed her so much.

"How are you?" he asks, his voice all - gentle and soft and sort of oozing, 'I am in love with you.'
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I'm fine.  I'm so glad you got the knife," she sighs.  "Do you want me to tell the department for you?  They might be in a good position to get a path cleared between you and someplace you can get a boat, so you don't have to carry it past people who aren't protected and will try to get at it even while it's wrapped up."Edited   2014-08-14 04:24 (UTC)
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"That'd be great, there's also some injured uncut, and - they don't feel any sort of pain. The department should probably know that, and - honestly I should go find doctors or something to look at them all."Edited   2014-08-14 04:27 (UTC)
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keep_busy: (Default)




"If there's nothing else you have to tell me don't let me keep you."
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret







"I do genuinely want to keep talking to you," he says, softly. "But if you'd like me to shoo, I do have things to do so I won't be - weird or unbearably upset or anything."
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"I'm not busy," she says.  "But you're busy.  It's up to you what ratio of hanging out on the phone versus, I don't know, attending the hasty wedding of the happy couple or calling the bounty posters who now owe you money or whatever, you should be doing."
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"I - well, yes. I should probably be doing those sorts of things." Pause. "... I missed you a lot, are you okay?"
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keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I'm fine," she assures him.  "Why wouldn't I be fine?"
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"I - this is really stupid, but there was a - person earlier, who touched a new artifact and it made him say something kind of horrific and there was no reasonable way he could have known it. It was sort of scary, I'm - glad you're okay."
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keep_busy: k ~ keeper






"Do you want to tell me what he said?"

This is different from asking outright?  Isn't it?  Maybe?
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touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"Basically that everything with the knife was going to go horrifically wrong and that I was a failure and wouldn't be able to either save my sister, or keep you from -" He winces, making an audible little pained sound. "- being cut."
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"Well, you got the knife.  And I'm fine.  I've just been showing up at classes and doing homework and - stuff."
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"Yeah," he says. "So it was probably just - saying something another person finds really horrible when you first meet them, or - something. I'm glad you're okay."
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keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Yeah.  Wow, that poor guy, he's going to have a tough time making friends, isn't he."
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touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"Pretty much. I don't hold it against him, but it was - unpleasant."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"I'm sorry."
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"I'm all right," he says, gently.
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Good."  Pause.  "I was worried about you, you know."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous





"Were you?" says Aldaras, sounding - somewhere between gooey and in love, sorry that he worried her, and genuinely touched.Edited   2014-08-14 04:57 (UTC)
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keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah.  If you'd touched the knife after being necklaced it might still have gotten you, if order of operations matters."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"It - might have. But I'm all right." Pause. "I'm sorry for worrying you."
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"It's okay.  I just thought you might have wanted to know."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Is he floating two feet off of the floor? No? Well, that's odd, because he definitely feels like it.

"Thank you," he says, genuine and lovingly and sounding like he wants to hug her and tell her she is the best person in all the world. Also probably some of the adoring looks.
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keep_busy: c ~ perks




"You're welcome."
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I'll be back at Drofnfjord soon," he assures, in the same voice. He can't wait to see her again.
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keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"If you call me when you're here we can hang out," she says.

(The new happy couple wander by, engagement piercings fresh in their left ears, holding hands, pausing every four steps to kiss eagerly.)
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Yeah, I'm..." He sees the happy couple. "... Looking forward to it. Sorry, the - couple I mentioned earlier are now engaged, that's a bit..."
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keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Better than being dead in the woods somewhere."Edited   2014-08-14 05:19 (UTC)
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"It is," he agrees. "It's just - surprising."

Among other things. That is a complicated subject that he doesn't really want to get into over the phone.
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keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I mean, they're both necklaced, it doesn't really surprise me."
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touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Well. Yes."
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keep_busy: k ~ keeper




Annie sighs.
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touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"I have really complicated feelings about it," admits Aldaras.
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keep_busy: (Default)






Don't ask don't ask.

"That's understandable."

2014-08-14 05:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut







"I'm okay with explaining it if it's a thing that you want to know."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Yes please."
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touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"Okay, then - it's - I really want that," he admits, desperately. "And I know I shouldn't, and I know it's the freaky non consenting magic talking and I'm not going to - to -" He trails off, searching for the right words. "If you asked me to marry you I would say yes immediately and then after I'd make sure that you weren't - going crazy or under the effects of anything terrible and that you didn't feel like you had to out of obligation rather than an actual desire to. And that's - I'm - I'm jealous and also worried for them but I want them to be happy and wish there were a better option but it's still better than being cut, and, and I don't even know, I'm just - it's really hard to explain but I'm trying."Edited   2014-08-14 05:35 (UTC)
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keep_busy: (Default)






"It's okay to want it.  I mean, I understand.  You're being very responsible about not being - gross about wanting it, but the wanting part is fine."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I'm trying to be responsible and reasonable," says Aldaras. "I - don't think I always manage it, but I'm genuinely trying. Tell me, when I screw it up?"Edited   2014-08-14 05:41 (UTC)
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Will do.  If there's one thing I can be relied on to do it's knowing what I want."
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Good. I -" Pause. "I love you. I've been trying not to make it awkward by saying it, but I do."
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keep_busy: (Default)






"I know."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)






"And - and I'm not saying that with the expectation that you should reply in turn, because don't, don't ever do that just because I said it, I am under the influence of funky love magic, that's - not what I - I'm... I'm making such a mess of this, sorry."
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"It's okay, Aldaras."
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Okay, good. I - realized after that in normal society terms there's a bit of an expectation behind it or - I didn't want you to feel like that, I didn't even realize until after."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"I understand.  Is there even a point to me saying you can just skip past awkward apologizing for various consequences of being necklaced till I say otherwise?"
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I'll probably do it anyway," he snorts. "Sorry, it's - I'm not - I don't think I'm the sort of person that's good at being magically in love."
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keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Well, maybe you'll improve with practice."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Maybe. That'll be the day, huh?"
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I suppose.  How's your sister, does she want to ask me questions like your dad did?"
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"She's okay, she's not here right now, I think she's trying to find something to try and destroy the knife with. She wanted to throw it into a volcano earlier. And then throw it to rabid badgers or something."
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keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I don't see how the badgers would help."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Neither do I, I think she was just ranting at it, really."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"The volcano would also be a problem, if it wound up not melting and it was close enough to someplace habitable to call people."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"A bit. I wasn't going to shoot her down, though, it seemed like she needed to rant."
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Yeah."
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"I'm glad she's okay. Really, really glad."

2014-08-14 06:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"Me too."

2014-08-14 06:3 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Do you want me to try and find her so you can talk to her, or wait until we're in Drofnfjord and meet her properly...?"
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"I don't have a strong preference.  If she wants to talk to me now I'm free."
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Mmm. Problem is that I don't know where she actually is."
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keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I definitely can't help you with that from here."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"No? Aw, I thought you'd be psychic."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Sorry."
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"It's okay, I forgive you."
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keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Oh, good.  I was so concerned there for a second."

2014-08-14 06:18 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Were you? Well, I'm very glad I could relieve you of that torment."
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"It was agonizing.  The inadequacy!  The pathos!  The non-psychicness!"
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"You are never inadequate. Ever."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"I'm aware you think so."
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touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"I even have legitimate reasons now instead of just the creepy love necklace," says Aldaras, smugly.
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keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I'm sure."
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"They're even not induced by aforementioned creepy love necklace. I think."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"How can you tell?"
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Because they are genuinely qualities that I like in a person and if I mentally dissociate them with you I still like the qualities." Pause. "That's actually a thing I should do systematically, that is really useful to have."
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Dissociate qualities from people or from me specifically?"
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"From you, specifically, because due to creepy love necklace magic everything associated with you is amazing and perfect."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Right.  Do I have any qualities you don't li- sorry."
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"It's okay. Accidentally asking questions actually doesn't upset me in the slightest, I'm - mad at the tracker thing instead of you. Hmmm." He stops to think. "It did kind of bother me when you were acting like I was acting like an idiotic child, when I decided to go with the torturous guilt trip over interrupting your class. You're allowed to disagree with me, but you're not irresponsible when I consciously decide that I want something more than I want to not be tortured. And I sort of felt like you didn't respect that."
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"Okay.  Did we resolve that to your satisfaction?"
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touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Yeah," he says. "But I thought it was something you would like to know."
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keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Yeah."
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"I'm not likely to do something similar without a better reason, though," he assures. "A really good one, in fact. So."

2014-08-14 06:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Good."
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touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




"And I'm also genuinely sorry for distressing you."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"Well, I'm fine now."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"I'm glad."
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"What's the phone number you're calling from?  Will you hang around it for long enough that the department can reach you there if I go tell them what's going on?"
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touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




Aldaras searches for the phone number, finds it, and rattles it off. "I can hang around here so the department can reach me. Should I?"
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keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Only if they ought to be able to call you that way.  I really don't know what's going to happen next, I just vaguely imagine some of it might look like calling you to give you directions through a cleared area to an unattended boat."
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Fair. All right, I'll hang around."
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keep_busy: (Default)




"Okay.  Bye."

Annie hangs up.

About thirty minutes later, the department calls.  The highway patrol is going to block off a route for Aldaras and other necklaced knife escorts to travel to the seaboard, fortunately not that long a walk, and there will be a motorboat left there for their use.  They're to wrap the cemented knife heavily in plastic to prevent the cement from wearing down anytime soon, tie it shut, and then drop it forty miles off the coast and then turn around and come back to collect their rewards.
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touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Bye," murmurs Aldaras, softly.

He agrees with all of these arrangements, and then goes off to retrieve his sister. He finds out pretty quickly why she was busy - she hasn't fallen in love, but that's not stopping her from wanting to have sex. Somehow, in the span of however long he'd been talking to Annie, she managed to sate that urge. Aldaras doesn't want to know the details. At all.

They scrounge up a large amount of plastic to wrap the cemented knife in, and then head back to Sintre.
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alicornucopia: (Default)




Sintre's there, where they left him.  He wraps up the knife in supplied plastic and off they go.  They don't see anybody on the way.  He offers to drive the boat.
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touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




Yup, that's fine by all other knife-handlers involved.

They go out to the agreed upon spot forty miles off of the coast, and then quite unceremoniously - the knife gets to go for a bit of a swim. Forever. No one is going to be particularly sad about it.

The department was kind enough to leave several buoys to mark the area to warn against any sorts of divers or people going underwater in any capacity in this area. The knife's range won't reach to the surface, but Aldaras suspects people are going to give it a wide berth anyway. Up the buoys go, arranged around where they dropped the knife with a very large berth, and then - they're done.

"Do you," asks Aldaras of Sintre, "want me to grab the reward for you and bring your half to you so you have less of a chance of experiencing the creepy love necklace's side effect?"Edited   2014-08-16 21:25 (UTC)
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alicornucopia: (Default)




"Yeah," says Sintre, dusting off his hands as he watches the knife sink in the murky ocean. "I have the place in the woods already, just didn't have a way to support the lifestyle without taking up eating questionable mushrooms and chopping my own firewood." He describes the location.
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touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Okay, I'll drop it off."
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alicornucopia: (Default)




That's all Sintre has to say for the duration of the trip back to shore.

2014-08-16 21:51 (UTC)
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Both Aldaras and Zevaia are similar. Harrowing experiences: it draws the silence out of people.

Aldaras is the designated reward collector, so he goes and does that. There are multiple people giving out rewards for taking care of the knife - Aldaras has to do a bit of legwork to collect them all. And then, he has a large sum of money. Even when halved, it is a very large number. Well it looks like Aldaras can make large-scale economic changes happen, after all. That's - really nice to know. As promised, however, Sintre gets his half dropped off without much ceremony, and then it's back to Drofnfjord.Edited   2014-08-16 22:04 (UTC)
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cut_and_dried: e. Oh really




"So," says Zevaia, flopping on the couch in their apartment when they get home, "you have zero excuse to skimp on a present for me next New Summer's Day. I expect something snazzy."
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touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"That's what you want to talk about," snorts Aldaras. "Really?"
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cut_and_dried: b. Absolutely perfect




"Yup, really. Get me something awesome, embrace your creativity and shit. You have a fuck ton of money to burn, go burn it. On me."
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touchedinthehead: b. Cure







Aldaras starts snickering. "I'd be broke within a year."
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cut_and_dried: c. What pain tolerance




"But think of all of the cool stuff I'd have!"
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touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Of course. That is our priority."

Aldaras is reminded of his actual priority and looks - sort of longingly at the phone. He could call Annie. Annie could be over at his apartment. He missed her so much.
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cut_and_dried: e. Oh really




"Pretty much." Zevaia eyes him. "Hey, dork."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Mm?" He looks up from his longing phone contemplation.
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cut_and_dried: h. Have some faith




"The phone is not going to eat you, promise. Go call the - you never actually mentioned, is your creepy love necklace lover a man or a woman, or is it secretly a turnip that you happen to be in love with? Whatever, go call him, her, it, or them."Edited   2014-08-16 22:24 (UTC)
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touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




Aldaras snorts. "She is not a turnip. Also, not my lover." (He tries very hard not to look dejected about this fact. It only sort of works.) "Regardless. If you're not fine with me inviting her over, or if you want some time alone after - everything, I'll give it to you. Okay?"
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cut_and_dried: g. Hello gorgeous




"Yup, got it. Cool, thanks. Now stop eyefucking the phone and call her, if that keeps going on any longer I'll start selling tickets to a phone and brother peep show."
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras is - not going to justify that with an answer.

But he does call Annie.
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keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Salutations?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Salutations," says Aldaras. "I'm back. Oh - also rich now, that's nice."

(Funny, how he wasn't thinking of important things to tell her until he was talking to her. He didn't even mean for that to happen, but he's not complaining.)
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keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Yeah, I figured.  You're set for life, lucky you."
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touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Lucky me," he agrees, softly. "I - um. Do you want to come over, or - if you're busy it's completely fine if you don't, or - if you don't want to, that's fine too."
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keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I can come over, but if I'm going to make the trip I'll probably bring some homework."
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touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"That's okay. My sister's here - we actually share the apartment, I don't know if it's a factor of whether you want to come over or not...?"
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keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Does she want to meet me?"
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touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras glances at Zevaia. "... Do you want to meet Annie?" he asks, directly.
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cut_and_dried: e. Oh really




"No," says Zevaia, in a deadpan. "I want to never ever meet the person you are stuck in eternal love forever with. You'll have to go to some back alleys or an inn or something if you want to ever fuck her, 'cause you can't do that shit here, I'm a huge fucking prude."
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touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Yes," he snorts.
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keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Okay, I'll be there in like - twenty minutes?"
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touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"Sure!"

Awww, look, Aldaras is happy. He gets to see Annie!
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keep_busy: c ~ perks




"See you soon."

She is there in about twenty minutes.  Knock knock.

2014-08-16 22:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras is the one to open the door. He grins when he sees her, and looks - kind of like he wants to scoop her up into a hug. But he's too polite to actually do so without permission. So the result is somewhat awkward.

"Hello," he says.

2014-08-16 22:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Hi."  And: "...You can hug me if you want."

2014-08-16 22:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Can I?" says a delighted Aldaras.

Then he does. Gently, affectionately.

2014-08-16 23:0 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: j. Uncut




Zevaia surveys this from her spot on the couch. So far, so good. She's a little bothered by the necklace making Aldaras fall in love without his permission, but if he seems happy after she's willing to let it slide.

2014-08-16 23:2 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I think at this point you can have standing hug permission," says Annie, hugging him back.  "Hi, you must be Zevaia.  I'm Annabelline, Annie's fine."

2014-08-16 23:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"Really? Thank you - uh. Let me know if I accidentally overstep bounds."

2014-08-16 23:5 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: d. How cute




Zevaia waves. "Yup, Zevaia. Vai's fine for me. Hey! Nice to meet you, I am being very understanding about this entire situation. Ald, you continue to have zero excuse to not get me a kickass present when you inevitably are socially obligated to get me a thing."

2014-08-16 23:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras snorts. "Your priorities continue to shock and amaze me."

2014-08-16 23:8 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: b. Absolutely perfect




"Hey, I like having nice shit. You have methods to get nice shit. Therefore, you should get me nice shit."

2014-08-16 23:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I will let you know," Annie assures Aldaras.  "...Are you guys actually related, I don't think you could have possibly come across as less like Aldaras in the amount of time available without shooting at me or something."

2014-08-16 23:11 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: f. Like the way you think




"You would not believe how much we get that. It's really funny."

2014-08-16 23:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"We're actually related. Twins, remember?"

2014-08-16 23:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"You could have been using 'twins' in some - I don't know, metaphorical sense.  Huh."

2014-08-16 23:14 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: e. Oh really




"We have fuck all idea of how it happened, too," shrugs Zevaia. "I blame Mom."

2014-08-16 23:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"I certainly couldn't tell you."  Annie is done standing up; she unhugs and finds a chair and puts her bag down.

2014-08-16 23:18 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: c. What pain tolerance




"Aw, but if you're Aldaras's perfect person according to a piece of jewelry, you should know all of everything! And also be a magic space princess."

2014-08-16 23:20 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras lets Annie unhug with zero fuss. He does quietly mourn the loss of hugs, though. He finds another chair that's not awkwardly close to Annie and sits.

"Or, according to you, possibly be a turnip."

2014-08-16 23:22 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: g. Hello gorgeous




"It's not my fault that you show zero interest in anyone. I thought you were like - a mushroom! Where you reproduce asexually and if I look away for long enough there are two of you and no one has any idea how it happened. Except scientists and shit, I guess."

2014-08-16 23:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"If there are two of you by fungal or other mechanisms, this is a good time to warn me," Annie says.  "Anyway, I'm not a bit magic, have never visited space, and am not a princess."

2014-08-16 23:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"There are not two of me, not to worry. I sincerely doubt that there ever will be. Being magic, visiting space, or being a princess are not requirements for love," says Aldaras dryly. "Neither is knowing all of everything."

2014-08-16 23:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Good, 'cause I don't know all of everything, either, much as I would like to."

2014-08-16 23:29 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: k. Go ahead and try




"... Waaait. Wait. Do you want to go on a huge crusade to fix the world?"

2014-08-16 23:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I don't have an angle yet, I'm more likely to end up in cancer research or something, but it would sure be nice if I had the wherewithal."

2014-08-16 23:34 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: f. Like the way you think




"Nevermind on the space princess or turnip thing. Carry on, you'll be fine."

2014-08-16 23:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"How exactly did I come to be likened to a turnip?"

2014-08-16 23:36 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: a. Ooooo




"Oh, I was being flippant and joked about it, we're just sort of sticking on the same vein because it's funny."

2014-08-16 23:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Okay then.  I'm also not a turnip."

2014-08-16 23:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"You have no unwanted turnip-like qualities," defends Aldaras. "You might technically have some turnip-like qualities, because literally anything can be compared to anything else, but you are not a turnip, or anywhere close to being one."

2014-08-16 23:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"You don't think I'm looking a little leafy?  Wouldn't I make nice soup?"

2014-08-16 23:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"You don't look leafy at all. Also I have no comment on your ability to cook soup, I've never actually tried your cooking, please don't become soup, I would be heartbroken. Whether or not you would actually be nice in soup form."

2014-08-16 23:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I can cook a little, but I'm not nearly magical enough to successfully soupify myself."

2014-08-16 23:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Good, I like you how you are."

2014-08-16 23:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"I am aware."

2014-08-16 23:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"I do try to be transparent with you," says Aldaras, affectionately.

2014-08-16 23:51 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: b. Absolutely perfect




"Aww," snarks Zevaia. "I can hear the wedding bells already. Want me to go grab you two some condoms? I'll even shoo from the apartment, be all helpful and shit."

2014-08-16 23:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets






"I literally just verbally gave him standing permission to hug me, minutes ago, while you were present.  Hugs tend to precede the need for condoms by a large margin.  We aren't even dating.  Why did that seem like a constructive suggestion?"

2014-08-16 23:55 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: k. Go ahead and try




"I'm basically just being obnoxious? It's not a huge deal?"

2014-08-17 01:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched









"Zevaia," says Aldaras, tightly, like he's having trouble breathing or he's - oh. That's guilt. "Out, please."

2014-09-25 19:41 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: m. Not now trauma







"Leaving."

And then she is out of the apartment in record time.

2014-09-25 19:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper






"Are you okay?"

2014-09-25 19:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Nnnh. Not really."

He gives the ceiling a very dark glare, as if his problem is it's fault.

"Really," he sighs, to no one in particular. "That's salient information? Really?!"

2014-09-25 19:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"I don't suppose there's any precedent of previously supposedly-salient information subsiding into irrelevance if I say the magic words or something."

2014-09-25 19:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"No," he grumbles. (Guilt, guilt, guilt) "Sorry. Thank you, though."

He takes a deep breath, and then explains with a bit of a hiss, "It. Is apparently important for you to know that, if you were to proposition me, I'd accept in a heartbeat."

2014-09-25 19:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"...Noted.  I, uh, probably could have guessed."

2014-09-25 19:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Yeah. Damn tracking," sighs Aldaras. "If it helps, I'd make sure you were sure about it and had good reasons for wanting to. But."

2014-09-25 19:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"So not exactly a heartbeat, more of an interrogation."

2014-09-25 19:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yes. Probably a pretty fast one, though."

2014-09-25 19:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Well, now I know.  Hug permission stands."

2014-09-25 19:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Thank you."

Hug! Snuggly hug.

2014-09-25 19:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




Awww.

2014-09-25 19:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"I'm sorry about my sister," he mumbles.

2014-09-25 19:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"You are not responsible for her."

2014-09-25 19:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I know. But still."

2014-09-25 19:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Weird apology accepted."

2014-09-25 19:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Thank you. Weird apologies are the best kind, didn't you know?"

2014-09-25 19:58 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"I didn't, actually!"

2014-09-25 19:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"They are. Because - I don't know why. Reasons, I suppose."

2014-09-25 19:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Ooh, reasons."

2014-09-25 19:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Yup. Don't ask me to explain them, they're too weird."

2014-09-25 20:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"All right.  I will just sit here, ignorant," she teases.

2014-09-25 20:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"My tracker magic has not deemed it important enough information that you need to know right now. Sorry."

2014-09-25 20:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I will bow to its judgment.  See?  I am not even asking."

2014-09-25 20:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Awww, you're the best keeper."

2014-09-25 20:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I try."

2014-09-25 20:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"You succeed."

Snuggle! Snuggle snuggle.

2014-09-25 20:10 (UTC)





Necklace

Celebrity





touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras lets the university have hold of the necklace again so they can finish learning everything about it. He'll start molding it when the Dean's learned all of its quirks - trying it now could accidentally make some aspect of it worse. Besides, it takes time, it's not like he can manage any progress in the time that it'll take for the Dean to identify anyway. Best to know where he's going when he starts going there.

News spreads pretty quickly about the knife's new location at the bottom of the ocean. Aldaras and Sintre become celebrities, along with being rich. Sintre is nigh-impossible to find in his hermithood. Aldaras - is not. The necklace is his. The mission to go encase the knife in concrete was organized by him. He's now deemed to be an important person, and as bewildering as that is, he works to roll with it.

He ends up invited to a party. It's the type of party with lots of important, famous people attending. He can bring one guest with him.

Right, he knows who he wants to bring, but first he has to ask her. Time to go find Annie.

2014-09-25 16:19









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Well, his routine need to tell her things is why he has a copy of her class schedule.  She is coming out of biology at the moment.

"Hi, Aldaras."

2014-09-25 21:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Hi," he says, warmly.

Wait. Now, how does he word this?

"No pressure," he begins, "or presumptions on my part on any part of your answer, but. There's a, um, party I was invited to. I can bring a guest. Do you want to come?"

2014-09-25 21:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"What kinda party?"

2014-09-25 21:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"A party with famous and rich people. It'll probably be really boring, honestly, but the networking's likely to be useful."

2014-09-25 21:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"And I bet the food's good at those things.  When is it?"

2014-09-25 21:27 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Next week, after your seminar."

2014-09-25 21:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Yeah, sure, I'll come."

2014-09-25 21:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




That causes him to brighten considerably. 

"Okay," he agrees with a smile.

2014-09-25 21:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"You're so disproportionately pleased."

2014-09-25 21:33 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"A bit," he admits sheepishly. 

2014-09-25 21:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"It's cute."

2014-09-25 21:34 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"Thank you!"

2014-09-25 21:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"You're welcome.  What's the dress code?"

2014-09-25 21:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Classy and expensive, as far as I can tell. I'm fine with throwing money at you so you can have a pretty dress."

2014-09-25 21:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"That would require me to be able to identify a classy one.  I'll get my mom to take me shopping, and I think I'll accept your offer of a budget."

2014-09-25 21:37 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Mhm. Should we be picky about matching, or not care?"

2014-09-25 21:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"We might as well as long as I'm purpose-buying a dress for the occasion, what're our colors?"

2014-09-25 21:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"I'm not picky, are you picky?"

2014-09-25 21:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I don't think I look good in pink or yellow."

2014-09-25 21:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Ha. And orange looks terrible on me. Should we go with purple or something?"

2014-09-25 21:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Sure.  Dark purple."

2014-09-25 21:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"That sounds nice," he agrees with a smile. Is that the lovey look? Yeah, that's definitely the lovey look.

2014-09-25 21:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Annie reaches up to pet his hair and then says, "I'm going to go sign up for lab time and then I have an advisor meeting.  But I'll see you later.  Pick me up at home when it's time to go to the party?"

Off she goes.

That weekend she goes shopping.

2014-09-25 21:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




He leans into the hairpetting with the contented smile still on his face, and replies, "Sure. See you then."

And off he goes.

He needs to go shopping, too, it's not like he owns anything quite fancy enough for the party, but that's easy enough to fix. Shopping. For something that is dark purple. It's uneventful and gains him some new clothes.

Then it's time to pick Annie up, which he goes to do. Knock, knock.

2014-09-25 21:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Annie answers the door.  She's already dressed up.

She looks like the night sky.

It's past sunset and she's not one of those people who tries to navigate the climate of Noregr in skin-showing garments, so from neck to floor is soft purple fabric so dark it looks black except in the more directly lamplit areas, and she's spangled with little white beads and pale embroidered stars, swirling across the skirt.  Her gloves, which go up nearly to her shoulder, match but are a thinner fabric, and there's a comet sewn on the back of her right hand.  She's acquired a set of silver and amethyst jewelry, a crescent moon comb in her twisted-up hair and twin bracelets shaggy with dangling stones on her wrists and stars clipped to her ears and an abstract pendant hanging from her neck.  Either her mother helped or she has hitherto unexplored makeup skills of her own; there's a little purple on the lids of her dark-lined eyes and more stars drawn in silver at their corners.

She smiles tentatively.

2014-09-25 22:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Helpfully, Aldaras's brain decides to completely shut down and he's left standing there, staring. Silent.

2014-09-25 22:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets






"...Hi?"

2014-09-25 22:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare







"Hi," he says, blinking. "Sorry, my - head just - I um. I like the dress." Pause. "A lot."

2014-09-25 22:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Thanks.  There's also a little cape it comes with -"  She reaches, and comes up with a thing of purple-dyed fur that goes over her shoulders.  It clips at her throat with a silver clasp.  "I was thinking of something more understated, but Mom said this one, and I brought her along for a reason, I'm glad you like it."

2014-09-25 22:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"It's very nice," he assures. "You look lovely."

2014-09-25 22:14 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Thanks.  Shall we?"

2014-09-25 22:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Yeah."

And: party.

2014-09-25 22:15 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Annie talks to people and eats tasty food and politely declines to dance and seems to have a reasonably good time!

2014-09-25 22:16 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




What a coincidence! Aldaras does all of those things, too. Though declining to dance is for different reasons.

"That was surprisingly fun," he declares, when they are all out of party and going home.

2014-09-25 22:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




"Yeah," she says, looking up at him thoughtfully.

2014-09-25 22:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I'll let you know if I'm invited to another?"

(He doesn't realize what other reasons she might have for the thoughtful look.)

2014-09-25 22:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"Yes, do."

And then she stands on tiptoes and puts her hands behind his head so she can tug him down and kiss him.

2014-09-25 22:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner








Oh.

Aldaras tells his brain to kindly shut up for a little while and just kiss Annie. He's quite gentle about it, and lets her set the stage for how she wants the kiss to go, but - kisses. 

2014-09-25 22:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Apparently the agenda for today is a couple of brief exploratory kisses and not thorough makeouts, but she is smiling when she sets her heels back on the ground.

2014-09-25 22:30 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




That is a statistically higher number of kisses than he was expecting to get in the timespan of ever, he is totally fine with brief exploratory kisses instead of thorough makeouts.

He touches her cheek with a thumb and smiles back. Lovey look? Lovey look.

2014-09-25 22:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"Thanks for the invite.  Home we go?"

2014-09-25 22:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Home we go," he agrees, sounding like his head's up in the clouds, running an expedition to find the promised land of fairies and candy or something else that's delightful. He's probably not coming back down to this planet for a while.Edited   2014-09-25 22:40 (UTC)


2014-09-25 22:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




And so they go.

She holds his hand.

2014-09-25 22:41 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




Eeeee! Hand holding! Kissing! Annie in a gorgeous dress! This is the best day.

2014-09-25 22:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




She kisses him again before she lets herself into her house and shuts the door.

2014-09-25 22:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




Aldaras happily kisses her back, and then heads home and flops in his bed.

The next day is less wonderful.

It starts with a phone call, followed by, "We're terribly sorry, but the artifact you left with us has been stolen." Then, even better, "The thimble, too." 

Shit.

Aldaras says he has to go before the receptionist can go on her tangent about how they 'Have the best minds' looking for it. Because he needs to call Annie. This is information she needs to know. Not just because it's important, but because it's the thimble, and his necklace.

He hangs up on the receptionist with only a necessary explanation (he can throw the 'keeper' excuse to make her go away: it's even true) and then calls Annie.Edited   2014-09-25 23:16 (UTC)


2014-09-25 23:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Salutations?"

2014-09-25 23:16 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Salutations. Both the necklace and the thimble are missing. Probably stolen."

2014-09-25 23:17 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"...Shit."

2014-09-25 23:17 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"That was the word I used, too."

2014-09-25 23:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"Do they know how?  When?  Any idea who or why...?"

2014-09-25 23:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Some time last night - they don't know how. Or who, or why. Or if they do, they haven't told me."

2014-09-25 23:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Shit.  On campus I can just - keep well away from any walls thick enough that I wouldn't hear the tic, but if it's been stolen - it could be anywhere, they could be gagging themselves or stuffing their mouths with caramel if they're willing to steal the damn thing in the first place -"

2014-09-25 23:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




He winces. "Yeah. I - since I'm a tracker and immune to mind reading anyway, I'll look for it myself. But I might not find it quickly, or even at all. I - what do you want to do, Annie?"

2014-09-25 23:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"Flee the country?" she says weakly.  "I - that's probably an overreaction.  I can't stand - thinking about somebody watching me think -"

2014-09-25 23:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"You're allowed to flee the country if you want to. Or - house in the country, where no one could find you?"

2014-09-25 23:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"I - school, and - what if it isn't found quickly?"

2014-09-25 23:30 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Tutoring, and - I... Hire guards? To watch for mind readers?"

2014-09-25 23:31 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"But I can't stay in the middle of nowhere forever.  And it's stupid, they're almost certainly not interested in me specifically, or anything..."

2014-09-25 23:35 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"It's not stupid to never want your mind read," he assures, gently.

2014-09-25 23:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"I know, I mean it's stupid to expend that many resources on it when probably to the thieves I'm just some random person."

2014-09-25 23:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Well. I'd help you anyway, because it's important to you."

2014-09-25 23:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"I know you would, but - I'm not asking you to.  I might stay home from classes for a few days in case it blows over quickly.  There's probably fewer things the thieves might want in my neighborhood than at school."

2014-09-25 23:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Okay. I can pick up your homework for you before I go searching?"

2014-09-25 23:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'd appreciate that."

2014-09-25 23:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"I'll drop them off in a little while. I'll call you later if there are any updates, okay?"

2014-09-25 23:50 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Of course.  Be careful?"

2014-09-25 23:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




"I will," he promises.Edited   2014-09-25 23:55 (UTC)


2014-09-25 23:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




And the call is concluded and Annie goes to sit in the exact center of the top floor of her house.

2014-09-26 00:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




Aldaras retrieves Annie's homework with minimal explanation, drops it off at her house, and goes to retrieve his sister to start looking for the artifact-stealing thief. Zevaia comes along without fuss.

2014-09-26 00:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




When he gets home after a fruitless day's search, there is a note under their door from the administration - Called, but you didn't pick up.  Necklace found.  It did not leave the premises; it's been glued to the inside of the vase.  Will not help in finding the thimble.

2014-09-26 00:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Well, that's - great. Better than what it was before, at least.

To the phone, to call Annie.

2014-09-26 00:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Salutations?"

2014-09-26 00:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Salutations. They found the necklace, but not the thimble."

2014-09-26 00:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Where's the necklace?"

2014-09-26 00:45 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Glued to the inside of the vase," he sighs.

2014-09-26 00:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"Oh dear.  I guess they didn't want it being - shared around as a defense."

2014-09-26 00:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Apparently."

2014-09-26 00:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Pour some kind of solvent into the vase, let it sit, have someone with gloves on dump it out?"

2014-09-26 00:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I haven't asked how they're getting it out, that might be it, I just got a note about them finding it. I'll give them that advice, though. It's clever."

2014-09-26 00:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Well, it's unlikely to harm the artifacts - they're sure the thimble's not in the same place, making this a prank more than a theft?"

2014-09-26 00:49 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I can go ask," he offers.

2014-09-26 00:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'd like to know, if you find out - but it seems a bit much to hope for."

2014-09-26 00:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"You'll be the first person I tell. Maybe we'll get lucky and find out it hasn't left the building at all."

2014-09-26 00:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"It'd still mean there was probably an unethical mindreader wandering around, but not likely a gang of them..."

2014-09-26 00:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"Yeah. That'd be - something, at least."

2014-09-26 00:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah.  I'll - keep staying home, I guess.  Best of luck."

2014-09-26 00:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks. I'll keep looking for it. Vai's helping, and I think there are some other trackers that want to touch the necklace so they can sneak up on any mindreaders."

2014-09-26 00:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice






"Right."

Yep, Annie is quite useless here, what fun.

2014-09-26 00:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"I - wish I had a better answer to give you," he sighs.

2014-09-26 01:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"Me too.  Well - it's what it is."

2014-09-26 01:3 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"It is. Let me know if there's anything I can do? For you, specifically, I mean."

2014-09-26 01:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"If I think of anything I'll tell you."

2014-09-26 01:5 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Thanks." Pause. "I love you," he adds, because for some reason it seems the appropriate thing to say.

2014-09-26 01:6 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I know.  Thanks."

2014-09-26 01:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Mhm. I'll go see about retrieving the necklace and hunting down whoever has the thimble."

2014-09-26 01:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Thanks.  Talk to you later."

And she hangs up and goes back to hermiting.

2014-09-26 01:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




Aldaras calls the administration of the college. He's going to ask them, very nicely, how they're planning to get his necklace out of the vase. He'll pitch Annie's solvent idea, if they don't have something better.

2014-09-26 01:8 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




They say they'll try it.  They call back after; his necklace has been extracted and he can retrieve it at his leisure if he wants it right now.

2014-09-26 01:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Oh, good. He would like it right now, actually, because the university obviously isn't safe. He goes and picks it up, and then does the obvious thing and calls Annie. Obsessed? Him? Never.

(Okay, maybe a lot, but he's working really hard to be nice about it!)

2014-09-26 01:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




Annie picks up, again.  "Salutations."

2014-09-26 01:12 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Salutations. Again. Sorry, I know I'm calling a lot. The necklace was extracted just fine from the vase, your idea worked quite nicely."

2014-09-26 01:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Oh, good, I helped."

2014-09-26 01:14 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Yes! Actually that was part of why I was calling. I don't just want to throw the necklace at - literally anyone that wants it, because of the whole 'in love irrevocably' part. I realize that some people can do some excessively nasty things in the name of what they think's love, and - I want to be careful. You're smart, and you have a different perspective than me and know the problem. Want to help?"

2014-09-26 01:16 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Uh - maybe.  Have you already checked the people who were already necklaced because they've been cut and ruled them out as helpers?"

2014-09-26 01:17 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Haven't, yet, I figured I should ask you first."

2014-09-26 01:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Well, there's those, but if you need more people - if any of the necklaced people have already found the objects of their affections you could necklace them without it spiraling out of control, if they agreed - and if you need to involve completely new people I'd say find single ones and find out why they're single.  And avoid respondents whose answer is of the form, like - 'people just don't like me' or whatever.  'Focusing on my career' is probably fine, breakup stories that don't vilify the ex are likely fine, I mean as a first pass - but not - you know what I mean?"

2014-09-26 01:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Dangerous mental processes," he agrees. "We're on the same page, there."Edited   2014-09-26 01:24 (UTC)


2014-09-26 01:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"And you could get them to guess what they'd do with necklace-targets - and keepers, where applicable - just in case that turns up any red flags."

2014-09-26 01:25 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"Right. I think when dealing with trackers, I'd also like to talk to their keepers and figure out how they're already being treated and try to prevent any sort of - jealousy problems."

2014-09-26 01:27 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Yeah, that sounds good.  I can do some of the interviewing if there's a lot of people and you don't think it'd be a big deal to handle it over the phone."

2014-09-26 01:28 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Mhm. Some people might also want to hear your side of things, so they know what the object of their affections might be getting into by accident. Fair warning."

2014-09-26 01:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah, that's reasonable, I can do that too."

2014-09-26 01:30 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Okay, I'll send people your way if they're curious. Feel free to be brutally honest, I'm not going to ask them what you say and will actually be annoyed at them if they start talking to me about it."Edited   2014-09-26 01:35 (UTC)


2014-09-26 01:34 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Will do."

2014-09-26 01:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Thanks. Another problem I foresee is - couples that are afraid of mind reading and certain that they'll fall in love with each other. I'm not sure how to handle those, I - if I could give everyone immunity to mind reading I would, but I also think it would cause a great deal of heartache if their guesses were wrong."

2014-09-26 01:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Well - the Dean thought it checked for compatibility.  Are there any obvious counterexamples yet?"

2014-09-26 01:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Mm. None yet, but I don't think the Dean had time to check for what level of compatibility was required. The compatibility levels to go on a few dates with someone without issue versus the compatibility levels required by the necklace might be very different."

2014-09-26 01:40 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Well... tread carefully, I guess.  And if one of the couple is willing to be squirreled away like Sintre just in case the necklace disagrees with them, necklace that one first as a test."

2014-09-26 01:42 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"Yeah. And - it might be possible that if they both are squirreled away together it just might not be an issue. They can not immediately break up over it, just - tweak their lifestyles. A lot."

2014-09-26 01:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Yeah.  It doesn't have any effects until you see your chosen person, so."

2014-09-26 01:49 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Which is convenient. Do you suppose it's possible for some people to just - not have anyone that's compatible for them, ever? Zevaia hasn't had the - love thing yet. I'm holding out hope that she misses it entirely."

2014-09-26 01:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Maybe.  Maybe some people are just super picky."

2014-09-26 01:51 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I did go through a crowded city with no problem until I met you," he observes. "So I don't think it's just casual compatibility."

2014-09-26 01:53 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"We seem to work pretty well."

2014-09-26 01:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"We do. I mean - not just - I don't think it's just a chemistry thing, you're genuinely the sort of person I seem to work well with."

2014-09-26 01:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I wonder how the necklace knows."

2014-09-26 01:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"I have no idea. How does any of this magic work, really?"

2014-09-26 02:2 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'd dearly love to know.  The necklace seems like it'd have to involve mind-reading, although at least there's not a person supervising it..."

2014-09-26 02:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I suppose. Bleh, now I want to encase it in concrete and throw it into the ocean. But it's useful, so I shouldn't."

2014-09-26 02:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I'd rather be necklaced than mind-read.  I'm just - not sure enough that I'm in danger of being mindread to come and demand that you let me touch it right now."

2014-09-26 02:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Yeah," he agrees. "Let me know if you're ever worried enough for me to bring it to you. I'm never going to pressure you into it. For obvious reasons."

2014-09-26 02:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"I'm thoroughly reassured on that point."

2014-09-26 02:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Good, I - probably sound broken, don't I? Repeating myself over and over again."

2014-09-26 02:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Just a little."

2014-09-26 02:13 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I'll try to stop, but I think it's just in my nature to be absolutely sure, twice, that you are not having your opinions and desires ignored or forced aside in this sort of situation."

2014-09-26 02:16 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"I noticed."

2014-09-26 02:20 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Heh. Good."

2014-09-26 02:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"Anyway, let me know when there's people for me to talk to.  Bye."



There's not a huge wave of interest in touching the necklace; Annie's discomfort with mindreading is on the extreme side.  Until there's a bank robbery that is widely suspected to be the work of at least one mind-reader.  Then there are people.  They talk to Aldaras; they talk to Annie; they rule themselves in or out on the basis of these interviews and do or don't touch the necklace.

There's a second robbery, this one of a museum.  There are several items taken, but the most worrying one is a tapestry that sharply improves one's sensory discernment - including, in a few long-ago but well-documented trials, senses granted by other artifacts - at the cost of muteness.

The potential benefits of combining this with the thimble have been speculated on but dismissed for ethical reasons.

Annie is knocking on Aldaras's door the next morning, shaking.

2014-09-26 02:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Predictably, he answers it.

"Annie," he says, softly. "Hi." He'd be more cheerful upon seeing her, but - tapestry. Thimble. Terrible combination.

2014-09-26 02:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I think I need the necklace now," she says in a small voice.

2014-09-26 02:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"You've - thought about it, right, this isn't - a spur of the moment kind of thing...?"Edited   2014-09-26 02:40 (UTC)


2014-09-26 02:40 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"I can't even think straight with the - but as much as I could - yeah."

2014-09-26 02:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




"Okay," he murmurs, touching her cheek. "I'll go get it."

He goes inside, holding the door open for her. "Any preferences about how I treat you after you're necklaced?"

2014-09-26 02:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"If I want different things after those are the wants I'm stuck with, right?" she mutters.  "No point ignoring them."

2014-09-26 02:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"I - suppose?" he agrees dubiously. He retrieves a strong-box and unlocks it with a key. There's the necklace, right inside. He looks at it, sadly, and holds it up to Annie.

"The - offer to live somewhere in the middle of nowhere is still open. I'll pay for it, even, if you're not sure."

2014-09-26 02:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I have no idea what the mindreading range is now."  But she's hesitating in case he can talk her out of it.

2014-09-26 02:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




"If it's infinite," he points out, "I think the strain would kill him or drive him insane. So it's not that. We'd need to check some history texts and see by what percentage a touched person's senses are changed, and then multiply the ordinary range of the mind reading from there."

2014-09-26 02:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"I - maybe - I can't think straight, I keep - it's like - ugh," she says, sitting down hard in the nearest chair.

2014-09-26 02:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




He sits next to her, putting the necklace down on a table, nearby.

"Okay, idea. I rent a plane and hire a pilot, we go on a trip to someplace uninhabited and go in circles in the air miles above anyone and you think about it then?"

2014-09-26 02:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




She drops her face into her hands and sobs.  "That's - I - it's not even like - the necklace is right there -"

2014-09-26 02:57 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: o. Touched




"You can," he says softly. (Please, he almost begs, just touch it, I love you, I hate seeing you like this, please I just want you to be safe.) "I'm - trying to offer other options, because I love you."

2014-09-26 02:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"Did the Dean say if - if reciprocal necklacing requires looking at the person?"

2014-09-26 03:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife




"No. He didn't get the chance to study it more in-depth. I - that's an option, too, we can try that if you need your mind guaranteed safe right now."Edited   2014-09-26 03:03 (UTC)


2014-09-26 03:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut




"I could barely even trike here I was so -"  She takes her sweater off and wraps it around her head, over her eyes.  "I'm sorry I'm sorry I just -"  She gropes blindly for the box.

2014-09-26 03:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




"It's okay," he assures, gently. He steers the box towards her hand, and - and then she touches the necklace. It feels like nothing at all.

2014-09-26 03:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




She clenches the strand and then lets go.

She flops back in her chair.

She takes a deep, shuddering breath.

And says, "I don't seem to have had to look at you."

2014-09-26 03:6 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife







"Oh."

(Don't kiss her, don't kiss her, don't you do it, Aldaras, don't you do it.)

2014-09-26 03:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




She nudges her cardigan off her head and unties its sleeves and puts it back on.

And she looks at Aldaras, and she smiles, just a little.

2014-09-26 03:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: h. Artifact




He manages a little sad smile back.

"What do you want to do?" he asks, softly.

2014-09-26 03:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it








"I dunno, is your sister home?"

2014-09-26 03:10 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




He opens his mouth, and then closes it. "... Yes, I can shoo her?"

2014-09-26 03:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"...I mean, unless you had something planned for nowish that makes progress on the - catching the thimble person, because - that should probably be a higher priority, but - um."

2014-09-26 03:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"I didn't have any plans for it, I'm - a bit stuck, honestly, I'm really built more for organization and setting other people up to chase down a thimble-snatching terrible person." Pause. "I'll go shoo her."

He gets up, opens the door to Zevaia's room, and calls, "Zevaia, can you - shoo for -" Pause. He looks at Annie. "... A while?"

2014-09-26 03:17 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: (Default)




"A while?" wonders Zevaia, as she gets up to leave. "How specifi-"

She sees Annie. She looks at the obviously open necklace case. Oh.

"... Right, leaving for a while now, bye."

2014-09-26 03:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Bye," he says, and then the door closes behind her and she's officially out of the apartment.

2014-09-26 03:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




Annie kisses Aldaras.

2014-09-26 03:20 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




For a few delicious, wonderful seconds, all he does is kiss her the hell back. And then his head is annoying and gets in the way. He carefully extracts himself from the kiss, breathing heavily, and murmurs, "How - close are your preferences and thoughts now in comparison to before...?"

2014-09-26 03:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"How much detail do you want about my previous thoughts?" wonders Annie in a murmur.

2014-09-26 03:29 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Oh this is going to be difficult. "I. As much as - whatever you'd like to give me...?"

2014-09-26 03:30 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




She giggles, then shakes her head and says, "Mostly intact apart from the obvious.  And it's not like I didn't like you before.  And what would you do if I were wildly different, kick me to the curb?"

2014-09-26 03:31 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"No. No, I don't think I could manage it," he admits. 

Right. Mental morality checklist? 

- She said before she was touched to just - roll with what she wants after.
- Her personality and preferences are 'mostly intact' aside from being in love with him.
- He offered other options and she went with this one despite his genuine efforts to convince her otherwise.
- She kissed him before she was necklaced.
- He is not, actually, capable of breaking up with her and trying would only cause pain and torment to them both.
- She is right there, she just kissed him, and between the two of them he's pretty sure he technically has less consent than she does, considering.

Fuck it. He's good.

He kisses her. Like he's drowning and she's his air, like he's starving and she's his sustenance, like he is fucking touched by a really thorough love necklace and he's been resisting it for ages and doesn't have to anymore.Edited   2014-09-26 03:39 (UTC)


2014-09-26 03:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




She is entirely on board with this project.  Well, insofar as trying to move it along a bit past Step 1 counts as being on board as opposed to something else.

2014-09-26 03:40 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




Ha!

Aldaras is totally fine with this development and is pretty happy to help.

2014-09-26 03:42 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




How fortunate that his sister is no longer home.

2014-09-26 03:43 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




Almost like they did that on purpose.

They are not going to be able to make it to any sort of bed, are they.

2014-09-26 03:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




...Maybe after round one?

2014-09-26 03:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Maybe. If they're lucky and try really hard and believe in themselves.

2014-09-26 03:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




They're both very talented people and can probably manage it.

2014-09-26 03:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




But do they care, is the question.

2014-09-26 03:48 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




Aldaras will probably care a lot in a hurry when Annie peers at herself and observes rugburn.

2014-09-26 03:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Oop, yep, he cares now. He makes a vaguely displeased face, and then picks her up and relocates her to someplace that will not happen. For example: his bed!

2014-09-26 03:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




Oooh.  Cozy.

2014-09-26 03:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




And zero rugburn! How delightful!

2014-09-26 03:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




It could be made more delightful in this bed with a little effort.

2014-09-26 03:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




See, she is thinking too small, he is not planning to use just a little bit of effort here. So it will be extra, special delightful.

2014-09-26 03:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




Oooooh.  Annie appreciates this very much.

2014-09-26 03:54 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Good, that was the point!

2014-09-26 03:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




How ever shall she show her appreciation?

2014-09-26 03:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




That's up to her, he's actually really happy with things as they are now.

2014-09-26 03:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




What if she doesn't want to settle for "really happy"?

2014-09-26 03:56 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Then she can have a ridiculously happy Aldaras who loves her very much!

2014-09-26 03:59 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




Best.

2014-09-26 03:59 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




Yup!

They're going to be here for a while. Maybe longer than 'a while,' actually.

2014-09-26 04:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




Hopefully his sister will stay shooed for a while.

2014-09-26 04:0 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras is pretty sure she's smart enough to find a hotel.

2014-09-26 04:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Good for her.  Annie appreciates the time to enjoy the perks that come with being necklaced.

2014-09-26 04:2 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Yup. Aldaras, too.

(When he realizes he's hungry, he comes up with the bright idea of hand-feeding her food.)Edited   2014-09-26 04:04 (UTC)


2014-09-26 04:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Ooh.  Annie thinks that's adorable.  He should definitely do it.  And since he is hungry too she can feed him likewise.Edited   2014-09-26 04:04 (UTC)


2014-09-26 04:4 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Awwww. They'll be one of the lovey-dovey necklaced couples in no time. Actually, wait, no, they're already there.

2014-09-26 04:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




They're super cute.  They could pose for greeting cards if only that wouldn't mean holding still and not getting their hands all over each other.

2014-09-26 04:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




Good luck with that. Because that is not happening any time soon.

2014-09-26 04:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




Good.

2014-09-26 04:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Very.

But. Alas. They can't keep this up for literally ever. They're only human.

2014-09-26 04:10 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




So eventually they are snoozing on each other.  In, mercifully, Aldaras's bed.

2014-09-26 04:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Yup. Snuggled and exhausted and in love.

2014-09-26 04:12 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Annie eventually wakes up, but she doesn't get up right away.  She stays snuggled up, thinking.

2014-09-26 04:27 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras is out, she's entirely free to think in peace. And privacy, thanks to the necklace.

2014-09-26 04:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Yes, that's very nice.  She gets up eventually and puts on enough clothes to slip out of the room and look into the breakfast availability situation.

Thinking, thinking.

2014-09-26 04:29 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




Breakfast is available, in various cookable and non-cookable forms! And Zevaia is not present. She's a smart girl.

2014-09-26 04:31 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




Annie gets some cereal and goes to eat it in Aldaras's room because he is nice to be near.

2014-09-26 04:32 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner






He stirs soon enough, yawning and blinking blearily. He smiles, when he sees Annie.

2014-09-26 04:36 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Morning," she says, petting his hair.

2014-09-26 04:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Mornin', beautiful," he mumbles. A morning person he is not.

2014-09-26 04:37 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




She eats her cereal.  Think, think.

"That guy who told you the - unsettling thing - what's the main effect of his artifact?"

2014-09-26 04:38 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Never learned. Can ask?"

2014-09-26 04:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"But it hasn't been publicized?"

2014-09-26 04:39 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Nnnot that I know 'f?"

2014-09-26 04:40 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"And its side effect involves talking.  Do you think we could put out a false rumor about what it does that would make it appealing to the thimble thief and set a trap?"

2014-09-26 04:41 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous








"I love you," he declares. "Let's do that."

2014-09-26 04:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




She beams and kisses him.

2014-09-26 04:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




He kisses her back, clumsy from drowsiness.

2014-09-26 04:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




And she finishes her cereal and puts the bowl aside and flops on him.  "Something transportational or maybe stealth-related.  And maybe the original owner can be convinced to take the thing home so the thief's not risking an assault on the university again when they're expecting it."

2014-09-26 04:46 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Bet the university," he adds, "will help. S'not like I don't have their number..."

2014-09-26 04:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Yep."

2014-09-26 04:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




He giggles, a bit. "I love you," he adds, again. "You're clever."

2014-09-26 04:49 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I love you too."

2014-09-26 04:50 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Snuggle.

"Iiiii need tea or won't be function'l for hours," he mumbles apologetically, kissing her and then getting up to figure out how to put on pants. It's surprisingly difficult.

2014-09-26 04:51 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




Annie helps.  Mostly.

2014-09-26 04:52 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




He snickers, thanks her for her help with a kiss, and goes to retrieve tea.

A few minutes later, he returns with tea and is looking much more lucid.

"Is that my shirt?" he asks, amused. Annie seems to be wearing it.

2014-09-26 04:55 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"Well, I only have the one outfit here and it's not in the best shape.  You have lots of shirts here."

2014-09-26 04:55 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: b. Cure




"Fair! It looks better on you, anyway."

He sits next to her, snuggling as much as is safe with hot tea in hand.

"I like the bait and trap idea," praises Aldaras.

2014-09-26 04:57 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Good.  Hopefully the department will have an idea of what exactly to say the thing does and how to catch the thief if the bait works..."

2014-09-26 04:58 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Yeah. If not - I throw it at my sister, 'catching thieves' seems to be her style. At least the combative portions of it."

2014-09-26 05:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"And she's conveniently already necklaced."

2014-09-26 05:1 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Mhm! Though. I think the mind reader would notice if every single person around the bait was necklaced."Edited   2014-09-26 05:05 (UTC)


2014-09-26 05:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"I mean, there's a perfectly good reason for that - the artifact is appealing and has to be guarded by necklaced people.  We just need to make it look like it isn't guarded very well - having a non-necklaced dupe loitering around too would be weird."

2014-09-26 05:7 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"Fair. Okay. I'm just worried that if it doesn't seem like it's worth the risk to get to it, we'll lose the chance to grab them."

2014-09-26 05:9 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"What we could do is have it announced that the artifact does thus and such a thing, and will be transferred to an undisclosed location, and then tell some un-necklaced people when and where it's being moved."

2014-09-26 05:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous







"I extra, special love you."

2014-09-26 05:11 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




"I love you too."

2014-09-26 05:11 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




He grins and kisses her. 

"I'll call the university after breakfast and a shower? Or should we actually visit, it might be smart to actually visit instead."

2014-09-26 05:16 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Yeah, let's go in person."  Pause.  "Want company in the shower?"

2014-09-26 05:16 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"I would love company in the shower." Pause. "... On the caveat that I would also like to take care of the mindreader in a timely fashion. So just one round of sex before we go set a trap for them."

2014-09-26 05:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




"As you wish, my dear."

2014-09-26 05:19 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




"Later, we can have more," he promises.

2014-09-26 05:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I will hold you to that."

2014-09-26 05:22 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: f. Stare




"Good!"

Breakfast and a (rather delightfully long) shower are had, and then they're off to the university.

2014-09-26 05:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




It turns out that the Dean has determined (while the necklace and its higher-priority investigation have been unavailable to him) that the chalice actually enables its touched to make controllable visual illusions within a one-foot radius of themselves.  But they haven't disseminated this information.  They agree to cooperate with setting the trap - they release the chalice's real side effect, and a lie about its primary effect saying that it enables telekinesis.  It is announced that it will be stored somewhere besides the university, and it is leaked to a few un-necklaced people when it will be loaded onto a car and driven away.Edited   2014-09-26 06:46 (UTC)


2014-09-26 05:33 (UTC)









cut_and_dried: (Default)




Zevaia's found (after a bit of trouble, considering they didn't know which hotel she was in) and asked to help. She agrees. She's kind enough to not make much comment of Aldaras and Annie's - whatever they have. Permanent creepy love necklace voodoo relationship. But they're cute and happy together, so - she's letting it slide.

2014-09-27 03:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




The day arrives.

A thief makes an attempt on the cup and is caught by a cunning arrangement of traps and carried away.  The thimble and the tapestry are both retrieved after he's been in custody a few days.  He confesses to the existence of no accomplices; there are no more high-profile thefts to put the lie to his (written) statements, but there is lingering wariness of mute people in the public consciousness.

But necklaced people have nothing to worry about.

Annie has opinions on how to celebrate.

2014-09-27 03:44 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Aldaras does, too.

(He gets his sister her own tiny apartment, of her very own. The one he shared with her? Going to be in use. For reasons.)

2014-09-27 03:47 (UTC)





Sixth Plague ∞

falling ill





keep_busy: k ~ keeper




A few months after the business with the chalice, Annie (with a gold engagement stud in one earlobe, now receiving mail at Aldaras's apartment, and thoroughly comfortable with Being Necklaced, to the point where she's helping mold the thing towards more exacting standards for real-world-practical as well as theoretical compatibility) is in bed with some unidentified sort of head cold or flu.  Aldaras doesn't have it so far, so she is snuggled under the covers while he makes her spicy soup to help clear her sinuses and because she's having a little trouble with non-liquids.  He's worried, she's mostly just groggy.  Zzzz.

2014-09-29 11:35









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




Aldaras is trying very hard not to hover. It's really not working, he's definitely hovering. About the only thing that can distract him from hovering over Annie and making sure she has everything she needs is preparing things that she needs. It's ridiculous, he knows, but - he's been necklaced. Annie's been necklaced. They are very thoroughly both necklaced and have all of the results that this means. He dislikes (reviles, condemns) Annie being sick.

But he distracts himself from this feeling by systematically relieving peppers of their seeds. Because there is really nothing else to do.

2014-09-29 19:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




Annie rolls over.

Why is there a mirror wrapped in a piece of paper in her bed?

Well, she knows better than to touch it.  She wraps the edge of her comforter around her hand and unwraps the paper.

2014-09-29 19:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




In a neat hand and perfectly written in Annie's native language, it reads:

Hello,

It turns out that the distance you can travel to is quite a bit larger than something like, 'the observable universe,' especially if you use magic. It turns out there are lots of alternate versions of you, and they've teamed up with alternates of another set of people to start a delightful little club that is, in their words, 'A plague of utopias.' Also quite a lot of sharing of magic and resources. Some names are repeated, so we go by a system of nicknames - you are likely to need one, just in case your name is repeated later, even if it is unique now.

You can contact us with the mirror, provided. Instructions on its use are on the back. It's very magic, but also quite safe. We're waiting for your reply through it. 

Signed,
(illegible to Annie), 'Prime' 

2014-09-29 19:18 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




She keeps the comforter over her hand when she turns the paper over, and when she activates the mirror, blearily puzzled.Edited   2014-09-29 19:22 (UTC)


2014-09-29 19:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




"Hello," says older gentleman from the other side of the mirror, speaking carefully and sounding quite foreign. "That didn't take long. I'm the one who wrote the letter." He waves.

2014-09-29 19:25 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"...Hi," says Annie stuffily.  "I'b Annie.  Id dat taked?"

2014-09-29 19:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It is not, you may have it. Are you sick?"

2014-09-29 19:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Yeah.  By fiadcé is bagid be soub."Edited   2014-09-29 19:28 (UTC)


2014-09-29 19:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Oh yes, new language plus a sick speaker means everyone else is going to have just a bit of trouble understanding Annie. How lovely. Prime is going to add this to the long list of 'things he isn't being paid for.'

"One of the Bells - you're a Bell, she's another one of you - has the ability to cure sicknesses. I can explain things to you first, or we can pop over there now and simply cure you?"

2014-09-29 19:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Oh, dad'd be good, he's all worried ad I'b dired.  Hee, Bells."

2014-09-29 19:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes, it's very cute, we've made several puns off of it. Right then, we'll be there in a little while."

And shortly, there is Prime, with Spring, in Annie's room.

2014-09-29 19:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Hi, Annie," says Spring, who has picked up the language from supervising Prime's call.  "All I have do to heal you is touch you, okay?"

2014-09-29 19:38 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Souds good.  Wad's the side effegt?" wonders Annie, closing her eyes as Spring reaches out to lay her hand on Annie's face.

2014-09-29 19:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"There's n-"

Spring freezes.

2014-09-29 19:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: o ~ cut






"Oh, fuck."

2014-09-29 19:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... That is not a word choice I associate with, 'oh, yes, everything is going fantastically here and there have been no strange mixtures of magic at all,'" states Prime. "What happened?"

2014-09-29 19:41 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect




"I forgot I was wearing the oh fuck I'm so sorry -"

2014-09-29 19:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




Spring sits down on the floor, eyes closed, and holds very still.

2014-09-29 19:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Um, here, magic has side effects, and you get the main effect and the side effect if you touch a magic thing.  Uh, now you're immune to - other mind affecting-magic?  Yay?"

2014-09-29 19:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







"What, exactly is the side effect...?"

2014-09-29 19:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"She, uh, wouldn't have even noticed if it weren't already in effect...  Um.  It.  Does a falling-in-love thing."

2014-09-29 19:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"So it does," squeaks Spring.

2014-09-29 19:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"... Of course it does," sighs Prime. "Why would it do anything else. Spring, is it the obvious?"

2014-09-29 19:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border






"Yeah."

2014-09-29 19:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story







"Right then. I'm just going to guess that there is, of course, zero way to reverse the effects. Am I wrong?"

2014-09-29 19:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"Well, not here, that I know of, and I think a reversal artifact would've made the news, but you have... lots of magic?  So maybe you can?  I'm so sorry.  I just wear it most of the time because you can - tweak how the items work if you're touching them and I kinda pull it off better than my fiancé does."

2014-09-29 19:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Oh," says Spring.

She sits very, very still.

2014-09-29 19:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime - looks at her, then sighs and sits down next to her.

"Well. I have exactly zero idea how to reverse it with my magic," he says. "And daeva magic would be exactly useless. Ice's magic might be able to manage it, or spellbinding or runecasting with enough time investment."

2014-09-29 20:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






"Okay."

2014-09-29 20:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"I'm.  Going to.  Go get Aldaras," says Annie, and she climbs out of bed and goes into the kitchen.

2014-09-29 20:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




When Annie has left the room: "How are we planning on handling this?"

2014-09-29 20:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






"It sounds like you want to see if somebody can undo it."

2014-09-29 20:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Aldaras?  Uh, first, I am all better."

2014-09-29 20:9 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: j. Scholar




Aldaras is almost finished making soup. He looks at Annie and blinks in surprise.

"I'm - glad, but that was. Kind of sudden? Not complaining, just -"

2014-09-29 20:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It seems like the easiest solution to the problem of 'your head just got hijacked by a very convenient and probably evil necklace.' But, I might be wrong."

2014-09-29 20:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I will still totally eat the soup, I have been thinking about the soup all morning - um - magic people from another world one of whom claims to be an alternate universe version of me sent me a magic mirror, which worked without me touching it, to talk to them, and then appeared, and one of them healed me, but she touched my necklace and now I think she's in love with the other one."

2014-09-29 20:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




Spring makes a small and non-linguistic squeaking noise.

2014-09-29 20:15 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: m. Knife







"Okay," meeps Aldaras. "That's. That's a thing, um. We should. Go talk to them?"

2014-09-29 20:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"... I think we should retrieve the mirror and we should both talk to ourselves."

2014-09-29 20:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




Annie nods, and into the bedroom they go.

"Uh, this is my fiancé, Aldaras."

2014-09-29 20:21 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: l. Cut




"Hello," says the fiancé, Aldaras.

2014-09-29 20:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)








"Let me guess. Twin sibling, adopted father, endless desire to see the world neat and orderly and well functioning, and you do a numbers thing in your head."

2014-09-29 20:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Wh- yes?"

2014-09-29 20:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Hi. I'm your alt. Nice to meet you, magical power, multiple worlds, seem to come in pairs with Bells romantically, something something, so on, so forth. How exactly would you describe the extent of the disturbing love necklace's disturbing results?"

2014-09-29 20:28 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"...Aldaras is a special case because he's twice-touched.  So in addition to being magically in love with me he also is incapable of keeping secrets from me without stupid magic guilt trips.  Um, it's... extensive.  But not otherwise mind-altering.  I did it on purpose when there was a mind-reader on the loose who could be expected to not have the usual range limit or telltale signs."

2014-09-29 20:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Mind readers are present here. Fantastic. Maybe he can find one to decipher all of the screaming in his head. No? No luck? Oh well, he'll just have to put up with it.

"Okay. I'm going to call the others."

He retrieves the mirror, turns it on, and explains with, "It turns out that this world's got a disturbing magical permanent-love inducing necklace. Spring has accidentally touched it."

2014-09-29 20:33 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Uh, shit.  Set up portal, turn her over to us, we will - do - something.  Nothing's instantly coming to mind for me as a post-emptive measure but I could try general countercurses in case...  Is it on you or something even more awkward?"

2014-09-29 20:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"It's on me," clarifies Prime, neutrally.

He looks at Aldaras and Annie. "I need to put a portal to our hub-world somewhere. It doesn't have to be easily visible, and I can put it on something that can be moved."

2014-09-29 20:40 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"...Back of the hinged bookshelf?" suggests Annie.  "There's a safe on the wall, for stashing the necklace when we're both asleep, but the bookshelf itself is blank."

2014-09-29 20:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Show me, please."

2014-09-29 20:47 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: n. Secret




Aldaras does, looking just a bit overwhelmed.

2014-09-29 20:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




And: portal.

"You or Annie won't be able to pass through it until Revelation gives you fancy microchips. It's a safety concern. Spring? To Pantheon?"

2014-09-29 20:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Spring gets up - a careful observer may notice that she is doing this more with her flying necklace than with her legs - and goes to the portal and through.

2014-09-29 20:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"We'll send someone back through the portal shortly. I just became rather busy."

And then he goes to Pantheon, too.

2014-09-29 20:55 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"You're not contagious or anything?" Ice asks Spring.

2014-09-29 20:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I don't think so.  She didn't say."

2014-09-29 20:57 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




Ice sticks her head through the portal.  "Hey, is she contagious or anything?"

2014-09-29 20:58 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"No.  You have to actually touch the necklace."

2014-09-29 20:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Okay."  Ice retreats back to the Belfry.  "Let's go put you in your house and get you some paper, how about."

2014-09-29 20:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Okay."

Spring lets Ice usher her away.

2014-09-29 20:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Revelation, I think they need microchips. Probably also explanations."

2014-09-29 21:4 (UTC)









ask_nicely: (Default)




"Yeah. Let's - do that."

2014-09-29 21:17 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Coming right up.  Is there an Adarin or just a Bell?"

2014-09-29 21:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"She's engaged to an Adarin - he looks different, but I asked him about the relevant traits and he apparently fit them. But I didn't exactly have much time for conversation."

2014-09-29 21:19 (UTC)









from_scratch: g ~ pinhole




"Right.  Here goes."

Through steps Revelation.

"Hello, I'm another Bell - most of us look like you, you've seen an unrepresentative sample," he tells Annie.  "Please put the necklace away, it is making me extremely nervous."

2014-09-29 21:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I wouldn't - okay," says Annie, and she unclasps it and puts it in its box.  "There.  I'm really sorry.  I was super sick."

2014-09-29 21:22 (UTC)









from_scratch: (Default)




"We'll - figure something out.  It's not the end of the world.  At least it's Prime she's stuck on and not, like, one of the deities or Katydid's cat."

2014-09-29 21:23 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"One of the deities? Katydid's cat? That could. That could happen?"

2014-09-29 21:23 (UTC)









from_scratch: h ~ put on wings




"Well, I don't know how your scary necklace works, but there exist deities - Spring is an acolyte of one of them, is how she does the healing - and Katydid's cat is her familiar and a person and stuff."

2014-09-29 21:24 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"... Okay. That. Makes sense. Is there a brochure on all of the alts?"

2014-09-29 21:48 (UTC)









from_scratch: d ~ useful things




"Yeah, we took care of that after last time.  What format do you want it in?"

2014-09-29 21:50 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"A... book?  What else?"

2014-09-29 21:50 (UTC)









from_scratch: c ~ list of books




"If you were higher tech you might want a computer version.  Here."  Revelation hands over a glossy little hardcover.

2014-09-29 21:51 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




"Ooo."

And then, reading. 

2014-09-29 21:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Meanwhile:

Prime doesn't follow Spring inside her house, but he does wait outside it. Silently. Thinking.

So, obviously, the multiverse is conspiring against them. That's - pretty clear, now. Coincidences, fine, but at this point, it's far more than coincidence. First, new universe gets a creepy love necklace and then the person who needs to wear it for genuinely logical reasons just so happens to fall sick just in time for he and Spring to show up to cure her. Ha. Ha ha ha. Yeah, no, that's not a coincidence, that is conspiracy.

Who has a vested interest in Bells and Adarins shacking up? He - doesn't have an answer to that question. His first answer is 'blame it on the Fae, they're huge assholes,' but on reflection, this doesn't seem their style. They like watching large-scale mayhem. Dramatic betrayals and large scale wars and dynasties falling. An - absurdly convoluted, multidimensional love story? With - lots of harrowing experiences and lots of magic? That's - no, why would they care? Who would even want that?

Is he some kind of chess piece in some insane cosmic love game? Is Spring? That's - completely terrible, actually. Because things were shaping up to be, 'pair up with your partner or the universe curb-stomps you into doing it.' And then possibly does horrible things to you anyway.

How great.

Well. There's no use taking it out on Spring. Or himself, even. He just - needs to figure out what to do. Because that is obviously a simple solution. Just. Figure out what to do when a necklace forces someone you're friends with to fall madly, irrevocably in love with you. Against her will. That's not a moral issue at all.

Why yes, Prime is just as sarcastic in his own head as he is out loud, thank you for noticing.Edited   2014-09-29 22:26 (UTC)


2014-09-29 22:26 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




Ice eventually emerges from Spring's house holding a drawing of a winged fish with elaborate fins in a dozen colors of ink.

"Countercurses didn't do anything.  I'm going to borrow the necklace very carefully and take it home for the alethiometer to look at.  Spring says you can have this if you want."  She offers the drawing.  "And that you can go in if you want, but she understands if you don't."

2014-09-29 22:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"All right," says Prime, taking the drawing. "Thank you. Good luck."

He hesitates, a bit, on the threshold, but it's not like he hasn't been in awkward love-related situations before. He steps through and into Spring's house.

"The drawing is beautiful," he says, because he doesn't think it's a good idea to start with, 'So the universe is definitely conspiring against us.'Edited   2014-09-29 22:36 (UTC)


2014-09-29 22:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Thank you."

2014-09-29 22:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Well, that's enough small talk.

"I'm quite certain the multiverse is conspiring against us. Or at least trying very hard to pair up Bells and Adarins."

2014-09-29 22:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"It does - add up a bit.  Doesn't it."

2014-09-29 22:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"A bit. She happened to fall sick just before we happened to find them and she happened to be wearing the necklace, and her fiancé just so happened to be out of the room at the time so he couldn't warn us about the necklace. It's extremely questionable."

2014-09-29 22:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




"Well.  Ice is going to see if the alethiometer has anything - useful to say."

2014-09-29 22:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Yes." Pause. "... Are you all right?"

2014-09-29 22:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel






"I'm not sure what you mean."

2014-09-29 22:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"In general. Considering you are the person who had your mind partially hijacked by a disturbing conspiracy necklace."Edited   2014-09-29 22:47 (UTC)


2014-09-29 22:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I'm still not sure what you mean.  You know what happened."

2014-09-29 22:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I do. I mean - if I were the one whose brain was hijacked by the conspiracy necklace, I would probably be locked in my house having a mental breakdown for a while. Are you having anything relating to that?"

2014-09-29 22:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I am in my house.  I don't think I'm having a full-fledged breakdown at this time."

2014-09-29 22:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Good. Also, I'm giving you permission to rant about whatever you like to me. I will not be offended."

2014-09-29 22:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I -"  She shakes her head.  "The fish, is my ranting.  I don't need to vent.  You know what happened."

2014-09-29 22:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







"Well. Then what should we do about it?"

2014-09-29 22:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"You seem to want to let them work on undoing it.  It could still be - fixable."

2014-09-29 22:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Of course I want to let them work on undoing it? Your head was hijacked and a necklace forced you to fall in love with me. That's not something that should happen."

2014-09-29 22:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"I know."

2014-09-29 23:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility








Okay. That. Might have sounded a bit harsh, now that he looks at it from the vein of 'a person that is also in love with him.'

He sighs, and rubs his face. "Sorry. That - I should have actually thought before I said anything. Regardless. If they don't manage it - what shall we do?"

2014-09-29 23:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I can't - just answer that - not first - do you understand?  I can't."

2014-09-29 23:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Yes," he agrees.

After a silence, he mutters, "It had to be you of course. Why would it be anyone else."

2014-09-29 23:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking






2014-09-29 23:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"In that," he continues, "you're not somewhere with barely any life experience, you're not someone who annoys me or has pressured me, you're not otherwise taken, or with complicated romantic history that I don't want any part in, and you're not someone I've never met before. I know you. I like you. I can't just - turn you away without a second thought like if you were anyone else."Edited   2014-09-29 23:13 (UTC)


2014-09-29 23:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Do -"

She cuts herself off.  And aborts a wistful plantlike lean in his direction that had been developing.

2014-09-29 23:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"What was the question, if you don't mind asking?"

2014-09-29 23:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"I -"  She clamps her jaw shut and shakes her head mutely.

2014-09-29 23:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay," he says, gently. "Should I just go completely against my nature and put all of my cards on the proverbial table so you know how to deal with them, then?"

2014-09-29 23:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I'm sorry," she chokes out.  "It's only - I'm sorry."

2014-09-29 23:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"For what? You're the victim, here."

2014-09-29 23:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"I'm obviously not handling it very well, by no means do you need to feel obligated or feel responsible or feel anything," she says, burying her face in her hands, "and I'm sorry."

2014-09-29 23:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Prime looks at her.

"Sp- Aya. Shh, no. You're handling it beautifully. Any obligation or responsibility is something I'm choosing on my own, not anything you're causing by guilt trip or manipulation. I'm - sorry, it's been so long that I've lost all my tact, that was a genuine offer, not a 'your actions are making this necessary.'"

2014-09-29 23:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




The plantlike lean is back.  This time she doesn't seem to notice, possibly because her face is still in her hands.  She takes a deep, shaky breath, and nods.

2014-09-29 23:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Prime, congratulations, you get to re-learn some tact. Remedial tact lessons. In your own head. First lesson of the day: think before you speak.

"I'm worried," he says, slowly and softly. "Scared, even. I - feel like any relationship we could have is going to be forever tainted because a necklace made you fall in love with me."

2014-09-29 23:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




There is a peculiar tension in her shoulders from the moment he says 'relationship we could have'.

"They're engaged," she murmurs.

2014-09-29 23:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"They are. I would interrogate them on their feelings and the situation that led up to their engagement, if I were there. But I'm not. I'm here."

2014-09-29 23:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




She rubs at one of her eyes.  And catches herself leaning and stops again.  "I don't know what to tell you."

2014-09-29 23:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay. According to the native Bell - Annie, I think? - you are basically intact aside from the - love thing, but that it's very thorough. How thorough, exactly?"

2014-09-29 23:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Very," squeaks Aya.

2014-09-29 23:50 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: (Default)




He nods.

"I won't ask for specifics," he says, in the same soft and gentle voice from earlier. "Would it be at all helpful if I explained my view on - this?"

2014-09-29 23:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Nod.

2014-09-29 23:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Okay. I feel as if you're the victim here, and that this is a no-win situation no matter what I do. If I politely tell you that we can never be a couple, I break your heart, which I would rather not do. If I don't, if I do absolutely nothing, I leave you in a permanent, uncertain middle-ground. And, if I try to start any sort of relationship with you, I'm taking some sort of advantage of you, because your consent was stolen by a disturbing conspiracy love necklace."

2014-09-29 23:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






"If none of the options is a win - which do you want?"

2014-09-30 00:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing








"I - don't know, yet," he sighs. "I do rather like to win. I'm still trying to find a way of winning."

2014-09-30 00:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I'm - trying very hard not to try to do that."

2014-09-30 00:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Why?"

2014-09-30 00:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






"Usually when I want things I try to - cheat and get them all at once without compromising, and that - would not be a good idea right now."

2014-09-30 00:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




He blinks at her, and then understanding dawns.

"Oh," he says. "That. Makes sense." Pause. "... That's - I'm - thank you. Sincerely. I'm genuinely touched."

2014-09-30 00:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Lean.

Notice.

Unlean.

2014-09-30 00:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award








"I'm still holding out hope," he says carefully, "for a fourth option of, 'and then we win,' but I'm currently leaning towards the third option, if winning is entirely impossible."

2014-09-30 00:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Aya makes a thin high sound in the back of her throat.

2014-09-30 00:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That probably made your life a bit more difficult, sorry."

2014-09-30 00:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I - it's fine."

Squirm.

2014-09-30 00:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Do you - mm. No, that's a bad idea, I should speak to your alts first."

2014-09-30 00:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Do I what?"

2014-09-30 00:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Safer if I reword. Would it be at all helpful for me to offer to hold you?"

2014-09-30 00:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel






"Helpful towards what, uh, goal?"

Squirm.

2014-09-30 00:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Making you feel better?"

2014-09-30 00:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Yes."

2014-09-30 00:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Do you want me to?"

2014-09-30 00:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




"Yes."

2014-09-30 00:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




He nods, and then without another word scoops her up into a gentle, snuggly hug.

2014-09-30 00:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Into which she utterly melts.

2014-09-30 00:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I'm going to try to find a way for us to win," he promises.

2014-09-30 00:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I," she starts, and then she stops and burrows her face against his shoulder rather than finish the sentence.

2014-09-30 00:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime doesn't ask, but he does keep holding her.

2014-09-30 00:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Most of the tension flows out of her and her breathing evens out and she snuggles happily.

2014-09-30 00:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He relaxes, too. Just a little. He's still thinking.

"I should eventually talk to your alts. And the new set, too."

2014-09-30 01:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"You want to talk to them about how to - handle me.  Because I'm untrustworthy on the subject now."

2014-09-30 01:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"... Basically. But through no fault of your own."

2014-09-30 01:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I didn't say you were blaming me."  She sighs.

2014-09-30 01:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing








Snuggle?

2014-09-30 01:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Snuggle.

2014-09-30 01:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He snuggles her for a surprisingly long amount of time, then kisses her hair and says, "I'm going to go talk to your alts."

2014-09-30 01:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Aya restrains her sighing and lets him go.

2014-09-30 01:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Sorry," he says apologetically. Then he turns and departs, and goes looking for her alts.

2014-09-30 01:30 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




Revelation is still in the new world, Ice is home studying the necklace, Phix and Flicker are both off elsewhere, but Iobel is sketching the skeleton of a spellchart on giant paper on the floor of the Belfry.

"Hi."

2014-09-30 01:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Hello. I'm looking for some sort of advice on Spring. From a Bell."

2014-09-30 01:34 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Kiss her on the back of the neck," calls Phix from an adjoining room, one with computers in it.

2014-09-30 01:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect








"Thank you," says Prime, "but that was not the kind of advice I was looking for."

(But he is filing it away. Just in case.)

2014-09-30 01:38 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"What are you looking for?"

2014-09-30 01:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"What she would want me to do if she knew in advance she was going to fall in love with me thanks to a disturbing conspiracy love necklace."

2014-09-30 01:42 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"And didn't know if it'd be permanent?"

2014-09-30 01:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Yes. Please."

2014-09-30 01:43 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"Be easier if she knew.  If it's permanent - then there's no point to treating her like she's incompetent, not when she's not going to get any more competent.  If it's not, then - well, then it actually depends.  I don't know for sure if she'd want it reversed, although I'm working on a spell in case I come up with something."

2014-09-30 01:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"... Why wouldn't she want it reversed?"

2014-09-30 01:51 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"It's not like it's - actively controlling her.  It changed her, but it sounds like a one-time deal, and not on something trivial like whether she likes apricots.  What would happen?  Would she be able to understand the thoughts she generated during the period she was affected or would they be so much gibberish?  Would there be more side effects - emotional or cognitive or magical or mnemic or personality-affecting or who knows what - if you just rip out the new thing like it's so much wood and plaster?  Putting her back exactly the way she was would mean editing out a few hours of memories completely, obviously, so we have to something else - the memory loss solution is pretty drastic for the same reasons the necklace is scary.  And I don't think you're planning to torture her enough to make it appealing by comparison, although I suppose you could be doing it by mistake.  I mean, I'm trying to design a fix that doesn't have these problems, so is Phix, so is Ice, but we don't know if we're going to be able to do it at all, let alone whether we'll be able to handle it neatly."

2014-09-30 01:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"That's. Not how I was thinking of it at all. But I suppose that was the point. Thank you."

2014-09-30 02:6 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"...Please avoid accidentally torturing her."

2014-09-30 02:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I was trying not to? But for safety's sake, what do you consider 'accidentally torturing her'?"

2014-09-30 02:7 (UTC)









come_midnight: l ~ forming opinions




"I have little to no idea what you've been saying to her, but I have been in a comparatively very abbreviated form of the situation where an Adarin's opinion is for some reason both important and negative.  It doesn't really help much if the opinion is negative for outside reasons and there is technical acknowledgment of victim status where it belongs."Edited   2014-09-30 02:09 (UTC)


2014-09-30 02:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Oh. No. I can go make sure, but - I'm quite certain I didn't do anything of that sort."

2014-09-30 02:12 (UTC)









come_midnight: i ~ negotiating about




"Strictly positive opinion?  So you consider her rational, competent, trustworthy, useful, pleasant company, an expert on her own brain, the works?  And I suppose you were really here for Phix's advice and that only because Spring was coy?"

2014-09-30 02:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)







"Ah. Right. Bells like to be evaluated positively on important things," he says.

2014-09-30 02:21 (UTC)









come_midnight: (Default)




"Yep."

2014-09-30 02:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"... I think I understand now. Thank you."

2014-09-30 02:27 (UTC)









come_midnight: f ~ flowchart




"You might have legitimate non-insulting reason to talk to the new Adarin.  Get information about the necklace's effects in nice neat numerical terminology."

2014-09-30 02:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Mm. I feel like it would be more prudent to talk to Spring." Pause. "And apologize for accidentally insulting her by treating the love effect as 'not her own.'"

2014-09-30 02:31 (UTC)









come_midnight: g ~ private language




"That works too.  But you can and probably should talk to the new Adarin at some point."

2014-09-30 02:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Yes. Eventually. Thank you."

2014-09-30 02:37 (UTC)









come_midnight: h ~ solid and vulnerable




"You're welcome."

2014-09-30 02:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Aaaand back to Spring. He knocks on the front door to her house.

2014-09-30 02:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




There is a delay, and then she opens the door, just slightly red around the eyes but otherwise composed.  There is a half-drawn many-legged starfish on her desk.

2014-09-30 02:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Hello. I have an apology to make."

2014-09-30 02:39 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"O-oh?"

2014-09-30 02:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"The - I suppose most succinct way of putting it is in English. I misplaced the comma. I was treating it as, 'Aya, in love because of a necklace,' rather than, 'Aya in love, because of a necklace.'" Pause. "I did turn out to need to go to the other Bells, but not for the reasons I'd thought. I was mistaken. I'm sorry for doubting your judgement."

2014-09-30 02:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"It - is compromised.  You aren't wrong."

2014-09-30 02:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I wasn't right, either."

2014-09-30 02:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Do you want to come in again, or...?"

2014-09-30 02:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Sure. If you don't mind, anyway...?"

2014-09-30 02:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




She shakes her head and stands aside and sits in front of her starfish.

2014-09-30 02:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




He finds a nearby chair and also sits, looking between her face and the starfish. This is - going to be like navigating a maze. Or a minefield.

"Please let me know if I have another comma problem?"

2014-09-30 03:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I can't necessarily tell the difference between - comma problems, and accurate but unpleasant observations."

2014-09-30 03:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"You have more skill at it than I do. Just look at my track record."

2014-09-30 03:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I don't think I could have identified this one as the thing you're saying it is."

2014-09-30 03:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Oh. Oh, damn. 

"Well, would you like to hear my logic process on it?"

2014-09-30 03:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Sure."

2014-09-30 03:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Well, first of all - if I were caught off guard any sort of mind-affecting magic, I would want everyone around me to not believe a word I say until it was out of me no matter how convincing I was. Even if it was relatively minor. Even if it seemed like I was combating it, because I am extremely paranoid."

2014-09-30 03:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Are we going to have to treat the new Adarin that way?"

2014-09-30 03:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I think at this point there's little purpose to it. Also, it's likely the other Adarins will act different than I will, because - five hundred years old, and the most paranoid of us all."

2014-09-30 04:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Would there be a point to doing this paranoia treatment with me?  I mean - none of the sorts of things that I might do under the influence are - okay, some of them are, but none of the things that I'd actively try to convince you to let me do are things that would leave me in a harmed state if I were later - undone."

2014-09-30 04:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"That's the thing. I was doing the paranoia treatment with you. Because I thought that was what you'd want. And - I don't know what sorts of things would leave you in a harmed state or not. It varies from person to person."

2014-09-30 04:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I - am having a hard time wanting to be the un-necklaced version of myself, right now, but that doesn't mean I want to hurt that version if I'm ever going to turn into it.  Why would I do that?"

2014-09-30 04:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"See? That. There's - part of the disconnect, the misplaced comma. I thought, 'Of course you wouldn't care about it, you are being affected by a conspiracy necklace.' When, in fact, you're still you, with all of the intelligence and self-awareness and introspection that brings, so of course you would think that. And for missing that, I'm sorry."

2014-09-30 04:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning






"Now what?"

2014-09-30 04:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I. Don't know?"

2014-09-30 04:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Well - with this - revised understanding of my relationship with my selves past and future - what do you want?"

2014-09-30 04:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I would still like for you to be un-necklaced if it's possible to manage it without distressing you."

2014-09-30 04:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking






"You may have to settle for it distressing me."

2014-09-30 04:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"I. Would rather not. I like winning, remember. And that is not."

2014-09-30 04:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I understand."

She picks up her pen and draws a line in her starfish.

2014-09-30 04:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime tilts his head a little.

"... That felt very decisive and contextual for a drawing?"

2014-09-30 04:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"...Have I never explained my drawings to you?"

2014-09-30 04:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"No?"

2014-09-30 04:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Well, when I was a kid, I didn't really dare do notebooks like the other Bells.  Even if I'd made a cipher - well, it could have gone badly if someone had noticed.  So I made a code that looked like pictures.  I switched to regular text, when I moved here, but sometimes I still do pictures."

2014-09-30 04:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That's - quite clever," praises Prime.

2014-09-30 04:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Thanks.  You didn't think it was weird when I identified the fish as my rant?"

2014-09-30 04:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"There are multiple forms of ranting. Some of them are non verbal."

2014-09-30 04:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I suppose."

She's leaning again.Edited   2014-09-30 18:29 (UTC)


2014-09-30 04:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"You keep leaning towards me," observes Prime. "And then noticing and stopping."

2014-09-30 18:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I -"  She sits up.  "Yeah.  I do."

2014-09-30 18:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It's fine," he shrugs. "I'm not going to be offended by you leaning in my direction."

2014-09-30 18:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The leaning is a precursor to attempting to snuggle you.  If I don't interrupt it I will wind up in your lap."

2014-09-30 18:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"If you would like to snuggle, we can."

2014-09-30 18:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time






If he intended to have Aya in his lap he has succeeded.

2014-09-30 18:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




So he did.

Snuggle.

2014-09-30 18:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Snuggle!

"I love you."

2014-09-30 18:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He - doesn't actually know how to respond to that. Usually the proper thing to do in this sort of situation is say 'I love you, too' except, he actually doesn't. He likes her, certainly. But love? No, he's been in love before, this is not it. He's pretty sure that anything he could say would just sort of - make everything terrible. Because his conversation skills are sort of lacking, after a long time of misanthropy. 'I don't quietly hate you' is probably not the best response, either.

So, he doesn't say anything, and just snuggles her a little closer and kisses her hair.

2014-09-30 18:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




That seems to be good enough.  She giggles when the kiss lands.

"I'm glad you aren't - running screaming."

2014-09-30 18:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Well it would hardly make any sense," he points out. "I was already aware of it."

2014-09-30 18:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I mean in general.  Starting from when it first happened.  You could have made the portal and bolted."

2014-09-30 18:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That would be needlessly cruel - it would feel like I was abandoning you."

2014-09-30 18:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Well, thank you for not abandoning me."  Nuzzle.

2014-09-30 18:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"You're welcome."

2014-09-30 18:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox






Squirm.

"It's -"  She cuts off.

2014-09-30 18:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes?"

2014-09-30 18:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I don't think you want to hear it."

2014-09-30 18:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"All right. I'll take your word for it."

2014-09-30 19:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






Snuggle.

2014-09-30 19:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Snuggle.

Snuggles are fine. Anything else, he thinks he would have to consider it for a while, beforehand. A very long while, morality is tricky in this sort of situation.

2014-09-30 19:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Okay, I thought of something I don't know that Annie and the new Adarin, what was his name, might."

2014-09-30 19:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Should we go ask them immediately, then? Or is it the sort of question where you would politely prefer I were not present?"

He doesn't sound offended by this, because he isn't.

2014-09-30 19:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Uh -"

Snuggle.

"I would like to know now.  I'll talk to Annie and you talk to her fiancé?"

2014-09-30 19:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Sure."

Getting up: cannot happen until she is not in his lap anymore.

2014-09-30 19:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




Aya is conceptually aware of this but having trouble with the execution.  Eventually she floats to a standing position (yay, non-mind-control flying necklace) and heads for the portal.

2014-09-30 19:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime follows. He is not going to call attention to the trouble with getting off of him. That would be rude.

Portal! It is right there where they left it.

2014-09-30 19:12 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




Annie and Aldaras are snuggled up on the couch with their copies of the executive summary of things.

"Uh, hi, Spring, Prime."

2014-09-30 19:13 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




touchedinthehead: (Default)




"Hi," says Aldaras, for lack of anything better to say.

2014-09-30 19:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Hello. We have questions."

2014-09-30 19:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Separately, at least to start.  If that's okay."

2014-09-30 19:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Uh - sure."  Annie kisses Aldaras and gets off the couch to lead Spring to the bedroom for separated conversations.

2014-09-30 19:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Am I going to - calm down?" Spring asks Annie plaintively, once the door is closed.  "Whenever I have a moment in which I'm not miserable or scared or confused I'm so horny I can barely stand it.  I can't even ask - it'd be too - he's not - will it calm down?"

2014-09-30 19:22 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"...Uh, some," says Annie.  "I think.  I didn't have the - when I touched it we pretty much had sex immediately.  If you don't - I'm not sure if that will change things, but for me, it calmed down enough that I can go to classes and read and so on without - problems."

2014-09-30 19:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Okay," sighs Spring.  "And - I don't want to ask your fiancé myself but if you find out I'd like to know about what happens when it's one way, his example is better than no example even if he's not a Bell."

2014-09-30 19:24 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I'll ask.  I'm so sorry."

2014-09-30 19:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I know."  Spring sighs and opens the door.

2014-09-30 19:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Meanwhile:

"... What's her Adarin-number?" wonders Prime. "And can I have an analysis of it."

2014-09-30 19:26 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: i. Necklace




"'Adarin nu-' right, uh. She. Doesn't have one. She's like - 999999 in my head."

2014-09-30 19:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing








"Oh."

That is alarming.

2014-09-30 19:27 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: k. Combination




"Yeah. I mean, it's still - I'm - my head's working all right. It just had a renovation."

2014-09-30 19:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Yes, I imagine that would be quite a renovation."

2014-09-30 19:30 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: g. Opaque




"A bit. It leaks into other things, too. There was a part in one of the books about how the numbers are - how they're on the same scale? I'm pretty sure mine are not on that scale. Because I'm factoring in how things affect Annie, too. Because..."

2014-09-30 19:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"999999. Error. Yes, I understand. Thank you."

2014-09-30 19:32 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: (Default)




Aldaras nods.

2014-09-30 19:33 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




When the door opens Annie sidles out and flops on her fiancé again.  Kiss!

2014-09-30 19:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning






"If you haven't gotten to that section yet," says Spring, "Katydid has a fix for the clumsiness.  You can pop into Hex for it if she's not around whenever you're ready."

2014-09-30 19:35 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Yeah, I read that part, but it didn't seem urgent compared to reading the rest."

2014-09-30 19:36 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: c. Gorgeous




Kiss! Snuggle.

2014-09-30 19:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes. Also, if you want it, later I can make items that let you fly."

2014-09-30 19:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"I would really like that!  Side effect free magic is awesome."

2014-09-30 19:48 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




"It is! I'd like one too, please."

2014-09-30 19:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Sure. It's on my mental to-do list."

2014-09-30 19:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It can look like almost anything.  This is mine."  Spring touches her necklace.

2014-09-30 19:50 (UTC)









keep_busy: e ~ throw it




"Aww, pretty!  I think if we go around flying people are going to want to swipe whatever's letting us do it, so we might want to go with something more unobtrusive."

2014-09-30 19:51 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: e. Tracker




"... Tempted to say 'second earring.'"

2014-09-30 19:52 (UTC)









keep_busy: a ~ perfect




"Aww!  Yeah, we can make them our wedding earrings.  Nobody would guess it, if they match."

2014-09-30 19:53 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: a. Partner




"Yeah! Plus, we'd never take them off. So, bonus."

2014-09-30 19:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'll need you to supply the earrings, but that will do fine," shrugs Prime.

2014-09-30 19:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: b ~ compatible




"We have them already, that's how it works is you get them in pairs, we just haven't had our wedding yet.  We should invite all our alts!  The ones who look like me can pretend to be Chorasmian and go in veils."

2014-09-30 19:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Is there a similar tradition for men in that culture? Because a large portion of us also look exactly the same. Conduit and Revival could probably get away with pretending to be sisters, but I think every other but me will have trouble."

2014-09-30 20:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"Mmm, no, there's not.  We can have an outdoor wedding and they can have scarves."

2014-09-30 20:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Also. White hair. Somewhat noticeable."

2014-09-30 20:4 (UTC)









keep_busy: c ~ perks




"Hats.  Or you could have dyed it."

2014-09-30 20:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I suppose Cypress and Rain can pretend to be twins from a circus. That could be fun to watch."

2014-09-30 20:8 (UTC)









touchedinthehead: d. Keeper




Aldaras snickers.

"Somehow, I don't think they'll go for it."

2014-09-30 20:8 (UTC)









keep_busy: d ~ cheat




"Well, maybe we can just have a very private ceremony and then it won't matter."

2014-09-30 20:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






Spring steps through the portal.

2014-09-30 20:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Prime - observes this.

"The wedding plans are up to you. If you'll excuse me, though..."

He would like to go check on Spring.

2014-09-30 20:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




She is going from the Belfry to her house.

2014-09-30 20:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Are you all right?"

2014-09-30 20:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I'm - about the same on net."

2014-09-30 20:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"... Okay. Do let me know if there's anything I can do to help?"

2014-09-30 20:17 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






"I'm going to go with 'not necessarily'.  You could probably guess why if you thought about it."

2014-09-30 20:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait







Oop. Yes, that's a thing he could do to help.

"That - makes sense."

2014-09-30 20:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Yeah."

Droop.

2014-09-30 20:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Well. That's a bit heartbreaking.

His answer: scoop her up into a gentle hug.

2014-09-30 20:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Whimper, cling, sigh.

2014-09-30 20:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"That might have made it worse, I apologize," he murmurs. "But you also looked like you desperately needed a hug."

2014-09-30 20:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"You can hug me whenever you want," she murmurs.

2014-09-30 20:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Thank you, but I also don't want to make your life any more difficult in doing so."Edited   2014-09-30 20:34 (UTC)


2014-09-30 20:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"That's not really - how I'm conceptualizing it."

2014-09-30 20:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"... Are you willing to explain, or...?"

2014-09-30 20:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Do you want to hear it?"

2014-09-30 20:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I wouldn't have asked if I didn't."

2014-09-30 20:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I just - when there aren't Adarins around the other Bells giggle about what prudes you all are and I'm not sure you thought that through in terms of whether you want to hear it as opposed to whether you ought to ask."

2014-09-30 20:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"The difference between me and the other Adarins is that I have been around for five hundred years. I did not spend them locked in a closet. I can almost guarantee that whatever you're going to say, I've heard worse."

Or possibly done worse, but that's neither here, nor there.

2014-09-30 20:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border






"You having heard worse is not exactly the standard I was asking about."

2014-09-30 20:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Fair, but what I mean to say is - I'm not wandering into this blind, proclaiming with arrogance, 'Yes, I will definitely be fine.' I genuinely understand the sorts of things I can listen to, and you're not in the right genre to make me balk. If you would prefer not to tell me, that's fine, but please don't think I don't know what I'm getting into and cannot take the truth."

2014-09-30 21:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






"Ever since I touched the necklace I've been swinging between despair and terror and lust.  None of them are how I'd choose to spend all my time but the third is the most pleasant. So while it technically makes some things worse when you - hug me or anything - it is overall better."

2014-09-30 21:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay," agrees Prime. "I think I can help with the despair, the terror would depend on the type. Lust I would have to think about for an extended period of time to take care of personally, but please don't feel like I would, for example, be upset if you asked me to leave you alone at very convenient intervals so you could work on taking care of that."

He says this all quite casually, and hasn't pulled away from the embrace at all.Edited   2014-09-30 21:16 (UTC)


2014-09-30 21:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




"Any minute now one of my alts is going to come find me and say have you considered that we could try killing you."

2014-09-30 21:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







Okay, that gets a reaction out of him. The reaction is snuggling her closer.

"I think that falls under causing you distress," he says almost lightly, but there's an edge to his voice.

2014-09-30 21:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"They'd have a point," she mutters, but she clings.

2014-09-30 21:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"They would. But - please don't do it for my sake. If you are sick of being in love with me and switching between despair and terror and lust and would like any way out, then I won't stop you. But if you're - worried that you'll say or do something to instantly drive me away, or that I'll condemn you from on high for not wanting certain things to happen in an attempt to influence your mind again, in another way - don't. I've already quite decided not to abandon you. If you haven't noticed I'm something of a stubborn bastard."

2014-09-30 21:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




She presses her face into his chest and sobs.

2014-09-30 21:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Prime is perfectly all right with being cried on for an extended period of time. He pets her hair, soothingly.

2014-09-30 21:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




Eventually she chokes out, haltingly: "Everything you want from or for me could happen as well or better if I let them kill me or try spells or whatever and I came back - un-necklaced.  If you want - company on welcome-trips or someone administering a New Kystle temple network or to be hugged and assured that you handled this little crisis of mine just fine - I can do that un-necklaced.  If you want me to be - fulfilled and happy and busy and authentically myself - I can do that un-necklaced.  You don't want me, I know that, you feel sorry for me and don't want to hurt me but that's not the same thing.  There is nothing I can do or be better necklaced if you don't want me and you don't and I'm still so scared and what am I supposed to say, I didn't like dying the first time and someone else should be the test case to see if we can turn into daeva -"

And with that she breaks off into further crying.

2014-09-30 21:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Shh, no," he murmurs, "no, Aya, please, don't - convince yourself to die for me. I - please, it would -  it would be extremely distressing. Don't. Not - not for me." His voice cracks a bit, and he takes a breath and forces evenness into it. "You've also missed something. I wouldn't have even offered to 'help with lust' after a great deal of forethought if I did not want you in some capacity. If you were a friend of mine, and I weren't willing for it to become anything else, ever, I would not let it even seem like an option." Pause. "... It is. If you're curious."

2014-09-30 22:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




She shivers.  It's hard to tell with exactly what emotion when she's clinging to him and still has her face buried in his shirt.

2014-09-30 22:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




He isn't going to ask. He'll just keep being cried on - that's fine. Hair pet, hair pet.

2014-09-30 22:16 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




Path lands nearby.

"My Isabella is still working on getting useful answers from the alethiometer about the necklace, but it occurred to her -"

2014-09-30 22:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime does not growl. That would be beneath him. But he does glare. It turns out that he is better at it than Cypress. And possibly Yambe Akka. 

"If," he says in a soft, quiet voice, "the idea is to kill and resurrect Spring, the answer is no."

2014-09-30 22:24 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"It'd take two minutes, Revelation can do it so it doesn't hurt, she might wind up a daeva, it might work - why not?" says Path, hopping a step backwards.

2014-09-30 22:26 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"It might work, indeed. But think about it this way. You can be resurrected, without the uncertainty of daeva and summoning. If you were brought back, you would be exactly as you were. Do you want to die? Because that's what you're asking her to do."

2014-09-30 22:30 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"We did it with Cypress," says Path darkly.  "Because he didn't like the way he came back the first time he died."

2014-09-30 22:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes. And, still sorry for that, but. He volunteered, correct?"

2014-09-30 22:33 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"No one is planning to murder Spring.  I'm mentioning that it's an option."

2014-09-30 22:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"She already knows. Thank you for mentioning it as an option."

But, his eyes say, the answer is still no.

2014-09-30 22:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"Is it that you don't want me to do it for you," she murmurs, "or that you don't want me to do it at all?"

2014-09-30 22:35 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"... First. But you doing it at all is also distressing, just - not enough for me to stop you," he says in a lowered tone.

2014-09-30 22:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Does there exist anything I can do that won't distress you, here?  I know you want me un-necklaced."

2014-09-30 22:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It is a distressing situation. I mentioned the no-win viewpoint, earlier?"Edited   2014-09-30 22:42 (UTC)


2014-09-30 22:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Yes.  But if we can't win, might as well - lose cheaply and efficiently."

2014-09-30 22:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Yes," he sighs.

Is that a trace of misery in his voice? Yes. Yes it is.

2014-09-30 22:47 (UTC)









dark_light: o ~ path




"...Let us know if you come to a firm decision," says Path, and he flies away.

2014-09-30 22:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




Prime is silent.

2014-09-30 22:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Aya is weeping very quietly.

2014-09-30 22:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




He keeps holding her, throughout. But - yeah, no, silence unless prompted.

2014-09-30 22:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers









"I'm a Bell.  If all things considered the sane thing to do is have me spend two minutes dead I can deal with that."

2014-09-30 22:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I know you can. I don't want you to have to."

2014-09-30 22:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"I have to deal with something.  That might be the easiest thing, even."

2014-09-30 22:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing









"Okay," he whispers.

2014-09-30 22:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




"I would do whatever would make you happy but if there isn't a thing like that then I have to do something else."

2014-09-30 22:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I know. I'm not upset with you, Aya, I'm - frustrated at the situation."

2014-09-30 23:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




Nod.  Cling.

2014-09-30 23:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Snuggle. Silence.

2014-09-30 23:9 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"You know that even if you aren't upset at me it still bothers me when you're upset, don't you?"

2014-09-30 23:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Yes. I - sorry."

2014-09-30 23:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Snuggle.

2014-09-30 23:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Snuggle.

"The hugs are helping."

2014-09-30 23:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Good."

2014-09-30 23:18 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Mhm."

2014-09-30 23:21 (UTC)





Sixth Plague ∞

Overnight





darkest_evening: (Default)




There are things to do, of course, besides being Aya's cuddle buddy. Prime is usually quite busy, and now is no exception. Just because he's personally out of mana, doesn't mean he's utterly useless. His plane's got mages in it, after all - and many of them owe him favors or are amenable to being paid. And they need mirrors, for communication. After longer than was strictly prudent spent comforting Aya, he bids her goodbye and goes to handle the less glamorous moments of being him. That is, talking to people, asking for favors, paying favors, persuading them to say yes, they'll use some of their precious magic stores to make mirrors.

Ironically enough, the one thing missing when he's finished is the mirrors themselves. Easy enough to fix, with Revelation. But he'll take care of it tomorrow - he's tired, and it's been a long and complicated and emotionally exhausting 'day,' even if he doesn't properly have them anymore. Sleep, and then he'll get back to dealing with it all. The mirrors, first, they're easiest, then continuing to figure out what to do about Aya.

When he wakes, he goes to talk to a demon about that. Knock, knock, calling Inferno, is Revelation in?

2014-10-07 20:57









from_scratch: a ~ secrets of the universe




Well, there's in and there's available.  Revelation is not the second thing.

2014-10-08 01:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime is not going to ask. He is so not going to ask.

Hm. But there is another demon running around unbound.

Oh, Zaaaaane. Want to make some mirrors for Prime? He has the specifications all nice and neat and easy for mass production.

2014-10-08 01:40 (UTC)









questions_later: Know some tricks




Zane is available, and willing to make mirrors. He really doesn't care. He's with his dad, in the secret dad bunker. 

2014-10-08 01:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




But, as it turns out, there's more than just Zane and a dad in the secret dad bunker. Multiple circles, neat and orderly.

Prime eyes them.

".... Those have Spring's name in them," he observes.

2014-10-08 01:44 (UTC)









questions_later: On a mission




"Yeah, apparently murder doesn't work. Also, she didn't get kickass immortality and powers. Just death and subsequent resurrection. So. Bummer."

2014-10-08 01:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense







"Oh," says Prime, poker face not even cracking at this new delightful knowledge.

His emotions are complicated. Someone just died and was resurrected. Aya just died and was resurrected. Regardless of the other circumstances, that can't have been pleasant, and Prime's good at telling his feelings to shoo for a while so he can focus on more important things. He picks up the hurt at not being told and the worry over how it affected her and the desire to tell Aya that she should never lock him out of the loop while he's asleep again, and puts them into a neat little box in his mind to deal with when it's appropriate. Right now - she just died. That is probably upsetting.

He retrieves the mirrors, drops them off, and then goes to see if Aya needs a hug.

2014-10-08 01:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya answers the door.

She smiles a little, when she sees him.

2014-10-08 01:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Hey," he says, for lack of a better idea.

2014-10-08 01:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Hi.  Do you want to come in?"

2014-10-08 01:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Sure."

He's torn somewhat between seeing if she'll tell him herself, or being frank and honest and starting with, 'Also I'm aware that you tried suicide and it didn't work, and it seems like you scheduled that for when I was not here.' Let's - not bombshell her, to start with. He needs to get out of the habit of doing that.

2014-10-08 02:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




She lets him in.  She shuts the door.  She sits down.

"It didn't work."

2014-10-08 02:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"I know. I'm sorry. Would you like a hug?"

2014-10-08 02:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




She nods and leans into him.

2014-10-08 02:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He hugs her.

Is there a way to word what he wants to say without being confrontational? At all? In any way? He doesn't want to get into a fight, he understands why. He just - doesn't want it to happen again. Both the 'death' bit and the 'Let's not actually tell Prime before the suicide and subsequent summoning' bit. More the second, the first she's free to do if she really wants to.

"How are you doing?" he asks, because he's still trying to figure out wording in his head, and also her mental health is important to him.

2014-10-08 02:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




She shrugs.  "Nothing much has changed except now we know it doesn't work."

2014-10-08 02:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay," he says. There's a - pause as he tries to get his thoughts in order. It is surprisingly difficult to turn back on the 'tact' switch after very thoroughly turning it off. "Did you not want me to be there...?"

2014-10-08 02:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I - it - I knew how to get myself through it but it bothered you too and I didn't - know how to -"

2014-10-08 02:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"All right," murmurs Prime, soothingly. "It's okay."

(It's not, but there is exactly nothing he will gain from yelling at her.)

2014-10-08 02:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




Snuggle.

"And if it'd worked you'd have just - you'd have woken up and everything would be back to normal.  Except possibly I'd be a demon or something."

2014-10-08 02:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes. But - if a a similar situation should occur in the future - please tell me beforehand?"

2014-10-08 02:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Okay."

2014-10-08 02:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Thank you."

2014-10-08 02:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"You're welcome."

2014-10-08 02:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Hugs are easy, so he'll keep doing those.

2014-10-08 02:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Snuggle.

2014-10-08 02:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"I poked various mages at my home to agree to spelling mirrors," he says, conversationally, because this is the sort of thing she would probably like to be informed of. "Zane made them, I handed them off before I came here."

2014-10-08 02:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"That's good, we always seem to want more of those than we have."

2014-10-08 02:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Exactly. If only they grew on trees."

2014-10-08 03:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Maybe we should look up Tayane and see if there's anything worth pulling out of magics.  We could summon a fairy to get them safely, or something."

2014-10-08 03:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"There's an idea. Are magics likely to have anything worthwhile?"

2014-10-08 03:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"They don't usually produce useful things, but they sometimes can.  Case in point my door, and the healing I got before that and the disappeared shackles.  Some people get stuff out of magics with fishing rods and other tools and sell them."

2014-10-08 03:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Fishing for magic. That must be an interesting hobby. Well, we can go check?"

2014-10-08 03:12 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Sure.  When you and Cypress have mana again.  Maybe when I've had more time to be - accustomed, and can play tour guide less distractedly."

2014-10-08 03:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes. A distracted tour guide is the second worst kind, I hear."

2014-10-08 03:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"After?"

2014-10-08 03:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"One that is also on fire, I assume."

2014-10-08 03:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




She snorts.  Snuggle.

2014-10-08 03:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Snuggle.

2014-10-08 03:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"And we can see if Eseo is still practicing slavery and do - something, about that, if they are, but perhaps they've phased it out of their own accord."

2014-10-08 03:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes. We are very magic, I assume that if they haven't, we can look at them sternly, I shoot lightning out of my hand, and then they will politely agree with us that yes, slavery is bad."

2014-10-08 03:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I have never seen you shoot lightning out of your hand."

2014-10-08 03:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I can, I just don't. It's showy but wasteful."

2014-10-08 03:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"It sounds very impressive, anyway.  I'm just not sure you can gather all the people who participate in an entire nation's slave trade in one place and show off to them."

2014-10-08 03:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Darn. Scary flight and minor showy effects, then. Or I can steal scrolls from Max and Phix, and show off with those."

2014-10-08 03:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Or we could just bring the critters themselves, they get shapeshifting for free."

2014-10-08 03:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That too. We should see if they'd like to go."

2014-10-08 03:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"If I recall correctly it's safe to overfly magics.  They only reach up so far; birds flying over them don't get turned into things.  So we can make passes over them to see if there's cool stuff in the middle."

2014-10-08 03:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Well, convenient that we can all fly, then."

2014-10-08 03:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Well, Annie and Aldaras can't yet, right?"

2014-10-08 04:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




".... Well. Okay, convenient that eventually we will all be able to fly."

2014-10-08 04:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Yes.  And I don't suppose Annie and Aldaras would add a lot to the expedition anyway.  Unless Aldaras's artifact tracking extends to useful things inside magics."

2014-10-08 04:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"That would be useful. We should find out, I've been essentially ignoring them in favor of..." He motions to Aya.

2014-10-08 04:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Thank you, though.  I - other people can quiz them."

2014-10-08 04:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You're entirely free to quiz them," says Prime. "I can go quiz them, too, I was just - you are more important to me than they and their resources are."

2014-10-08 04:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Snuggle.

"What I mean is that probably all of the interesting information will be extracted from them whether we go ask them questions or not."

2014-10-08 04:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Snuggle. (Goodness, those are some insistent snuggles on her part.)

"Fair. We will find out eventually, and for now there's no reason to rush."

2014-10-08 04:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Yeah."

Snuggle snuggle snuggle.

2014-10-08 04:11 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Well, that's quite adorable.

"Don't tell them I said that, by the way," he adds as an afterthought. "It would probably go badly."

2014-10-08 04:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Don't tell them that I'm more important to you?"

2014-10-08 04:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... When you put it that way, nevermind, feel free to tell them."

2014-10-08 04:15 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"That's just the same way you put it.  I don't see why it would go badly."

2014-10-08 04:16 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I don't know, the - 'By the way, in my giant scheme of numbers, you really don't stack up when compared to other people in my life' might be found to be insulting. I've had problems with it, but I think I'm just overthinking things now."

2014-10-08 04:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't think Annie would care that some alt of her fiancé she's barely met doesn't rank her particularly highly.  Even when Katydid warned everybody not to use their Adarins' numbers as a scoring system for an inter-Bell contest no one took the opportunity to wonder about other Adarins' numbers for them."

2014-10-08 04:20 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"They were planning to...? Right, good for Katydid. And that's - interesting. I won't worry about it, then."

2014-10-08 04:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Apparently Rain told her it would be a bad idea, she didn't just reiterate that it would make her feel bad."

2014-10-08 04:24 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Good for Rain, he was absolutely right."

2014-10-08 04:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"And of course Annie would have ruined it anyway."

2014-10-08 04:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"That. Aldaras's scale is quite thoroughly broken."

2014-10-08 04:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"That sounds uncomfortable, if you're used to working in numbers."

2014-10-08 04:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It still - functions, it's just very thoroughly broken when it comes to Annie, and that breaks other things, too. It looks like he's used to it, anyway."

2014-10-08 04:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




She nods.

"Did he say how long it took to adjust to it?"

2014-10-08 04:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"He did not. I'm sorry, I should have asked."

2014-10-08 04:29 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"It's okay.  I'd get more useful information out of Annie anyway, probably.  Bells are non-numerical."

2014-10-08 04:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes. And similarly, I think I got more useful information out of Aldaras than I would have gotten from Annie."

2014-10-08 04:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




Snuggle.  "Well, you're not the one who's necklaced."

2014-10-08 04:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I am not." Pause. "... Occasionally I wonder what would have happened if I were."

2014-10-08 04:34 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Instead of me or - too?"

2014-10-08 04:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Too is an obvious answer," clarifies Prime. "We would never go outside. Instead of you, though, I have no idea."

2014-10-08 04:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers






Aya shifts position slightly and doesn't say anything.

2014-10-08 04:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"... Sorry, I realize now that that was an unhelpful set of sentences."

2014-10-08 04:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Aya makes a little noise that neither agrees nor disagrees, and squirms again, and puts her face on his shoulder and sighs.

2014-10-08 04:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Sorry. I am genuinely trying very hard not to torment you."

2014-10-08 04:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I am pretty tormentable right now.  I'm not sure if you're going to get anywhere with that plan in the long run without at least kissing me."

2014-10-08 04:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Hm," says Prime.

Is that a contemplative look?

2014-10-08 04:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






Is it?

2014-10-08 04:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




It's sort of hard to tell. She has the Adarin with the killer poker face. He just sort of - looks vaguely thoughtful. For a little while.

And then:

"Okay."

And then he tilts her head up to the proper angle and kisses her.

2014-10-08 04:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Mmmkiss.

She flings herself absolutely into it, and - wrenches back into a more restrained posture when she notices she's doing it.  But she's not going to be the one to break the kiss.

2014-10-08 04:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




He's a bit more restrained about the kiss, but - yeah, he is actively kissing her. For a while. He is five centuries old, he knows how to breathe through his nose. Also: more than just theoretical experience kissing. He's got that, too.

"Did that help or make it worse?" he laughs when he deems that there has been Enough Kisses For Now.

2014-10-08 04:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




She giggles and nuzzles the side of his neck and says, "Does it matter?  I'm happy."

2014-10-08 04:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




Oh, look, neck nuzzles gets a reaction out of him. The reaction is a small hitch in his breath, and then he carries on as normal.

"Fair. All right then. Please keep being happy, I would like for you to keep being happy."

2014-10-08 04:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Well, I don't know how long it lasts.  But it's nice."

...Nuzzle.

2014-10-08 04:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Yes," he agrees.

Nope, no reaction this time. Try again later.

2014-10-08 04:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Awww.

She flomps her head on his shoulder again.

"I love you," she sighs.

2014-10-08 04:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




Behold, it's the return of the hair kiss. Back with a vengeance!

2014-10-08 05:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




Mmmmmm.

"I feel like if I speculated on what would've happened if you'd gotten necklaced instead would sound too much like wheedling."

2014-10-08 05:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You can speculate."

2014-10-08 05:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: f ~ noted




"I wouldn't have taken that long to kiss you."

2014-10-08 05:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I did not take very long to kiss you," defends Prime. "It happened yesterday."

2014-10-08 05:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I still wouldn't have taken that long."

Nuzzle.  Nuzzles are fun even if they don't cause Encouraging Breathing.

2014-10-08 05:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Pah. I tried."

They are very fun! Also very nice. Even without Encouraging Breathing.

2014-10-08 05:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I appreciate it very much."

2014-10-08 05:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I'm glad."

2014-10-08 05:39 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




There is a knock on the door.

2014-10-08 05:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel






Aya desnuggles reluctantly so she can answer it.

2014-10-08 05:42 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I am officially out of ideas of things to ask the alethiometer about the necklace that might yield helpful results, even the second wave of oddball wacky questions after last night," apologizes Ice.  "I can't guarantee that the spellbinders can't produce anything - but I think Chamomile has no help for you."

2014-10-08 05:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Aya takes a deep breath.

"Oh."

2014-10-08 05:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Prime - is silent. But he does hear the general gist of the conversation.Edited   2014-10-08 05:51 (UTC)


2014-10-08 05:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Thank you for trying."

2014-10-08 05:52 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"I could do nothing less.  Katydid says a couple weeks on the inside for a complete spell that even might work, though."

2014-10-08 05:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I understand."

2014-10-08 05:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




More silence from Prime back there.

Well. That. Is definitely cutting down on his possible future choices, isn't it.

2014-10-08 06:2 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Annie says a few days not molding the necklace barely makes a difference, so I'm keeping it for now in case I have any sit-bolt-upright-at-three-a.m. ideas for things to ask the alethiometer, but you're in for a while.  I'm sorry.  I'll get out of your hair."

2014-10-08 06:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Thank you," says Spring, watching her alt go.

2014-10-08 06:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"And so the universe continues to conspire against us."

2014-10-08 06:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




"How rude of it," Aya murmurs.

She flumps back into a separate chair and curls up in a ball.

2014-10-08 06:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Yes," he agrees. Pause. "... What would you like me to do? I can - leave you alone to your thoughts, or hold you, or say something distracting and flippant and snarky, or distract you with a project, or - something?"

2014-10-10 02:41 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I'm trying to figure out how to - self-soothe.  I'm not entirely sure I can."

2014-10-10 02:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




That's alarming.

"All right," he says. "I'm available if you require me."

2014-10-10 02:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"But it's not fair to require you.  You have things to do, lots of them, it is not okay if I need you around most of my waking hours just to emotionally function, I have to figure out something else."

2014-10-10 02:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I agree. But I do still care about you, and I trust you to know when to ask for me to show up and be sarcastic and old and occasionally snuggly."

2014-10-10 02:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"Well.  Thank you.  I still need to - be able to self-regulate.  Like I'm supposed to be able to do.  Not even my - necklace programming wants to require you as much as it made me do, not when it's nonreciprocal and you have other priorities.  It is not a very consistent necklace."

2014-10-10 02:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"How annoying," states Prime. "We should throw it out, find a consistent evil conspiracy love necklace."

Is it morally questionable that he is extremely attracted to her right now? Mentally, anyway. He likes people that are self reliant and intelligent and self aware. It's probably morally questionable. Let's not bring it up.

2014-10-10 02:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Aya giggles.

2014-10-10 02:59 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




He smiles, a little.

"Would it help if I left?"

2014-10-10 03:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I don't know.  I don't want you to leave, but if you have other things to do don't let me keep you."

2014-10-10 03:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Some things. But they can wait a little while longer.

"I don't have anything pressing that needs to be done immediately," he clarifies. "But it is a tremendously high priority to me that you have - everything in your power to help arrange your head in whatever manner you prefer. Because you prefer very nice things, and also 'because morality.' As my sister would put it. I suspect the necklace has rearranged your head to put my desires in a priority?"

2014-10-10 03:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Yes.  But I have decades of experience managing my head under very different conditions and I'm not sure what circumstances I need for it now, or how much it even admits of management any longer."

2014-10-10 03:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"That makes sense. We can be orderly about this, try different circumstances and see how well managing your head is in each of them, and stick with what works best?"

2014-10-10 03:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I suppose.  Some of it can be expected to morph over time - if I can believe Annie - so that makes controlled setups awkward."

2014-10-10 03:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"A bit. But it might be worth trying, if you're willing?"

2014-10-10 03:22 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




Nod, nod.

2014-10-10 03:22 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Recording I'll leave to your expertise. What should be our control?"

2014-10-10 03:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"You going about your business as usual, I suppose.  Without me - interfering."

2014-10-10 03:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"All right - how is 'business as usual' for me defined? From before the necklace incident occurred?"

2014-10-10 03:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




She nods.

2014-10-10 03:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I can manage that," he says. "A day or so, or less time...? I don't know how long it usually takes to dissect your own mind."

2014-10-10 03:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Usually it's easy.  Usually I'd be done already.  I don't know anymore.  Annie's in - different circumstances, it's fine for her to keep Aldaras around as much as she wants, it would be cruel not to - so I can't exactly use her as a baseline."

2014-10-10 03:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay. We can try a day, then, for neatness?"

2014-10-10 03:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"Okay."

2014-10-10 03:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I'll go have an ordinary 'before there was an evil conspiracy necklace' day, then."

He stands, then looks at her in consideration.

"... Would you like a goodbye kiss?"

2014-10-10 03:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Yes.  Please.  You will not go far wrong if you just assume I always want you to kiss me."

2014-10-10 03:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I'll keep that in mind."

And since it's been deemed 'okay' to kiss her goodbye - he goes and does that.

2014-10-10 03:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Mmmmmmmmmkiss.

2014-10-10 03:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Yup. Kiss!

Unfortunately it is also followed by a soft, "Goodbye, Aya. Good luck."

2014-10-10 04:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"Bye."

2014-10-10 04:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




And then he goes.

He does, after all, have work to do.

2014-10-10 04:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




And Aya ensconces herself in her house and -

tries things.

2014-10-10 04:4 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




And Prime goes and does work. It's pretty run of the mill and ordinary. For him. He's sort of vaguely worried about Aya in general every time he has free moments to spare, but - let's not screw with the small sanctity of the test, hmm? And if he's clever (which, he likes to think he is somewhat clever) he can play his cards so that he doesn't have many free moments. There, problem solved.

2014-10-10 04:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




Aya delegated all her work as best she could as soon as she was first necklaced.

She drags herself through the day.

2014-10-10 04:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Predictably - it stops being that day. It's the next.

Then there is a Prime outside of her door. Knock knock.

2014-10-10 04:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




The door flings open.  She may have been camped out near it.

She hugs him.  It seems like she has been crying.

2014-10-10 04:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




He hugs her back, petting her hair soothingly.

"Hey," he murmurs.

2014-10-10 04:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Hi," she mumbles.

2014-10-10 04:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Hair pet, hair pet.

"I'm guessing it didn't go well?"

2014-10-10 04:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Squirm.

"You remember how I said I was trying very hard not to try to get everything I want without compromising?  I don't have any methodology geared at not doing that.  The more I wrote down the more I - I'm practically afraid to talk to you, because I have to choose topics and words somehow and every time I do it there's a chance something in my brain that I cannot dig out is going to hijack those decisions to -"  She interrupts herself and goes back to crying, on him.

2014-10-10 04:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




He's perfectly all right being with being cried on.

"Okay," he says. "Do - would it help if I was aware of your ultimate win condition, without any compromising, and the one you're aiming at, so I can inform you when you're doing the one you don't want?"

2014-10-10 05:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"It's what you'd expect from somebody who touched a magic love necklace."

2014-10-10 05:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I figured," says Prime, calmly. "I mean - personally, my ultimate win condition, in your situation, would be 'find a way to make the person I was in love with return my affections without forcing them to touch the necklace.' But I don't know if that's your ultimate win condition, or if yours allows for more flexibility." Pause. "I'm not, by the way, upset at you for wanting things, Aya."

2014-10-10 05:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I usually allow myself arbitrary license to want things.  This is different."

2014-10-10 05:13 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I know. There is a conspiracy evil love necklace involved. But I'm - it's okay to talk to me about it. I will not freak out and flee because you've been fighting something desperately and feel like it would be best if I were informed of what you're fighting."

2014-10-10 05:24 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking





"I let them kill me because I was afraid of what I might be able to talk you into.  And part of me is telling me to give you enough credit for hundreds of years of successfully detecting manipulation, that I couldn't get you to do anything you didn't want to do, and I don't think any of the people you've interacted with over those hundreds of years were this motivated and I'm pretty sure that part of me lives next to the part that wants me to stop watching what I say.  It might be reasonable for you to flee."Edited   2014-10-10 05:27 (UTC)


2014-10-10 05:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Predictably, Prime does not flee.

"That's a pretty reasonable worry. You're right, I don't think the people I'd dealt with were quite as motivated. If you're willing - and by no means do I want you to do this if you don't think it's a smart decision - you can give an example of how you'd try to manipulate me?"

2014-10-10 05:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




She opens her mouth.  She shuts it, biting her lip.

She says, very carefully, "If I thought it was smart I would have done it before."

2014-10-10 05:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Is it likely that you'll slip?" he asks, seriously. "Later down the line."

2014-10-10 05:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I've managed this long.  I - don't know."

2014-10-10 05:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay. It - might be best to have a test run now, when I'm warned beforehand and as prepared as I can possibly be, instead of slipping later and catching me unawares, if you're unsure."

2014-10-10 05:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others










Aya takes a deep breath.

"I'm vulnerable.  I don't like it.  I'm not even remotely concerned about my ability to consent, and if you don't believe me you can interview all my alts, and if you don't think I'm in a good position to determine if my alts are capable of proxy decisionmaking for me you can ask them about that too.  I'm not vulnerable to being taken advantage of, Adarin, I am vulnerable to neglect, that more than anything else is what you could do to hurt me, and I cannot begin to tell you how unsafe it makes me feel that the only concrete reason you have to pay even modest amounts of attention to me is that I'm a victim, how much time I have spent literally weeping over the fact that I have gone from moderately useful to an active drain on your time and emotional resources, that the only things you have seen fit to ask of me have been to tell you things that are hard for you to hear.  This is in no way what I want, or what I would have wanted without the necklace, I am not accepting of the quiet background redefinition of the word 'burden' you're doing so that you can reassure me because you think you could somehow hurt me more if you let yourself love me back.  And I think you could, that's the thing of it, there's every reason to think you could even if you've got a tournament-winning poker face and think it could possibly hurt me more to let me see more than hints that you might."Edited   2014-10-10 05:56 (UTC)


2014-10-10 05:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




There is a pause from him as he processes all of that.

"I'm sorry for asking you to tell me things that are hard for me to hear," begins Prime, sincerely. Because apologies are easy. "That was rather callous of me."

Next: "It also seems that - most of that was actually not about me. You framed it around me, certainly, and the guilt trip was marvelous, but you're upset because you haven't had a chance to prove that you're not a victim after two days. Two days is a ridiculously short period of time. It is okay, in the grand scheme of things, to require two days of adjustment before you become 'moderately useful' or, more likely, more again. I am genuinely not considering you an active drain on my time and emotional resources, and believe me when I say I have seen what is. I've met and, actually, dated one person who was, so let me just go ahead and consider myself an expert in it. My dear, you're not. Not for me, anyway, I'm rather emotionally stable, despite the sarcasm wall and the buried trauma and the large swaths of emotional distance from just about everyone I meet.

"And - I'm actually not stopping myself from loving you back. Behold, how I've kissed you. Callous and poker-faced as I might seem, I am not going to do that to literally anyone, whether they're in love with me or not. It was not a decision of, 'Oh, I should kiss her because that would make her happy,' because that would be cruel, and it would be leading you on, and it would be tormenting rather than helping you if I had zero desire for any sort of follow up. It was, 'Do I both A: Want to kiss her, and B: Am I willing to own up to whatever emotional fallout might occur there if various terrible events happened because of the kiss and C: Do I find it worth the trouble if aforementioned terrible events occurred.' Because I am paranoid, and that doesn't have an off switch. Congratulations, I deemed the risk of such emotional delights as - 'Aya is cured of necklacedom and now wants absolutely nothing to do with me because of events that occurred during the necklace's influence' and 'Maybe become an emotional crutch for a while again' and 'get dirty looks from my alts during mealtimes' worth it to kiss you.

"Lastly. It sounds like you need a project. You should have mentioned, Aya, I would have handed you one, I'm the kind of cold hearted bastard to hand one to people that don't want one if it is necessary for something excessively important I'm working towards. Because that's what I do. That's what I have done, actually, because it was very necessary. But I was giving you space. I can stop that, want some projects?"

2014-10-10 06:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Were you expecting it to be about you?  It's myself that scares me - my moving parts won't move anymore."  She shudders and leans on him.  "I don't know what sort of project I'm good for right now.  Something easy, I guess.  Playing tour guide in Tayane and turning my alts loose on anything that requires complex problem-solving, maybe."

2014-10-10 06:32 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I was expecting emotional manipulation," teases Prime. "And emotional manipulation is very much about who it's aimed at. Tour guiding works, but I suspect there are better options, too. Something easy, hmm. ... I should clarify, I have zero desire to give you a useless busy work project or, for example, make you some kind of secretary. That would be a hilarious waste of your time and talents, and I like being efficient. Please don't worry about something like that, I'm a callous bastard, I don't give people fake work to make them feel good about themselves. There's a colonization effort going on in my Kystle right now, it's rather small scale and people are all very confused about day and night being a thing. I've also been adapting borrowed technology specs for their use, and I'm trying to make a stable supply line so I can get the delightful things called 'factories' up and running. It's going to entice people to lessen the strain on New Kystle's magical resources, because the fancy roads that climate control are not free, and really, Kystle's more livable and better for farming anyway. Do you want to go organize things there and make people all behave, or would you like another problem entirely?"

2014-10-10 06:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Are you claiming to have had no emotions in reaction to my little speech?  And I think the cultural gap between me and people from New Kystle is more than challenging enough when I'm proselytizing like I've practiced for most of my life and when my brain's behaving itself, so unless you don't have another obvious candidate for the job -"

2014-10-10 06:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I have emotions in reaction. I just shove them in a box and ignore them. I'm offering it to you because you would actually have a basic understanding of how things work in a non-tidelocked planet, which is in short supply. Considering there are about five people alive who have actually lived when it was normal and not bizarre and strange. I'm one of them. The others are: my sister, and Lynn, who are busy, my father, who is still quite culture shocked - and I'm not actually so callous as to throw him at something when he's recovering from being resurrected - and Nereus, who is not allowed to go near anything sharp, ever. Let alone people. Essentially, none of them are in a position to tell people that it's okay for the temperature to change along with the sun disappearing and that it doesn't mean they'll immediately freeze to death. Or - actually, they're not experienced with seasons either, a fourth of them bolted through a portal when winter arrived. There is not another obvious candidate that knows about that sort of thing unless I outsource, and you are my first pick there."Edited   2014-10-10 07:13 (UTC)


2014-10-10 06:58 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Okay.  I can - tell people about seasons.  I'm familiar with seasons."

It was part of the plan that she fail at manipulating him.  That was the idea.  If she truly wanted to succeed she would have done something else -

A box.  That's where reactions to her go.  Okay.

2014-10-10 07:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay. And -" Pause. "... Do let me know if you don't actually want to? Help with things. Please."

2014-10-10 07:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I want to help you.  Explaining seasons doesn't sound hard.  A project might be good for me."

2014-10-10 07:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"... Would you be doing it entirely for me?" he wonders.

It's - uncharacteristically vulnerable.

2014-10-10 07:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"...You already know how seasons work."

2014-10-10 07:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility








"I do," agrees Prime, softly. He - sighs and leans on Aya, pensive and - sad. That's sorrow.

"I have an apology to make," he murmurs.

2014-10-10 07:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






"Hm?"

2014-10-10 17:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Sorry. It seems I wasn't paying attention to what you wanted to do. I hadn't meant to manipulate you, there. I was - trying to help."

2014-10-10 18:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I know you were.  I'm - I didn't feel like you were trying to manipulate me."

2014-10-10 18:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay. Sorry," he repeats. Snuggle?

2014-10-10 18:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Snuggle.  "I can explain seasons to people.  That sounds within my current range of capabilities as long as it doesn't take up absurd amounts of time."

2014-10-10 19:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I wasn't doubting your abilities, but I would - I don't want to give you jobs based on just whether or not you can do them, but on whether or not you want to."

2014-10-10 19:3 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"My wanting of things is kind of screwed up."

2014-10-10 19:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"I - maybe. But I don't think I helped, there."

2014-10-10 19:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"There might not be a way to help, I might just be permanently screwed up, and if people need seasons explained to them I might as well."

2014-10-10 19:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It's rather important to me that you also be happy," sighs Prime.

2014-10-10 19:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






Aya is silent.  Snuggly, but silent.

2014-10-10 19:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




Prime falls silent, too because he doesn't know what to say. What is there to say?

2014-10-10 19:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Well, there's:

"I love you."

2014-10-10 19:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




He's tempted to point out that it's because of a necklace, not because of anything about him, but that wouldn't be prudent. She's hurting more than he is, no need to take it out on her.

"Thank you," he says, instead. And then he kisses her hair.

2014-10-10 19:23 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Snuggle.

2014-10-10 19:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"You're still concerned about me neglecting you...?" muses Prime, after a while.

2014-10-10 19:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




"We're both immortal.  You seem convinced that I'm going to - get better, at some point, that the necklace is going to be a footnote in the next brochure we hand out to new alts, 'oh by the way Spring is irrevocably in love with Prime to a degree for which magic is strictly necessary, but don't worry about that, it doesn't affect anything, she has it under control except for perfunctory kisses every third week.  And.  I'm.  Not sure of that."

2014-10-10 19:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I'm convinced that there is a win condition here, somewhere, not - necessarily that you get 'better.' I'm not, for example, ever expecting you to fall out of love with me, now, or for you to stop considering me your main priority. I'm - not expecting to go through the period of a year or so, and then be able to say, 'Okay, now that we've done that, and pretend everything is as it was before the necklace.' I'm quite certain that's strictly impossible, at this point."

2014-10-10 19:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"And you don't think you're going to - get sick of it."

2014-10-10 19:42 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... No. I don't."Edited   2014-10-10 19:47 (UTC)


2014-10-10 19:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Snuggle.

2014-10-10 19:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Snuggle.

"It's also likely that I might go touch the necklace myself, eventually," clarifies Prime. "I've been toying with the idea."

2014-10-10 19:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord








Aya freezes.

2014-10-10 19:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




".... I have no idea how to interpret that. Um. Help, please?"

2014-10-10 19:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I have strongly mixed feelings about that?" she squeaks.

2014-10-10 19:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay. Should I never bring it up again?"

2014-10-10 19:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I would like to be kept informed and not allowed to influence the decision in any way."

2014-10-10 19:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




Prime nods.

2014-10-10 19:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord




Shiver.

2014-10-10 19:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"... Do you want me to explain my logic, or should I pass on it?"

2014-10-10 20:0 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"I would like to know.  And not be allowed to influence your decision in any way."

2014-10-10 20:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Okay. To put it shortly, I'm - upset. For various reasons. And I would like it fixed, I'm not going to proclaim that the universe goes right back to where it was before. But I want a solution. Because I'm afraid that no matter what I do, I'm letting you down, because I - can't live up to disturbing love magic."

2014-10-10 20:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Squirm.

2014-10-10 20:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"And it bothers me that this is on the conspiracy necklace's terms, not - either of ours. I feel like we're being set up and there's nothing I can do about it. And I hate it."

2014-10-10 20:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"I'm sorry."

2014-10-10 20:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"It's not your fault," he insists fervently. "It's - not you."

2014-10-10 20:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"If it had been anyone else you could have walked away," she murmurs, "you said."

2014-10-10 20:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"And probably felt horrible for the rest of my life," sighs Prime. "Justified, but also horrible."

2014-10-10 20:33 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"Oh."

2014-10-10 20:33 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Yes."

2014-10-10 20:36 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




Snuggle.

2014-10-10 20:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Snuggle.

2014-10-10 20:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I love you."

2014-10-10 20:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Thanks."

2014-10-10 20:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




She giggles.  "You're welcome."

2014-10-10 20:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)







"Do you want me to try scrying for Tayane?"

2014-10-10 20:47 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Sure.  Why not."

2014-10-10 20:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Well because it's likely it'll be very boring on your end, unless you have a mirror around?"

2014-10-10 20:48 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"I have a mirror."  She unsnuggles and fetches it.

2014-10-10 20:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Okay. Then I'll get to scrying."

Scrying occurs. It takes a bit to get the aim right, but after a few false starts - there is Tayane, in the mirror.

2014-10-10 20:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox






"Is this now?" Aya asks, squinting at the house depicted.

2014-10-10 20:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Yes? It can't be anything but, mages have zero ability to see the past or future."

2014-10-10 20:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"But - that's the old lady's house.  It barely looks any different.  Those flowers are annuals, they'd have had to be replanted, why would they be the exact same flowers she had me plant hundreds of years later with her dead and me gone...?  The shutter's still broken - why would the shingles still be there, they're wood, shouldn't they have had to be replaced...?"

2014-10-10 20:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"I - have little to no idea? You left Tayane with a method we know nearly nothing about. It might have had strange effects?"

2014-10-10 21:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Maybe.  Can you find the magic I fell into?  I can look up in my notebooks where exactly it was, if that's not specific enough."

2014-10-10 21:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'll try."

Scry, scry - several false starts, several misaims with catching the wrong magics - and then there's the one Aya fell into.

2014-10-10 21:10 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




namesthesky: l ~ my papers




And there by the road is the embroidered bear - and the wreckage of the cart - and there beyond is the sillhouette of her door -

"I don't think any time has passed in Tayane at all.  I've been assuming everyone I ever met was dead, but - maybe they aren't."

2014-10-10 21:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"That - seems like it's likely? What would you like to do?"

2014-10-10 21:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm not sure.  I wasn't even considering this possibility.  I suppose it's a good thing I wasn't in a hurry to resurrect my parents, that would have been confusing."

2014-10-10 21:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"A little, yeah. ... Do you want me to try and look for your parents? Or anyone in particular?"

2014-10-10 21:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"If they're still alive they're more urgent than I'd previously thought, though mostly as a subset of the dealing with slavery thing.  Meanwhile, the fallen wagon probably hasn't even been reported yet.  I've been technically free since the first time Ice resurrected me, any magic that rids a slave of the heel mark frees them - Aelare's blessing, it's called - but they won't have that on the books, and that annoys me."

2014-10-10 21:40 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Me too. You're not a slave."

2014-10-10 21:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"That sort of depends on what you mean.  They don't have meaningful power over me any more, and haven't since I fell into the magic, but they do have a piece of paper that says they own me."Edited   2014-10-11 02:47 (UTC)


2014-10-10 21:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"... The former. A piece of paper that says something but can't be enforced is a piece of paper. But I would still like to make it go away, because a piece of paper shouldn't have any capacity to turn people into chattel, in any circumstances." Pause. "Thoroughness, and all."

2014-10-11 02:53 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Well, that and if I'm going to do anything in Eseo I will need legal free status."

2014-10-11 02:54 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"That, too."

2014-10-11 02:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Not that very many people would recognize me, and I do have a clean heel now, but just in case."

2014-10-11 02:55 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"Yeah. .... What circumstances happen to get the heel tattoo?"

2014-10-11 02:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"In my case they did it when I was a baby, because my parents were - are, I suppose, probably - slaves.  Freeborns are sold into slavery if they have debts they can't otherwise pay or if they commit certain crimes."

2014-10-11 03:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




That is Prime's 'do not want' face.

"I see."Edited   2014-10-11 03:02 (UTC)


2014-10-11 03:2 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I don't remember how my parents wound up in their situations, but they were freeborn, I remember that."

2014-10-11 03:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"We can always ask them, if we get the chance to meet them."

2014-10-11 03:4 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"Can you find them?  I don't remember the name of the farm they were on when I was sold, and they may have been moved since, and they won't look like anybell else's parents, but..."

2014-10-11 03:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




".... Maybe? I can always look. But it could take a while."

2014-10-11 03:7 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"The people with my piece of paper might have a pedigree for me, I suppose, that could help tracking them down."

2014-10-11 03:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"It could, but - I also have no idea how to find the piece of paper."

2014-10-11 03:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"Oh, I was thinking I'd walk into the office and show them my heel and ask for it."

2014-10-11 03:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things







Prime snickers. "And now I feel foolish."

2014-10-11 03:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Snuggle.  "It's possible they'll give me a hard time, but it's at least reasonably likely to work."

2014-10-11 03:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Snuggle. "I'll go with you, if you like."

2014-10-11 03:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"You can - I feel like this might make it look like you're trying to steal me, they might want to check my heel more thoroughly if there's someone obviously with me who could have supplied paint or something."

2014-10-11 03:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"... Good point. I can sit it out, then? So as not to cause you problems."

2014-10-11 03:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




She nods.  "When will there be enough mana floating around to make the trip?"

2014-10-11 03:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"A few days. Less, if I spend the entire time asleep, but I'm rather useless if I do that."

2014-10-11 03:31 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"You'd make a good pillow," she dares.

2014-10-11 03:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Would I? How would you know, you haven't tested it."

2014-10-11 03:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I can make an educated guess."

2014-10-11 03:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I see. Well, do let me know if you have any more educated guesses."

2014-10-11 03:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Mostly at the moment I just have the pillow one.  But if you have too much to do it's fine if it takes a bit longer, a few days won't make a difference."

2014-10-11 03:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I do have some things to do," admits Prime. "So I can't sleep forever. But I am free to try and nap now, certainly."

2014-10-11 03:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"Do you want to be a pillow while you do it?"

2014-10-11 03:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




"Sure," he snorts. "Why not. It'll be new and interesting."

2014-10-11 03:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




She giggles.  And unsnuggles enough to allow relocation to proper pillow habitat.

2014-10-11 03:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Pillows in Prime-Land live in many places. They're very hearty creatures. Look, as he goes and relocates to a couch.

2014-10-11 03:56 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




And Aya snuggles up on top of him, like unto a blanket.  It's so symbiotic.

2014-10-11 03:57 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Been at this for a while




Yes! Yes it is. Behold, how he can snuggle his not-technically-a-blanket. He's glad that he can be her pillow.

2014-10-11 04:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




Snuggle snuggle snuggle.  Aya is not Phix and cannot quite purr, but she can give the impression of wanting to quite strongly.

2014-10-11 04:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Aww, that's cute. He's glad she's so happy.

2014-10-11 04:55 (UTC)





Sixth Plague ∞

repossession





namesthesky: m ~ milord




Prime brings Aya to Tayane, when he has enough mana for the trip and she's reviewed her old notes about the things she'll need to know.  They split up once in town - she speaks a few sentences of Esevi so he'll be able to communicate, and she heads to the market office alone so it doesn't look like he's trying to steal her.

She goes barefoot, blank-heeled.

No time has passed.  The fellow behind the counter recognizes her.  "What are you doing back here?"

"I claim Aelare's blessing," says Aya firmly.  "I want my papers updated."

"Your cart fell into a magic?" surmises the clerk.

"Yes, and I'm -"  She lifts her foot to show off her clean heel.

This makes it much easier for the security guard manning the door to knock her over and get her hands and feet in shackles.

They pat her down; they take her necklace, they take the mirror Prime gave her in case she ran into any trouble, they take her holy water and hit her when she tries to speak to Prime or Perinixu for help and she doesn't get any words out.  They haul her into a side room.

"AELARE'S BLESSING," exclaims Aya.  "Look at my -"

"Wrong province, as of last week," says the clerk.  "In Tharlo the gods aren't allowed to steal any recoverable property anymore.  Were there any other survivors from the accident?"

Aya stares at him.

He slaps her hard across the face and repeats his question.

Aya murmurs, "No, sir."

-------

She doesn't look like she's pushing a century of age.

No time has passed.

She has - she still has? - her grace, when she's made to shuffle into a different holding pen.  But the magic could have done that.

Magics can do anything.

No time has passed.

Magics can do anything.  A magic could give her minor augmented abilities.  It would be trivially easy to find a new outfit and a necklace and little bottles of water inside one.

Magics have been known to alter memory.  They won't give her her belongings back to check to see if the water and the mirror really connect to people on the other ends.

And no time has passed.

2014-11-29 23:0









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Prime wanders Tayane. He brought pocket money, in gold, easily changed to the local currency. He suspected what he was going to use it for, but he didn't make any promises to Aya or put too much groundwork down before he arrived, just in case he found something better.

He didn't. He buys and then frees nineteen slaves, the last of which was something of a headache to buy. There was another buyer that he didn't like, because the man very obviously had every intention of raping the poor woman he'd be buying, and quite frankly Prime is going to let that happen over his dead body. He outbids the man with a glare that ice could be compared unfavorably towards, and then leads the poor terrified woman to where he can sign ownership of her to herself.

She needs to have it explained to her that he is not going to hurt her or ask anything of her - especially anything of that nature. Bizarrely, she finds this sort of insulting, and he spends the next ten minutes explaining that it's not that she's not pretty, but it's that he is - taken. He leaves off the 'sort of' and the 'a magic necklace did it.'

The reminder of Aya does make him think, however. She still hasn't called him. That's sort of weird, but maybe she's busy? Doing... something?

...

Maybe if he were younger, he'd believe that. But he is not younger, he is five hundred years old and easily the most paranoid member of the Adarin club. He calls her mirror. There is no answer. So he has a brief debate over the importance of privacy while the newly freed woman prattles on about something he's not paying attention to, deems it secondary to safety, and then scrys.

By some miracle he doesn't immediately break something nearby. He's not certain how. Probably the knowledge that it would scare the daylights out of the poor woman in front of him to see him lose his temper so thoroughly.

"Here," he says, interrupting her. "Take this," he hands her a good amount of money, "have a wonderful life of your own choice, I'll be in the area if you need help, but if you'll excuse me, there is somewhere I very much need to be."

She's confused. He doesn't care.

He doesn't wait until he's out of sight to fly off. He is emotionally compromised.

The landing near Aya's holding pen has none of his usual casual slowness. It's a crack, it dents the ground he lands on, there is a shockwave.

"Hello," he says. He's got a good poker face, he could almost be greeting someone off of the street. A neighbor, maybe. Except for the way his eyes pierce straight into the soul. "Who exactly is in charge? I would like very much to speak to them."Edited   2014-11-30 07:47 (UTC)


2014-11-30 07:46 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The fellow standing guard next to the sign on the wall around the pen which says Miscellaneous/Temporary - Not For Sale - Authorized Personnel Only yelps.  "He's - inside!" he exclaims, pointing at the door to the office.

2014-11-30 07:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Thank you," growls Prime, not sounding particularly thankful.

He checks for Aya, before he goes to the office. Is she present and within sight?

2014-11-30 07:52 (UTC)









namesthesky: n ~ shaking




Aya is in Miscellaneous/Temporary - Not For Sale - Authorized Personnel Only, sitting on the ground leaning against the wall, squinting up through the awning over the pen to keep the slaves from keeling over of sunstroke.  Crying, recently slapped, shackled, confused.

2014-11-30 07:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing








None of those things are okay.

"Do please go get him for me," says Prime, and it's more order than threat. 

But the threat is present. It is definitely present.

2014-11-30 07:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"I can't - leave my post - sir."

2014-11-30 07:59 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Silence.

"You do not want me to get him myself," he informs the guard. "And you do not want to test my patience. There is little."

2014-11-30 08:0 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






The guard bolts.

The fellow he was sent to get may be heard loudly haranguing him for leaving his post.

2014-11-30 08:1 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story






This is very annoying.

He raises his voice.

"I don't recommend keeping me waiting," he growls. It's - remarkably projecting. Also, terrifying.

Prime has yet to use a single trace of mana. He's keeping it in reserve. In case he needs to kill people. (He will definitely kill people if he needs to.)

2014-11-30 08:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: o ~ the obvious thing






"Adarin?" says a thready voice, barely audible from over the wall.

(The argument in the office becomes more heated.)

2014-11-30 08:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




That's the one thing that makes him soften. A little.

"I'm here," he says, soothingly. Gentle and soft. "And I am trying very hard not to break everything for the inconvenience it would cause you and your fellows. Do let me know if you'd like me to stop."

2014-11-30 08:8 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






Aya is too busy bursting into confused relieved tears to issue instructions.

(He's real, he's real, she's not in magic-induced love with a fictional magic construct.)

2014-11-30 08:9 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




He steps closer to the wall. She can't see his expression, but maybe anyone from the office can. None of the anger, just - 'you're safe you're okay I very much have feelings for you and I am very glad you are both of those things.'

"I will, of course, be getting you out of here. And probably also everyone else present. Just on principle."Edited   2014-11-30 08:14 (UTC)


2014-11-30 08:13 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"They took my mirror - and my necklace and my holy water - I tried to call you."

2014-11-30 08:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




"My fault," says Prime. "I should have checked sooner. I apologize. Are you all right?"

2014-11-30 08:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"I'm really, really glad you are not a false magic-implanted memory," she squeaks.

2014-11-30 08:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







"I am, too. It would be quite inconvenient, I would get nothing done."

(He wants very dearly to hold her. There is a wall in the way. Damn it.)

2014-11-30 08:18 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




There is a weak giggle.

The argument in the office is resolved.  The man in charge heads for Adarin.  "What can I do for you, sir?"

2014-11-30 08:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"There is someone in there that should not be," says Prime, almost pleasantly. Almost. It turns out, 'almost' is pretty far from pleasant. "I would like her to not be in there."

2014-11-30 08:20 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"Did you board a slave with us?  Do you have your ticket or your customer number?"

2014-11-30 08:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I did not, and no and no. You see, you've kidnapped her. A mistake, I'm quite certain."

As in, it had better be a mistake.

2014-11-30 08:22 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"There must be some mistake, certainly, sir.  Who are you looking for?"

2014-11-30 08:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Her name is Ayabel. But if you would like a physical description as well, I can provide."

2014-11-30 08:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"If you'll come into the office with me we can look over the relevant paperwork."

2014-11-30 08:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"No, thank you. She's free - what was it, three-fold? Mmm. No, four. I am quite certain."

2014-11-30 08:26 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Sir, if you're referring to the girl who came in claiming Aelare's blessing, that's no longer valid in this province; divinity no longer grants exception to property law."

2014-11-30 08:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




"Is it? How interesting. I know a god who would take exception to that."

2014-11-30 08:28 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"Well, sir, if Aelare wants to personally take it up with the Duke of Tharlo that's none of my affair, but for the time being that's the state of it.  I looked over her file; she's slaveborn, this outfit bought her a little over a week ago, and her cart overturned into a magic well after the legislative change came into effect."

2014-11-30 08:30 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing







There is a crack of lightning. From the sky. Right next to the man. It doesn't make sense for lightning to behave in this manner. There isn't a cloud in the sky, the ground isn't the tallest object. It doesn't make sense. But it is lightning all the same, there is a crack and heat and static and Prime is just looking at him like he's stupid.

"How interesting," repeats Prime.

2014-11-30 08:33 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The man is very alarmed!

"Sir, I can - I can show you the papers and our copy of the news bulletin, if - do you want to buy her?  She's assigned and waiting for a new cart but I can pull her from that assignment..."

2014-11-30 08:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I," he says, "take exception to buying her. Because she is free. But if you'd like to challenge that assertion..."

He spreads his arms theatrically.

2014-11-30 08:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






The man backs away from Prime.

2014-11-30 08:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime smiles. It is not a nice smile. It is quite possibly one of the least nice smiles of all time.

"I thought so. Keys to her chains, if you would please, and if you could just correct any papers that are so very obviously dead wrong. I would be ever so grateful."

2014-11-30 08:38 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Thievery is p-punishable by the amputation of a hand, in Tharlo," squeaks the slaver, edging towards the office.

2014-11-30 08:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"My, is it? Well, if this counts as thievery, then by all means, let me be a thief. I'll be 'stealing' everyone, then."

2014-11-30 08:41 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)






"S-sir, dozens of people depend on my business - employees and customers -"

2014-11-30 08:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Poor souls. So inconvenient that you can't keep thinking feeling human beings under your complete control to be beaten, raped, imprisoned, and worked to death. Such a pity. It must be quite trying, I don't know how you'll cope. But, I like to think of myself as a reasonable man, so I will even be kind enough to offer a sum of money to give your employees as their final wages while they find a new career."Edited   2014-11-30 08:48 (UTC)


2014-11-30 08:47 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Sir we're not cruel to - I will give her to you if you will go away.  One hundred percent off."

2014-11-30 08:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"No, alas, that deal has flown," says Prime. He punctuates it by flying. "You see. I disagree. You hit her. And you keep arguing with me. I don't know how it isn't obvious, but you have exactly zero authority over me. You called me a thief. Now I am one."

2014-11-30 08:51 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)








The man starts running away.

2014-11-30 08:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Sigh.

"Hey, Aya," he calls. "If tattoos were removed magically, would that count under Aelare's blessing? If the law hadn't been changed."

2014-11-30 21:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: i ~ with marked heel




"It should.  I mean - the only magic native to Tayane is the kind you get by falling into magics, so it would have no reason to specify that other kinds shouldn't count."

2014-11-30 21:48 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Mmmhm. That seems exploitable. If the law is changed, of course."

2014-11-30 21:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Yeah.  Alternately you could try to get us into the nearest province where it does apply before fixing the marks.  Or a country that doesn't have slavery."

2014-11-30 21:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes."

He flies up, undoes a section of the awning so he can just float down, and lands neatly among the slaves. His first priority: scoop Aya into a hug.

"Well," he says, actually genuinely pleasant instead of terrifying and addressing the slaves, "Ladies and gentlemen. I have every intention of freeing you. I would like to listen to how you'd like to be freed, such as being taken to a country without slavery, or to a province where Aelare's blessing is valid."

2014-11-30 22:1 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




Aya hugs him as best she can what with her hands being attached to each other.  There is compensatory nuzzling.  "He's absolutely trustworthy," she tells the others, when they seem nervous.

"How would - we get anywhere?" wonders one of the slaves.

2014-11-30 22:3 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"I am excessively magic. I think with Aya's necklace we might be able to all hold hands and fly out of here or something. Or I just am a very scary individual at anyone who tries to stop us while you walk merrily there. Either."

2014-11-30 22:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"We have to be less chained to the wall, first, and they took my necklace - and my mirror and my holy water."

2014-11-30 22:7 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Is that an eye twitch? That is an eye twitch.

"Pity I'm not breaking everything. I would be very good at it right now. I even have scrolls. But the chains are easy to fix, and the necklace, mirror, and holy water is-" Scry? "In a drawer in the office, I can retrieve those without issue."

2014-11-30 22:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I love you."

2014-11-30 22:15 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Thank you for that. What's the nearest non-slavery country, and are there provinces that accept Aelare's blessing between there and here?"

2014-11-30 22:20 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"Tsopix.  We border the provinces of Viore and Oyin, either of which would be on the way, but last time I checked the entire country accepted Aelare's blessing, so obviously my information's out of date."

2014-11-30 22:21 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Well, then anyone that would like to stay in the country but be free can ask on the way to Tsopix. Any issues with that, anyone?"

2014-11-30 22:26 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Any," says Aya.  "If you're missing family you need us to fetch or -"

"My baby," squeaks a woman not much older than Aya's apparent age.

"Okay. Where's your baby?"

"W-with her father.  He named her free."

"...Oh.  That's going to be a lot harder.  But tell us who the father is and we'll - look into it."Edited   2014-11-30 22:30 (UTC)


2014-11-30 22:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"We will," promises Prime gently. "First, though, I think I need to get you and everyone else here somewhere safe. I'll go find the keys."

He flies off to go do that. Is there an issue with, say, the police?

2014-11-30 22:40 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The office has a large CLOSED sign up in the door, but there are no police immediately evident.

2014-11-30 22:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Oh good. He doesn't have to kill people. So that's nice. Sort of. Not really. He somewhat wants to kill people, or at least break things, but the after effects of doing so are so messy. So he won't.

The owner's still inside. So he knocks.Edited   2014-11-30 22:45 (UTC)


2014-11-30 22:44 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The owner shakes his head vigorously and then draws the blinds so Adarin can no longer see inside.

2014-11-30 22:46 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Well then.

Is the door locked? The door is locked. How annoying.

Prime rolls his eyes, has a brief debate over if he really cares about the safety of the door, and then neatly slices the lock's offending non-entry bolt with a shield. The door opens, and in he goes.

2014-11-30 22:55 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Augh!" exclaims the owner.  "Get out of here!  Closed, we're closed!"

2014-11-30 22:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'm retrieving stolen property," says Prime dryly. "And also the keys."

2014-11-30 22:56 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Get out!  We're closed!  Security -"

Security is a fellow with a club and a whip who comes in from the back door and attempts to loom at Prime.  "The boss said out," says Security.

2014-11-30 22:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect







Security gets a look that accurately communicates the phrase, 'Are you stupid'?

"The whip is an interesting touch," he observes. "But I'm afraid I'm out of my 'experimental' phase. Alas."

2014-11-30 23:1 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"You're trespassing," says Security, drawing the club.  Apparently the whip isn't for throwing out people like Prime.  "Get out of the boss's office."

The boss has scurried out the back door.

2014-11-30 23:2 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Certainly. As soon as I retrieve everything that needs retrieving."

He is not intimidated in the slightest by Security or his club. He's faced down Lynn, his sister, and the apocalypse. A club? Ooo, scary.

2014-11-30 23:4 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"If you dropped something you'll have to come back for it when we're open," says Security implacably, and he shoves Adarin in the chest with the club towards the door.

2014-11-30 23:5 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Prime is now annoyed.

"I don't recommend shoving me again," he says, almost pleasantly, and he slices the club in half lengthwise with a shield. "Now shoo."

2014-11-30 23:7 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The guard is alarmed by the abrupt loss of half his club.

He doesn't shoo, he just sort of stands there.

2014-11-30 23:8 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"Shoo," he growls, and gone is any trace of pleasantry. It is an order. Punctuated by Prime floating a foot off the ground.

2014-11-30 23:12 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The guard attempts to tackle him.

2014-11-30 23:19 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story




Sigh. He tried.

Dodging involves flying to the ceiling, looking down on the guard with an expression that says, 'Really'? and then hitting him with his staff. On the head. Hard.

2014-11-30 23:24 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The guard is not literally knocked unconscious, but he does stagger.

2014-11-30 23:25 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Go away, please," sighs Prime. "Killing you would make an annoying mess."

2014-11-30 23:27 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Stagger, stagger, roar, attempt at grabbing.

2014-11-30 23:28 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




Dodge. It's easy, he's all stumbly and Prime is flying.

Why is it so much more annoying to leave someone alive than to not kill them? It's like the universe is punishing morality. Ugh. 

Prime's go to solution: hit it again.

2014-11-30 23:33 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




This time the fellow goes down, groaning.

2014-11-30 23:34 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Still alive, though. Prime gets a cookie. Well, an imaginary one.

He goes to retrieve the keys and Aya's stolen magical items.

2014-11-30 23:36 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Aya's stolen magical items are undamaged and not hard to access.  The keys, though, are themselves in a locked cabinet.

2014-11-30 23:37 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




Sigh. Of course they are.

Locks broken today: two.

2014-11-30 23:37 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




And now he has all the keys.

2014-11-30 23:38 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




He shall celebrate by going to free everyone.

2014-11-30 23:38 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




Aya hugs him hard once she has her arms free to do it with, and then takes half the keys and helps.

2014-11-30 23:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




Prime hugs her back, of course.

Then, once everyone is free of the chains, off goes the awning.

"Right, have any of you had secret, unspoken dreams of flying?"

2014-11-30 23:49 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




(Aya clips her necklace back on and pockets her mirror and puts her holy water where it belongs.)

The other slaves mostly look confused.

2014-11-30 23:50 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"The staff lets people fly," sighs Prime. "And I need someone that is not either me or Aya to hold it and fly with it so they can carry other people."

2014-11-30 23:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border






Somebody eventually holds out his hand.

"You have a second thing?" Aya asks.

2014-11-30 23:53 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"I am known to be a rotten, cheating, paranoid bastard," says Prime wryly. "Of course I have a second thing."

He hands the staff to the person! It is a staff.

2014-11-30 23:55 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"All you need to do to fly is to concentrate on meaning to.  It gets very easy very quickly," Aya tells that person.  She divides everyone else up into three groups and has them all hold hands.  She cannot resist the urge to give Adarin a kiss before she collects her group and flies up through the awning gap with them to lead the way out of the province.Edited   2014-11-30 23:56 (UTC)


2014-11-30 23:56 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Prime's fine with the kiss. He even returns it! Behold, him returning it.

And then, off they fly.

2014-11-30 23:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




The fellow with the staff gives his passengers a slightly bumpier ride, but wheeeeeee!

Eventually Aya spots a flag on the ground and says, "Viore."

2014-12-01 00:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"All right then. Who wants to declare that they have the Blessing of Aelare?"

2014-12-01 00:6 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




They can't really raise their hands, since they are in long handholding chains.  There are murmurs of assent.

2014-12-01 00:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Doesn't make sense




Right then! They land (Prime gives instructions for their third, less experienced flight enabler) and then Prime starts turning relevant tattoos to the color of skin around them. He frowns at the new one Aya's gained, but doesn't comment. He just looks vaguely upset.

2014-12-01 00:16 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




She leans on him, whether to give or take comfort is unclear.

"Do you have spending money on hand for them to get started with?" she asks.Edited   2014-12-01 00:18 (UTC)


2014-12-01 00:17 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Sadly, no," sighs Prime. "I sort of. Used just about all of it." Awkward pause. "But I can probably mirror Cypress or something and ask him to send a large chunk of gold."

2014-12-01 00:21 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




"Have him get Revelation to make local currency and send that," she suggests.  "Just the once.  We'll come back and get everyone else as harmlessly to the economy as possible later.  Two hundred seo per person should be plenty and not a major cause of inflation."

2014-12-01 00:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Sure."

He goes off to mirror someone who can solve this problem, rubbing at his temple absently. Yes, hello, headache, how are you today? Yes, thank you, he knows he's flirting with mana deprivation, go away now, he has work to do.

2014-12-01 00:27 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border






"Do you have a headache?"

2014-12-01 00:27 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"I do. Annoying, but hardly awful."

2014-12-01 00:28 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"I can make it stop hurting -"  She reaches for him.  "Only while I'm touching you, but still."

2014-12-01 00:29 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




He laughs, softly, and offers a hand.

"Thank you. I'll try to be more responsible in the future. I think the lightning was a little much."

2014-12-01 00:30 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




She takes his hand.  The headache goes away.  "Please don't hurt yourself."

2014-12-01 00:31 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I'm fine," he assures.

2014-12-01 00:32 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Nuzzle.

C'mon, Cypress, answer the mirror.

2014-12-01 00:32 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




darkest_evening: (Default)




He does! Prime explains the situation, Cypress agrees to go find Revelation and get him to make money, and eventually:

Care package.

"I have the urge to cackle and say, 'minions.'"

2014-12-01 00:44 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Who, our alts?"

2014-12-01 00:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"Yes. Absurd and incorrect, but I want to all the same."

2014-12-01 00:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I don't think they'd especially appreciate it."  Nuzzle.  She motions the ex-slaves over to distribute their little bags of coins.

2014-12-01 00:51 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"Probably not, no."

2014-12-01 00:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: c ~ manumission




"I'm so glad," she sighs, when all of the slaves have received their cash and given Aya their names and lists of people they want looked up and sent to find them and dispersed, "that you're real."

2014-12-01 00:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility




"Me, too. Um. Why was it in doubt that I wasn't real?"Edited   2014-12-01 00:55 (UTC)


2014-12-01 00:54 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






"Well," she says, "there's not really a known limit to what magics can do.  They took my holy water and my mirror so I couldn't call anyone, and - and I don't look as old as I am, and - it wouldn't be impossible for someone to fall into a magic and walk out with some supernatural powers and new clothes and an unmarked heel and a love side effect and decades of coherent memories to explain it all."

2014-12-01 00:58 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




"That - makes sense. Also."

He scoops her up into a hug. "I'm sorry I didn't get there sooner."

2014-12-01 01:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




Squeeze.  "It's okay."

2014-12-01 01:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Convenient timing




He smiles, a little. "I'm glad you're okay. Well." He touches her bruised face. "... Mostly okay."

2014-12-01 01:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I'm fine.  It doesn't hurt.  The anaesthesia thing only works when I'm touching someone, but I always count as touching myself."  She leans on him.

2014-12-01 01:14 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"It doesn't mean you're not injured to not feel hurt," points out Prime. "But - I suppose practically it doesn't really matter. I'll just be upset on your behalf."

2014-12-02 03:35 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"I appreciate it."

Snuggle.

"Now what?"

2014-12-02 03:36 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"... Down with slavery, liberty for all, I exercise supreme self control if we ever visit that province again and don't punch anyone that touched you...?"

2014-12-02 03:37 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"I mean in the shorter term.  We don't have an emergency that warrants calling in a Zev for a portal, so we have a while to kill in Tayane."

2014-12-02 03:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"Oh. Mm. I'm not sure."

2014-12-02 03:40 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox




"I didn't hand out all the coins.  This is probably enough to get a hotel room while you recover mana."

2014-12-02 03:41 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Yes, but ah - is it going to be a problem that you're technically an escaped slave? Should we go to another country where you're not that?"

2014-12-02 03:43 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"We could go to Tsopix, but we'd have to change the currency and I have no sense whatever of how far it will go."

2014-12-02 03:44 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"... I'll leave it up to you to decide, you know the place better than I do. I can hide your tattoo, certainly. If that'll work for a few nights without issue, that'll be easier, I think."

2014-12-02 03:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: l ~ my papers




"It should work.  If it was a provincial and not a national law change."

2014-12-02 03:52 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Pause for effect




"All right. And if it doesn't - I will go be very angry at things until they realize that trying to keep you as a slave is a very bad idea."

2014-12-02 04:19 (UTC)









namesthesky: b ~ drawings




"I know you will."  Nuzzle.

2014-12-02 04:23 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"I'll keep the bodycount down," he says lightly. "I think I did admirably earlier, considering. Though I did hit a rather - slow man over the head. ... Several times."

2014-12-02 05:10 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others




"Was he okay?"

2014-12-02 05:10 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"He's alive, certainly. I can check on him when I'm not so low on mana."

2014-12-02 05:11 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Which ideally means sleep.  All right, let's look for a hotel."

2014-12-02 05:12 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Came up with it centuries ago




"Mhm. I'll follow your lead, my dear."

2014-12-02 05:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




Aya unpeels the bandage from her heel, so it doesn't look like she's hiding anything, and starts looking for a hotel, holding Adarin's hand.

...Partly for headache reasons.

Eventually she finds a little inn with a fountain in front that looks nice and reasonably priced.  In she goes.

They have already done the thing where he is her pillow.  She gets them one room.  The receptionist gives them keys and directions up the stairs.

2014-12-02 06:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




And then, when they are upstairs:

"Are you all right? Physically, I understand you're fine, but ah - emotionally?"

2014-12-02 06:42 (UTC)









namesthesky: m ~ milord






"I'm really, really glad you exist."

2014-12-02 06:43 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Scooping. Scooping and snuggling is a thing that's going to occur. Also, hairpetting.

"I exist," he assures softly.

2014-12-02 06:45 (UTC)









namesthesky: d ~ day at a time




"Good.  Keep doing that."

2014-12-02 06:45 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Give you an award




"I have no plans to stop existing."

2014-12-02 06:46 (UTC)









namesthesky: a ~ one day soon




"Good."  Snuggle.  "I love you.  So much."

2014-12-02 06:47 (UTC)









darkest_evening: (Default)




"Thank you."

Snuggles! Lots of snuggles.

2014-12-02 07:57 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)






"You probably want to go to sleep."

Alas, he probably wants to go to sleep.

2014-12-02 18:0 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Always my responsibility







"... Yes. Sorry," he sighs.

2015-01-13 22:5 (UTC)









namesthesky: j ~ over the border




"You don't have to be sorry," she murmurs almost inaudibly.

Sleep.

2015-01-13 22:6 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Peace in the little things




Sleep, indeed.

2015-01-13 22:7 (UTC)





Sixth Plague ∞

virtuous gossip





keep_busy: j ~ secrets




Annie is sitting with Ice and Phix in the Belfry.  (Phix has determined that neither she nor Max knows near enough about runecasting to hope to approach Aya's little problem in the next, like, year at least, but she's taking notes to deliver to Iobel, who has not yet abandoned so much hope yet cannot be at this meeting for queen reasons.)

"If you could just say more about the subjectivity of it, it might give me an idea of something new to ask the alethiometer," says Ice.  "Obviously having it look directly at Aya is an option, if it just can't get enough information off the necklace, but ideally we'd exhaust the possibilities first."

"Or Prime would just give her what she wants," mutters Phix.

"Let's not be weird and pressure-y about that," says Ice.  "Annie?"

"...Sorry," says Annie.  "I just had a mental image of Aya holding a soul bird and the soul bird looking at Prime and wanting to be petted and him refusing to do it.  I think I would sooner let the alethiometer look at me than give her another - thing to pine about.  I should work just as well, shouldn't I?"

"You might," says Ice, "unless reciprocated necklace arrangements look different or are different forms of breakable than one-sided ones, in which case you might not."

"Poor hypothetical soul-bird," murmurs Phix, scribbling.

2015-01-13 14:14









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"Yeah," winces Vernaia. "That would be pretty awful." 

Cypress pets her.

2015-01-13 22:26 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"... I'm pretty sure Prime's trying? I don't - he's weird. I don't quite get him."Edited   2015-01-13 22:29 (UTC)


2015-01-13 22:28 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"You've got a better shot at getting him than us.  One hopes," says Phix, stretching a wing and then unhaving the set thereof.  "Like, if being Aya right now were not staggeringly unpleasant we could be a lot more leisurely about getting her the hell fixed, that would be nice."

2015-01-13 22:30 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"Yeah. It's - not like he's some weird freakish zombie version of me, or anything. But he's kind of hard for me to relate to because there's - he's really depressing."

2015-01-13 22:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"So, so depressing," sighs Cypress.

2015-01-13 22:33 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"Which would also be nice to fix but is even theoretically probably less amenable to magical breakage."

2015-01-13 22:33 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I don't suppose we can find a therapist to talk to him?"

2015-01-13 22:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"He'd refuse. Because of course he would."

2015-01-13 22:35 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Anyway, uh, subjectivity - ugh, this is all depressing enough to make me wish me and Aldaras had happened the other way around, because she's a me but like I keep saying I touched it and he already loved me and I can't make heads or tails of how Prime's feeling.  Is Aya any better at reading him?  The question's bound to be of exceeding importance."

2015-01-13 22:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... I'd say she's in a better position to read him, rather than being better at reading him," muses Cypress. "If I'm honest, I'm probably the one best to analyze him. Hooray for that."Edited   2015-01-13 22:39 (UTC)


2015-01-13 22:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"Well, analyze away, if I'm going to have any insight on subjectivity I have to know what she's working with."

2015-01-13 22:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"Right, okay. Mmm. It's pretty obvious he's spent a very large amount of time being self sacrificing and - er, noble. And I believe that at some point he realized that he, personally, could not take any more self-inflicted punishment. So he's sort of. Doing whatever he likes, keeping people at arm's length, subtly lashing out, being really bitter about everything..."

2015-01-13 22:45 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Don't forget the way he hates everything, I'm pretty sure he just secretly hates everyone now."

2015-01-13 22:46 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Right. Yes. And he probably hates everyone now."

2015-01-13 22:46 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched




"...And by 'everyone' you mean...?  Because that makes me want to ask Ice if she knows how to put Aya into a coma.  Or we could skip straight to killing her, again, until we think of something."

2015-01-13 22:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




Cypress shakes his head.

"If he hated Aya I think he would have just dropped her then and there. So he doesn't."

2015-01-13 22:50 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Okay, so he is capable of hate and what exciting second emotion?"

2015-01-13 22:50 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




Cypress and Max look at each other.

2015-01-13 22:51 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it








"Does he even know?"

2015-01-13 22:51 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Right, okay, step by step. If I hated everyone, was bitter and alone and hiding behind a wall of sarcasm, how would I feel if then met my wife?"

2015-01-13 22:53 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider







At the same time, Max and Cypress say, "Ask myself, 'Why now?'"

2015-01-13 22:54 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Aaaand having determined that no answer to this question is forthcoming, next...?"

2015-01-13 22:55 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"No, I mean - I would be pissed that I didn't meet her - four hundred years ago."

2015-01-13 22:55 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"She's old but I think not that old," snorts Phix.

2015-01-13 22:57 (UTC)









castmyown: d. Did you come up with that yourself




"Not the point," snickers Max.

2015-01-13 22:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"More of a... 'Why now, when I'm depressing and bitter and used to being alone?'"

2015-01-13 23:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"Because I didn't warn her about the necklace, that's why," sighs Annie.  "But... he'd met her before that."

2015-01-13 23:1 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I was talking about when he'd met her before that."

2015-01-13 23:1 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"We haven't worked our way up to the mess that is the necklace."

2015-01-13 23:3 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"Ah, okay, go on then."

2015-01-13 23:5 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"It's more... bitter and angry at the world than 'what are the reasons for this happening,' anyway."

2015-01-13 23:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Right. So. Then he gets to deal with us." He waves a hand and motions to all of them. "Also allies that he could have used much sooner. That's got to be some salt in the wound."

2015-01-13 23:7 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"... Man, now I want to give him a hug."

2015-01-13 23:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"He'd turn you down."

2015-01-13 23:9 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"I know, but still."

2015-01-13 23:9 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Anyway. So he's grateful we all exist, but is still sort of angry that it didn't happen sooner. And... There's a measure of pride involved, I'd say. With the - 'my time alone was not worthless without you folks and your magic.'"

2015-01-13 23:11 (UTC)









dark_light: (Default)




"Nobody ever said it was," murmurs Ice.

2015-01-13 23:11 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Right, of course not. It's aimed at himself, not us. Because obviously he hasn't been doing so well emotionally."

2015-01-13 23:16 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




"... Soooo. Inferiority complex?"

2015-01-13 23:21 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Oh, that's fun. Yeah, bet he has one. A subtle one, buried under the sarcasm."

2015-01-13 23:22 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool






The Bells look at each other.

"I don't think we're familiar.  Can you go into more detail?" asks Ice.

2015-01-13 23:23 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




Blink, blink.

"... Uh. Understands that while he's useful in a - doing things kind of way, he is way worse off than the rest of us. He's a useful resource to be used, and that's about it. I completely eclipse him in emotional stability. All of us do, actually, even Conduit. ... Don't tell Conduit I said that."

2015-01-13 23:26 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Is Conduit noticeably badly off?" wonders Phix.Edited   2015-01-13 23:27 (UTC)


2015-01-13 23:27 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Lacking emotional stability seems like a sort of... self-defeating thing to have an inferiority complex about," remarks Ice.  "Which I suppose doesn't help..."

2015-01-13 23:29 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Conduit's pretty traumatized. She's handling it well, though, props to her."

2015-01-13 23:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"Yeah. For Prime, though... It really doesn't. So it's sort of a spiral of self-hating misery he's got going on."

2015-01-13 23:32 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Depressing to see."

2015-01-13 23:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"But I can't see him not liking Aya, despite the spiral."

2015-01-13 23:33 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Just about enough that we had better not put her in a coma and not a speck more, at least not so anybody would notice."

2015-01-13 23:35 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: f. Forgive the confusion




"... Nnnnno I don't think so."

2015-01-13 23:41 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"Want to take bets on if he's secretly in love with her yet?"

2015-01-13 23:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: d. I see what you did there




Snort.

"No."

2015-01-13 23:42 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"If he's in love with her then they'd better be taking this trip to Tayane as a little honeymoon.  She does not look Annie amounts of happy when we've seen her."

2015-01-13 23:43 (UTC)









castmyown: m. Processing








"... Fuck, he's terrified of disappointing her."

2015-01-13 23:44 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Yyyyes he is. Oh dear."

2015-01-13 23:44 (UTC)









keep_busy: m ~ touched






"That makes no sense.  She's necklaced.  And on top of that he's an Adarin and she's a Bell!"

2015-01-13 23:45 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Yes, but - think of it this way. You're surrounded by happy couples when you strongly suspect that you're incapable of being one half of a happy couple. Then the one person you suspect you could actually manage to pull it off with falls very much in love with you. Through a necklace. And every minute he's not flinging himself at her, she's - having less than she should, and isn't happy. And he can't even manage to fling himself at her, because emotional instability and being used to being alone and unsure of how to stop acting like he is."

2015-01-13 23:58 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed






"Okay, I understand that 'do it anyway' is probably not helpful advice, but I'm not totally sure why..."

2015-01-14 00:1 (UTC)









castmyown: l. Quiet time




"Iiit would probably hurt him a lot to do it anyway? He's already pretty messed up now..."

2015-01-14 00:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: l. Are you certain




"... Not to mention his version of 'do it anyway' is probably 'go touch the necklace himself.'"

2015-01-14 00:2 (UTC)









castmyown: o. Not the kind of thing I like




"Yikes."

2015-01-14 00:4 (UTC)









dark_light: k ~ seriously?




"Well, he can't do that without convincing somebody to help him or sneaking into Alethia.  And it would be unnecessary!  I assume.  Annie?"

2015-01-14 00:5 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I mean, it's simplifying, but not necessary, if he loves her and will, you know, go above and beyond giving her the time of day."

2015-01-14 00:6 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"But he's not sure he can actually pull it off, he's - literally lacking the social skills for doing it."

2015-01-14 00:7 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"You're making it sound like uttering the words 'I love you' and," vague gesture in a nod to Adarin prudery, "are international diplomatic relations, possibly with spies and poised cruise missiles involved."

2015-01-14 00:9 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"... Kinda? He's a bit messed up, he's not going to..." Vague handwave. "Jump out on a limb and display his heart to someone."

2015-01-14 00:13 (UTC)









keep_busy: n ~ side effect






"Okay.  So, he's kind of inscrutable to me, but if we assume Aya's putting in overtime figuring him out and getting more or less correct answers, this will not suffice as a long-term holding pattern.  At least one of the two of them needs fixing, soon, I'll get myself a soul animal if I have to - or I'm recommending the Coma Or Death-Until-Further-Notice option.  Because if we assume she's putting in overtime figuring him out and getting more or less correct answers, and that these are them - she loves him.  He's hurting.  She can't help.  She is actively making it worse by being complicated and needy and she's probably just about incapable of staying out of his way, if that would even improve the situation, so this is constantly on her mind -"  Headshake.  "It's no good.  I'm sure something, somewhere, if we look through enough universes, can un-necklace her and then Prime's psychological problems will be his own business, but..."

2015-01-14 00:17 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"He might be able to handle it? He has genuine incentive to try. And we can always talk to him and explain the other side of things and see if that can poke him to say three words."

2015-01-14 00:19 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"Yeah.  Do try that, in - whatever way might work, I guess - when they get back.  I will hold off on drastic soul renovations until then."

2015-01-14 00:19 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive






"Will she believe him?"

2015-01-14 00:20 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"Shouldn't she?"

2015-01-14 00:20 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"I don't mean, is it true, I mean, will she be able to get anything out of this statement when he's under so much pressure and isn't necklaced and clearly feels somewhere between obligated to and affectionate towards her.  Will she believe him?"

2015-01-14 00:21 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets






"Ow."

2015-01-14 00:22 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned







"... I concur. Ow. Well. He - won't lie to her. He's not going to say he loves her if he doesn't."

2015-01-14 00:23 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"But does she know that?  I doubt she expects him to lie to her under ordinary circumstances, and it's in the little booklet that Adarins are bad liars, but - it is not an optimal setup for having total faith in the utterance, is it.  Hearing exactly what you need to hear like that."

2015-01-14 00:26 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Then we should tell her that he's not going to lie to her about it."

2015-01-14 00:32 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"I suppose she'd probably believe us.  Still.  Good to have caught that one in advance, unless he's, like, tried to say it while they're away..."

2015-01-14 00:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: j. This cannot be good




"... Really hoping the answer to that is 'no,' now."

2015-01-14 00:37 (UTC)









shesepankh: j ~ watchful




"We could call."

2015-01-14 00:38 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I vote for doing that. Calling sounds smart."

2015-01-14 00:39 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




Phix goes and finds the mirror and calls its opposite number.

2015-01-14 00:39 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Think of a better story








"Mmrmgh? ... What?"

Apparently Prime's sleepiness manifests as grumpiness.

2015-01-14 00:48 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"Give the mirror to Spring and go back to sleep."

2015-01-14 00:49 (UTC)









darkest_evening: Tea while you wait




"... Okay?"

He nudges Aya, offers her the mirror, and then... flop. There he goes, out already.

2015-01-14 00:50 (UTC)









namesthesky: (Default)




"Uh, hi?"

2015-01-14 00:50 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Hello.  This is a - not a public service announcement, I guess, but we have been gossiping terribly about you behind your back and thought you might like to know that it is Adarin-general-consensus that if Prime ever tells you he loves you he will not be lying to make you feel better or anything."

2015-01-14 00:51 (UTC)









namesthesky: h ~ not an ox






"Okay.  Thank you."

2015-01-14 00:52 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"... Also probably let her know that he likes her more than a little."

2015-01-14 00:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Quite a lot. We'll go with quite a lot."

2015-01-14 00:57 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"They also strongly suspect that he does, in fact, have feelings for you, quite a lot even, but is - it's not really funny, so I won't say 'hilariously incompetent' - decidedly incompetent at doing anything about it, or at least expects to be, so he's not even trying."

2015-01-14 00:59 (UTC)









namesthesky: k ~ all the others






Nod, nod.

2015-01-14 00:59 (UTC)









shesepankh: (Default)




"I think that's everything we needed to say.  Sorry to wake you."

2015-01-14 01:14 (UTC)









namesthesky: g ~ new learning




Nod, nod.  Spring ends the call.

2015-01-14 01:14 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do







"... I hope that helped," sighs Max.

2015-01-14 01:15 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"I don't think it hurt, anyway, except for interrupting Prime's sleep."

2015-01-14 01:15 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"I'm not sure he'll even remember it."

2015-01-14 01:16 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Good."

2015-01-14 01:16 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Okay, so that will presumably cut down on certain particularly unpleasant scenarios under certain conditions.  I do still want a plan for what if another - week or two goes by and they're still doing - that."

2015-01-14 01:19 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yeah. Mm. I'm - not sure how to manage that, though."

2015-01-14 16:22 (UTC)









castmyown: f. Getting a plan together




"Can I vote 'get Prime some therapy' again?"

2015-01-14 16:22 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Where are we going to find a therapist who can hear this story?"

2015-01-14 16:26 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"... Good point. Hey, Cypress, can you hire a therapist who's allowed to know all of this stuff?"

2015-01-14 16:27 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Uh. Maybe? But they'd almost certainly be thrown for a loop by the lack of daemons."

2015-01-14 16:27 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"Reading daemon behavior is a huge part of therapy on Chamomile," confirms Ice.

2015-01-14 16:29 (UTC)









keep_busy: k ~ keeper




"I wonder how many summons it would take to find a therapist daeva or something."

2015-01-14 16:30 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"A lot, I'd bet. Possibly not worth the trouble. And I genuinely doubt that any members of the colony are therapists. They'd be used to not working with daemons, even if they have them now. I could always ask, I suppose."

2015-01-14 16:32 (UTC)









dark_light: i ~ squinting




"Would the colonials be too - Kystley for Prime to have good rapport with them, though?"

2015-01-14 16:34 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... Probably. Or it could help? I - don't know, really."

2015-01-14 16:39 (UTC)









dark_light: l ~ pensive




"You'd know better than we would, so that's probably going to add up to 'no clue'.  Anyway, therapy takes ages to work.  We would still be into the period where it was time to deploy drastic solutions for Spring."

2015-01-14 16:41 (UTC)









castmyown: k. So much to do




"There goes that idea."

2015-01-14 16:42 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"We could try getting him to get a daemon."

2015-01-14 16:47 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)






"Which does not lead to the same tragic mental images, I don't think Spring would harbor a particularly desperate desire to hold his soul bird, but do you think that would work faster?"

2015-01-14 16:48 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: h. Absolutely serious




"... Vernaia is really helpful. In general. Especially for - head stuff and emotional stability. I think it's a good idea for him to have one regardless, damn the downsides to having one, but especially for something like this."

"Aww," says Vernaia, and she nuzzles him. "Thanks."

"Anytime."

2015-01-14 16:55 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"Well, we can suggest it.  But I don't see him being keen."

2015-01-14 16:56 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: k. Not the way I'd planned




"No," sighs Cypress. "Probably not."

2015-01-14 16:58 (UTC)









shesepankh: g ~ quadrupedal




"It's not like you guys are only giving out tickets to Alethia on a limited basis, hundredth person to walk through the Belfry gets one, etcetera, he'd have one already if the idea appealed."

2015-01-14 16:59 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"I - it's sort of frustrating that none of my alts believe me that it's worth it."

2015-01-14 17:0 (UTC)









castmyown: i. Unexpected




"Um. Sorry? I mean, I believe that you think it's worth it, but I'm not - hopping aboard that train."Edited   2015-01-14 17:00 (UTC)


2015-01-14 17:0 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"Yes." Sigh. "I know."

2015-01-14 17:1 (UTC)









keep_busy: j ~ secrets




"I'm tempted?  I'll do it if we get desperate about Spring, anyway, and think the alethiometer could come up with something if it looked at me.  But this isn't because I think it would be a good Therapy Animal, I just know that Aldaras would be happy to snuggle it and I don't expect it to interfere all that much with my daily life."

2015-01-14 17:2 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




Cypress is kind enough to not voice his opinion of this sentiment out loud. 

2015-01-14 17:4 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"... Sorry?" repeats Max, eyeing Cypress.

2015-01-14 17:7 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"It's fine," he sighs.

"... Cypress is easily the most emotionally stable of all of the Adarins," says Vernaia. "Just saying."

He pets her.

2015-01-14 17:8 (UTC)









shesepankh: i ~ neck




"Max doesn't have emotional stability problems.  ...Do you?"

2015-01-14 17:9 (UTC)









castmyown: j. I'll consider it




"I feel pretty emotionally stable? I mean, the dragon thing's still sort of distressing, But that's understandable. I'm not going to throw up walls of sarcasm or be a huge grump or act at all like Prime because of it, it just sucks. Um. I don't know, is there an - emotional stability test?"

2015-01-14 17:18 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




(... Cypress privately suspects the emotional stability test is 'take away the Adarin's Bell' but obviously that is a very bad idea.)

2015-01-14 17:19 (UTC)









shesepankh: e ~ busy




"Put you in an emotional boat, see how long it takes you to get your sea legs?  I dunno."

2015-01-14 17:20 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I assume me and Aldaras both get heavily dinged on this scale just because we're necklaced.  He flips out if I get a cold," says Annie dryly.

2015-01-14 17:21 (UTC)









castmyown: (Default)




Max giggles and flops a wing on his girlfriend. "That probably dings you, yeah. But it's a - hard thing to guess. How are you so sure about it, Vern?"

2015-01-14 17:25 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: o. Vernaia




"... It's a hard thing to explain," tries the daemon anyway. "But if something happens we both know that there's two of us instead of just him. So we're better equipped to handle various emotional turmoils."Edited   2015-01-14 17:30 (UTC)


2015-01-14 17:30 (UTC)









dark_light: g ~ cool




"For whatever it's worth I don't think it makes as much of a difference for Bells," says Ice.

"Although I can substitute for notebooks usefully under some circumstances," Path adds.

"But notebooks still work, so I'm not exhorting you all to come to Alethia with me and get daemons."

2015-01-14 17:32 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: i. Paranoia is necessary for survival




"Right. I don't think everyone would be better off with a daemon. Just - us."

2015-01-14 17:35 (UTC)









keep_busy: g ~ scholars




"Maybe Aldaras should get one if the alethiometer needs to look at a necklaced person."

2015-01-14 17:36 (UTC)









castmyown: c. Magic fairy princess




"There's an idea."

2015-01-14 17:37 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Sure. If he's willing, anyway."

2015-01-14 17:39 (UTC)









keep_busy: f ~ tracker




"I'll ask him when he gets back from class.  But with luck it won't come to that extreme and it'll be a more unpressured decision."

2015-01-14 17:40 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: b. Exactly what I wanted




"Yes."

Even if Cypress sort of vaguely wants to pick up all of his alts and throw them through the Chamomile portal.

2015-01-14 17:42 (UTC)









castmyown: e. That's an interesting point




"So our back up plan is 'Aldaras gets a daemon, and we try to persuade Prime to get one, too' if things keep as they are?"

2015-01-14 17:43 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"They're separate - prongs.  Aldaras getting a daemon is to see if there's a way to un-necklace Spring.  Prime getting a daemon is for Prime's general emotional health.  We shouldn't need both interventions at once."

2015-01-14 17:44 (UTC)









castmyown: h. Might want to reconsider




"Right. Yes. That."

2015-01-14 17:45 (UTC)









keep_busy: l ~ twice




"And best case scenario he just stops tormenting her all by himself."

2015-01-14 17:52 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: (Default)




"Yes. Though, I'd say the necklace is tormenting her more than he is."

2015-01-14 17:56 (UTC)









keep_busy: (Default)




"The necklace makes her vulnerable.  It doesn't hurt all by itself."

2015-01-14 17:57 (UTC)









prodigal_miser: g. Think about this more




"... But it caused her to fall for a person that's in a very precarious spot, emotionally. Yes it doesn't hurt on its own, but it's responsible for the circumstances."

2015-01-14 18:0 (UTC)









keep_busy: i ~ beautiful




"True.  Anyway, are we done here?"

2015-01-14 18:1 (UTC)









dark_light: h ~ unimpressed




"I think so.  I have a few more question phrasings to try, anyway."

And the meeting disperses.Edited   2015-01-14 18:15 (UTC)


2015-01-14 18:1 (UTC)





Ravel ∞

Happenstance





try_me: (Default)




Two weeks. That's how long Zeviana's been missing her father. It's also how many days she's been considering how utterly stupid his death was.  Not something big and dramatic, he wasn't stabbed or jumped or hanged - he got sick.  Then he got sicker.  Then he died.

Adarin's more of a wreck than she is, he was the one that hovered, the one that bartered for various potential cures, the one that kept looking for a doctor or something to fix their father. Obsessively, without rest. Zeviana helped, too, she had a bit of money saved from fights in the ring, it was supposed to be pocket money but now it's not. She got into more fights than was probably safe - made bets on herself, won every one, and handed her brother the money. He'd go and find things to fix their father from there.  It wasn't enough.

It's not fair. They tried their hardest, he should have lived. If things were fair he would have.

Neither of them wanted to stay in his house after.  So they decided to leave. They're going to Casasha, where Adarin can probably find work for his abjuration thing. Zeviana doesn't need to go to a specific country, she's likely to find work everywhere. No one wants to take bets on a girl in a fighting ring, and with how she wins - well, she can make more than pocket change betting on herself, if she wants. She doesn't mind, the fights are fun, the money's nice. Maybe when she's thirty and less spry she'll need to do something else, but for now, this works.

What doesn't work is how absolutely miserable her twin is. She needs to take breaks from him, because he's just - so utterly destroyed by grief. She leaves him alone, gives him space, and when she can, she cheers him up. But not right now, right now, she's on one of those breaks. He's back at the wagon, doing - whatever. But she's in the woods, on a walk.

The trees are pretty. Zeviana's almost disappointed that they haven't met any bandits in them, but she's not disappointed by the scenery. Vaguely, she wonders if Casasha looks like this, because if it does she might have an opinion about moving there after all.

2014-06-20 14:51









alicornucopia: (Default)




If it's Casasha, it's a pretty deserted part of Casasha -

No, there's a house, over there.  A fairly large house, at that, A-frame in front and a couple stories, newer-looking, attached at the back of it.  And a large garden around it sprouting all kinds of vegetables and fruits.

2014-06-20 19:12 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




Well that's interesting. Maybe they can avoid sleeping on the ground after all. There's no reason Zeviana can't investigate.

She walks up to the house, and knocks on the door.

2014-06-20 19:15 (UTC)









close_knit: g ~ stitch




A pretty blonde woman, maybe thirty, opens the door.

"Oh!  Oh, hello, who are you?"

She's fidgety, hands twitching like she's petting the air.

2014-06-20 19:17 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Hi!" says Zeviana. "Sorry to be all - random person in the wilderness-like.  My brother and I are heading to Casasha. I happened to walk by here - you have a pretty house!"

2014-06-20 19:19 (UTC)









close_knit: e ~ enamor




"Oh it's no trouble at all - thank you!  My friends and I all built it together.  Why don't you come in?  Is your brother with you?  I don't see anyone."

2014-06-20 19:20 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Sure," says Zeviana, stepping inside. "He's back at the wagon. You all built a house together?  That's cute."

2014-06-21 05:37 (UTC)









close_knit: d ~ diplomat




"Well, we all helped decide what it ought to look like, but one of my friends is a building-mage and she did most of the work.  Anlon!  We have a guest, I'll bet you she wants tea!" she calls into the kitchen.

The house looks lived-in but tidy.  Past the A-frame entrance, currently empty but for the odd box and a lot of shoes, there's a couple of people snuggled up together on a sofa off to the left, one with an embroidery sampler and one with a book; to the right is the kitchen, where a man sets about putting the kettle over the fire for tea.

"What's your name?" the blonde woman asks Zeviana.

2014-06-21 05:41 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"Zeviana! Tea would be great, 'Rin's the one who's addicted to the stuff but I like it, too." She looks around. They all look so nice! Her hostess especially, it can't be safe out here to accept strangers into her home like that. She hopes that the nice woman doesn't get taken advantage of out here.

2014-06-21 05:47 (UTC)









close_knit: b ~ snuggles




"I'm Chelasi!  And this is Anlon," Chelasi steps into the kitchen and gives him a little kiss, "and over there are Tima with the sampler and Jony with the book, Jony's the gardener here if you saw."

2014-06-21 05:50 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"It's great to meet all of you! You did some gorgeous work," says Zeviana to Jony. "Wow, I hope no one gives you any trouble out here, I mean I wouldn't mind but 'Rin's been jittery about bandits."Edited   2014-06-21 05:55 (UTC)


2014-06-21 05:55 (UTC)









close_knit: c ~ comfortable




"Oh, we don't have any problems with them.  Jony's actually a plant mage.  And Kesaven - he's up in his room now, I think - is the building mage, but you can scare off a bandit with that.  We're nice and safe and snug."

2014-06-21 05:57 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Aww!  That's cute, I'm glad. If you have trouble, pretty sure I can help, and also guilt trip my brother. Adarin - sorry, forgot to tell you his name - is a shield mage, bandits haven't messed with us but we could handle them just fine."

2014-06-21 06:0 (UTC)









close_knit: f ~ purl




"Ooh, lucky you.  Does he want tea too?"

2014-06-21 06:1 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Eh, I can defend myself all right, too. But he probably wants tea! You won't be put out if I go get him?"Edited   2014-06-21 06:02 (UTC)


2014-06-21 06:2 (UTC)









close_knit: a ~ friendly




"No, of course not, I'm sure your brother's lovely."

2014-06-21 06:2 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"All right, I'll go get him, then. Be back before the tea's ready."

Zeviana waves and then heads off to go retrieve said brother.

2014-06-21 06:6 (UTC)









close_knit: k ~ surround




"Mm-hm!"

Chelasi leaves the door open for them.

2014-06-21 06:6 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




That's convenient, because Zeviana returns with a confused looking brother soon after.

"They're nice, I swear!" she promises, as they arrive. "See?  Lovely little house with lovely people.  Hi, lovely people!"

2014-06-21 06:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Hello," says Adarin, faintly amused. "Apparently you are 'lovely people?'"

2014-06-21 06:36 (UTC)









close_knit: a ~ friendly




"I'm Chelasi!" says Chelasi, waving with one hand, fidgeting with the other.  "Come in, come in, the kettle's just boiled.  Zeviana says you're a mage!  Or a raveler, which term do you like?"

2014-06-21 06:37 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Nice to meet you. Either's fine, mage feels more accurate, though. Because I don't really unravel anything, it's all - dropping blankets over people."

2014-06-21 06:44 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Which continues to be the most hilariously cuddly description of magic ever," snorts Zeviana.Edited   2014-06-21 06:47 (UTC)


2014-06-21 06:45 (UTC)









close_knit: b ~ snuggles




"Aww, that does sound cuddly."  Chelasi introduces her immediately obvious friends again.  Anlon pours everyone tea.

2014-06-21 06:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




Adarin snorts. "Apparently I am the cuddliest raveler of all. Me and my magic blankets."

Tea is drunk. "This is excellent tea."Edited   2014-06-21 07:01 (UTC)


2014-06-21 07:0 (UTC)









close_knit: e ~ enamor




"Isn't it?  Jony does the blends.  We're all so lucky to have her."

Jony grins and spontaneously hugs Chelasi.

2014-06-21 07:2 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Awwwww.  That's cute. You're all so happy here!"

2014-06-21 07:6 (UTC)









close_knit: c ~ comfortable




"It's nice!  I find cities kind of overwhelming, so I moved out here with just Anlon first and more of our friends accumulated over time."

2014-06-21 07:9 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




Nod. "That's very kind of you, to accept people in like that. Apparently stories about bandits and ruffians were false?"

2014-06-21 07:22 (UTC)









close_knit: b ~ snuggles




"Oh, I won't say there are none out here in the wilds, but we were lucky to start out and now we have two ravelers living here."

2014-06-21 07:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Two?" says Adarin, surprised. "Wow, that's - very lucky. Absurdly so. I've only met one other raveler, from home, and she was in her fifties. Were they also heading to Casasha?"

2014-06-21 07:26 (UTC)









close_knit: g ~ stitch




"No, no.  Jony I met in Antaurb when I was doing a bit of shopping, and was having an argument with her boyfriend at the time and decided to come stay with us to cool off - never left.  And Kesaven was leaving Casasha for nowhere in particular and stopped to help us out with expanding the house in exchange for some of Jony's delicious berries -" Jony beams with pride.  "And kept coming up with excuses to stay.  Hasn't run out yet!"

"And we're not all ravelers," puts in Tima.  "Chelasi and Anlon aren't.  I'm not.  Dayree and Quel and Netse aren't."

2014-06-21 07:32 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Yeah, Rin," teases Zeviana. "The world doesn't revolve around magic!"

2014-06-21 07:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Never would have guessed."

He is being sarcastic.

2014-06-21 07:43 (UTC)









close_knit: (Default)




Jony giggles.

"What's in Casasha?" asks Anlon.

2014-06-21 07:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"They're better about jobs for ravelers than Antaurb, and I am unemployed." He winces. "And we both wanted to move."

2014-06-21 07:48 (UTC)









close_knit: (Default)




"Oh, I know, I got terrible rates," Jony says.  "They always wanted to pay me for time, no attention to how tired raveling makes you.  Now I just let Anlon or Quel carry off a wagonload of this or that and bring back whatever the household needs and I never have to fuss about the business end."

"Kesaven still takes jobs in either country, sometimes," Tima muses.  "But only one at a time and only just after snowmelt when the plants are too young to sell."

Chelasi's barely smiling.  "What kind of work were you thinking you'd pick up exactly?  You look so young to be worrying about it, anyway."Edited   2014-06-21 07:51 (UTC)


2014-06-21 07:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Probably something involving protection - bodyguard's the obvious choice. I like people being safe."

2014-06-21 07:54 (UTC)









close_knit: d ~ diplomat




"Oh, that's admirable," purrs Chelasi.  "But nothing specific lined up?"

2014-06-21 07:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




He laughs a little, looking embarrassed. "Thank you.  But uh - no, nothing specific."

2014-06-21 07:57 (UTC)









close_knit: i ~ pocket




"Casasha's farther away than Antaurb is, from here," says Tima.  "And Antaurb's not close.  You must've had a long trip."

"Kesaven made plenty of room when he put in the expansion," adds Chelasi.  "You could stay over for a few days or so and rest up and tell us about what's new in the country."

2014-06-21 07:59 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"It was annoyingly long. With lots of sleeping on the ground," agrees Zeviana. "Adarin, if you turn down the offer of a free bed with nice people, I will swat you."Edited   2014-06-21 08:02 (UTC)


2014-06-21 08:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin laughs a bit. "Well with that threat hanging over my head... Sure.  It'd be nice to sleep in a bed, and have such lovely tea. If it wouldn't be too much trouble, anyway, I don't want to bother any of you."

2014-06-21 08:6 (UTC)









close_knit: b ~ snuggles




"Oh, no trouble," Anlon says.

"I do food as well as tea!" beams Jony.

"Well, she grows it.  The rest of us do the cooking," says Tima, flopping her head on Jony's shoulder with an affectionate wink.

2014-06-21 08:7 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"I volunteer Adarin to cook. Adarin, you get to cook if they don't want to."

2014-06-21 08:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Adarin snorts.

"If you'd like me to, I can, I like returning hospitality."
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close_knit: f ~ purl




"I don't know, are you any good?" giggles Tima.

"There's not really a formal chore rotation," says Chelasi.  "Everything gets done.  It's not a company, it's a household."
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try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"He's quite good at it, that's why I volunteered him."
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close_knit: (Default)




"Oh, well, if he's good he should totally show off," laughs Jony.

"What sort of things do you cook?" asks Tima.

2014-06-21 08:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Do you want me to tell you," teases Adarin, "or would you rather I showed you?"
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close_knit: a ~ friendly




"Ooh, go ahead and show us," Tima says.

"I'll go tell everyone dinner's on the way.  There's eight of us here," Chelasi says.

She gets up and turns away, making a subtle scissor motion with each hand.Edited   2014-06-21 08:27 (UTC)


2014-06-21 08:26 (UTC)





Ravel ∞

artificer's standard





go_meta: j ~ darkness




Shara is getting very tired of this horse and this forest and the map which has clearly marked hills and rivers and nothing labeled adventures via which to satisfy picky artifacts sold wholesale here.  Kayam doesn't seem to mind, but Kayam's more patient than her to begin with, and Kayam's horse is more placid - Shara would trade but she's supposed to be gentling this one as long as she has a long consecutive while to do it in.

Her horse veers off left.  Shara steadies it - but looks left, why not, to see what's distracted the horse.

Well, that's one hell of a garden.  It's got residual magic over it - the raveler's equivalent of lint, nothing Shara can mess with while the plant raveler's not actively working on it, but there is definitely a plant mage here.

The house has the same property.

And so does - something else.

Three different kinds of raveler-residue over the same property.  All recent, though the house, requiring no active maintenance, less so than the garden and the - other thing.

Shara raises a hand; Kayam comes to a halt while Shara squints.

And then the unfamiliar something inside the house flares and Shara gets a very clear look at what's making the third kind of lint.

She promptly loses her breakfast onto the excuse for a trail they're riding on before she can even think about interfering with its work.

"Whoa, milady, what's - what's wrong, were the rations bad -?" asks Kayam

Shara shakes her head.  "Some kind of raveler I don't recognize in that house.  They're - I don't even know how to describe it.  Raveling people."

"...The way you say that I somehow don't think you mean like healers do."

"Not like healers do," shudders Shara, swigging water.  "Raveling their - feelings, I guess.  There's people in that house and I don't know if there's a thing keeping them all together except the magic."

"Could... you... stop them, if they tried to do it to us?" asks Kayam slowly.

"I think so.  I was caught off guard - there, they're doing it again, I can't reach from here but I can see the stitching.  I think I could counter it."

"You think."

"If it was coming at me, absolutely - I'm less sure I'd grab it in time if it was aimed at you.  It doesn't feel long-range, though."

"Okay.  So - what do you want to do, milady?"

Shara thinks.

"Tie up the horses.  You hang back here and watch through the window.  I'll - knock on the door and see if I can fix the problem by talking.  When I've figured out who it is, if I've decided they can't be reasoned with or I'm worried they're going to keep raveling at me until I'm too tired to stop them - I'll let off a flashball and you fold straight in - don't walk through the garden, it'll turn on you if the plant mage wants - and then I guess you kill this particular raveler.  Maybe their work will dissolve when they die and the others will be okay."

"What if their work, um, does not dissolve when they die, as a for-instance?"

"Then," says Shara, "we'll be in a house with a bunch of people who just watched us kill their best friend, and you will fold us back to our horses smart-quick and we will run away very fast, but at least no one else will get - mindraveled."

"This sounds a bit more dangerous than your usual sort of idea," says Kayam.

"It's pulling double duty," says Shara, and she dismounts, and approaches the house, and knocks.
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try_me: c. Never lost one




A pretty blonde opens the door. She looks cheerful and happy, smiling at Shara.

"Oh, hi! Random traveler person! You are attracted by the pretty house, lots of people are attracted by the pretty house. If you are a bandit I recommend turning around and walking back the way you came, 'cause this is the wrong house for that.  If not, though, we're really friendly! Hi!" 

2014-06-21 17:51 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




Yeah, Shara bets they're really friendly.

"I'm not a bandit, promise.  I've just been wandering through the woods."

2014-06-21 17:52 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"Wandering? You're not running from anybody, are you? Are you okay?"
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go_meta: (Default)




"I'm fine.  I know my way back home and I'll go there eventually.  I've just been out exploring."
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try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Oh, all right. Do you want to come in? We can make you tea."
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go_meta: g ~ seams




"I'll come in, but no tea for me, thanks."

2014-06-21 21:31 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Suit yourself!" The woman moves to let Shara in, and calls inside, "Hey, everyone! We have a visitor!"
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go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Who's 'everyone'?" asks Shara.

"I'm some everyone!" says Tima, peering around the corner.  "A couple of us are off in town shopping now, though.  I'm Tima.  Who're you?"

"My name's Shara," says Shara.
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try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"I'm Zeviana, everyone's - everyone. Chelasi and Adarin and Anlon and Jony and Kesaven and Quel and - there's a lot of us. We're all really nice, though, don't worry."
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go_meta: e ~ discovery




"You all seem very nice," agrees Shara levelly.  "The garden's beautiful, have you got a mage here?"

"Two!" says Jony, appearing and smiling brightly.  "I'm the plant mage, I'm glad you like the garden.  Kesaven's a builder."  Kesaven, who has also appeared to have a look at Shara, waves.

That's those two ruled out, then, assuming they're telling the truth.
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close_knit: d ~ diplomat




"I'm Chelasi," says Chelasi.  "What brings you here?"
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go_meta: (Default)




"...Wandering around in the wilds.  Looking for something to do, more or less."
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try_me: c. Never lost one




"You must be made of some tough stuff!" says Zeviana brightly. "If it's just you here."Edited   2014-06-21 22:06 (UTC)
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in_tatters: j. Visitors




A man pokes his head around the corner. He doesn't introduce himself, but he does wave.
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go_meta: f ~ raveling




Shara waves at him too.  "I have a horse, so that helps."

She's not going to mention Kayam yet.
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close_knit: k ~ surround




"It sounds lonesome," sighs Chelasi.
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go_meta: l ~ license




"I'm really all right.  Besides, as it happens I'm a raveler too.  And soon I'll go home to my mother and father and then any residual loneliness will clear right up."
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try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Wow, fancy that. When Rin and I got here we were happy for the company, the cool raveler tricks were just a bonus." She grins at Jony and Kesaven.Edited   2014-06-21 23:08 (UTC)
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close_knit: (Default)




While Zeviana's speaking, Chelasi makes one of her fidgety gestures -
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go_meta: n ~ every excuse




- and Shara hisses and slams her hand on the table right through the attempted ravelry, which shreds -
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close_knit: o ~ unraveling




- and Chelasi shrieks and scrambles backwards -
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go_meta: o ~ over now




- and Shara gets a flashball out of her pocket and drops it to the ground, where it goes off and illuminates the room just as she shuts her eyes, and she starts shouting, "KAYAM, IT'S THE BLONDE, THE BLONDE ONE IN BLUE -"Edited   2014-06-21 23:26 (UTC)
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in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin reacts quickly - he doesn't know why Chelasi reacted so violently, but obviously she is in danger. He makes a sweeping gesture, like he's throwing a blanket over her - and then she is safe. He is blinded a split second later by the flashball.

"Augh!" he hisses, covering his eyes.

2014-06-21 23:27 (UTC)









pleating: o ~ interweave




Kayam folds in, has not been blinded by the flashball, and stabs at the only blonde-in-blue in the room with her long knife, only for it to clink off harmlessly.

"Milady -"
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go_meta: l ~ license




"I see it -"  Shara reaches out to shred the shield.
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try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




Zeviana can't see, she's just as blind as the rest of them - but she's the one with actual combat experience. She follows the voice, the new one she doesn't recognize, and moves to knock the owner's teeth in. With her eyes closed, because she isn't going to be blinded again.Edited   2014-06-21 23:36 (UTC)
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pleating: m ~ complicated




Kayam needs to keep enough energy in reserve to get her and Shara out of here.  Moving them out of the path of the blow - when she's just going to need to charge back in to properly stab the target - is costly.

Changing the path of the punch -

Through Adarin's shredded shield goes Zeviana's fist.  Kayam tries with her knife again.

This time it hits.  There's a wet, choking sound.

Jony and Tima are clinging to each other and crying.  Everyone else is screaming, some of them Chelasi's name, and rubbing their eyes.Edited   2014-06-21 23:43 (UTC)
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try_me: m. Get out of the bubble




Zeviana's fist meets Chelasi's face. She opens her eyes with a triumphant smile -

- and then through the spots and blurred vision she sees who she punched. Then she sees the blood.

"No," she says, and then she's trying to stop the bleeding and it's - there's too much blood, just everywhere. She can't. There's no way. She tries, anyway. "No!"
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in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin feels cold. He blinks away the spots, trying to clear his vision, as he picks up the shredded remains of his shield. He failed. Chelasi's dead. He doesn't even understand why, it just seems so - random. That they specifically targeted her, so - systematically. 

"Why?" he half-sobs. "She did nothing to you!"Edited   2014-06-21 23:59 (UTC)
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go_meta: k ~ distraction




"She tried - Kayam, is she? -"
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pleating: l ~ whatever




"Not breathing - did it? -"
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go_meta: o ~ over now




"No.  Shit, she must've worked more like an artificer -"
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in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"What? She wasn't a - you just - what did you think she was doing? She hasn't hurt anyone in her life!"
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go_meta: j ~ darkness




Shara backs up so she's back-to-back with Kayam, in case someone lunges for them, but maybe she can afford to explain.

"I'm a metaraveler.  You saw.  She was something I've never seen before, raveling people, raveling you, and I might have thought it was worth seeing if she had all of your permission to do it until she tried to grab me."
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try_me: l. All a lie




"What do you mean raveling people?!" hisses Zeviana, giving up on trying to save Chelasi. She's gone. Now, the woman is looking like she is ready to lunge for them.Edited   2014-06-22 00:13 (UTC)


2014-06-22 00:11 (UTC)









pleating: n ~ fold




"Attack and I fold us right the fuck off, no explanations," warns Kayam.
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go_meta: m ~ hold




"She was making you like her, like each other, and I thought it might wear off if she died, some ravelings do, but this one - didn't," says Shara.
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try_me: o. Worst kind of betrayal




"Making us like her? She doesn't need to do that, she's - she was great, you're lying!" she cries, getting up and getting ready to lunge -
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in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




- Then Adarin makes a sweeping motion towards Kayam and Shara. They're both protected. He knows Shara can tell, so he doesn't explain himself.

"Vi. Stop, we're not murderers, we should hear them out -"Edited   2014-06-22 00:22 (UTC)


2014-06-22 00:21 (UTC)









try_me: n. Stabbing imminent




"Maybe you're not! They just killed Chelasi, I think murdering is kind of fucking called for right now!"
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go_meta: j ~ darkness




Shara places a quelling hand on Kayam's arm, since Kayam can't tell they're shielded and was making to escape.

"I would've tried to talk it out with her but she tried to make me like her pretty much as soon as I said I was a raveler.  Didn't three mages in the house seem like a lot to you?  Until you realize it was four."
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try_me: l. All a lie




Silence. Then, "Fuck."
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go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"We were out riding around and I could feel her giving somebody a - booster."
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pleating: j ~ faraway




"There's a puddle of puke where she was when that happened," mutters Kayam, "and this is the thanks milady gets?"
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try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




"Hey, you just stabbed my - I thought she was my friend. Yes this is the thanks you get for killing someone with no explanation!"
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in_tatters: m. Slow realization




The shield raveler is currently not doing anything. He has a blank expression on his face, staring at Shara. The shield is still around her and Kayam.
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go_meta: k ~ distraction




"There wasn't time to explain.  It took me at least twice as much energy to undo her spell as it took her to cast it.  She would've gotten me before I could get out more than a sentence or two."Edited   2014-06-22 00:42 (UTC)
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try_me: o. Worst kind of betrayal




Zeviana doesn't have a reply to that.

Instead, she turns and kicks Chelasi's corpse. "You were using me to get to my brother?!" she screeches. Then she kicks the corpse again.

2014-06-22 00:43 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




Anlon, previously paralyzed with horror, flings himself over Chelasi's body, heedless of the blood.

"How could - how could you just assume - we were happy," he chokes out at Shara.

"You were manipulated," says Shara.

Anlon shakes his head and gathers Chelasi up into his arms, weeping.
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try_me: j. Unravel




"... Seriously, Anlon?  You're siding with Chelasi?! She spent - three years lying to me and my brother and magically manipulating our opinion of her and -" Pause. "... And probably you, too.  All of you."
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in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




That's when the shield raveler sinks to the ground and wraps his arms around his legs, blank expression on his face. He doesn't seem to be taking the news well. In fact, he looks like he could probably use a hug right now.
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go_meta: (Default)




"We were happy!" Anlon repeats, cradling his dead - person.  "I knew her longer than any of you."

The other friends are still mostly crying.

"If - some of you want to disperse from this house here and don't have other places to go, I can take any number of you to Casasha and help you get settled somewhere," Sharabel says.  "If you all want to leave I want to delay leaving until those who were out shopping have come back so they can get explanations and the same offer."
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try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




"I am so up for dispersing, Casasha sounds good a place as any."
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go_meta: i ~ assessment




"That's one.  Erm, we can wait a bit if everyone else needs - time to decide," says Shara.

"Chelasi," sobs Anlon.

Jony flings herself out the front door to go comfort herself with plants.  Tima, bereft of hugs, takes tentative steps in Adarin's direction.  "Adarin?"Edited   2014-06-22 03:03 (UTC)


2014-06-22 03:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin doesn't reply.  But he makes another sweeping motion, with his hand. The shield moves from Shara and Kayam - to himself. He does it not for the sake of bodily protection, but for enforced personal space. Tima will not be getting hugs. She will not be getting within two feet of him.

2014-06-22 03:8 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Ad-"  Tima reaches the shield.  "Adarin, let me help.  Please?"

"On guard," Shara murmurs to Kayam, when the shield goes, though it no longer looks like anyone's going to attack them.
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in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"No," says Adarin, quietly. "I don't believe there's anything anyone can do to help."
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go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Just based on the fact that she was doing booster spells I expect it to wear off," Shara says.  "If you stay near enough me to check in occasionally I can tell you when the residue is gone."
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in_tatters: e. Nice place




"That... Would be fantastic, thank you." Pause. "For the - saving, too. Thanks for that."
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go_meta: i ~ assessment




"You're welcome," says Shara.

"Adarin," Tima pleads.
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in_tatters: (Default)




"No," he says, more forcefully.
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go_meta: (Default)




Tima sniffs and goes to find someone else to hug her.

"No need to be cruel," mutters Anlon, still crying over Chelasi.
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in_tatters: o. Can't be true




"I beg your pardon?" growls Adarin. "It's cruel to not want to be touched and wanting her to respect my boundaries?!"
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go_meta: (Default)




"You never would have snapped at her for wanting a hug, before," Anlon mutters.  "We were happy before, we were happy..."

Kesaven, shellshocked in a corner, says, "You knew her longest.  Did you know this about her?"

Anlon doesn't answer.

Shara shudders.

2014-06-22 03:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you




Adarin gives Anlon the most icy death glare of all time.Edited   2014-06-22 03:28 (UTC)
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try_me: l. All a lie




"Did you fucking ask us if we wanted to be happy at the price of freedom?!"Edited   2014-06-22 03:29 (UTC)
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go_meta: k ~ distraction




Anlon doesn't say anything, just goes on crying on Chelasi.

Kesaven flees the room and can be heard packing his possessions.

Shara chews her lip awkwardly, still standing back-to-back with Kayam.
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try_me: o. Worst kind of betrayal




"Are you defending her, Anlon?!  You knew and you - you agreed to it, didn't you?!"Edited   2014-06-22 03:34 (UTC)
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go_meta: j ~ darkness




"I'm in mourning, I'm in fucking mourning, don't interrogate me right now," mutters Anlon.

"Kayam, if they start attacking each other -"Edited   2014-06-22 03:37 (UTC)


2014-06-22 03:36 (UTC)









pleating: i ~ trying




"I'll do what I can," mutters Kayam.
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try_me: n. Stabbing imminent




"You're avoiding answering it, you knew and you went along with it, you bastard I'll fucking kill -"
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in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Vi."
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try_me: k. Not some kind of pet






"Aaauugh!" says Zeviana, and she snatches up a nearby teapot and throws it into an empty wall.  Predictably, it smashes, splatters of leftover tea and porcelain going everywhere.

Zeviana stalks upstairs to pack. She gives Anlon a glare on the way up.
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pleating: k ~ decisions




Anlon ignores her.

Kayam looks at the remaining people in the room: corpse, Adarin, Anlon, everyone else fled and scattered.  "Er, milady.  Should we be - dealing with the body -?"

"Don't touch her, neither of you touch her," says Anlon.  "I'll burn her when I'm ready.  Ought to burn you but she would've wanted me to live."
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in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you




"You will not be touching them," says Adarin, from his little shield-bubble of angst.
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pleating: l ~ whatever




"And I'd turn whatever he threw at us back in his face," says Kayam.

Anlon sobs.

2014-06-22 03:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




Adarin thinks that's a pretty fair thing to do.

He doesn't start any sort of conversation or do much of anything, really.  He will just be there, in his shield. Curled up around himself and not moving. Occasionally his fist clenches, then he takes a deep breath and it relaxes. 
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go_meta: k ~ distraction






"Is there anything we can do for you, Adarin?" asks Shara.  "I do feel - responsible, there might have been a gentler handling available if I'd thought about it harder..."
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in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"No, thank you," he says. "It was not - you are not at fault. I would be freaking out just as badly if you'd sent me a pretty letter with flowery calligraphy."
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go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Okay.  Are you going to want to come with us to Casasha?"
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in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Possibly. It's - not like I have anywhere else to go," he murmurs.Edited   2014-06-22 04:01 (UTC)
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go_meta: (Default)




"There's always work for ravelers, and if you aren't up for it for a while I can put you up to start out."
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in_tatters: g. Consideration




Nod. "Thank you, again.  You're too kind."
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go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"You're welcome."
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in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




He doesn't have the heart, to try smiling.  So he won't. Back to silence.
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pleating: (Default)




"Milady, are we eating our rations or raiding the house?"
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go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Seems to add insult to injury to take the contents of the kitchen.  If - the gardener, I guess - offers we can accept but let's not presume."
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try_me: j. Unravel




"I don't think any of us care," calls Zeviana, as she returns from her packing upstairs.  She packed quickly, she doesn't want to stay here any longer than necessary. Two bags - one for her, one for Adarin. "'Cause I'm definitely raiding the kitchen."

Adarin's bag is deposited next to him, outside of his radius of 'no touching.'
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go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Still."
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try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Suit yourself," she shrugs.

She heads off to the kitchen, for raiding purposes.
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in_tatters: k. What do I do




Adarin does not move to pick up his bag. Shield bubble of angst, that is the thing he is going to focus on.
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go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Let's go see if the gardener's going to kill us if we step out," says Shara to Kayam.

The gardener doesn't kill them when they step out, so they retrieve their horses and tie them up nearer by, and then Shara circulates through the house, shadowed by Kayam.  Jony's staying with her plants, uncontested, so she can pass the news to those who are out shopping when they're back, and expects they'll go to Quel's family in Antaurb.  Anlon's staying, and Jony doesn't seem to object.  Everyone else seems to have a place to go that they can get to by themselves - Tima doesn't but she's tagging along with Dayree.  It's only the brother and sister who'll be wanting guidance back to Casasha.

She circles back to him.

"We don't need to wait for the shoppers to get back.  When do you want to go?"
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in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"I don't know," he murmurs.
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try_me: e. You don't know me




His sister is nearby, packing food into bags for traveling purposes.  Water, too, because she's done this sort of thing before.

"Well I'm ready to go now.  C'mon, Rin, do you really want to be here any longer than necessary?  I packed your stuff, we can just leave right now."
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in_tatters: m. Slow realization






2014-06-22 04:22 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




Zeviana peers at him.



"Stop that.  Stop that right now."

2014-06-22 04:22 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do






2014-06-22 04:23 (UTC)









try_me: l. All a lie




"No. Don't you dare, you son of a bitch. You damn well know the truth. So stop it, right this instant, or I swear I will find a way to punch you if you keep it up. Shield raveler or no."Edited   2014-06-22 04:25 (UTC)


2014-06-22 04:25 (UTC)









pleating: k ~ decisions




"Um?"

2014-06-22 04:27 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Doubt it's our business, Kayam."

2014-06-22 04:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




The shield does not go down. Adarin just looks at his sister.

2014-06-22 04:28 (UTC)









try_me: o. Worst kind of betrayal




Zeviana stomps her foot. "Stop it! Don't you - don't you dare act like that! You asshole, how dare you, I fucking love you and the raveler bitch has nothing to do with it!" Her voice raises in volume by the end. 

"So stop it!" she repeats. "Stop it right the fuck now because so help me I will find a way to pummel you for doubting that it's genuine!"

2014-06-22 04:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration






"Sorry," mumbles Adarin.  He waves his hand, and the shield disappears.

2014-06-22 04:33 (UTC)









try_me: m. Get out of the bubble




His sister is not usually huggy.  She will make an exception. She scoops him up into a hug and mutters, "If I catch you doing that again I will throw you in a lake."

2014-06-22 04:34 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin laughs, a little. "Oh no, not a lake."Edited   2014-06-22 04:35 (UTC)


2014-06-22 04:35 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




go_meta: f ~ raveling




"...From what I saw she definitely couldn't have fabricated or adulterated memories," says Shara in tentatively helpful tones.

2014-06-22 04:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"That helps. Thank you."

2014-06-22 04:39 (UTC)









try_me: f. Yeah right




"Yup. So if I see you doubting me again, lake. If you do it at all, better aim for the summer, 'cause I'll throw you in a frozen lake to snap you out of it, don't think I won't."

2014-06-22 04:41 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Adarin laughs, a little. "Your sacrifice touches the hearts of men and women everywhere."Edited   2014-06-22 04:42 (UTC)


2014-06-22 04:41 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"Soooo, are you set to leave?"

2014-06-22 04:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




The hug ends!

"Yes." He ducks his head. "Sorry to keep you."

2014-06-22 04:45 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Don't worry about it.  We were on a trip of indeterminate length anyway.  There's two horses, who do each of you want to share with?  Or we can share and you two can have one, if one of you knows how to ride Casasha-trained horses."

2014-06-22 04:47 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Nooot a clue." She looks at Kayam. "Can I go with you, because you stabbed Chelasi and I am happy about this fact?"

2014-06-22 04:49 (UTC)









pleating: k ~ decisions




"Uh, sure.  My horse is the black one.  It was on milady's instructions, though."

2014-06-22 04:50 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




Shara shrugs.  Out they go.  She mounts the roan, and offers Adarin a hand to help him up.

2014-06-22 04:51 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"You did the stabbing, and you also did that sweet magic move where I got to punch Chelasi in the face! It was kick-ass!"

2014-06-22 04:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin snorts at his sister's comments, then takes the offered hand and is helped up. Thankfully, he's ridden a horse before. Not a Casasha-trained horse, but it counts. For not immediately falling off of the horse, anyway.

2014-06-22 04:55 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




And they're off, Shara leading the way.  Shara is willing to let it be a quiet trip if Adarin prefers.

2014-06-22 04:56 (UTC)









pleating: l ~ whatever




"It was cheaper than getting out of the way of the punch," says Kayam.  "Folding's a good specialty but it's exhausting if I do it more than once or twice."

2014-06-22 04:57 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




He's not quite sure what he prefers, yet. He's gotten so used to - being surrounded by happy people. Happy people that all got along. So out of curiosity and a missing familiarity with doing anything else, he asks, "What sort of trip of indeterminate length, if you don't mind me asking?"Edited   2014-06-22 05:03 (UTC)


2014-06-22 05:2 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Ooo, makes sense. Cost effective and kickass, I approve!"

2014-06-22 05:4 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"I was expecting you to be more annoyed with me."

2014-06-22 05:5 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Wandering around looking for something useful to do so I can impress a temperamental artifact."

2014-06-22 05:6 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)






"That seems to be half of an explanation?"

2014-06-22 05:7 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Nah, why would I be annoyed with you? You did it to take down Chelasi."

2014-06-22 05:8 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"How much do you know about Casasha?"

2014-06-22 05:8 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"'Cause... it seemed like her magic was really strong and she was using it on you all the time and it made you like her?"

2014-06-22 05:9 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Well.  Admittedly not very much. Why?"

2014-06-22 05:10 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Well, yeah, and I liked her a lot. But then I learned about her magic and now I hate her. You can still like someone and also hate their guts and want them to die in a fire."Edited   2014-06-22 05:12 (UTC)


2014-06-22 05:12 (UTC)









pleating: j ~ faraway




"I am unfamiliar with the sensation!"

2014-06-22 05:12 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"So I know how much context to supply.  So, Casasha's throne doesn't have traditional inheritance.  Or, not all the time.  The child or children of the existing monarch regnant get first crack at the position, but if they don't get it by age twenty-one - or if there is no such person - anyone from a pennon family can send anyone they like to have a try.  And if that doesn't work commoners can give it a shot, too.  The way you get the regnant crown is by convincing the heir crown that you are the sort of person who should rule Casasha, and the traditional way to do that is to have an adventure, rescue one or more people from some sort of horrible fate, and then show up covered in glory and possibly new scars with exciting backstories and see if the crown will float when placed on your head.  So I was looking for things to do in that - category, and Casasha's in pretty good not-very-adventurous shape, so I was wandering the wilds.  The crown allows you to have your adventures with companions so I brought Kayam."

2014-06-22 05:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers






Adarin peers at her. "... Should I be calling you your majesty?"

2014-06-22 05:19 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"It's like an ex girlfriend, basically.  Or boyfriend, I guess you might swing that way. Hating someone but also liking them."

2014-06-22 05:20 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Highness, milady, Princess, or Pennon all work.  Even if the crown takes to me like a friendly puppy my father's still alive, so not majesty.  And only if you want to.  You can skip it if you'd rather.  Kayam likes it for some reason."

2014-06-22 05:27 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"I don't hate my ex-girlfriends."

2014-06-22 05:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Ah, I see. Thank you." He pauses, and then grins. "Milady."

2014-06-22 05:34 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




"I mean... Not all ex-girlfriends? Just - some of them. It's like - you like them, but there are things that you hate about them that you can't get over, so the liking becomes fuel for hating them because you hate how you like them. Did that help?"

2014-06-22 05:35 (UTC)









pleating: e ~ don't forget




"I am still unfamiliar with the sensation but I'm glad you don't want to punch me!"

2014-06-22 05:36 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"You're welcome."

2014-06-22 05:37 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"If the crown doesn't consider this enough of an adventure I promise to look at it sternly."

2014-06-22 05:39 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"I'm glad I don't want to punch you, too!  That would be awkward, we're sharing a horse."

2014-06-22 05:40 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"That's very kind of you.  I have a few more years if it doesn't approve, anyway."

2014-06-22 05:41 (UTC)









pleating: e ~ don't forget




"Super awkward!  Let's be not-awkward here on the good horse Featherfoot."

2014-06-22 05:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




Adarin nods. "Good luck to you. Strange that the crown doesn't judge by the ability to rule, though.  Just - the ability to go on adventures and save people.  Apparently."

2014-06-22 05:49 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Yup! Goooood Featherfoot." Zeviana pets Featherfoot.

2014-06-22 05:50 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"Mm-hm."  Kayam is out of things to say now.

2014-06-22 05:50 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"You'd have to take it up with a long-dead artificer.  It hasn't picked us any bad monarchs, anyway, and it's idiosyncratic enough about what adventures count that there could be a secondary criterion like that."

2014-06-22 05:52 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Hmm.  Then I will give the crown a pass.  It may proceed picking monarchs with my permission. I'm still going to look at it sternly if this doesn't count as an adventure."

2014-06-22 05:54 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




Zeviana isn't out of things to say!

"So, seen any cool things while traveling? I stayed still for so long that I think I want to travel now. A lot."

2014-06-22 05:55 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I'm sure the crown will be glad to hear that you don't demand its retirement."

2014-06-22 05:56 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"Mostly just a lot of scenery.  Nice scenery, I like scenery!  But nothing screaming tourist destination."

2014-06-22 05:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Yes, it will wake up one morning to begin its crowny day and say, 'Hmmm.  I feel as if some random foreigner doesn't demand my retirement!' It will comfort it, certainly."

2014-06-22 05:58 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Eh, oh well. Worth a shot, I'll just have to see for myself, then!"

2014-06-22 05:58 (UTC)









pleating: c ~ tagalong




"Sure.  Milady's offering you a place to be for a while, not a horse and trail rations, but you could get them if you tried."

2014-06-22 06:0 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"You're ascribing a lot of human characteristics to this crown."

2014-06-22 06:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin laughs a little. "Well I don't know what else to compare it to. I've never met a crown that chooses the fate of a country."

2014-06-22 06:3 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Eh, I'll make money and then get them myself. Wouldn't want to impose."

2014-06-22 06:7 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"It's fairly dull-looking as crowns go," Shara says.  "Except when it's on a cooperating head.  Then it does the floaty thing."

2014-06-22 06:10 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"Sure.  What kind of job do you suppose you'll do?"

2014-06-22 06:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"The floaty thing is kind of cool, admittedly."

2014-06-22 06:11 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"No idea.  Could get into guarding things, could also go back to fighting rings. Then betting on myself. Maybe something else, too, but it's not like I could cultivate any skills at the house of evil magic."

2014-06-22 06:12 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"I don't think Casasha has much of a fighting rings scene."

2014-06-22 06:13 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You haven't even seen it.  For that matter neither have I, but there's portraits of my father in the heir-crown before his predecessor died."

Shara's horse misses a step; she doesn't fall, but does stumble.  Shara keeps her seat, but a less practiced rider may have trouble.Edited   2014-06-22 06:15 (UTC)


2014-06-22 06:14 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




Shara's passenger is a less practiced rider. He makes an 'Eep' sound and reflexively grabs the nearest thing for stability. This happens to be Shara. It ends up remarkably similar to a hug - Adarin takes a few seconds longer than usual to realize that hugging in this situation is probably not okay.

"Um," he says. Then, he releases her from the hug. "Sorry, sorry, reflex -"

2014-06-22 06:22 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"Then I'll go with the guarding thing.  Pity, it was fun to make bets on myself and see people laugh at how terrible the odds were." She grins.

2014-06-22 06:23 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"It's okay," says Shara.  "If you're not used to riding it happens.  Go ahead."

2014-06-22 06:24 (UTC)









pleating: i ~ trying




"I wouldn't think you'd be in very good practice."

2014-06-22 06:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"It's still - probably not something that you want right now."

2014-06-22 06:28 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




"I'm really not. Living in a cult house in the woods does that. But there's only one way to fix it."

2014-06-22 06:29 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"There's classes, just not brawling for money."

2014-06-22 06:31 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"It's up to you.  I don't mind, I don't want you to fall off."

2014-06-22 06:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true






"... Well.  The thing is, I am extremely used to physical contact now.  To the point where I'm missing it after - a very short time. I - don't think it's very fair?  To you? To put you in that complicated situation and hugging you."

2014-06-22 06:34 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Hmm. Maybe I could do that, once I got back in practice.  That's a good idea, thanks!"

2014-06-22 06:35 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment






"Are you getting at something more complicated than the described?  Because I'm not sure why it would be unfair to me just because it would apparently really help you."

2014-06-22 06:37 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"Oh, you mean teaching them.  I was thinking taking one would help with the practice thing."

2014-06-22 06:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"My entire head is kind of complicated right now, I am trying to be relatively normal but honestly I'm a contradictory mess."Edited   2014-06-22 06:44 (UTC)


2014-06-22 06:44 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Guess I can do that, too. That could be fun."

2014-06-22 06:45 (UTC)









pleating: j ~ faraway




"Safer than getting into random fights, too."

2014-06-22 06:45 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I... don't think I understand, which I suppose makes sense considering.  But I don't mind if you hold onto me whether it's for emotional reasons or not to fall off the horse as long as it stays appropriate."

2014-06-22 06:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all






"I'm also worried that my idea of appropriate is warped now because everything was fine back at - the house."

2014-06-22 06:50 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Pfffff.  Pff.  General intelligence, sanity. There is none of that here, haven't you heard that I punch people?"

2014-06-22 06:51 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"What you were doing a moment ago was fine.  Was it - from what I saw it would have been well within her power to manufacture sexual attraction but I didn't see specific signs -"

2014-06-22 06:54 (UTC)









pleating: k ~ decisions




"I noticed."

2014-06-22 06:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you







"... Fuck, Vi," he whispers.

2014-06-22 06:55 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"Sorry about the attempt, by the way. To punch you."

2014-06-22 06:56 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"Oh, all's forgiven."

2014-06-22 06:57 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I can't tell you for sure. The two spells I caught in action didn't include it and the residue all looks the same but it might either way."

2014-06-22 06:58 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"That... brings... a whole new brand of horror to the situation."Edited   2014-06-22 07:01 (UTC)


2014-06-22 07:1 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Oh good, because we decided not to make this super-awkward."

2014-06-22 07:2 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"I'm sorry."

2014-06-22 07:5 (UTC)









pleating: a ~ skill




"Yes.  Yes we did.  Aren't we smart."

2014-06-22 07:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"It's not your fault. Thank you for getting us out of - that situation."

Adarin gives his sister a worried look.

2014-06-22 07:6 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"We are!  Go us!"

2014-06-22 07:7 (UTC)









pleating: i ~ trying




"Mm-hm.  Your brother is looking at at least one of us and I bet it's not me."

2014-06-22 07:7 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




Zeviana turns and looks at Adarin. "... Yeeeeees?"

2014-06-22 07:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all







"Later."Edited   2014-06-22 07:09 (UTC)


2014-06-22 07:9 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Okay.  Don't hurt yourself worrying, Rin! About whatever it is!"

2014-06-22 07:10 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness






"If there's anything I can do to help will you tell me?  You won't even be putting me out, I have my own aforementioned reasons to want you thoroughly rescued even if I were a callous unfeeling person and I'm not."

2014-06-22 07:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




Adarin nods. "Yeah. Thanks - I'm not sure what I need, yet.  I think I'm still in shock, I mean intellectually I get it, but every now and then I wish Tima were here to hug me or that Quel would sit with me and not ask any questions or - just the place in general." Wince. "Chelasi included. Which makes me feel rather sick."

2014-06-22 07:20 (UTC)









go_meta: o ~ over now




Shara nods.

"I'm so sorry."

2014-06-22 07:20 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"It's not your fault, you saved us from it. You have nothing to apologize for."

2014-06-22 07:22 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"Well, I could have left sooner."

2014-06-22 07:22 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"It'll drive you mad thinking what ifs in hindsight with information you have but didn't at the time. As my sister puts it... Stop it," he says gently. "Milady."

2014-06-22 07:24 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I will be quite sure to avoid driving myself mad.  But I'm still sorry."

2014-06-22 07:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Don't be? Please?"

2014-06-22 07:27 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams






"All right."

2014-06-22 07:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




Adarin pillows his head on Shara's shoulder for a few seconds - that's all he allows himself, then he straightens back up and says, "Are there any other ravelers that - do what Chelasi did?"

2014-06-23 17:21 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"I'd be surprised if no one else got it as an option; I've never heard of another kind of genuinely unique raveler.  Maybe most of them don't pick it, though.  I've never heard of or seen signs of one of her kind before."

2014-06-23 17:22 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Good. I would feel the need to go on an adventure to make the person stop it."

2014-06-23 17:25 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"If I knew of another one I would be way ahead of you.  If you hear about such a thing let me know, I'm not sure if I'd bet on your shields against - that."

2014-06-23 17:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Probably not, no," winces Adarin. "Damn. Well. I suppose I could go with people that are more offensively based than I am."

2014-06-23 17:30 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Me and Kayam were a good match for her.  Well, the flashball helped."

2014-06-23 17:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Then, do you mind if I travel with you if you go - evil Chelasi-raveler hunting?"

2014-06-23 17:36 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I don't mind."

2014-06-23 17:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Okay.  Then - I might do that if one turns up.  Thanks."

2014-06-23 17:47 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You're welcome."

After a brief silence: "So what were your options when you got them?  I could have had your specialty, as it happens.  That or healing - the acute kind."

2014-06-23 17:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I had weather, animal communication, and - yeah, the acute healing. I almost went with weather, but then I spent too much time weighing the pros and cons of it versus shields and I lost it as an option entirely.  So I went with shields."

2014-06-23 18:6 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Oof.  I had a list of every kind I'd ever heard of, in order, by the time I was twelve, just in case, so I picked in about thirty seconds once I had the chance to check them out more closely.  I would've taken artificing if I'd got it, but no such luck."

2014-06-23 18:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Me too, I would have flung myself at artificing in ten seconds flat," snorts Adarin. "But I'd never heard of weather before so I was trying to figure out if it was large scale and if I could do stuff like - water crops or stop floods or such."

2014-06-23 18:11 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Floods, once they're floods, seem a bit beyond weather magic, although I guess you could stop them from getting worse."

2014-06-23 18:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I meant prevent them from happening entirely. Tell the rain to stop what it's doing when it's nearing dangerous levels, and go shoo over somewhere else where it's more wanted. But - nope, lost weather. Had to be the one I was leaning towards, too, it couldn't have been the animal talking one."

2014-06-23 18:15 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Well, the shields seem to suit you, anyway.  And I hear weather magic is exhausting."

2014-06-23 18:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Adarin laughs. "I'm not complaining about the shields, I like them, they're neat and tidy and helpful. I just sometimes want to help people large-scale, rather than keeping certain people safe."

2014-06-23 18:20 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Yeah.  I didn't get anything that scaled well, so I went with generic-and-informative."

2014-06-23 18:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"I am not complaining about your choice of specialty, believe me."

2014-06-23 18:24 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Didn't think you were."

2014-06-23 18:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Yeah."

There's a lull in conversation, and then Adarin realizes something. "... Oh, hell. I think she can take things, along with adding things."

2014-06-23 18:31 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness






"That's consistent with what I saw.  What are you missing?"

2014-06-23 18:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"... My dad. None of what I did before I met her makes sense unless I loved him." He winces. "And now I don't."

2014-06-23 18:34 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"I'm so sorry."

2014-06-23 18:34 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Yeah. I - I don't even know why she would, why would she even -" Adarin stops, because he sounds like he's about to cry. "... What did it gain her?" he says, trying again.

2014-06-23 18:36 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Do you want me to speculate?"

2014-06-23 18:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




He nods. "Yeah. I - it might be because he died and I remember missing him?"

2014-06-23 18:38 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"Maybe she thought that was depressing.  There seemed to be a lot of emphasis on being - happy.  Maybe she took it before she knew he was dead and didn't want you to leave to go back to him.  Maybe she considered it untidy to have anyone with affections for people who didn't live in the house."

2014-06-23 18:40 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin shudders. "... I can't even imagine. Thinking it's a good idea to just - take away love. Because it's convenient."

2014-06-23 18:42 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"Neither can I."

2014-06-23 18:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"She needed to die, but I wish she could have gotten - help, mental help. Obviously something was wrong with her."

2014-06-23 18:44 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"That, I'm not qualified to speculate on."

2014-06-23 18:45 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




Adarin sighs. "Yeah.  It's not like we can do anything about it now."

2014-06-23 18:46 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"I wonder what her choices were."

2014-06-23 18:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"If she gave up artificing for that I think I might want to cry."

2014-06-23 18:48 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"I'm not sure I'd want to see what kinds of things she'd have made, frankly."

2014-06-23 18:49 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization






"... Fair point," he says, sounding horrified.

2014-06-23 18:50 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Maybe she should've talked to animals.  Made friends with them instead."

2014-06-23 18:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"That would have been far less harmful," he agrees.

2014-06-23 18:54 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"Yep.  She could have had fifteen pets and never hurt a person.  But no."

2014-06-23 18:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Had to make people into her - pets."

2014-06-23 18:56 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Was it even obvious that she was the - center, of the household?"

2014-06-23 18:57 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"N-" He stops. "... Not while I was there, but now that I think of it, it's so - obvious. When I was there it was like she was just a great friend and the nicest of all of us and good at making friends and - and now I see that wasn't it."

2014-06-23 18:59 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I wasn't sure who it was until she tried to cast a spell on me, although I could rule out the plant mage and the builder seemed plausible too.  But I didn't have long to observe."Edited   2014-06-23 19:01 (UTC)


2014-06-23 19:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




Adarin nods. "It was - subtle, it wasn't - like she demanded our attention all of the time, but I... Remember multiple times if I was busy doing something for long periods of time I would conveniently feel guilty for mistreating my friends, her in particular, and I would stop."

2014-06-23 19:3 (UTC)









go_meta: o ~ over now




"Eugh."  Shara shudders eloquently.

2014-06-23 19:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Yes," he murmurs, quietly. "And I never - thought about how horrifying that was. It seemed fine when I was - in there."

2014-06-23 19:6 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"I mean - how long is too long, could you get even an hour to yourself or do you mean you'd get fifteen minutes?"

2014-06-23 19:7 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




There is a silence.


"Fuck," he whimpers. "I - um, give me a - there's a bit of residual horror washing over me, I kind of want to throw up now."

2014-06-23 19:11 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"I can stop the horse if you want.  I understand completely, I lost my rations when I first saw her cast."

2014-06-23 19:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"It's okay, I don't think I will, it's just -"

Silence.

"There were - orgies. I was not a participant. That was about the only time that I could get - time alone. When she was busy."

2014-06-23 19:15 (UTC)









go_meta: o ~ over now




Shara shivers again.

"At... least you weren't a participant?"

2014-06-23 19:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all






Quietly, almost so soft it's impossible to hear, he whispers, "My sister was."

2014-06-23 19:19 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"I'm so sorry."

2014-06-23 19:19 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




He nods, a little, not capable of speech right at this moment.

2014-06-23 19:27 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction






"Offer to hug me is still open."

2014-06-23 19:28 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Thanks," he murmurs, and then he hugs her.

2014-06-23 19:28 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




She takes one hand off the reins to pat his arm, then goes back to steering the horse.

2014-06-23 19:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




Adarin is not feeling talkative, but he will keep hugging. It's a very snuggly, gentle hug.

2014-06-23 19:34 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




Fine by her.

2014-06-23 19:35 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




Kayam's the one to call for a halt at around sunset.  "I want light to set up the tent and also I want to stop riding, I did a big fold and a little fold and that is several folds and I'm tired."

2014-06-23 19:35 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"Sure."  So they stop, and Shara gently pats Adarin's arm again to get him to let go of her and dismount.

2014-06-23 19:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




He lets go of her without any resistance.

2014-06-23 19:40 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




Zeviana peers at him.  "You're mopey again."

2014-06-23 19:41 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Yes."

2014-06-23 19:41 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"It seems reasonable.  We only have," she adds, "one tent, but it's meant for up to five, and the weather is nice if someone would prefer to sleep out of it tonight."

2014-06-23 19:42 (UTC)









pleating: i ~ trying




Kayam starts setting up the tent in question.

2014-06-23 19:43 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Want help with that?"

2014-06-23 19:46 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"Do you know how?"

2014-06-23 19:48 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Nnnnot a clue, but I'll bring enthusiasm to the table!"

2014-06-23 19:51 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"Okay, sure, you - hold this, and then stand by that bush."  Kayam directs Zeviana until the tent is all set up.

Then she ducks into it and flops.Edited   2014-06-23 19:53 (UTC)


2014-06-23 19:52 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




Zeviana helps dilligently, and then sits down next to her brother when the tent's up.

2014-06-23 19:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"... Are you okay?" he asks her.

2014-06-23 19:55 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me






She looks at him.

"Yup. Sucks, and I kind of want to go back and kill Anlon, but. Someone would have made a face at me for that." She nudges him.

2014-06-23 19:58 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"He knew, but that doesn't make him a completely voluntary colluder, she had obviously been working on him as much as anyone else."

2014-06-23 19:59 (UTC)









try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




"He bitched out at my brother for not wanting to be hugged after he learned that he was mind-raped. That shit is not the magic talking."

2014-06-23 20:1 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"No but people who are grieving say all kinds of things."

2014-06-23 20:3 (UTC)









try_me: l. All a lie




"Mm," says Zeviana, but it's obvious she does not forgive him.

2014-06-23 20:4 (UTC)









go_meta: h ~ task




Shara sighs, and ducks into the tent for the night too.

2014-06-23 20:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you




"Vi -" begins Adarin, quietly, when Shara departs.

2014-06-23 21:46 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"- Sh, sh, stop that, I can see you are already freaking the fuck out."

2014-06-23 21:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Zeviana you'd - they were - it's comparable to rape, are you okay?" he hisses.

2014-06-23 21:49 (UTC)









try_me: f. Yeah right




"Yup.  Peachy. Occasionally I want to eviscerate some things, but I am not freaking out as much as you are, it was just sex. I had fun and I started a lot of it and enjoyed myself."

2014-06-23 21:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin makes a little sound in his throat and looks extremely concerned.

2014-06-23 21:52 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Yeah I was used, yeah I got manipulated and magicked and fucked. But she is dead now, and I can freak out and be traumatized or I could shrug it off and move on, guess which one I'm going with?"

2014-06-23 21:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"But -"

2014-06-23 21:55 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Shhh. Shh. It's okay. Promise. You're not allowed to freak out about my health and safety when I am sitting here, telling you with complete honesty that I am fine."

2014-06-23 21:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




Adarin looks at her, checking to see if she's lying or putting on a brave face or - or something.

"Okay," he pronounces. "If you're sure."

2014-06-23 21:59 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Mhm!"

She scoots over, gives him a quick hug (because he looks like he needs it) and then, into the tent she goes. Sleep.  Sleep is a thing she wants right now.

2014-06-23 22:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




Hug.

Adarin doesn't feel like sleeping, right now. He props himself up against a tree, and starts dissecting his head for actual opinions of the people he's been around for the last three years, rather than magic ones.



He's still there, in the morning, fast asleep.

2014-06-23 22:3 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




Shara's up in the morning before Kayam.  She builds a little fire - she has a artifice foldable knife with a finicky firestarter in one of the compartments, which helps - and fetches some water from the stream they're following and tries to be quiet as she sets about boiling a pot of beans.

2014-06-23 22:6 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




She doesn't wake him. He remains fast asleep.

2014-06-23 22:8 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




His sister pokes her head out of the tent, yawning. She spots him and snorts. "Dork," she mutters.

Then she retrieves a blanket from inside the tent and drapes it over him.

2014-06-23 22:9 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




Aw.

Shara drops a spice packet into the beans and stirs them contemplatively, then pulls out a notebook and writes in it, also contemplatively.

2014-06-23 22:10 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"What's that?" asks Zeviana curiously.  She'd try to peek, but she's not at the right angle and asking is faster.

2014-06-23 22:11 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Sort of a diary.  Don't read it."

2014-06-23 22:12 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Okay," she agrees without fuss. "Sure."

2014-06-23 22:12 (UTC)









pleating: k ~ decisions




Kayam climbs out of the tent and takes the spoon out of Shara's hand.  "Milady, honestly.  ...Has he been out here all night?"

2014-06-23 22:13 (UTC)









try_me: f. Yeah right




"Yup. The dork."

2014-06-23 22:14 (UTC)









pleating: l ~ whatever




"He's going to have one heck of a crick in his back."

2014-06-23 22:15 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Yes, yes he is." Zeviana looks at him. "Oh, and - also, fair warning, he is hilariously non-functional in the mornings. Just like - hand him food and he'll grumble something unintelligibly in a corner until he's woken up."

2014-06-23 22:17 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Can do," snorts Shara.  She gets bowls out of the packs associated with her horse.

2014-06-23 22:19 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




Zeviana finds a nice place to sit and then waits for food. "If you want any juicy gossip about my brother - now's the time!"

She's joking.

2014-06-23 22:23 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"Nothing he wouldn't want us to hear."

2014-06-23 22:23 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"That's not a 'No, Zeviana, I do not want to hear juicy gossip.'"

2014-06-23 22:28 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You may tell me anything he'd be all right with us hearing."

2014-06-23 22:29 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Okay!  What sorts of things should I aim for? I mean, I know his toenail clipping habits but I'm pretty sure you don't want to know about that."

2014-06-23 22:31 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Yes, please, carry on with the common sense.  I don't have anything specific in mind, it sounded to me like you did."

2014-06-23 22:32 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




"Nah, I was mostly just being silly. One of us has got to lighten the mood a bit every now and then, and right now Rin's being a raincloud." She glances at him. "Well, not right this minute, but he will be when he wakes up, just wait."

2014-06-23 22:34 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"You seem to be coping better in the strict sense, but I have to say I understand his reaction more than yours."

2014-06-23 22:38 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"Eh. Should I try and explain it? I'm not sure how to explain it, Kayam was confused about my ex-girlfriend example earlier."

2014-06-23 22:43 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I don't have any exes to compare with, so probably I'd be at least as confused."

2014-06-23 22:43 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Hmmm.  Then - it's like I could get broken up about it and stay angry or freak out, but that wouldn't change anything that happened. So I'm deciding not to be broken up about it."

2014-06-23 22:47 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Just like that?"

2014-06-23 22:48 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Nnnnooot quite. I mean, there's some spite in there, too.  Like - I am winning more by not having her matter to me than I am by freaking out.  So I'm trying to do that, and so far I'm succeeding."

2014-06-23 22:54 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Huh."

2014-06-23 22:55 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Yeah.  I mean, I don't know if you care about what my methods are, in my head? That's the specific part I was talking about with the ex-girlfriend bit."

2014-06-23 23:0 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I'm a little curious, actually.  I have what I think is an unusual self-editing ability but I don't know how well it would hold up against non-self editing having happened."

2014-06-23 23:4 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"It's not editing.  It's - like, okay, there's parts of me that still like her.  But!  Now there is a huge thing that I can't get over that is terrible and horrific. So because of that, I hate her, on principle. The parts where I still like her are - fuel for that, now, because I hate how I like her and I know the reason why I do, and I hate her for that, too."

2014-06-23 23:12 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Huh."

2014-06-23 23:15 (UTC)









try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




"I'm not sure if I'm explaining that well enough, but basically - love can totally turn into hate at the drop of a hat, strong emotions lead to other strong emotions.  So if I really want to win, properly win - I need to not give a fuck about her.  I'm working on that bit, that one's harder."

2014-06-23 23:17 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"I don't seem to be put together like that, but I'm glad it's working for you."

2014-06-23 23:18 (UTC)









try_me: f. Yeah right




"Thanks!  Rin's not built like it either, I've got no clue how he's coping. Obviously by sleeping outside, I guess."

2014-06-23 23:19 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"And fretting about you and your arguable sexual assault."

2014-06-23 23:20 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




"Yeah, that too. I talked to him, I'm genuinely fine, he's the one who's fretting."

2014-06-23 23:22 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Well - presumably time will help."

2014-06-23 23:23 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"I think so, anyway.  We'll just have to see."

2014-06-23 23:23 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"Yeah.  And if I find any more Chelasi-type ravelers he's volunteered to help me take them down.  Which might be cathartic."

2014-06-23 23:33 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Oooo, can I come?  I want to come, I can help with that."

2014-06-23 23:34 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Uh, there is a certain disadvantage to growing the party because it's costlier for me to interrupt a spell than it is for the person to cast it, so if they can try a lot of targets instead of having to pause to check the success of a single spell, I can be wiped out pretty early."

2014-06-23 23:36 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




"Fair.  Awww.  Oh well, Rin gets to go adventuring, then."

2014-06-23 23:40 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"If I hear of any.  I might not.  I've never even heard of a raveler who does what she did, so I think the option's rare and picking it's rarer."

2014-06-23 23:42 (UTC)









try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




"Good, that should not be a magic at all."

2014-06-23 23:43 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"Take it up with the management," sighs Shara.

2014-06-23 23:45 (UTC)









try_me: l. All a lie




"If I meet them, I will."

2014-06-23 23:48 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"And let me know where you found them."

2014-06-23 23:50 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




"Yup.  You can be next in line, promise."

2014-06-23 23:51 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




Shara snorts.

2014-06-23 23:52 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




Kayam drops a few chunks of cheese into the pot of beans, stirs until it melts, and then starts ladling out portions.  "Hey, you, sleep-sitting-up, breakfast."

2014-06-23 23:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"Nmmmrg?"

2014-06-23 23:58 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"Food."  Kayam puts a bowl in Shara's hands and then gives him one.

2014-06-23 23:59 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization






"Th'nk you," he murmurs sleepily, yawning and rubbing his eyes. He stretches, then winces. "Ow."

2014-06-24 00:4 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Oh look.  Sleeping outside sitting up.  Painful, huh?"

2014-06-24 00:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




Adarin grumbles something unintelligible at her, struggling to get out of the blanket to get food.

2014-06-24 00:6 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




Beans nom nom.

2014-06-24 00:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Beans, with a clumsy and slightly sluggish nom nom.

2014-06-24 00:12 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




Zeviana seems to think this sort of thing is funny, watching her brother struggle with utensils while he is sleepy. She eats her beans, and occasionally giggles at him.

2014-06-24 00:13 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




Aww.

2014-06-24 00:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"It's not nice to giggle at people when they're sleepy," says Adarin archly, still a little slurred but more intelligible now.

2014-06-24 00:19 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Whoever said I was nice?"

2014-06-24 00:20 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"I am unfamiliar with this rule of etiquette myself."

2014-06-24 00:20 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Milady, I'm disappointed in you.  You are a princess, you should know all rules of etiquette."

2014-06-24 00:28 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Perhaps it's just not a Casashan rule of etiquette."

2014-06-24 00:30 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Uh huh.  That's no excuse, you realize."

He's teasing.

2014-06-24 00:34 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"At any rate, being a princess doesn't afford me that many privileges or responsibilities apart from what's typical for pennons.  It'll step up if I impress the crown and maybe then I'll get foreign etiquette lessons."

2014-06-24 00:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Aha.  That makes it better. Slightly."

2014-06-24 00:38 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




go_meta: d ~ friend




"Do you want to teach me foreign etiquette, Adarin?  Since you are so informed."

2014-06-24 00:40 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"No, no, it's quite all right, I'll leave the education to your tutors, it would be rude to show them up before I even arrive in the country."

2014-06-24 00:42 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"There you go, demonstrating your expertise again."

2014-06-24 00:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He laughs. "I try."

2014-06-24 00:49 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




Eventually breakfast has been eaten and the things to cook it packed away.

"We usually only eat hot meals breakfast and dinner on the road, and sometimes not those either," Shara mentions.  "Takes too much stopping time to pause and cook for midday."  She starts saddling up her horse.

2014-06-24 00:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"That's fine," agrees Adarin.

2014-06-24 00:52 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Yup!  We've been traveling before, we know the ropes."

2014-06-24 00:53 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"We're getting close enough to Casasha it's probably worth flying your standard now, milady," says Kayam.Edited   2014-06-24 00:56 (UTC)


2014-06-24 00:54 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Sure, why not."

Decorations for her horse's reins and a banner that sits in a nook on the saddle are produced and attached in the correct locations. The banners are blue and bear folded-wing swans as their designs. 

2014-06-24 00:56 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"Ooo, pretty," pronounces Zeviana.

2014-06-24 00:57 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Thanks."

Shara heaves up onto her horse and reaches a hand down to Adarin.

2014-06-24 00:58 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin takes the offered hand, and up onto the horse he goes.

"Thank you."

2014-06-24 01:1 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"You're welcome.  We should be at the border in two days, taking a straight shot - we can let you off there if you prefer, home's another couple days' ride in but it'll be more comfortable when we can stay in inns."

2014-06-24 01:4 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"To be honest, I really have no idea where we'll go."

2014-06-24 01:6 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I can put you up in the royal household for a while.  If you need something longer term you need a job description, but 'incidental ravelry' is a job description, that's what Kayam gets paid for."

2014-06-24 01:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"That - would be very kind of you. I suppose I'd need to know what it entails, though - would I be traveling with you, or playing bodyguard to your father, or...?"

2014-06-24 01:14 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I don't travel outside the country a lot, so the traveling would be less like this.  Even if the crown's not impressed with me I'll take some downtime before I pack up and set off again.  You could talk to my father about bodyguarding him if you prefer, but two incidental ravelers is well within my personal budget as long as I'm generally doing things and not lounging around."

2014-06-24 01:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady






"I'd prefer to guard someone I know," he puts forth, shyly.

2014-06-24 01:24 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Incidental raveling while I go princessing around it is, then."

2014-06-24 01:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Thank you. It's the least I can do, for the - rescue, and all, milady."

2014-06-24 01:29 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"...You know you don't owe me anything, right?"

2014-06-24 01:33 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Not in a - 'Hey let's go fling myself under a wagon for you for no reason' way, but I sort of feel like I do?"Edited   2014-06-24 01:35 (UTC)


2014-06-24 01:35 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"I don't want you to feel obligated, that wasn't the point, I wasn't out vassal-collecting, I was out adventurously rescuing.  You are now supposed to be rescued, not indebted.  The concepts are distinct."

2014-06-24 01:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Okay," he agrees. "Fair enough, I wasn't - trying to make it like that.  It was more like... you rescued both me and my sister, and now I want to help you because you are the type of person to do that?"

2014-06-24 01:41 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Okay.  That I'm on board with."

2014-06-24 01:41 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Good, because I'm still planning to be cross with the crown if it doesn't think this is a big enough adventure."

2014-06-24 03:31 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"We'll see what it says.  Well, we'll see what it does, more."

2014-06-24 03:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He nods. "Yeah. Good luck."

2014-06-24 03:34 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Thank you."

2014-06-24 03:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




He smiles at her, then - back to being quiet. If she'd like to start a conversation, that's entirely up to her.

2014-06-24 03:37 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




She lets it be quiet for a good thirty minutes.  Then: "I'm really looking forward to not-trail food."

2014-06-24 03:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




Adarin snickers. "How long have you been eating nothing but trail food?"

2014-06-24 04:1 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Weeks.  We stopped to restock twice, once in a trading post sort of place in the wilds and once we dipped into Antaurb, but slightly different trail food is still trail food.  Dense caloric stuff.  I just want a creampuff and some fruit that hasn't been turned into leather."

2014-06-24 04:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




He winces. "You poor woman. I'm so sorry."

2014-06-24 04:7 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"It's all right, my travails will be over soon."

2014-06-24 04:7 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"And then you will have proper food again."

2014-06-24 04:11 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Yes.  A cream puff and an apple and maybe a steak."

2014-06-24 04:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Adarin laughs. "I'm imagining you with a giant plate piled with sweets."

2014-06-24 04:21 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"We actually brought an enormous block of fudge.  It keeps, it's energy dense - good raveler food - and I'm long sick of it."

2014-06-24 04:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Pffff. You know my sister packed food, right? I think a lot of it won't keep, you can help her with it?"

2014-06-24 04:25 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Sure, that'll be lunch."

2014-06-24 04:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"And then it'll be gone in three days and it's back to trail food."

2014-06-24 04:27 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"By then we'll be in Casasha."

2014-06-24 04:28 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Aha! Then you might be saved from trail food early after all."

2014-06-24 04:29 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Hurray."

2014-06-24 04:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"You may or may not have to ply her with fudge."

2014-06-24 04:33 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"She can have it, I'm not going to want any more fudge for about a year."

2014-06-24 04:33 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Adarin snickers. "Then no loss."

2014-06-24 04:34 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Gains from trade."

2014-06-24 04:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Yes. Travel economics are delightful, aren't they?"

2014-06-24 04:36 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I have had economics lessons.  Etiquette was distinctly - tertiary."

2014-06-24 04:37 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Uh huh.  So what you're saying is that in polite society you would be doomed, milady."

2014-06-24 04:38 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I get along fine in Casasha.  I would certainly misstep in Antaurb or wherever else.  I don't think there are etiquette lessons to be had on behaving in the wilds."

2014-06-24 04:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Nonsense, there is an etiquette to the wilds, it's very sophisticated."

2014-06-24 04:43 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Oh?  Tell me.  I'm curious."

2014-06-24 04:44 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Well, you see, when you drink tea, your pinky must be out at all times. You have to organize your silverware in a very specific fashion, there is a dessert spoon and a soup spoon and a salad fork and it's all very fancy."

Pause.

"Also when you meet other travelers you cling to your weapons and threaten each other."

2014-06-24 04:46 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"We've been going with the 'we are both ravelers, back off' whenever we met anyone who didn't look like they wanted to offer us goods and services before soliciting our money.  Does that count?"

2014-06-24 04:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Hmmmm.  I don't know, it's toeing the line. Did you pick your teeth with a dagger, to be sure?"

2014-06-24 04:49 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"We skipped that part, but Kayam does a very good menacing arm-raise."

2014-06-24 04:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Nope, nope, it's not the same, you have been incredibly rude, you should be ashamed of yourself."

2014-06-24 04:51 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I am a disgrace to the Swanpennon legacy," says Shara solemnly.

2014-06-24 04:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"You need to go to remedial etiquette, obviously."

2014-06-24 04:52 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Either that or just never show myself in the wilds again."

2014-06-24 04:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"One of those two things, surely."

2014-06-24 04:54 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I don't anticipate having that many reasons to venture out this far again, anyway.  The regnant crown isn't magical at all.  Even the heir crown doesn't require annual maintenance adventures."

2014-06-24 04:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Ah, I see. That's a bit of a disappointment, you realize, all the work for the heir crown and then the regnant one isn't magic."

2014-06-24 04:58 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"It's okay.  It's prettier.  The heir crown is all white - platinum and diamonds - the regnant and consort crowns have some color to them."

2014-06-24 05:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"But it's not magic. I like magic things, in most cases except for the glaring and obvious exception."

2014-06-24 05:1 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Do you want to see my pocketknife?"

2014-06-24 05:2 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"As long as that's not some kind of euphemism for something, sure!"

2014-06-24 05:3 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"No, I have an artifice pocketknife."  She produces it.  "Careful with it, though.  It has a knife part, but also a firestarter and a bit that undoes and redoes knots and a bit that will automatically sew small things given thread."

2014-06-24 05:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Oooooo," pronounces Adarin, fascinated. "That's useful and handy! Also really cool!"

2014-06-24 05:6 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Thanks!  It was a sixteenth birthday present."

2014-06-24 05:7 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"That is a really good birthday present. Go your parents. Or - whoever got it."

2014-06-24 05:9 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Kayam, actually, it was a 'let me accompany you on your fantastic adventures' bribe which worked very well."

2014-06-24 05:11 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




He smiles. "That was nice of her!"

2014-06-24 05:14 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"So when her birthday rolled around I got her the horse and we went on a brief adventure hunt but found only minor things, and we've been venturing out on a roughly yearly basis since, though not into the wilds before this time - I'm nineteen now.  Hopefully I can stop having rescued you."

2014-06-24 05:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Hopefully!  Like I said, I will make faces at the crown if it doesn't deem you worthy."

2014-06-24 05:18 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I'm sure it will be very impressed."

2014-06-24 05:19 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"If not, I put on a pretty dress, Vi puts on a dire bear costume, and you get to rescue me. Again. It'll be great."

2014-06-24 05:21 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"There have actually been serious attempts to impress the crown that way.  It doesn't work."

2014-06-24 05:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady






Adarin bursts out laughing. "I was - that was a joke, I'm sorry, I wouldn't - I like you, you are funny and heroic, but I'm afraid I would not wear a dress for you, milady."

2014-06-24 05:25 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"And I have no use for it even if you were so inclined.  Since it wouldn't work."

2014-06-24 05:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"If you say that in earshot of my sister she will make faces at you. She's been trying to persuade me to wear a dress for years."

2014-06-24 05:28 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"...Why?"

2014-06-24 05:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Because she thinks it would be funny, I expect."

2014-06-24 05:30 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Again, why?"

2014-06-24 05:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin shrugs. "Because we both know I would look better in the dress than she would?"

He's joking.

2014-06-24 05:32 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




Shara snorts.

2014-06-24 05:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"Don't tell her I said that, by the way, that'll incite her."

2014-06-24 05:34 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"I won't say a word."

2014-06-24 05:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"She would go dress shopping.  It would be be terrifying."

2014-06-24 05:36 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I promise, I will not mention it."

2014-06-24 05:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Thank you. My dignity is saved."

2014-06-24 05:37 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"You're welcome."

2014-06-24 05:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




Adarin smiles.


"Is your policy on hugs the same as it was yesterday?"

2014-06-24 05:42 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Yes, just the same," she confirms.

2014-06-24 05:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Okay, thanks."

Hug, and then a head on her shoulder.  Gentle and snuggly as before.

2014-06-24 05:44 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"You're welcome for that, too."

2014-06-24 05:45 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"It's very kind of you," agrees Adarin.

2014-06-24 05:46 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Don't give me more credit than I deserve.  Being hugged is not some kind of onerous task."

2014-06-24 05:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Shhhh, accept the praise."

2014-06-24 05:50 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"I love praise, but only accurate praise!"

2014-06-24 05:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




He snickers. "All right, then.  Don't accept the praise, that's fine."

2014-06-24 05:52 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I'm so glad."

2014-06-24 05:52 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Just, throwing my gratitude in my face.  I see how it is," he teases.

2014-06-24 05:53 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"I want well-calibrated gratitude!"

2014-06-24 05:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Uh huh, but it's a gift! Even if it's not well calibrated, that's against the etiquette of the wilds."

2014-06-24 05:55 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Oh, dear, do I have to accept any silly gratitude you give me here in these lawless strangely-etiquetted lands?"

2014-06-24 05:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Yes.  Yes you do."

2014-06-24 05:56 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Gosh.  I hope you keep it reasonable levels of inaccuracy, then."

2014-06-24 05:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I'll try my very hardest."

2014-06-24 05:58 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Thanks."

2014-06-24 05:58 (UTC)









in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you




"You're welcome."

Out of habit, he nuzzles her a bit. Then he freezes. "Uh - wait, sorry, that was -"

2014-06-24 06:1 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I'm not upset, but I wasn't expecting it," says Shara levelly.

2014-06-24 06:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Right, I am extremely sorry," he agrees.  He releases her from the hug. "Sorry."

2014-06-24 06:4 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"You don't have to - do you want to talk about the obviously complicated feelings going on behind you and hugs?"

2014-06-24 06:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Sure, uh - I'm not sure where to start, though?"

2014-06-24 06:6 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Is 'the beginning' by any chance a helpful answer, because if it's not then I don't know either."

2014-06-24 06:7 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




He laughs a little. "It's - I'm used to hugs and they're genuinely comforting, but - honestly I'm pretty sure that everything I know socially is incorrect."Edited   2014-06-24 06:13 (UTC)


2014-06-24 06:12 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"But I told you it was okay to hug me, so...?"

2014-06-24 06:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




"Yeah.  But the - I'm worried that I don't know proper boundaries and..." He sighs. "I kind of don't want to do overstep bounds?"

2014-06-24 06:19 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Okay - coming from the other direction, what would you be doing if circumstances were different and you were on a horse with that one huggy ex-roommate of yours and still thought you liked her of your own accord?  The one Anlon told you off about?"

2014-06-24 06:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"... Cuddling, probably? Non-sexually, we didn't - it wasn't like that, but it was rather..." Wince. "Intimate?"

2014-06-24 06:23 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I mean - concretely.  Give me a list and I can tell you what's on and what's off.  And then you won't be worrying about it."

2014-06-24 06:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Okay, uh - if she were here and I were - unaware of the circumstances - I would be a good deal closer. Arms around waist, head on shoulder - copious... amounts of nuzzling. Some hair petting." He winces again. "... Possibly little kisses to - neck, hair, hands. Or not. Depending on my mood."

2014-06-24 06:31 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Okay.  Within the scope of the princess-and-rescuee relationship: kisses are off the table unless your knowledge of etiquette extends to kissing-the-hands-of-pennons and the weirdly elaborate rules around that, probably best to steer clear of nuzzling, for purely practical I-have-to-look-around-and-see-where-we're-going reasons you should leave my hair alone.  You can scoot forward, you can hug me around the waist, you can put your head on me.  Is that clear enough for comfort?"

2014-06-24 06:34 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




"Yes, thanks.  I - had a general idea but I'm a little worried I'll - just - forget because I'm not paying attention, or - something."

2014-06-24 06:35 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"It's fine.  I get it.  I'll just remind you, okay?"

2014-06-24 06:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Okay," he agrees. "- And you're entirely free to - not want me to touch you, I won't take offense or - anything, really."

2014-06-24 06:37 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I know.  But I don't mind the listed stuff.  If you want to, if it helps, go ahead."

2014-06-24 06:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all






"All right."

He does not return to hugging, however - he will give her space, right now.  Less for her benefit, and more for his.  To be sure that he's capable of it.

2014-06-24 06:40 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction






"Are you worried you're going to take some kind of advantage of me or are you not sure you can tell what you want anymore?"

2014-06-24 06:46 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"It's - sort of a mix of both.  I'm not sure if I can function under ordinary circumstances anymore. It doesn't help that I'm not sure what I want, either, and I - don't want to make you uncomfortable?"

2014-06-24 06:48 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"I'm fine.  I'll worry about me.  I'll tell you if you need to start worrying about me, okay?  You have plenty to work on without adding that in."

2014-06-24 06:49 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Okay." He pauses. "Tell me the instant I do something wrong?"

2014-06-24 06:50 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I will."

2014-06-24 06:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Thank you," he says, sincerely.

2014-06-24 06:58 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"You're welcome."  Pause.  "The guidelines might change after a while when we're around people besides Kayam who pay attention to what I'm doing - a certain amount of clinging and possibly weeping is within parameters for the recently rescued, but people will probably raise eyebrows if you're hugging me a lot after a month and there has been no happy announcement."

2014-06-24 17:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




Adarin is briefly confused and doesn't know what sort of happy announcement she means - and then it clicks. He coughs, blushing a bit and sounding embarrassed.

"Right, uh - of course. Hopefully I'll be over it in a month so I'm not potentially putting you in an - awkward position."

2014-06-24 17:43 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I'll let you know if it gets to be an issue," she assures him.

2014-06-24 17:44 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Thank you. I'd like to try and avoid it - ever being an issue, though."

2014-06-24 17:51 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I'm afraid I didn't so much as get precognition as an option."

2014-06-24 17:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He snickers. "Aw, you didn't?  Not even a artificing artifact to let you tell the future?  I am sad now."

2014-06-24 17:54 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Now that would be one heck of an artifice.  Ocean-of-coffee pass-out-for-a-week for the peppeiest possible artificer."

2014-06-24 17:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Definitely. Add lots of sugar to the mix, too, they'd need to have a sugar rush to end all sugar rushes."

2014-06-24 17:59 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"If only artifices weren't so draining I'd be a lot more useful."

2014-06-24 18:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Milady, I'm maybe a bit biased on arguing about your usefulness," points out Adarin. "Your specific type of magic did save me and all."

2014-06-24 18:3 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Yes, but it'd be a lot better if I could alter artifices!  I don't just unravel things, I can edit them a little, too."

2014-06-24 18:4 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"... Ooo that would be useful. Now I want to have experiments with my shields, do you want to have experiments with my shields?"

2014-06-24 18:6 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Sure, why not.  Sometime when we aren't riding constantly."

2014-06-24 18:7 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Yeah, of course. And! Shielding doesn't eat up much energy, either. As I'm sure you noticed when you shredded my shield/"

2014-06-24 18:9 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"I did notice that, so we should be able to run through experiments pretty briskly instead of waiting a day between each like when I was first practicing with Kayam!"

2014-06-24 18:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




Adarin snickers. "Aaaaand now I'm excited, what sorts of things can you change?"

2014-06-24 18:11 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I've never worked with a shielder before, so we'll have to poke at it for details.  With Kayam I can nudge the enpoints of the folds she makes, or make them bigger or smaller - it's not efficient to do the second thing, she can do it a lot cheaper than I can, but if she's running on empty and I'm not it's good to have the option.  I can unfold them, too.  And if I want to be a zombie for the next two days I can add a third point to a two-point fold - she can do that without needing more than a good night's sleep, she only gets that tired if she makes something with four points or hangs onto a lesser fold for a long time."

2014-06-24 18:14 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"That's useful, with my shields I can stretch them to be bigger or move them - I bet you could help with cleanup, I can only do one shield at a time and I have to clean up the fragments of one if it breaks before I can do another one."

2014-06-24 18:33 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"I can probably do all that," she agrees.  "You have to make them in the first place, of course."

2014-06-24 18:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Yeah - actually now I'm curious if you can put my shields back together after they break."

2014-06-24 18:35 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"...Maybe.  Is that something you can do with them or would this be a niche application of metaravelry?"

2014-06-24 18:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"I can't, no.  Have to make a new one. So if you can do that, that would be useful if I were - I don't know, unconscious or something."

2014-06-24 18:38 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




She nods.  "We can try it.  Hopefully not while you're unconscious."

2014-06-24 18:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Yeah, no, that would be uncomfortable."

2014-06-24 18:39 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"This sounds like fun."

2014-06-24 18:40 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"It does, doesn't it? I'm resisting the urge to start trying it while on the horse, you realize."Edited   2014-06-24 18:41 (UTC)


2014-06-24 18:41 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"If you flop off of this horse while we've got daylight left because you were playing with magic that will be extremely silly of you."

2014-06-24 18:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"That, milady, is why I'm resisting."

2014-06-24 18:45 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You're having fun with the 'milady' thing, aren't you."

2014-06-24 18:46 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"I really am, it's a fun word to say!"

2014-06-24 18:47 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"I'm pretty sure that's why Kayam uses it all the time.  It's certainly not my insistence."

2014-06-24 18:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Oh, I figured. I can't blame her, I think I'll keep calling you milady, too."

2014-06-24 18:52 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"As you like.  Although if the crown doesn't like me I can get demoted within my lifetime, I will still be a pennon, so you're safe to get used to it."

2014-06-24 18:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Oh, good, it would be annoying to have lots of habits to break."

2014-06-24 18:54 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Lots of them?"

2014-06-24 18:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Along with the hugging thing," he points out. "And leftovers from that place in general."

2014-06-24 18:55 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Ah.  Are there a lot of other leftovers besides being - snuggly?"

2014-06-24 18:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"I - think so, but I'm not sure what they are, yet."

2014-06-24 18:57 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold






"That sounds terrifying."

2014-06-24 18:57 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Yeah.  Yeah, it is."

2014-06-24 18:58 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"I've never seen anybody - process their thoughts the way I do, so maybe it won't help, but do you want to borrow a notebook?"

2014-06-24 18:59 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Not sure it would help, but I can always give it a shot.  How do you process your thoughts?"

2014-06-24 19:0 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I write them down.  And then they're not inside my head anymore - well, not exclusively - and I can look at them without them sliding around, hiding or trying to look prettier than they are or distorting themselves even further the more I turn them over in my head."

2014-06-24 19:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"That's clever. Hm.  Okay, I'll try that, then, that might help. Thank you."

2014-06-24 19:2 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




She pulls a blank notebook and a pen out of one of the saddlebags and hands them over.  "You're welcome."

2014-06-24 19:3 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




He takes them. "Thanks."

Write.  Write write write.

2014-06-24 19:4 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




Shara leaves him to it, quiet.

2014-06-24 19:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization






"Okay," he pronounces, after a while. "I'm not sure if that helped or not but I think I have a better idea of what I'm working with, now. I'll explain, if you'd like to hear it?"

2014-06-24 19:11 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"I'm curious, but I don't want to pry."

2014-06-24 19:11 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"I don't mind. Uh - I think I need a crash course in 'how to social' to get a better feeling of it, but - in general, if someone touched me in just about any way right now, I don't think I would care.  And I used to."

2014-06-24 19:16 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Do you remember the details of how you used to?"

2014-06-24 19:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Sort of, I didn't keep a list - but I've definitely got boundaries that are drawn way differently now.  Not in the sense that I'll - do things to other people." Wince. "But in the sense that I wouldn't care if they did them to me."

2014-06-24 19:19 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license






"Well, if you follow me around that'll at least confine things to what people are willing to do in public."

2014-06-24 19:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Yeah," he agrees. "Another good reason to travel with you."

2014-06-24 19:24 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"I'm a little confused about how you managed to remain platonic with the entire household if you've been this - altered - but maybe that's too personal to say?"

2014-06-24 19:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"... Mostly because none of them started it with me," sighs Adarin. "And it seems that it was entirely platonic feelings that were - created by magic.  On my end. So that's a blessing."

2014-06-24 19:33 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"I guess the orgies were a consequence and not a priority."

2014-06-24 19:34 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"Apparently." He shudders. "I'm not sure how to feel about not being the orgy type even when under unethical raveling, thankful, I suppose."

2014-06-24 19:36 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"I'm getting the impression you'd be a lot less stable right now if you'd been in them."

2014-06-24 19:37 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Much, much less stable."

2014-06-24 19:38 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"Small mercy."

2014-06-24 19:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Yeah. I was definitely a cuddler, though."

2014-06-24 19:40 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Is that incongruous with how you were before?"

2014-06-24 19:41 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"I - had no one to cuddle with, before, and think I would have just kept it to a - significant other if left to my own devices. But no."

2014-06-24 19:47 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"At least you didn't have a significant other.  Anyone's guess if they'd have been cut off or drawn in."

2014-06-24 19:49 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




He winces. "Yeah - another... Small mercy."

2014-06-24 19:51 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Exactly."

2014-06-24 19:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




Adarin sighs. "I feel like an idiot, you know, I'm a raveler, I should have noticed."

2014-06-24 19:54 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"I'm the only kind of raveler with special noticing powers.  It didn't look like it'd feel like anything by itself."

2014-06-24 19:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"Yeah, but the - fidgeting. I thought it was just a nervous habit, like hair twirling or something."

2014-06-24 19:56 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"And some people really have nervous habits like that, and she wasn't claiming to be a raveler and most people aren't ravelers.  Why would you be suspicious?"

2014-06-24 19:57 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Because it would have been really convenient to be suspicious right then," points out Adarin. "But, oh well."

2014-06-24 19:59 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"And what if you had been?  She could have just - pulled harder."

2014-06-24 20:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




Wince. "True.  That's - yeah. Ugh, there was just no way to win in that sort of situation, was there?"

2014-06-24 20:2 (UTC)









go_meta: m ~ hold




"Stab her on sight," says Shara dryly.  "Which wouldn't have left you in a very good position either."

2014-06-24 20:3 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"No, no it wouldn't have," he snorts.

2014-06-24 20:7 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I almost wonder why she was living out in the wilds.  She was subtle enough she probably could have collected a whole town over the course of a month or two."

2014-06-24 20:9 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"I don't think she liked being in places where people didn't - like her. She hated cities, for sure."Edited   2014-06-24 20:13 (UTC)


2014-06-24 20:12 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"So she couldn't put up with the month or two.  Got it."

2014-06-24 20:14 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Another small mercy," says Adarin wryly.

2014-06-24 20:16 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"Yes.  I don't think Kayam and I would have done so well getting away from a town-sized angry mob."

2014-06-24 20:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Probably not, no." Pause. "I might have been there to shield you if that were the case? I did do that to get you to explain yourself, earlier, so..."Edited   2014-06-24 20:22 (UTC)


2014-06-24 20:18 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Maybe.  I appreciate that, by the way, I really didn't want to have to bail for safety and leave you guys confused and angry."

2014-06-24 20:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




He nods. "Yeah.  I don't support lynching, even when under the influence of unethical magic."

2014-06-24 20:26 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I'm glad of it."

2014-06-24 20:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Me too, if my morals got thrown out of the window when under the influence of unethical magic, I would be a wreck right now."

2014-06-24 20:28 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"And probably much worse for horse-sharing."

2014-06-24 20:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"That, too."

2014-06-24 20:30 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I would not have been keen to offer you a ride if you were suddenly some kind of amoral monster."

2014-06-24 20:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"I would not have faulted you for that at all," he snorts.

2014-06-24 20:32 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"But if you were an amoral monster you might, mightn't you?"

2014-06-24 20:34 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Probably.  But I, the person I am right now, who is not an amoral monster, would approve."

2014-06-24 20:36 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Aha, I see."

2014-06-24 20:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




He smiles at her, then gets a thoughtful look.

"Hmm.  I wonder if I've lost my ability to dislike people, too. I mean, I like you, and I'm okay with Kayam, but my sample size is kind of small so it's hard to tell. Also, bias."

2014-06-24 20:39 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"There will be more people who haven't rescued you around when we get out of the wilds.  Maybe you will not like them."

2014-06-24 20:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Maybe, and then I can stop worrying about it."

2014-06-24 20:41 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I take it your opinion on your old roommates is - complicated."

2014-06-24 20:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Very much so," he agrees. "I'm - working on forming non-magic opinions, but it takes time."

2014-06-24 20:48 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




Shara nods.

2014-06-24 20:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"I think some of them I might have liked regardless, but - so far, I don't think I would have liked Tima or Anlon in normal nonmagical circumstances. Or Chelasi, obviously."

2014-06-24 20:52 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Will it help to talk about why?"

2014-06-24 20:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"It might, yeah.  Want to hear the why?"

2014-06-24 20:53 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"If you want to tell me."

2014-06-24 20:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"Okay, well.  Chelasi's obvious - she had no respect for my personal space, no respect for things I wanted to do in my spare time, and made things about her. All the time. Tima I think I'd dislike for a similar reason, she - wants what she wants and then if you're not supportive of that, she gets annoyed or upset.  It's not as pronounced as Chelasi's, mind you, but it was still - she still didn't come across as someone that respected me as a person. Anlon - I don't know, I feel like he just wanted everyone to get along and worshipped Chelasi, and - that kind of disturbs me, honestly, that level of obsession."

2014-06-24 20:58 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"How long did he know her?  Like - since before she would have gotten her choices?"

2014-06-24 20:59 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"I - suspect that's how far they went back, or she got him right when she got her choices, because he went with her when she moved to the wilds."

2014-06-24 21:1 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"And he knew, or it seemed like it, and - yeah."

2014-06-24 21:2 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Yeah. So I dislike him for that, too. The argument of - being upset with you for destroying the dynamic because we were happy is -" He winces. "Flawed.  Very, very flawed."

2014-06-24 21:4 (UTC)









go_meta: o ~ over now




"I can see his point.  I don't agree with it, at all, but - I can see it."

2014-06-24 21:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"I can see it, too. I even feel for him in mourning, he obviously loved her. But. Flawed."

2014-06-24 21:15 (UTC)









go_meta: l ~ license




"Yeah."

2014-06-24 21:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do






"My sister's - angry about it, but I just can't help but feel the entire situation is a tragedy."

2014-06-24 21:18 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"You're not angry?"

2014-06-24 21:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"My head's too - confusing and contradictory to let me be properly angry. I'm angry that my life got marginalized for three years, I'm angry that I don't love my father anymore, but - other than that..." He shrugs. "I think I just pity her, because she was so desperate to - be loved."

2014-06-24 21:20 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"Yeah."

2014-06-24 21:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Besides, my sister's got enough anger in her for the both of us, I do noooot need to add to it," he snorts.

2014-06-24 21:23 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Oh, is that how it works?"

2014-06-24 21:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Yes, special twin thing, that's definitely how the rules of the world work."

2014-06-24 21:26 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"And you seem to be storing all her - nervousness and disequilibrium.  How fair of you."

2014-06-24 21:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Mhm, I'm a giver."

2014-06-24 21:28 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Just of emotional storage space, or generally?"

2014-06-24 21:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Well now I sound really arrogant," snort Adarin. "Uh - generally?  I like helping people."

2014-06-24 21:35 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"What were you going to do, when you were originally wandering around, before you found the house?"

2014-06-24 21:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Find a job in Casasha as a bodyguard for someone who wasn't a terrible human being, figure out what was wrong with things nearby and then see if they were fixable.  It was kind of a - vague plan, I was in mourning."

2014-06-24 21:37 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"No, that's fair, why would you have a really detailed plan about what to do in a country you've never visited - I think you're going to like Casasha."

2014-06-24 21:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




He smiles. "Oh? That's good, what do you think I'll like about it?"

2014-06-24 21:40 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"For one thing, it's nice to be a raveler there.  I think in Antaurb it's customary to pay for most forms of work by the hour, is that right?  Which is kind of - the opposite of the point of raveling.  Perhaps I'm oversimplifying, but at any rate that's not a firm and general standard in Casasha, you can find work getting paid for results or a salary by the month with bonuses for particular flurries of activity if that works better for you.  For another, the crown means that the pennon families tend to try to raise children who would be able to come up with some reason besides 'the crown wants me to' to rescue helpless people - the crown is not impressed if you're acting by rote, is a noticeable pattern - and so I like to think we have a better class of nobility than some of our neighbors."

2014-06-24 21:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Ooo. Yeah, that does sound nicer. I suddenly like this crown system a lot more, I was vaguely approving of it and now I am completely approving."

2014-06-24 21:47 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Unless it doesn't care for me?"

2014-06-24 21:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Yes.  In which case, I will make faces at it."

2014-06-24 21:49 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"That might be cute."

2014-06-24 21:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He snickers. "Probably, but let's hope that you don't see the faces for this particular reason, hmm?"

2014-06-24 21:57 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Yes.  I do think it'll be impressed.  When I saw that spell I wasn't even thinking about the crown."

2014-06-24 22:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin nods. "Thanks, I hope that's enough. I am very happy to be saved, hopefully I won't ever be in the position to be needing it again.  Ever."

2014-06-24 22:2 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"I hope so."

2014-06-24 22:3 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Though if it's this specific kind of thing to need saving from, I think I can catch on that it's happening and -" He winces. "React accordingly."

2014-06-24 22:6 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"Uh, I'm not sure you can shield against more ravelers like that if they come up.  And you probably shouldn't attack people for twitchy fingers.  She didn't look like she had good range, though, maybe a couple feet, so - run away, get me?"

2014-06-24 22:9 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




Adarin nods. "That is much better than my plan, I'll go with that."

2014-06-24 22:11 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"What was your plan?"

2014-06-24 22:14 (UTC)









in_tatters: l. Not broody at all




"Ask them to stop it on pain of setting my sister on them."

2014-06-24 22:15 (UTC)









go_meta: n ~ every excuse




"I... don't think that would work very well.  I'm pretty sure she could have, if she needed, pulled hard and fast enough on those threads she was knitting to have someone previously about to run her through catch her before she passed out from the effort."

2014-06-24 22:19 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




He nods. "Yeah, let's - go with your plan, instead, it's way better."

2014-06-24 22:22 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I try."

2014-06-24 22:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He smiles at her. 

2014-06-24 22:28 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress






2014-06-24 22:29 (UTC)





Ravel ∞

platinum and diamond





go_meta: d ~ friend




They get to Casasha.  Shara gets her cream puff and her fruit.  Strangers incline their heads to her and call her "pennon"; a few recognize her personally or just know that there aren't any other Swanpennons her age and call her "princess".  Casasha is pretty densely populated - there's farmland in parts of it, but the place the wilds spit them out in isn't it; it's a largish city by the source of the river they've been following, and after they spend a night in an inn there - and their horses are more thoroughly seen to than is possible on the trail - they'll be proceeding on a well-trafficked highway to the royal household.

2014-06-24 15:40









try_me: c. Never lost one




Zeviana seems to find all of the people energizing and exciting. She goes from place to place, curious, asking questions about a city she's never seen before - meeting people, talking to people, and, at one point, flirting with a waitress.

2014-06-24 23:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




Adarin is a bit more reserved. He hangs around Shara, is polite, and is not be particularly huggy in public. Not because he isn't feeling huggy, but because he's worried about how it would reflect on Shara herself.

2014-06-24 23:10 (UTC)









pleating: b ~ insight




Kayam finds it highly entertaining that Zeviana flirts with a waitress.  She doesn't flirt with anyone herself, but directs a couple of girls at Zeviana.  She's also happy to play tour guide.

2014-06-24 23:11 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




Shara answers questions about her adventuring from curious strangers - apparently it was reasonably common knowledge that she'd be doing some of that - and confirms that the paler of her companions are rescuees.  She leaves Adarin in total control of the hugging level.

And after their night in the inn, on to the capital they go.

"When we get to the palace my parents are going to want to meet the people I rescued, especially if it counts," says Shara.  "And, um, considering how they met, they might be looking particularly close at you."

2014-06-24 23:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




He raises an eyebrow. "Why? How'd they meet?"

(He thinks he already knows.)

2014-06-24 23:15 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Well, he rescued her.  And like forty other people, but yeah."

2014-06-24 23:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"And I am a young man around the same age that generally agrees with most of your outlooks on life and is planning to play bodyguard to you specifically," he finishes. "Well."

Adarin coughs, and looks generally embarrassed. But not particularly put out.

2014-06-24 23:21 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"Yeah.  They might ask.  But I'm not under any particular pressure to get married in spite of the princess thing because the succession doesn't have to be traditional.  So that's the most they'll do even if they adore you, promise, you aren't going to be subject to pushy crowned people."

2014-06-24 23:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Makes sense.  Is there anything in particular I should tell them?"

2014-06-24 23:24 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I was thinking the truth?  Is the truth complicated in some way of which I am unaware?"

2014-06-24 23:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Truth's fine, I was just making sure there was no - forbidden lover or something you would like me to cover for.  I'm a terrible liar, by the way, don't ever ask me to, I might try if it's important but that doesn't make me good at it."Edited   2014-06-24 23:28 (UTC)


2014-06-24 23:27 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Pff, no, I have not been forbidden anyone and have no lovers even of the bidden kind.  The terrible liar thing is noted."

2014-06-24 23:28 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Very well, milady," he says agreeably.

2014-06-24 23:30 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"My parents are nice," she reassures him.

2014-06-24 23:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"They sound nice, so far - or, your father at least, saving forty people."

2014-06-24 23:34 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Well, you already knew at least one of them had gone on a crown-impressing adventure, didn't you?"

2014-06-24 23:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Yes, but I didn't know which one."

2014-06-24 23:36 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"It was him.  He wasn't a prince, before, he wasn't even in the principal Swanpennon branch - full-on pennon, no tricky commoner ancestry making it awkward for him to try on the crown when it came up, but not living in the Swanpennon estate most of the year.  He was - I think the nearest foreign equivalent is a knight?  They're just called blades, here - flag blades if one disapproves of state-sponsored violence and likes to call anybody with a sharp object a blade.  And he went around the town he lived in doing that policing misbehavior as it cropped up and then there was a flash flood - people think it was a weather raveler, but it's not clear - and Karaz got everybody who couldn't swim or who'd got hurt in the original wave out of the low-lying area.  Including Auriny, my mom."

2014-06-24 23:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




Adarin smiles. "He sounds nice, yeah.  Good for him on saving people."

2014-06-24 23:46 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"They actually didn't start courting until years later, although still before the then-princes and princesses had aged past their first shot and therefore before Karaz had a crack at it."

2014-06-24 23:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




He nods. "Makes sense, it's still - kind of a cute way to meet.  You know, aside from the flood in the first place, of course."

2014-06-24 23:57 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"It was, by all accounts."

2014-06-25 00:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Is it common for the monarchy to meet via - rescue? Or was it just a thing with them?"

2014-06-25 00:4 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"It's - traditional more than it is common?" says Shara.  "It's the obvious story.  But not overwhelmingly typical."

2014-06-25 00:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




Adarin laughs a little. "Ah, I see. Am - I going to cause rumors by my very presence?"

2014-06-25 00:6 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"Probably.  Please don't worry about them, though, no one who can do anything about it is going to be pushy, there's no one around who can make you."

2014-06-25 00:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"I don't think they could make me, I'm - just worried about - ugh, this is going to sound so stupid if I say it out loud. Do you want me to say it out loud?"

2014-06-25 00:13 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction






"I have no idea what you're going to say.  I promise not to laugh at you or anything."

2014-06-25 00:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"Okay, well.  I'm worried about accidentally becoming an - I don't know, accidental stain on your honor due to rumors and my reprogramming due to horrible unethical magic."

2014-06-25 00:15 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness






"Uh?  No.  Even if the likely rumors were true it would be the kind of thing that is considered perfectly traditional and I don't see what the horrible unethical magic has to do with it."

2014-06-25 00:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"See, it sounds stupid when I say it out loud. Okay then, as long as I'm not making any horrific cultural missteps that personally cause you trouble, then it's fine. Had to be sure."

2014-06-25 00:23 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"You're fine," she assures him.

2014-06-25 00:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Good. Let me know if I'm ever not. I'm kind of being obsessively careful, and all."

2014-06-25 00:27 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I'll tell you, I promise I'll tell you."

2014-06-25 00:28 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




He laughs. "Thanks, I realize I keep asking the same thing of you over and over - it's important, is all. Sorry."

2014-06-25 00:30 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"No harm done."

2014-06-25 00:33 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"I'll stop extracting the same promise from you over and over.  I'll choose different wordings of the same one, instead," he jokes.

2014-06-25 00:36 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"If that's what it takes to make you feel comfortable."

2014-06-25 00:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration






"Thank you," says Adarin, sincerely. "It's very kind of you."

2014-06-25 00:41 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"You're welcome."

2014-06-25 00:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady






2014-06-25 00:43 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You're looking at me funny."

2014-06-25 00:44 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Sorry, I'll stop," he laughs.

Oh look, clouds!

"Better?"

2014-06-25 00:46 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I'm not complaining, I just don't know what it means."

2014-06-25 00:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"I'm not sure how to even begin to explain that one, sorry. Suffice to say, I like your company."

2014-06-25 00:49 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Oh, good."

2014-06-25 00:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady






2014-06-25 00:53 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"You're doing it again," laughs Shara.

2014-06-25 00:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Pff, sorry, didn't even realize it that time."

2014-06-25 00:54 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"You don't have to be sorry, I'm just super curious.  It looks sort of like you're considering painting me."

2014-06-25 00:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"If I could paint, I definitely would paint you, but. Can't, sorry."

2014-06-25 00:58 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Aw.  I guessed wrong."

2014-06-25 00:59 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Try again later and win a prize," he teases.

2014-06-25 01:1 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Ooh, what's the prize?"

2014-06-25 01:2 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"I have absolutely no idea!"

2014-06-25 01:3 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"Surprise mystery prize."

2014-06-25 01:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"All of those things, yes."

2014-06-25 01:5 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Do you distribute the prize or just anticipate that it will fall out of the sky?"

2014-06-25 01:6 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I will distribute it, I don't expect the sky to produce prizes.  Unless the prize is inclement weather, but I don't think you want that."

2014-06-25 01:7 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"It's not much of a prize.  How are you going to distribute a prize you don't even know what it is?"

2014-06-25 01:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"I'll figure it out," he laughs.

2014-06-25 01:9 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"What if I guess before you do, though, then what?"

2014-06-25 01:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Then you get a slip of paper that says 'IOU' and you'll get it when I figure out what the prize is."

2014-06-25 01:12 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"I'm beginning to suspect this wasn't very much planned ahead of time."

2014-06-25 01:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"It really isn't."

2014-06-25 01:14 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"See if I hire you to run any contests for me."

2014-06-25 01:15 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




He laughs. "Nooo, there go my dreams of running contests! They're shattered!  I'm heartbroken."

2014-06-25 01:16 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Awww, I don't want to break your heart.  What will cheer you up?"

2014-06-25 01:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Letting me run a contest in the future, obviously."

2014-06-25 01:22 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"What a dilemma.  Do I be kind or be responsible?"

2014-06-25 01:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Maaaybe you could placate me with something else," laughs Adarin. "Taking a third option."

2014-06-25 01:26 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Such as?  What do you like?  I know not painting."

2014-06-25 01:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Not painting!" he agrees. "Reading, I love books.  Uh - I sort of lost a lot of hobbies, and I forgot about the ones that I had when I was younger, so I'll be vague rather than specifics. Introverty, some board games, some card games - I'm really not a party person. I like thinking, though - and I'm good at math."

2014-06-25 01:36 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"What kind of books?"

2014-06-25 01:38 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Most of them, honestly. I think poetry's about the only thing that I get bored of reading, and that's because a lot of it tends to meander around and waste my time. History, fiction, non-fiction - it's basically all fine, but I do have a fondness for storybooks with clever protagonists."

2014-06-25 01:41 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Clever protagonists who rescue people?  Are you contemplating writing a book about me since you can't paint?"

2014-06-25 01:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles






Adarin cracks up. "I wasn't, but now I kind of want to see if I can manage that!"

2014-06-25 01:44 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"I would be ridiculously flattered!"

2014-06-25 01:45 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"I'm not sure I can write a book, though!  I could obsessively plan it out and never start, or the prose could be a mess, or any number of things."

2014-06-25 01:46 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Well, I don't desperately need a book.  But if you want to write one you can."

2014-06-25 01:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Thanks!  If I get bored I might try it. I might even try to make it into a series, of adventures that I make up."Edited   2014-06-25 01:51 (UTC)


2014-06-25 01:49 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"I will want to vet any adventures being attributed to me."

2014-06-25 01:52 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Of course."

2014-06-25 01:53 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Thank you.  No claiming that I have been swashbuckling pirates or something.  Totally inconsistent with my established character, that."

2014-06-25 01:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




He snickers. "It would be, you'd be consistent with your established character and you'd go on lots of adventures with Kayam to help innocent people with the power of talking about it."

2014-06-25 01:57 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"The power of what?  Me and Kayam saved you with raveling and a flashball and a knife."

2014-06-25 02:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"You tried talking about it first; the flashball, raveling, and knife were in self defense after that failed."Edited   2014-06-25 02:02 (UTC)


2014-06-25 02:1 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Yeah, fair."

2014-06-25 02:3 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"So, obviously the adventures would involve you trying to talk about it, the villains not agreeing, and then you have to win through violence."Edited   2014-06-25 02:07 (UTC)


2014-06-25 02:4 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




"I'm actually terrible at violence, personally.  Until I was eight I was the clumsiest little girl of all time, and then my parents found me a chronic-healer and now I'm not nearly that bad but anything really complicated is still not going to happen.  So Kayam fills in."

2014-06-25 02:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Okay, you need Kayam's help to win through violence. She'll be your sidekick."

2014-06-25 02:9 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"We prefer to call her my friend rather than my sidekick."

2014-06-25 02:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"You are being extremely unhelpful with my floundering not-an-author starting attempts, you realize."Edited   2014-06-25 02:11 (UTC)


2014-06-25 02:11 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Oh no.  How terrible of me.  The crown will not be impressed."

2014-06-25 02:11 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Obviously there is only one way to solve this." He pauses dramatically. "I must never write again."

2014-06-25 02:13 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Again?"

2014-06-25 02:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




".... Well. Okay, not again. I must never start writing a novel, though."

2014-06-25 02:19 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Aww."

2014-06-25 02:20 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I am entirely free to tell your story in interpretive dance, though." Another pause. "I will not tell your story in interpretive dance."

2014-06-25 02:22 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"You won't?  But it'd be so funny."

2014-06-25 02:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"It would, I agree! But it would be a recipe for disaster, no good would come of it. I would make a fool of myself, and then where would I be?"

2014-06-25 02:25 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Hilarious?"

2014-06-25 02:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"A recipe for a hilarious disaster, then."

2014-06-25 02:29 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Aw.  It'd be cute."

2014-06-25 02:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Thanks," he laughs. "But I don't know how to do interpretive dance, either."

2014-06-25 02:32 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Then how are you planning to recount the story for fascinated audiences, I ask you."

2014-06-25 02:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Adarin snickers. "I'll get my sister to do it."

2014-06-25 02:38 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Is she any good at interpretive dance?"

2014-06-25 02:41 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Nope!"

2014-06-25 02:41 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Then what's she going to do?"

2014-06-25 02:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"You'd have to ask her!" says Adarin, unhelpfully.

2014-06-25 02:43 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"What makes you think she could carry out the task, then?"

2014-06-25 02:44 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Adarin shrugs. "Mostly because I don't think I can."

2014-06-25 02:47 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Complementary sorts of skills?"

2014-06-25 02:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"That tends to be how it goes with us, yeah. It's convenient, actually."

2014-06-25 02:52 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Neat."

2014-06-25 02:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Yeah.  I mean, there are some exceptions, obviously. Neither of us can paint and both of us can feed ourselves, for example."

2014-06-25 02:57 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Aw, here I was imagining that one of you had mastered spoons and the other only forks and you had to feed each other depending on the course."

2014-06-25 02:58 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Adarin snorts with laughter. "That's - you're hilarious, that would be the funniest thing ever."

2014-06-25 03:0 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"And one of you could manage knives - perhaps not the same one who did forks, so you'd have to cooperate to cut up meat."

2014-06-25 03:4 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"We'd have to do the dishes together, too, one of us has mastery of sponges and the other mastery of towels."

2014-06-25 03:5 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"Oh, and one of you must drink all your beverages with a straw because only the other one can manage cups correctly.

2014-06-25 03:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Only one of us can open doors, too, and the other windows. Doorknobs are confusing things, after all."

2014-06-25 03:11 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"One of you can walk normally and the other has only figured out how to hop.  One of you can talk and the other can only sing.  One of you can tie knots and the other has learned to use buttons.  This sounds like a silly children's book."

2014-06-25 03:14 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"It does, doesn't it," laughs Adarin. "Too bad I swore off writing, otherwise I'd get rich from the book."Edited   2014-06-25 03:17 (UTC)


2014-06-25 03:16 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Terrible pity.  Such a loss.  Perhaps the world would be better off if you didn't keep to random promises made as a joke."

2014-06-25 03:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Perhaps!  But now I have to think of silly ways around the promises."Edited   2014-06-25 03:19 (UTC)


2014-06-25 03:18 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"Maybe you have mastered making promises but only Zeviana has mastered keeping them."

2014-06-25 03:20 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




in_tatters: g. Consideration




Adarin laughs. "If we were that bad neither of us would ever be able to function."

2014-06-25 04:44 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Ah.  Well, I don't think anybody but me heard you swear off writing.  I could just release you from the promise."

2014-06-25 04:44 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"That's all right, I don't think I'd be much good at it. I'm more of a numbers person."

2014-06-25 04:47 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Fair enough."

2014-06-25 04:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"But I guess if we every figure out a way to tell your story in a math problem, I am your man."

2014-06-25 04:50 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"I haven't the foggiest idea how you'd do that.  Maybe I'm not mathy enough."

2014-06-25 04:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Yeah, I've got no idea how I'll turn that into math, either. Sorry.  You'll be the second to know."

2014-06-25 04:53 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Cool."

2014-06-25 04:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady






2014-06-25 05:4 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




They make it to Casasha City.  Casasha City is huge and has very tall buildings, including the palace.

Shara rides up to it, is recognized by the guards, vouches for "my rescuees", and hands off the horses and proceeds into the building proper on foot.

"Let's grab my parents, they'll want to watch me making my try," she says.  "In case it takes this time."

2014-06-25 05:6 (UTC)









pleating: c ~ tagalong




"Bet you it dooooes," sings Kayam.

2014-06-25 05:6 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"If it doesn't I'm making faces at it."

2014-06-25 05:8 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"You are welcome to supervise too."

Shara asks the nearest palace staff for the last known whereabouts of either monarch and follows their directions to the king's study.

There, in his study, is the king!  He is wearing his crown and everything.

"Father, I'm back!  I brought rescuees!  There were more of them but only these ones wanted to come along.  This is Adarin and that's his sister Zeviana."

2014-06-25 05:10 (UTC)









try_me: g. Let's investigate




Zeviana inclines her head. "Your majesty."

2014-06-25 05:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




Adarin does the same. "Your majesty.  We are indeed the rescuees."

2014-06-25 05:16 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Good to meet you," says the king, getting up to hug his daughter.  "What did you rescue them from, Shara?"

"Some kind of raveler I don't even know what to call her - she was raveling people, their - liking for each other.  She had a bunch of them kept more or less like pets in a house in the wilds.  I noticed her casting a spell as we rode by, figured out which of the occupants was her, dropped my flashball to signal Kayam, shredded one of his shields to let her knife the raveler," she gestures at Adarin, "and then we just barely had time to explain instead of having to bail, they were really upset, it didn't wear off when she died."

2014-06-25 05:18 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"We're much less upset about it now."Edited   2014-06-25 05:24 (UTC)


2014-06-25 05:22 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"There was considerable variety in the reactions to her death," says Shara.  "Some of them were really mad but we got out of there with Adarin and Zeviana without a problem.  Anyway, I think it's a good shot at impressing the crown and expect you and Mother will want to watch."

"Of course we will," agrees the king.  "I think she's in the aviary."

Off to the aviary!

2014-06-25 05:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Yay, aviary!

Adarin's quiet on the trip there, he's not sure about what to say.

2014-06-25 05:32 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




The aviary has birds in it.  Also a queen.  Her crown is not even on, but she looks a lot like Shara.  And hugs her.  And is addressed by Shara thus:

"Mother, I'm back, I rescued some people and brought two home with me, come watch me try the crown."

"Of course, darling!" exclaims Queen Auriny.  "Hello, it's so nice to meet you both."

2014-06-25 05:33 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"It's nice to meet you, too," says Adarin.

2014-06-25 05:38 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"Hello!" says Zeviana brightly.

2014-06-25 05:39 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Crown lives in the throne room under guard," says Shara, and she leads the way towards the throne room.

There, she proves that she is herself both by looking like herself and by demonstrating that she can do metaravelry and therefore cannot also be doing shapeshifting (she turns her back and Kayam makes a tiny space fold, which Shara finds unerringly on the first try and pokes her finger through to tap a guard on the nose from four feet away).  They let her have the crown.

It looks like an inch-tall half-inch-thick ring of mirror-bright platinum, no diamonds at all.

Till Shara goes and ceremoniously kneels before the heir throne to the right of the regnant throne, and puts it on her head.

Then an invisible seam opens up, dividing the ring into a top and a bottom, and it proves to be hollow.

Well, hollow of platinum, anyway.  It contains quite a lot of radiant-cut flawless diamonds, which float between the two rings, rolling in a slow languid circle clockwise around Shara's head.

"Is - is it working?  I can't see," Shara asks, shaking with excitement.

2014-06-25 05:46 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Adarin grins and laughs. "Looks like I don't have to make faces at it after all.  Congrats, Shara."

2014-06-25 05:49 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




Shara grins from ear to ear and gets up and sits in her throne and flings her arms in the air and whoops.

Her parents and Kayam all rush forward to hug her at about the same time and manage it, more or less.

2014-06-25 05:52 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




Adarin's a bit more reserved, and therefore doesn't rush to hug her, but he does grin and look generally supportive.

2014-06-25 05:57 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




The crown continues to do its lazy diamond spinning, although it turns out that if Shara tilts her head far enough to her left it will go counterclockwise instead.  She hugs back her huggy well-wishers and then gets up and twirls and says, "Well.  I have been traveling for weeks.  I want an outfit that I have not worn since I left and a not-at-an-inn bath and an hour with a fresh notebook.  You," she says, pointing at one of the guards who was previously guarding the crown, "please show my rescuees to some guest rooms and send them a house servant to make sure they're comfortable, and then tell the captain he's not going to need a watch over my crown because it is now spoken for!"

The guard bows to her and says, "This way," to the twins.

2014-06-25 06:0 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




And, off the twins go!

2014-06-25 06:5 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"Eeeeeee a palace," says Zeviana brightly. "We go to fun places, now, I like her."

2014-06-25 06:6 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The guard shows them to a pair of guest rooms and sends them a maid who asks if there's anything the rooms don't have that would make them more comfortable as Her Highness's guests.

Also, the maid winks at Adarin when she mentions Her Highness.

2014-06-25 06:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




Adarin... Does not know how to feel about this. He goes with not emoting. Not emoting is good.

2014-06-25 06:12 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




Then the maid asks if they're going to be attending the heir's announcement party and informs them that if so they're going to need formal wear.  There is heavy emphasis on formal: she obviously doesn't believe these people have laid eyes on a sufficiently formal garment in their lives.

2014-06-25 06:14 (UTC)









try_me: l. All a lie






Zeviana looks at her, coldly.

She's low born, certainly, she's pretty sure she hasn't seen a garment formal enough in her life. But despite that - the way she's looking at the maid, she's a fucking queen.

"If I go anywhere," she says archly, "you can be damn sure I'll be dressed for it."

2014-06-25 06:45 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"Excuse me," says the maid.  "I only wanted to know if you needed something spare tailored for you."

2014-06-25 06:46 (UTC)









try_me: n. Stabbing imminent




"Right," growls Zeviana.

2014-06-25 06:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"That would be great, we'd love to go," says Adarin, awkwardly. "Uh - something spare tailored, please?"

2014-06-25 06:51 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




"All right then," says the maid, and she produces a tape measure and measures various parts of Adarin and then looks expectantly at Zeviana.

2014-06-25 06:51 (UTC)









try_me: k. Not some kind of pet




Zeviana sighs, and then lets the maid take measurements.

2014-06-25 06:58 (UTC)









alicornucopia: (Default)




The maid measures her and then goes away again.

2014-06-25 06:58 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




Kayam, in a change of clothes - out of the riding outfit, into an outfit that is less durable but still features pants instead of a skirt - swings by their hall a bit later.  "Hi, guys!"

2014-06-25 06:59 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Hey," says Adarin.

2014-06-25 07:3 (UTC)









try_me: (Default)




Zeviana is over in a corner, looking annoyed, but she says, "Hi."

2014-06-25 07:3 (UTC)









pleating: i ~ trying




"You okay?" Kayam asks Zeviana.

2014-06-25 07:5 (UTC)









try_me: l. All a lie




"Meh.  Feeling a bit insulted, the maid was rude."

2014-06-25 07:6 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"Oh, did you get her name?  I know the housekeeper, I can get you assigned somebody else if you want."

2014-06-25 07:7 (UTC)









try_me: n. Stabbing imminent




"Didn't get her name. She was all - looking down on us, though."

2014-06-25 07:10 (UTC)









pleating: l ~ whatever




"Well, get her name next time, otherwise I can't do anything.  How do you like the palace besides that?"

2014-06-25 07:11 (UTC)









try_me: h. Now I understand




"All right. The palace is - okay. Pretty."

2014-06-25 07:15 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"Shara's party's going to be in four days to allow time to invite a few hundred stuffy pennons and other important personages and if I should happen to faint dead away when I see her in that dress they've got socked away for the occasion please claim that I had been neglecting to drink enough water to all witnesses," sighs Kayam.

2014-06-25 07:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




Adarin's confused. "... Why would you faint upon seeing her in a dress?"

2014-06-25 07:20 (UTC)









pleating: e ~ don't forget




"Oh, am I that good at being subtle about it now?  I am pining for the princess of Casasha who is tragically straight.  She knows, but I try not to make it weird, I do want to still be best friends regardless."

2014-06-25 07:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Oh," says Adarin. Awkwardly.



"I guess I have company, then."

2014-06-25 07:26 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"Well, you don't have my little anatomy problem, you should just kiss her."

2014-06-25 07:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: k. What do I do




"I - mean um. I don't think she feels the same way, so."

2014-06-25 07:28 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)






"Adarin, her crush on you is the size of this entire continent."

2014-06-25 07:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration






He peers at her, confused. "What?"

2014-06-25 07:30 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"She likes you and you should kiss her because she's not gonna touch you because you recently had extremely sketchy interpersonal relationships and she thinks you need space, so if you like her, go for it."

2014-06-25 07:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: o. Can't be true




"Oh."



Dubiously, he asks, "Just - kiss her out of the blue?"

2014-06-25 07:47 (UTC)









pleating: (Default)




"Okay, maybe not completely out of the blue.  Get her alone first and tell her you like her and reassure her that the sketchy personal relationship history is not a problem here?"

2014-06-25 16:30 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"That's a better idea."

2014-06-25 16:53 (UTC)









pleating: a ~ skill




"And then kiss her.  Or, like, tilt your head and lean forward a little and make gooey eye contact, maybe."

2014-06-25 16:56 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




Adarin laughs, a little nervously. "I'll - um.  Figure it out?"

2014-06-25 16:58 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




Kayam looks at him skeptically.  "You will, huh?  All by yourself."

2014-06-25 16:59 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




Zeviana has been trying not to laugh, the entire time. "You're doomed. You're so doomed."

2014-06-25 17:3 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




He sighs.

2014-06-25 17:4 (UTC)









pleating: b ~ insight




"I don't think he's doomed to anything more than a few awkward moments at the very beginning."

2014-06-25 17:5 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Fun."

2014-06-25 17:11 (UTC)









try_me: d. Has a cute habit




"Can I watch you flail about failing at romancing her?"

2014-06-25 17:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: n. Set my sister on you




"No."

2014-06-25 17:13 (UTC)









pleating: k ~ decisions




"Yeah, I did say alone, there was a reason."

2014-06-25 17:13 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Awww. Fine, fine."

2014-06-25 17:14 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"Thank you for not sabotaging milady's love life for your personal amusement."

2014-06-25 17:16 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"You're welcome!"

2014-06-25 17:17 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I feel so loved," says Adarin in a deadpan.

2014-06-25 17:17 (UTC)









try_me: b. Grudgingly proud of the dork




"Awww.  Do you want me to coach you?  I can coach you -"

2014-06-25 17:18 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Nnnnno that's okay, we'll just figure it out."

2014-06-25 17:19 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"Shara will probably produce plenty of opinions about the details when she knows you are not labeled fragile, this end up, keep out of direct sunlight, no sudden movements or loud noises, do not expose to bagpipe music."

2014-06-25 17:21 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles






Adarin cracks up. "What would happen if I were fragile and exposed to bagpipe music?"

2014-06-25 17:22 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"Uuuum, lingering death from... fluid in the lungs, that's what."

2014-06-25 17:22 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Sounds drawn out.  I'll avoid bagpipes, then."

2014-06-25 17:23 (UTC)









pleating: c ~ tagalong




"Well, the point is that you don't actually need the fragility labeling."

2014-06-25 17:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"But what if I die?" says Adarin in mock-fear.

2014-06-25 17:25 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"He will never get to kiss her if he dies first!"

2014-06-25 17:25 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"All right, go ahead and be careful around bagpipes but don't be careful around Shara, she doesn't even know how to play."

2014-06-25 17:26 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Oh, well, that's okay, then."

2014-06-25 17:27 (UTC)









pleating: a ~ skill




"She's in the library if you want to go right now."

2014-06-25 17:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"Uh - what, right now-?"

2014-06-25 17:28 (UTC)









try_me: e. You don't know me




"Yup," says Zeviana, who immediately starts pushing her brother to the door. "Right now, shoo, before you think about it too much. Shoo!"

2014-06-25 17:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Eep!"

And then he is out of the room, and Zeviana closes the door on him.

2014-06-25 17:30 (UTC)









try_me: a. So lucky to be with friends




"There," says Zeviana, casually leaning on the door to prevent him from coming back in. "That'll work."

2014-06-25 17:31 (UTC)









pleating: e ~ don't forget




"He doesn't know where the library is, does he?"

2014-06-25 17:31 (UTC)









try_me: c. Never lost one




"No idea."

2014-06-25 17:32 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"I'll show him where to find it," laughs Kayam, and she lets herself out of the room.

2014-06-25 17:33 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




Adarin is currently looking like a confused and lost puppy. "... I don't know where the library is."

2014-06-25 17:34 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"I figured.  This way."  Stroll, stroll.

2014-06-25 18:8 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Thank you."

Stroll, stroll.  Nervous fidgeting. "You're uh - not bothered if Shara and I...? You mentioned that you're pining."

2014-06-25 18:10 (UTC)









pleating: m ~ complicated




"Yeah, I'm kinda pining.  But I'm not jealous.  And me and her isn't going to happen anyway."

2014-06-25 18:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Okay - I'm sorry."

2014-06-25 18:12 (UTC)









pleating: g ~ twists




"That's she's straight?  Why are you sorry?  If she wasn't we'd have been together since we were about fifteen and you'd never get a bit in edgewise."

2014-06-25 18:13 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"... Fair point," he laughs. "But I'm sorry that you're pining."

2014-06-25 18:15 (UTC)









pleating: l ~ whatever




"I'm not miserable.  I just haven't quite got to the point where I can look at other girls without comparing, in my head."

2014-06-25 18:16 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




Adarin nods. "Okay.  Then - I suppose I'll shut up about it?"

2014-06-25 18:19 (UTC)









pleating: f ~ faithful




"Sounds like a plan.  You make her happy, okay?"

2014-06-25 18:23 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"I'll genuinely try my best."

2014-06-25 18:24 (UTC)









pleating: d ~ distance




"Good.  Library's end of this hall, can't miss it."

2014-06-25 18:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




He nods. "Thanks."

And then... Off to the library.  Before he thinks about this too much and flees back to the guest room.

2014-06-25 18:26 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




Shara is in there!  She is freshly bathed and in a nice dress and still wearing her crown with the lazily floating diamonds as she leans over a book.

2014-06-25 18:27 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Hey," says Adarin, for lack of anything better to say.

2014-06-25 18:28 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Hi!" says Shara, looking up.  "How're you doing?"

2014-06-25 18:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Good - you, um. You look nice."

2014-06-25 18:30 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Thanks!  I just sort of throw on whatever my handmaid gives me but she has good taste and I definitely needed the bath."

2014-06-25 18:31 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place






"I feel like if I comment on that in any way I'm just doomed.  So I'm not."

2014-06-25 18:34 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Sorry.  Anyway, how do you like it here?"

2014-06-25 18:34 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time




"It's nice - Vi is being abrasive with the staff, though."

2014-06-25 18:35 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Oh dear.  Do I need to intervene?"

2014-06-25 18:36 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"No, no, it's just the uh - maid was acting like we were uncultured.  Which, technically we are, but - sister."

2014-06-25 18:38 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




"...If she's being rude I can get you a nicer one."

2014-06-25 18:39 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Ask Zeviana, I was fine with it," he shrugs.

2014-06-25 18:40 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Okay.  So what's up?"

2014-06-25 18:43 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers






"Kayam came by and mentioned something? I'm uh - checking to make sure it's not false?"

2014-06-25 18:45 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




"Um, okay?  What?"

2014-06-25 18:45 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Apparently, uh - you have a crush on me the size of a continent?"

2014-06-25 18:46 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction






"That is not how crush sizes are measured."

2014-06-25 18:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: (Default)




"... There's a system for measuring crush sizes?"

2014-06-25 18:49 (UTC)









go_meta: (Default)




"Nooo but if there were it wouldn't compare them to landmasses, I don't think."

2014-06-25 18:51 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Okay, well -" He fidgets. "Should I drop this conversation and never bring it up again?"

2014-06-25 18:53 (UTC)









go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I - um - why are you asking, I was trying not to make it - why did Kayam even tell you?"

2014-06-25 18:54 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place






"Because I sort of mentioned that I had feelings for you?"

2014-06-25 18:54 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"Oh.  Um.  You do?"

2014-06-25 18:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




He nods, a little shyly. "If - I don't know, if it's unwanted or something, though, I can back off and let you be or - something."

2014-06-26 00:32 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




go_meta: k ~ distraction




"I was - I mean - you were talking about how you were having trouble knowing for sure what you want and - the like.  I - am not sure how to take this, considering - that?  But - like the hugging - not unwanted on my end - I'm worried about you is all."

2014-06-26 00:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: m. Slow realization




"Well - my head's still something of a mess when it comes to - personal space and how I should act and how platonic feelings work." He fidgets, a bit. "But nothing I had while I was there was - in a romantic sense. So in a disturbing way I seem to be absolutely fine on that note."

2014-06-26 00:49 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend






"Well, Kayam wasn't - mistaken."

2014-06-26 00:50 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"Good, I think I might have crawled off to a corner to die of embarrassment if she had been."

2014-06-26 00:52 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"Well, that would never do."

2014-06-26 00:53 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"No, it'd be pretty terrible," he snorts.

2014-06-26 00:54 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"And maybe the crown would retroactively disapprove if I went and did something like send you to expire in a corner."

2014-06-26 00:55 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Maybe, and then you'd have to go on more adventures and have to eat more trail food."

2014-06-26 00:57 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"It would be terrible."  Pause.  "So - what are you thinking in terms of what to do about these incomparable-to-continents-because-that-is-silly crushes?"

2014-06-26 00:58 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time






"Um. Well.  First I need to ask a question - I know about your stance on hugging, but uh - what about -" He looks at his shoes, and fidgets some more. "Er, kissing?"

2014-06-26 01:0 (UTC)









go_meta: g ~ seams




If Shara is blushing, it's not visually discernible, but she is hesitant as she says - "My stance on kissing is that I would like to try kissing you."

2014-06-26 01:1 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"Well then."

Since that's the case he can just - close the distance between them, tilt her head up to the proper angle and -

Kiss?

2014-06-26 01:9 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




Kiss!

2014-06-26 01:10 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




Yay, kiss!


"Yes? No?  Out of the palace, filthy peasant?" teases Adarin, softly.

2014-06-26 01:11 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"First thing," she says, raising an eyebrow.

2014-06-26 01:12 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




"Making sure!"

And with that encouragement - kiss.

2014-06-26 01:13 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




Kiss kiss kiss.

2014-06-26 01:15 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




All of those things.

2014-06-26 01:18 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"This does, you realize," mentions Shara after a fair bit of this, "open you to more scrutiny than just having been rescued and therefore having unsubstantiated rumors."

2014-06-26 01:19 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




He laughs, a little. "Oh, that'll be fun. Uh. You'll offer advice with how to deal with that?"

2014-06-26 01:20 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I don't have any more personal experience with it than you do," she says.  "I haven't been on kissing terms with anybody before, certainly not while being a future queen.  But if I produce any advice I'll tell you."

2014-06-26 01:22 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"Thanks. I'll - manage, I suppose."

2014-06-26 01:23 (UTC)









go_meta: d ~ friend




"I think so.  You're smart."

2014-06-26 01:24 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




That has the interesting effect of making him giggle and look embarrassed. "Thank you."

2014-06-26 01:25 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"You're welcome."

Kiss!

2014-06-26 01:25 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Kiss!

2014-06-26 01:26 (UTC)









go_meta: i ~ assessment




Kiss kiss ki-

"Your highness!" exclaims the same maid who was previously assigned to the rescuees.

Shara looks up.  "Hm?"

"Oh - I'm sorry to interrupt, Princess - it's only the wardrobe mistress wants you newly measured for the party."

"Sure, can you do that here or does she want it comprehensive enough that I have to go to her?"

"I can do it here, Princess."

Shara kisses Adarin again and gets up and holds out her arms in the prescribed manner for re-measuring.

2014-06-26 01:29 (UTC)









in_tatters: i. Shield time






Adarin looks - generally embarrassed, but returns the small goodbye kiss and then goes and stands Over There. He is maybe a little awkward.

(Okay, very awkward.  Very, very awkward.)

2014-06-26 01:32 (UTC)









go_meta: j ~ darkness




Eventually the maid is done with her chore and leaves them be.

"Are you okay?" Shara asks Adarin.

2014-06-26 01:32 (UTC)









in_tatters: f. Rare to meet ravelers




"Yes, she was just um - the maid from earlier." Pause. "She winked at me when she mentioned you, I suppose I just proved her right."

2014-06-26 01:34 (UTC)









go_meta: e ~ discovery




"I suppose so.  Is that bad?"

2014-06-26 01:35 (UTC)









in_tatters: e. Nice place




"No, it's just a strange situation."

2014-06-26 01:36 (UTC)









go_meta: f ~ raveling




"How so?"

2014-06-26 01:37 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Well, I've never in my life been kissing the heir to a throne after she rescued me from a horrible unethical raveler, and get interrupted by a maid who earlier winked at me."

2014-06-26 01:40 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"Which makes it strange.  I see."

Kiss.

2014-06-26 01:42 (UTC)









in_tatters: a. Gotten used to cuddles




Kiss.

"It takes some getting used to, yes."

2014-06-26 01:45 (UTC)









go_meta: a ~ success




"How much getting used to, do you think?"  Kiss kiss.

2014-06-26 01:45 (UTC)









in_tatters: c. Safe with me




"I've got no idea!  I've never had to get used to this sort of thing before, either."

Kiss. "But I'm definitely enjoying it regardless."

2014-06-26 01:47 (UTC)









go_meta: b ~ progress




"What about when you're used to it, then will it be boring?"

2014-06-26 01:47 (UTC)









in_tatters: g. Consideration




"I doubt it!"

2014-06-26 01:48 (UTC)









go_meta: c ~ princess




"Good, that would be a pity."

Kiss.

2014-06-26 01:48 (UTC)









in_tatters: d. Milady




"Definitely."

Kiss!

2014-06-26 01:49 (UTC)





Midnight ∞

like glass





slippage: m ~ what do i have




Mira would rather have a fairy than not have a fairy.  All else being equal.  In fact, right at this moment she is particularly glad to have one rather than not.  So why does the fairy have to be so infuriating?

"Will you keep protecting me from her?" Mira asks.

The fairy looks like an insect-winged cross between a child's drawing and a masterful sculpture of a person - proportioned wrong, colored wrong, sized wrong, but absolutely exquisitely sleek and luminous in every detail, like she was carved from yellow jade and is supposed to have her too-big eyes that far up on her face and meant to have legs that long and be three feet tall yet have fingers longer than Mira's own.  And this isn't even, if Mira understands her correctly (only modestly likely), what she "really" looks like.

"Yes," says the fairy.

This is a straight answer.  Straight answers can be trusted.  Mira relaxes, partly.

"What about Chals?"

The fairy shrugs.  "Promised you."

"He's important to me.  He was important to Rinay too."  Mira's not clear on how much referring to the fairy's prior human charge helps, but it doesn't seem to hurt.  "Please."

"Breaking rules," trills the fairy.  And she's starting to fidget, if you can call it fidgeting, bored or impatient or left the fairy equivalent of a teakettle boiling wherever she goes when she's not attending Mira.  Her wings flicker out of existence for a moment, then come back in different colors.  Blue and red becomes white and orange and pink.

"If you won't help me what am I supposed to do?"  Kill her stepmother in her sleep?  The fairy would then go to one of Kelsey's children by her first husband, in that case, and then the child would be furious, Mira doesn't have a plan for the perfect murder, she'd be caught.  Hell, depending on how thoroughly Kelsey's fairy's magic wore off, Chals might turn her in himself.  If it didn't wear off very thoroughly in a damn hurry he might outright kill Mira in revenge, she doesn't know, she can't predict him anymore.

"Hmmmmmm," says the fairy.  There's an unpleasant buzz in the air while she thinks, and then she says, "Ask a human."

"Who?"  She's not even sure Kelsey's technically broken the law.  Fairies are a fuzzy area of jurisprudence.  And if Kelsey were absolutely in the legal wrong, the person Mira would normally go to would be Chals, but.

"Oh!  I know!" says the fairy, making as though to clap her hands but not quite connecting and making a sound like chirping frogs instead of an actual clap.  "Here."

She waves her hand, a beat behind the actual magic she's doing, a signal that isn't made with an understanding of why there would be a signal.

Mira's outfit transforms into what is frankly a magically spectacular dress.  Her boots disappear only to be replaced with the most staggeringly impractical glass heels of all time, she feels her hair restyling itself on her head, and when her fairy is in a mood like this she can only assume that there's makeup magic going on too.  A gourd on the edge of the pumpkin patch swells and changes into a coach and nearby rodents are transformed into horses and a driver.  (Mira remembers that she did in fact extract a straight answer from the fairy, once, years ago: she does not make people.  This is a human-shaped magical automaton of some kind.  When the fairy inevitably elects to destroy it, only a mouse will die.)

Mira looks at the resulting tableau: coach, driver, horses, fancy dress, ridiculous shoes that she inexplicably hasn't already fallen into the mud just from standing still in.

"Here, what?"

"Go!  Ask humans," giggles the fairy.

The fairy cannot harm her, the fairy cannot send her into danger - but the fairy can do some bewilderingly stupid things sometimes.  "In formal wear?"

"You don't like it," says the fairy.  Her wings change again - black and brown and gray.  Mira doesn't think this represents any emotion so human as disappointment.  "Well, then, it will stop bothering you at midnight."

"I -"

The fairy's wings flicker out, and then so does the rest of her.  Mira could call her back, but she's not convinced at this point it would be helpful.

Technically Kelsey wants her home half an hour ago to make dinner and scrub the floor and do the laundry, because if Mira can't be "civil" she can at least be useful.

Mira thinks that if Kelsey gets anything she wants that's a dreadful tragedy.

Mira gets in the coach.  The slippers - damn it, the slippers that she complained about that will now disappear at midnight - they guide her steps.  She could probably dance in these things.  That'll teach her to question the usefulness of a ride to some extremely formal event when what she needs is an assassin.

Maybe she can get the fairy to reconstruct the shoes later, but probably not.  Fucking fairies.

---

The coach takes her to the palace.

There is a party ongoing at the palace.

...Okay.

Mira looks like she belongs at a palatial shindig, doesn't she?  She does.  The fairy outdid herself.

She sails right in.

And immediately corners someone holding and hors d'oeuvres platter and asks them where she should go with a problem that needs delicate handling.  The servant suggests the crown prince.  "He's very nice," he assures her.

Mira twirls her way through the dancers and goes up to him.

"May I have this dance?" she inquires.  Like it's a private joke, because it is.

2014-07-21 20:6









works_like_a: (Default)




The crown prince is currently not busy, and he's supposed to be - mingling. Some bizarre part of learning how to be a monarch - how to manipulate people and treat them like puppets. He'd rather treat them like people, but if he wants to keep his crown princehood, he gets to play the king's game. He wants to keep being the crown prince, because of what he'll be able to do with it. So, here he is, playing the game. Learning useful things, like how to judge people for what they can do within reasonable levels to their pride and their assets, but also utterly useless things like how to smile pretty. He was forced to master that one, and it was only after he had it that he realized its use. Dealing with people you don't like but have to deal with? Use the smile. The smile works.

Oh, look, someone he doesn't recognize. The king would be disappointed in him, he's supposed to know all of these people already. Right, well, there's nothing to be done for it now but figure out who she is and how important or useful she is. Hopefully she won't flirt with him, but he's supposed to smile at her anyway, no need to be rude.

"Certainly," agrees Adanir, using the smile. It can be accurately described as 'dazzling.' Too bad it's not his natural one.

2014-07-22 03:27 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




Mira is much too preoccupied to be dazzled.  Onto the dance floor with him.

"One of the staff told me you were a good person to go to with a problem," she says.

2014-07-22 03:29 (UTC)









works_like_a: Outdo the king




All business, then, that's absolutely fine by him.

"That's reasonable," he agrees. "Even if I can't solve it myself I usually have a good idea of who could, I am getting the feeling that you have a problem?"

2014-07-22 03:31 (UTC)









slippage: k ~ earned enmity




"I have a disaster," says Mira.  "How much do you know about fairies?"

2014-07-22 03:32 (UTC)









works_like_a: Thanks 'dad'




"A fair amount. They attend a particular person, only one at a time, and can be passed to someone else upon death. They're extremely powerful, somewhat helpful to their person, but often in bizarre ways. It's more helpful to have one than not, at least for the person that has one. What's the disaster that involves fairies?"

2014-07-22 03:41 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please




"I have one, and that's the only reason I can perceive the situation as a disaster.  My stepmother has one and she has gotten her fairy to brainwash my father."

2014-07-22 03:42 (UTC)









works_like_a: Swat you with political power







"Brainwash in what way?"

The dazzling (and fake) smile is gone. Look, now the prince is all business, how nice of him.

2014-07-22 03:43 (UTC)









slippage: o ~ boo




Mira appreciates it.  "My mother has been dead since I was five, which is where I got my fairy.  My father has never dated since.  Then, three weeks ago, he came home and told me to meet my new stepmother Kelsey and her two daughters from her first marriage.  Kelsey's fairy is around a lot and stared at my father and me all the time, sometimes the daughters too.  Kelsey acted like it was inconceivable that I didn't want to call her Mother and hug her every time I saw her and generally behave more affectionately with her, a complete stranger, than I did when I was five with my real mother.  All of which would merely be bizarre, not incriminating, but then the next time I called my fairy up, she told me you're welcome and when I wanted to know what for she said she'd prevented Kelsey's fairy from forcing me to love Kelsey because she suspected that I'd perceive that as a harm.  Since then I've been trying to get my fairy to help Chals somehow, but she won't or can't, and Kelsey's on to me, and my father is no longer just ridiculously in love with his wife but acts like he finds me unpleasant to be around even when Kelsey isn't in the room or the subject of conversation.  My fairy's most recent failure to directly assist involved dressing me up like this and giving me a coach ride to this party, which I am taking advantage of because maybe you can help.  I hope it's not a problem that I snuck in."

2014-07-22 03:48 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




Adanir takes three seconds to digest - that disaster. That is a big disaster, wow.

"If anyone is annoyed with you for sneaking in tell them I invited you," he says, reasonably. He's already got one 'stray,' no one will think he's gone mad for inviting another to a ball. "And then if it was ever a problem it will cease to be one. I can possibly help, but I will certainly try. I don't have a fairy, but what I can do involves sending people that do to go arrest this woman and try to get her to - stop it, and verify that the fairy isn't acting on her own, trying to be 'helpful.'"

He is not going to let the king hear of this. Ever. One, because he'd be annoyed with Adanir so readily committing to helping this poor girl, but also because Adanir is genuinely worried about what he'd do with a person who had a fairy that willingly and consistently brainwashed people. The thought is terrifying.

2014-07-22 03:57 (UTC)









slippage: k ~ earned enmity




"Send people who have fairies who understand that brainwashing is harmful," says Mira.  "But I don't think arresting her will fix it.  The fairy could be misinterpreting Kelsey somehow and creating this behavior more or less of her own accord - but the consistency means that Kelsey isn't trying to stop her, even if stopping her was just the bare minimum of not calling her up and asking her for things anymore, and the way Kelsey acts means she approves.  I think the best thing you're going to be able to do is kill Kelsey and hope whichever of the daughters is her heir isn't the same way."Edited   2014-07-22 04:05 (UTC)


2014-07-22 04:2 (UTC)









works_like_a: Unpredictability of fairies




"... I would like to know more about the situation, and try other options, before having graduating to execution. I do agree that the consistency is a bad sign, approval for this sort of thing is - disturbing. But casual killing, just as much."

2014-07-22 04:9 (UTC)









slippage: m ~ what do i have




"You haven't seen what I have," acknowledges Mira.  "I'm just warning you I don't think arresting her will solve the problem, and depending on how much the fairy cooperates effectively with Kelsey it could make it worse."

2014-07-22 04:10 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"Thank you. I don't want to make it worse, but I'm really not the casual killing type. You know the situation better than I, what other options do I have besides sending protected people with fairies to arrest her and get her away from the people she's brainwashing?"

2014-07-22 04:13 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"You have to keep her a certain distance from anybody who isn't fairy-guarded.  The fairies won't or can't operate on things too far away from their people.  Mine has a range of about a hundred yards, but they might vary.  I don't know if you already have a prison setup that accommodates that.  But the effects are persistent - my fairy isn't around right now and my dress and these magic shoes still exist, the coach is probably where I left it, she said they'd disappear at midnight but that was something she added because I complained.  So just taking Kelsey away from my father will not fix him, although it might let the effect wear off by itself, if that's something it can natively do - in the same way that I could rip this dress."

2014-07-22 04:16 (UTC)









works_like_a: Swat you with political power




"There are prisons that accommodate that. I can even throw people in them. But if the effects are persistent - will they go away just because she dies? Do we have anything to gain from her death at all, aside from stopping her from continuing?"

2014-07-22 04:20 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please




"When I've asked my fairy if she can just fix my father, she says something about rules.  I don't know why she's invoking rules, or what they are, or how they work, or for that matter if she's lying, but I would bet that Kelsey's own fairy would be able to reverse the damage if Kelsey's heir wanted her to."

2014-07-22 04:22 (UTC)









works_like_a: Only one way




"Then our priority should be, throw Kelsey in person-with-fairy prison, and then figure out who her heir is and whether or not they would be better than their mother. If they're the same or worse, there's not much to be gained from killing her."

2014-07-22 04:25 (UTC)









slippage: j ~ fairies




"The girls are eight and nine.  They're not nice, but - they're not nice for an eight and a nine year old.  They aren't, as far as I can tell, evil.  And I can't think of who else Kelsey's heir would be, unless inexplicably she's decided she doesn't like my father enough to leave him his own mind but does like him enough to give him her fairy.  It pretty much has to be one of the girls."

2014-07-22 04:27 (UTC)









works_like_a: Contants and variables




"Hmm. Okay, I'll talk to them myself once Kelsey has been arrested and the entire situation has been investigated, with the understanding that they're also probably brainwashed. Are there any other telling behaviors that are easy to verify? I do believe you, but I like having proof before I throw people in jail."

2014-07-22 04:43 (UTC)









slippage: m ~ what do i have




"You could try looking at her friends.  She has... a lot of friends.  I wouldn't be surprised if my father was just the second person she decided she wanted to marry instead of the fiftieth person she wanted to befriend."

2014-07-22 04:44 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




Adanir realizes that he wants to give this girl a hug. Of course, he can't, because he's still playing the game. Damn.

"I'll look into it," he assures. "Don't worry about - all of that, I'll take care of it. Is there anything else I can do?" Pause. "Not just - 'take care of this particular problem' but also 'send you to a friendly person to talk to' or 'find a place for you to stay that is away from her.'"

2014-07-22 04:52 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"I could use somewhere to stay that isn't - home."

2014-07-22 04:53 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




"Okay," agrees the prince gently. "Do you want to stay here at the palace close by so I can easily find you and let you know of progress, or in a nice house somewhere where you can have your privacy?"

2014-07-22 04:55 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"Here is fine.  Thank you."

2014-07-22 04:55 (UTC)









works_like_a: Contants and variables




He nods. "You're quite welcome. By necessity, you'll be near a - friend of mine, I don't control the entire palace." Yet. "Do you want me to tell her to leave you alone entirely, or let you two - interact however you like?"

2014-07-22 05:2 (UTC)









slippage: j ~ fairies




"...If I wind up telling her to leave me alone will she listen to me or will it only work if you tell her?"

2014-07-22 05:3 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful




"She will leave you alone if you ask her to."

2014-07-22 05:4 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




"Then I don't see any reason you need to tell her to do it before I've even met her."

2014-07-22 05:4 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"I would be very understanding if you don't want to talk to anyone at all right now, and if she didn't know that she would definitely say hello."

2014-07-22 05:5 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I'm upset, but not to the point of being unfit for all possible human company."

2014-07-22 05:6 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful




"Then she's good company to have."

2014-07-22 05:8 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"Who is she?"

2014-07-22 05:8 (UTC)









works_like_a: Shield of a smile




"She's a friend of mine. Her name's Nadi. If you remember the fireworks from last year, she's entirely responsible for that."

2014-07-22 05:13 (UTC)









slippage: d ~ opportunity




"I do remember them.  They were nice."

2014-07-22 05:13 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"She likes compliments, feel free to tell her you liked them, she's always happy when people likes things she invents."

2014-07-22 05:14 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




"I may do."

2014-07-22 05:15 (UTC)









works_like_a: Thanks 'dad'




He nods. "Oh, and - please don't go to the king about this problem at all."

2014-07-22 05:23 (UTC)









slippage: j ~ fairies




"Why not?"

2014-07-22 05:24 (UTC)









works_like_a: Swat you with political power




"Because he's unlikely to handle this problem in a fashion that would suit you."

2014-07-22 05:24 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"What do you mean?"

2014-07-22 05:25 (UTC)









works_like_a: Contants and variables




"I mean, that while he is a very - capable ruler, while he's quite good at keeping the country running and doing it well, his first reaction upon hearing about a fairy that so easily brainwashes people would most likely be to use her. To his purposes."

2014-07-22 05:27 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please






"I'm not sure he could get anywhere near Kelsey without getting brainwashed himself but - that might not stop using the fairy, I grant."

2014-07-22 05:28 (UTC)









works_like_a: Only one way




"Yes. So I would like to not let him find out about this."

2014-07-22 05:29 (UTC)









slippage: o ~ boo




"Okay.  Unless I discover compelling reason to believe that you aren't helping and that he would, I won't tell him."

2014-07-22 05:30 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




"Fair. Thank you."

2014-07-22 05:31 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"You're welcome.  Do you know what time it is?  I'd rather be tucked away wherever you're putting me when midnight hits and I can no longer dance and the dress goes away to be replaced with either nothing or what I was wearing before depending on how annoyed my fairy was."

2014-07-22 05:32 (UTC)









works_like_a: Thanks 'dad'




"I would estimate it's around ten. Would you like to go there now, and for me to, ah - send clothes in case it's the latter?"

2014-07-22 07:6 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)






"I'd kind of like to finish the song first.  I usually can't dance or I fall over, but my fairy went and threw in magic shoes and I'm going to miss them."

2014-07-22 14:51 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




"We can finish this song, certainly. I'm not likely to complain."

Mostly because he will be dancing all night no matter what he does, but - let her think he's being flirty. Or something.

2014-07-25 23:29 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




She doesn't chalk it up to anything other than basic agreeableness.  "Thank you."

Even in the glass shoes she's not a great dancer, but she doesn't fall over, step on his feet, or kick anyone in the shin.

When the song ends, she lets him go without further protest.  "Where am I going?"

2014-07-25 23:32 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"This way," he says, kindly. He leads her off, and has a short conversation with a servant.

The servant departs to go get a spare bedroom ready, and Adanir looks at Mira. "Well, you can stay at the party until your room's ready, or I can ask someone else to take you elsewhere. Which is up to you."

2014-07-26 00:19 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I might as well stay.  As long as I can still dance and midnight isn't right around the corner.  It's - distracting."

2014-07-26 00:20 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful







"Would you like to dance with me for another song?"

2014-07-26 00:23 (UTC)









slippage: d ~ opportunity




"Sure."

2014-07-26 00:23 (UTC)









works_like_a: Contants and variables




Dancing! Adanir actually does know how to dance. The king's responsible for that one. Exciting.

"So, normally you can't dance?" 

2014-07-26 00:30 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"Normally it's kind of impressive if I manage to walk for ten entire minutes without tripping even a little."

2014-07-26 00:31 (UTC)









works_like_a: Unpredictability of fairies




"That - sounds upsetting. I'm sorry. And there's no way you can persuade your fairy to let you keep the shoes?"

2014-07-26 00:33 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"I don't know for certain, one never does with fairies, but I objected to the - putting me in a fancy outfit solution to my father being mind controlled, so she said it would stop bothering me at midnight.  I've tried to get her to address my clumsiness before.  She's just not that directable in most ways."

2014-07-26 00:38 (UTC)









works_like_a: Heir




"Ah. Maybe thank her for the fancy outfit solution and - that might persuade her to do it again in the future? ... I'm trying to use logic on fairies, this is going to fail horrifically."

2014-07-26 00:44 (UTC)









slippage: c ~ mice




"It probably wouldn't hurt, but - yeah, I wouldn't count on it."

2014-07-26 00:44 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




"Pity. I wish I had a fairy, but I also think I'd slowly go mad if I had one. So, perhaps it's best that I don't."

2014-07-26 00:52 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




"They're very frustrating.  I mean, you don't have to call them up, but they're always tempting and usually disappointing."

2014-07-26 00:53 (UTC)









works_like_a: Thanks 'dad'




"Or bizarre. A fancy dress and magic shoes  for a father under mind control." Adanir sighs and shakes his head. "Wow."

2014-07-26 00:57 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"With the helpful advice that I should use them to go ask a human."  Mira inclines her head in his direction.

2014-07-26 00:58 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful




Adanir snorts. "I don't require pretty dresses and the ability to dance as requirements to help with problems."

Though the king might have gotten to her first, if she hadn't snuck into the party, which - would have been bad.

2014-07-26 01:7 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I didn't know anything about you," Mira points out.  "I didn't even go straight to you.  I asked a servant who a good person to go to would be."

2014-07-26 01:8 (UTC)









works_like_a: Only one way




"Fair. Mmm. Still a strange way to solve a problem."

2014-07-26 01:19 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"It would also have been much harder for me to get here without the coach she made me.  I'd definitely have needed food and I'd have given myself about even odds of falling and breaking something on one of the parts of the route near a steep slope."

2014-07-26 01:20 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"So what I'm hearing is that she actually picked a fantastic if bizarre solution?"

2014-07-26 01:24 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"Apparently.  Well, if you actually manage to solve the problem."

2014-07-26 01:24 (UTC)









works_like_a: Shield of a smile




"I'll endeavor to not snap like delicate porcelain under pressure."

2014-07-26 01:26 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"Thank you."

2014-07-26 01:27 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son




"You're welcome. I sincerely will try my best to fix this."

2014-07-26 01:29 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please




"I appreciate it.  I - I miss my dad."

2014-07-26 01:30 (UTC)









works_like_a: Only one way




There's a pause from the prince, and a sort of - flicker in his face.

"I'll fix it," he promises, softly.

2014-07-26 01:33 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"Thank you."

2014-07-26 01:34 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful




"You're welcome."

2014-07-26 01:39 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"As long as I'm around and you're helping me, anything I might be able to get my fairy to do that would be useful?"

2014-07-26 01:40 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"Well -"

Adanir rattles off several large-scale public works projects, and several places where a fairy's efforts could be extremely, extremely helpful. Persistent things that heal, items for mass-transit, and a wire-laced dome with gates to go around a town that's harassed by avii.

2014-07-26 01:53 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"I asked her for a healing wand when I first got her," snorts Mira.  "I'd heard about the one they used to have in - anyway, haven't been able to get her to do it.  Tried to get her to do something nice with the roads, too - I considered fancier systems but if she'd actually given me magic plates people could stand on to teleport from here to there it wouldn't have done the infrastructure any favors when I'd died and they'd all stopped working.  Didn't get it, anyway.  I haven't tried the wire lace question.  If you take me to a town like that I'll see if I can get her to help."

2014-07-26 01:55 (UTC)









works_like_a: True smile








The prince smiles. It's - noticeably different from the earlier dazzling smile. More quiet, understated. Honest.

"Sure, thank you."

2014-07-26 01:57 (UTC)









slippage: d ~ opportunity




"You're welcome."

2014-07-26 02:0 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




Eventually, the song ends, and the servant returns. Mira's room is now ready.

"Alas," says Adanir, in a deadpan. "I'm certainly not free yet, but you have the chance to escape."

2014-07-26 02:12 (UTC)









slippage: c ~ mice




"I hope it's not too unendurable," says Mira, with a little curtsey, and she follows the servant to her room.

2014-07-26 02:13 (UTC)





Midnight ∞

Volatile under pressure





really_grand_vizier: We need to try that




Nadi got a note that there is a new visitor in the palace. An un-sanctioned visitor, hidden by Adanir and squirreled away here in the 'do not talk about' wing. This is exciting news. Nadi is kind of sick of dealing with people that look down their noses at her. Let's go investigate this person that is possibly less likely to do that!

Knock, knock. Who's there?

2014-08-19 22:51









slippage: g ~ how do i




Mira opens the door.  "Hi."

2014-08-20 02:58 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Wasn't me I swear




Oh, look! A person! A slightly depressed looking person. Hm.

"Hi!" says Nadi.

2014-08-20 02:59 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




"You're the prince's friend?"

2014-08-20 02:59 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: I blew up my lab again




"The one and only!" Pause. "It's actually a bit depressing, he needs to get out more, meet more people. But! Super introvert. Also, princehood. Kind of cuts back on who he can make genuine friends with."

2014-08-20 03:1 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"Introversion, I'm familiar with.  Royalty, less so."

2014-08-20 03:2 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: A child could figure it out




"Okay, the way I picture it is like this..."

She clears her throat, and adopts a deeper-pitched, malevolent voice. "Crown prince of the kiiingdom, are you?  Mmmmyeeees. I can use you, my pretty, mmmyeees I caaan!" She makes motions like she's controlling a litle puppet, and then cackles, "Dance, princey, dance!"

2014-08-20 03:6 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"Well.  I suppose I can't claim any special virtue there, can I."

2014-08-20 03:7 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Replace your dad with that spare one







"Pretty sure if he were here he would systematically break down that argument," says Nadi musingly. "Isn't he willingly helping you with a genuine problem? That's way different from 'dance, princey, dance.' Unless you literally danced with him. Did you literally dance with him?"

2014-08-20 03:10 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"I literally danced with him, and, yes, I have a genuine problem."

2014-08-20 03:10 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Pardon you




"Well, okay, you're similar in that you literally danced with him, but the genuine problem thing is kiiiiind of extenuating circumstances. Also, wow, I am making a huge hash of this, this is the worst first impression of all time, I am so sorry."

2014-08-20 03:12 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




Mira shrugs.

"Anyway.  I'm Mira.  Mirabella Swan."

2014-08-20 03:13 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: I blew up my lab again




"I'm Nadi. I've got a last name, I swear, it's just kind of stupid sounding. Actually, Nadi kind of sounds silly, too, like it's short for something long and eloquent. But it's not. Curses."

2014-08-20 03:16 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"I think it's pretty."

2014-08-20 03:17 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: We need to try that




"Aww! Thanks, Mirabella's really pretty too. It's flowy and has a nice rhythm to it. My compliments to your parents."

2014-08-20 03:19 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please






2014-08-20 03:20 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Replace your dad with that spare one







".... Ooookay that is a bad subject I am so sorry I had no idea. Um. Er. Cupcakes, do you like cupcakes? I have been sweet talking the chef, we can probably commandeer some cupcakes."

2014-08-20 03:22 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I'm not hungry, but thank you."  She sighs.  "My mother's dead and my father's being brainwashed by my stepmother's fairy."

2014-08-20 03:22 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Mental screaming break




Nadi makes a little squeaky sound.

"Wow. Wow, um. My condolences on your mother, and - I am really sure that Adanir is going to work very hard to fix that second thing."

2014-08-20 03:24 (UTC)









slippage: o ~ boo




"I hope so."

2014-08-20 03:24 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: (Default)




"He's not the lying type. Also really not the type to say, 'Oh, well, that is a terrible thing that I will do nothing about.'"

2014-08-20 03:25 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"That's good to hear."

2014-08-20 03:25 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Pardon you




"Yeah. Um. Do you want a hug, I will definitely hug you if you need it."

2014-08-20 03:26 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"No thanks."

2014-08-20 03:27 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Wasn't me I swear




"Okay, offer's open if you change your mind. I also do nail-painting and hair braiding, if those ever turn up to be things that you would like done. Also explosives, but I'm really pretty sure that will not help in this situation at all."

2014-08-20 03:28 (UTC)









slippage: m ~ what do i have




"The prince seemed to think he might be able to solve the problem without Kelsey dying.  I'm not so sure.  So maybe hold explosives in reserve, although if you don't have your own fairy it's probably not very safe to deploy them."

2014-08-20 03:29 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Act like a lady




"I don't have a fairy. But I can gift-wrap you some explosives for your terrible stepmother if there's like - no other option and Adanir's banging his head against the morality wall in vain."

2014-08-20 03:32 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"I don't really know how to safely handle explosives myself, although I guess my fairy might protect me - I'd just be worried about catching someone besides Kelsey."

2014-08-20 03:32 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: (Default)




"Yeah, thus the 'if there is no other option.' I'm pretty sure there are other options. But hey, if there aren't - surgically placed explosions."

2014-08-20 03:35 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"Thanks."

2014-08-20 03:35 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Replace your dad with that spare one




"You're welcome!" says Nadi, brightly. "Fair warning, though, no touchie my explosives until I know you better, they are dangerous things. That go boom. And catch things on fire."

2014-08-20 03:36 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I'm not going to go rooting around in unfamiliar explosives."

2014-08-20 03:37 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: I blew up my lab again




"Thank you, you are the beacon of intelligence among the - actually, usually people leave them alone, it's just the ones that don't that stick in my mind for the rest of eternity."

2014-08-20 03:38 (UTC)









slippage: j ~ fairies




"Have there been many accidents?"

2014-08-20 03:38 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Wasn't me I swear




"Nope. Just me getting really upset with some people and then Adanir actually sitting me down and asking me to calm down. I take my explosive safety seriously, I know it doesn't seem like it, but I do."

2014-08-20 03:39 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




"I have yet to see you actually interacting with any explosives, so I hadn't formed a strong impression of how seriously you take it."

2014-08-20 03:40 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Act like a lady




"Very seriously," says Nadi, with a serious expression. "For reference."

2014-08-20 03:42 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"Noted."

2014-08-20 03:42 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Why yes it's made with real explosives




"Anyway," she says, brightening immediately, "How are you liking the palace?"

2014-08-20 03:43 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"I haven't seen very much of it.  It seems pretty, and - palatial."

2014-08-20 03:45 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: We need to try that




"It is both of those things. Also the pillows are super fluffy, that is my favorite thing about the palace."

2014-08-20 03:46 (UTC)









slippage: d ~ opportunity




"I haven't tried mine yet."

2014-08-20 03:47 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: A child could figure it out




"Super fluffy. If you want to act like children and make a pillow fort, I am so up for it."

2014-08-20 03:50 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"I'm not really in the mood, but thanks."

2014-08-20 03:50 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: (Default)




"I know. I'm sort of trying to cheer you up, and it's not really working. Uh. I can shoo, totally fine with shooing, too."

2014-08-20 03:52 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"It's usually pretty hard to cheer me up while I'm upset about something that hasn't been fixed yet.  Sorry."

2014-08-20 03:52 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Pardon you




Nadi nods. "Totally fine, I am not going to be upset with you for not being cheerful for very appropriate reasons. Let me know if there's a thing that I can do to help." Pause. "Oooo, poisons, I bet poisons would be better than explosives, I really suck at them but it's not really that difficult to make something that kills people when imbibed."

2014-08-20 03:55 (UTC)









slippage: n ~ godmother please




"I'm pretty sure she's onto me knowing what's going on, so I don't know if I can get her to taste anything before she'd get her fairy to look it over.  I think I have to wait for the prince."

2014-08-20 03:56 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Act like a lady




"I tried," sighs Nadi. "I don't really have it in me to plot murder for someone I don't know, sorry."

2014-08-20 03:58 (UTC)









slippage: m ~ what do i have




"I don't advise getting to know her.  I think her fairy brainwashes everyone she meets," shudders Mira.  "Mine is probably the only reason I don't love her and call her Mom."

2014-08-20 03:59 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Mental screaming break




".... Ew. Super ew. That's creepy."

2014-08-20 04:0 (UTC)









slippage: k ~ earned enmity




"I know.  Believe me, I know."

2014-08-20 04:1 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Replace your dad with that spare one




"If Adanir slacks on that I will make faces at him. And also research ways to kill people that are brainwashing things with fairies."

2014-08-20 04:4 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"Thanks."

2014-08-20 04:5 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: (Default)




"Yup. You're welcome."

2014-08-20 04:6 (UTC)









aestrix: (Default)




What's this? A knock? At the door? How completely original and not at all like what's happened before in the past. Surely, this is a new benchmark in history.

2014-08-20 04:13 (UTC)









slippage: e ~ what do i want




Mira goes to open it.

2014-08-20 04:14 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




It's Adanir.

"Hello," he says.

2014-08-20 04:14 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"Hi.  Nadi has been explaining to me that she takes explosive safety very seriously."

2014-08-20 04:15 (UTC)









works_like_a: Bastard son







Adanir peers around Mira to look at Nadi.

"... Might I ask why you're talking about explosives?"

2014-08-20 04:16 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: I blew up my lab again




"Explosive safety, totally different. Well, not really, but shhh. Let me believe. Also, drop the accent, it's weirding me out."

2014-08-20 04:17 (UTC)









works_like_a: Aren't you helpful




"Sorry," sighs Adanir, in a vastly different accent. This one does not sound like it belongs to someone who is the crown prince. Probably why he doesn't use it. "Habit. Regardless - Mira, I've found someone with a fairy who's willing to investigate, and they're pretty sure that the fairy will protect them."

2014-08-20 04:21 (UTC)









slippage: d ~ opportunity




"That's good," says Mira, after a moment of nonplussedness at the accent shift.

2014-08-20 04:23 (UTC)









works_like_a: True smile




"It seemed like something I thought you would like to know."

2014-08-20 04:25 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"It is.  I just - I want her gone, I want it over, I want my dad."

2014-08-20 04:29 (UTC)









works_like_a: Swat you with political power




He winces. "I'm working on it, believe me."

2014-08-20 04:30 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Pardon you




"I'll hold him to it, I'll make faces."

2014-08-20 04:31 (UTC)









slippage: g ~ how do i




"How long can I stay here?  When should I expect a ride to the place you want me to ask my fairy about wire-lacing?"

2014-08-20 04:32 (UTC)









works_like_a: (Default)




"I am not going to shuttle you off to a place for wire-lacing until all of the - this is handled, unless you genuinely want me to and need a distraction. Or something."

2014-08-20 04:36 (UTC)









slippage: i ~ lacuna




"I guess whether I need a distraction that involves leaving the palace depends on whether your library's any good.  But I want to be doing something.  I don't want to just - loiter around determining whether I agree with Nadi about the pillows' softness, worrying."

2014-08-20 04:37 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: (Default)




"The library's actually excellent, say what you will about the king, but the man knows his literature."

2014-08-20 04:38 (UTC)









works_like_a: Swat you with political power




Adanir makes a complicated face.

2014-08-20 04:39 (UTC)









slippage: f ~ updating




"...I'm supposed to be avoiding the king, right?  So if he hangs out in the library a lot maybe I'd better go try the wire-lace sooner rather than later after all."

2014-08-20 04:40 (UTC)









really_grand_vizier: Act like a lady




"He's usually not there often, usually in the evenings, if you're there in the mornings I doubt you'll catch him."

2014-08-20 04:42 (UTC)









slippage: (Default)




"Okay.  That should fill time."

2014-08-20 04:42 (UTC)





Basket ∞

wildflower





bulrushes: g ~ cotton




On the doorstep of a little house in Forks, Washington, a basket is placed.

The doorbell rings.

There are footsteps, and then there are not.

2014-06-28 15:42









asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




Lynn is in the middle of grading essays - this is pretty common, for her. She teaches at the nearby high school - she gives a lot of essays. She marks off someone's grammar, then gets up to answer the door.

She looks in the basket, confused.

2014-06-28 22:46 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




In the basket is a pale, sleeping child.  She looks about three, or at least three-year-old sized, but with no baby fat to speak of and an odd maturity to her face.  She is swaddled up in a blanket.

2014-06-28 22:48 (UTC)









asmyown: o. Worst fear






Okay then, small child, in a basket, left on her doorstep. That's certainly a thing that doesn't happen every day.

If Lynn has anything to say about it, someone's getting arrested for negligence.  It will not be her.  She picks up the basket, gently, and she takes it inside. Then, she starts considering what she's going to do. The obvious answer is call the police. Because there is a girl in a basket and the girl's parents are either going out of their minds with worry or should be in jail.  For the rest of their lives.

But maybe she doesn't know everything. Maybe things are more complicated than they appear. She's going to wait until the girl wakes up, get the full story from her.

2014-06-28 22:55 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




The girl naps for a good twenty minutes after being moved indoors, and then she blinks sleepily and sits up, trying to paw her way out of the blanket.

2014-06-28 22:56 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




The English teacher helps her, gently.

"Hey there," she says, voice just as gentle.

2014-06-28 22:58 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"Where am I?" wonders the basket child.

She has a funny, not-American accent - it's close to Scottish, but not very.

2014-06-28 22:59 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"In my house -" she rattles off an address. "Forks, Washington. Where are you from?"

2014-06-28 23:1 (UTC)









bulrushes: n ~ wort






"I don't remember."

2014-06-28 23:2 (UTC)









asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




Well, that's a bad sign, but not terrible - she's little, she can't be expected to have memorized where she's from, yet.

"That's okay. What's your name?  I'm going to see if I can find your parents."

2014-06-28 23:4 (UTC)









bulrushes: m ~ moss




"I - I don't know."

2014-06-28 23:4 (UTC)









asmyown: m. Trolls






"I'm Lynn Adams," she volunteers. "You're safe here, it's okay. Is there anything you can tell me about your parents?"

2014-06-28 23:7 (UTC)









bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"I don't remember having those."

2014-06-28 23:8 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Okay. That's all right - can you tell me anything you remember? Is it just you?"

She doubts it, because there isn't a way that a little girl can live alone at this young age. But, she is focusing on keeping calm and not panicking the poor girl.Edited   2014-06-28 23:11 (UTC)


2014-06-28 23:11 (UTC)









bulrushes: n ~ wort






"I don't remember anything."

2014-06-28 23:12 (UTC)









asmyown: o. Worst fear




That throws Lynn for a loop. Nothing?  Nothing at all?

"That's all right, it's okay," she soothes. Because even small children would be very frightened by - not remembering anything. "Are you hungry? Or thirsty?"

2014-06-28 23:16 (UTC)









bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




The child shrugs.  "Not much."

2014-06-28 23:17 (UTC)









asmyown: n. Needs to be done




"Okay, well. Let me know if that changes, all right?"

She considers, briefly, what her next course of action's going to be.

"I'm going to be on the phone for a little while, and then some people might come by to ask you some questions. Do you want me to answer questions for you, so you don't have to?"

2014-06-28 23:24 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"What kind of questions?"

2014-06-28 23:24 (UTC)









asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"Like - where you come from, if you remember anything, if there's any sorts of places that you remember - that sort of thing. The people will want to get you back to your parents if a bad person stole you, or away from them if they left you on a doorstep."

2014-06-28 23:26 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Are you sure I have those?"

2014-06-28 23:27 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Well, everyone starts out having two parents, but sometimes things happen. So sometimes people only have one or they end up not having any. Do you remember having no parents?"

2014-06-28 23:30 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"I don't remember anything before I just woke up," says the child.

2014-06-28 23:31 (UTC)









asmyown: m. Trolls




"Okay. But you remember things from after just fine?"

2014-06-28 23:35 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Yeah.  You helped me get out of the blanket and you have a name and it's Lynn."  She attempts to get out of her basket.  The basket tips over on top of her.

2014-06-28 23:36 (UTC)









asmyown: f. Pink hair




Lynn smiles, just a bit at this.  She picks up the basket, revealing the mysterious child.

"That's good, if you couldn't remember that it'd mean you were hurt."

2014-06-28 23:38 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"I feel okay except not remembering before."

2014-06-28 23:39 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




She nods. "Okay, that's promising.  Maybe you'll start remembering after a while."

2014-06-28 23:41 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"That sounds like it would be weird, to start all of a sudden."

2014-06-28 23:42 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"It would probably be very weird, yeah. I think sometimes it comes back in bits so eventually you have most of everything back, but that would also be a bit weird."

2014-06-28 23:44 (UTC)









bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"What if I don't do either kind of remembering?"

2014-06-28 23:45 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Then you'd make memories from the time when you woke up, onwards."

2014-06-28 23:51 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Here?" asks the child.

2014-06-28 23:51 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"If we can't find your parents and you want to stay here, with me - yes."

2014-06-28 23:54 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"You seem nice."

2014-06-28 23:54 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Thank you, I try."

With kids. Adults, it varies, but kids she will always be nice to.

2014-06-28 23:55 (UTC)









bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"I don't know if my parents are nice."

2014-06-28 23:56 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"If they aren't, and I knew it, I would not return you to them."Edited   2014-06-28 23:57 (UTC)


2014-06-28 23:56 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




The child nods.

"I'm  not sure if I'm supposed to have parents but I think I'm supposed to have a name.  I can't remember it," she says.

2014-06-28 23:58 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Well, you could wait and not have a name for a while and see if the police can find it out for you, or you could pick a name. That could be confusing if they did find it, though."

2014-06-29 00:0 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"I don't remember any names that are except yours."

2014-06-29 00:1 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"I would help," says Lynn, amused. "Either by getting you a book with lots of names in it, or by naming as many names as I know, or by picking a name that I like and seeing if you like it, too."Edited   2014-06-29 00:02 (UTC)


2014-06-29 00:2 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"What ones do you like?"

2014-06-29 00:10 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Irene, Jasmine, Astrid, Danielle, and Phoebe. Of names that I can think of at the top of my head for girls, anyway."

2014-06-29 00:14 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"I don't think I like Jasmine.  The others are okay."

2014-06-29 00:15 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




Lynn snorts. "Okay, then - Astrid? Would you like me to call you that until we figure out your given name?"

2014-06-29 00:16 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Okay."

2014-06-29 00:19 (UTC)









asmyown: f. Pink hair






"I'm going to go make a phone call, all right? I'm calling the police, if you have parents and they are nice, I don't want to worry them."

2014-06-29 00:22 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"What's police?"

2014-06-29 00:24 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"They are people whose job is to make sure other people are safe and that various laws are being followed."

She personally thinks it's a bit debatable if they actually manage to do that first part sometimes, but there's no reason to bring up that sort of thing to a child. Police in Forks are reasonably nice, anyway.

2014-06-29 00:27 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"Oh, okay.  Do you have things to read?"

2014-06-29 00:28 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"I do! I think some of them might be very difficult for you to read, but I do have a few children's books for someone your age."

Because she is a masochist and couldn't bear to throw them away, even when she stopped having a child.

2014-06-29 00:31 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Can I see?"

2014-06-29 00:32 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Of course."

She leads Astrid to her study.

There are bookshelves on almost every wall, and there are a lot of books. Mostly novels, though there are a set of encyclopedias and a few dictionaries, too. The shelves contain Chaucer to Shakespeare to Mark Twain to J.R.R. Tolkien, and beyond - and there, on the shelf, looking rather out of place are brightly colored children's books.

"Later, when I'm not about to go call the police, I will read you some of the others if you'd like me to.  Or you can try to read them yourself, though I warn that it might be a bit frustrating."Edited   2014-06-29 00:45 (UTC)


2014-06-29 00:44 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Thank you," says Astrid, and she starts browsing titles.

2014-06-29 00:46 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




Lynn retrieves the children's books and puts them in a place Astrid can reach, and then she heads off to make a phone call.

A lot of the books are hard for Astrid to reach, but not all of them. There's one book with rabbits on the cover, and the author's title reads, 'Richard Adams.'

2014-06-29 00:53 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




Astrid pulls the rabbit book and finds a place to sit with it and begins reading it.  Bunnies!

2014-06-29 00:54 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




It turns out to be about bunnies! They're leaving their home because one of the bunnies had a vision about the home's destruction, and they'd like to find a better home anyway.

(A dictionary is also in reach, if Astrid requires it.)

2014-06-29 01:8 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




Astrid does get the dictionary eventually to look up the occasional word - but it's pretty occasional.

2014-06-29 02:8 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




While on the phone, Lynn checks up on her visitor.  She notices the choice of book, and then the lack of frustration with it.

She approves. She thinks she likes this little child.

And then, back to explanations to the police department.

2014-06-29 02:19 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




The police department will be sending someone around presently.

Astrid is still reading.

2014-06-29 02:34 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




With that out of the way, Lynn heads to her study and sits down nearby.

"Enjoying the book?"

2014-06-29 02:45 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"The bunnies are going to find somewhere else to live," says Astrid gravely.

2014-06-29 02:52 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"They are," she agrees. "Hopefully they'll find someplace better. Let me know if you have any questions about it, all right?"

2014-06-29 02:55 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"I've been looking up words," Astrid says.

2014-06-29 02:57 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"That's clever of you! I can explain words, too, but also concepts. It's hard to look some things up in the dictionary, they're hard to reduce down to simple words. Let me know if you find one of those."

2014-06-29 03:0 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Why can bunnies only count to four?"Edited   2014-06-29 03:02 (UTC)


2014-06-29 03:2 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Well, they're bunnies. Perhaps no one ever taught them how."

2014-06-29 03:5 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Then why can they count to four?"

2014-06-29 03:5 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"They might have figured it out on their own, or someone started teaching them and was interrupted."

2014-06-29 03:6 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"Okay."

Back to bunny adventures.

2014-06-29 03:7 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




Lynn smiles a bit, and then - back to grading essays.

2014-06-29 03:10 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




A police officer comes by to ask questions.

He's not any more able to elicit memories of parents, name, or a previous address from Astrid than Lynn was.  He takes the basket and blanket away as evidence, determines that the girl is probably safer and more comfortable with Lynn for the time being than she would be in any sort of formal custody, and asks if Lynn doesn't mind holding on to her for the time being.

2014-06-29 03:14 (UTC)









asmyown: d. More than anything




She doesn't mind at all.

"Do you want something to eat?" she asks, when the police officer has left.

2014-06-29 03:21 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Okay."

2014-06-29 03:22 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"What would you like, then?"

2014-06-29 03:25 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"I don't remember what foods there are.  Can I see?"

2014-06-29 03:26 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"Of course," she says, and then she leads Astrid to the kitchen to pick out foody items.

2014-06-29 03:27 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




Astrid turns out to consider a lot of food not food.  There are currently no leftovers that meet her criteria in the fridge.  She identifies raw white button mushrooms, apples, bananas, lettuce, strawberries, grapes, raw broccoli, a cucumber, sweetened coconut flakes, and carrot juice and orange juice as potential food.Edited   2014-06-29 03:33 (UTC)


2014-06-29 03:32 (UTC)









asmyown: h. Neat trick




Lynn... Is confused by this. But she'll abide by these bizarre dietary standards, little kids sometimes have strange preferences.

She slices up an apple for Astrid, plops it down in front of her, and then starts trying to figure out dinner plans that follow the preferences.

2014-06-29 03:37 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




Nom nom nom apple slices.

2014-06-29 03:37 (UTC)









asmyown: f. Pink hair




Well that seems to work out all right, doesn't it.

"I'm not sure what I'm going to do for dinner," she admits. "Are you willing to go on a trip to the grocery store with me, pick things out?"

2014-06-29 03:41 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Okay."

2014-06-29 03:42 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




Lynn writes up a list of all of the things Astrid considers food. She's willing to play ball with this sort of thing, no need to make her eat anything she doesn't want to, but Lynn's going to make sure that she gets proper vitamins and nutrients.

"Ready to go?" she asks, when the list is made up and the apple slices are finished.

2014-06-29 03:51 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Mm-hm!"

2014-06-29 03:52 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




And then, off to the grocery store!  Exciting! Look at all of the edible things!

"Keep in mind," she informs when they get there, "That a lot of these look different when cooked."

2014-06-29 03:53 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"I can still tell if they're food," Astrid says confidently.

It turns out she can't tell reliably through packaging - looking at a can or a sealed bag often leaves her unsure - but she okays virtually everything in the produce section and most of the grains and legumes and spices in the bulk aisle when given examples of them without packaging in the way.  Pasta is fine except egg noodles.  Vegan chocolate is okay; milk chocolate isn't.  No meat, no fish, no dairy.  Juice is fine, all kinds.

2014-06-29 03:57 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




That is - interesting, but Lynn picks up on the preferences reasonably quickly. If Astrid wants to be a strict vegan, that's fine by Lynn. She can figure out how to cook at least one dinner with this knowledge, and from there she can look things up on the internet.

"If you'd ever like to try anything else," she says, as she picks up rice and pasta and various fruits and vegetables, "let me know and I'll get it for you.  As it is, though, I won't try to make you eat things you don't want to."

2014-06-29 04:2 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"The other things aren't food," says Astrid placidly.

2014-06-29 04:2 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"How do you know?"

2014-06-29 04:3 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"I just - can tell."

2014-06-29 04:4 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"Huh. All right, then you can stick to being vegan. And you won't ever have to eat things that 'aren't food.'"

If this were some sort of preference for 'candy only' or 'only potatoes' Lynn wouldn't be this lenient. In this case, though - the preferences are bizarre for a three year old, but workable, since it's possible to make good meal plans for a growing young girl with vegan-only items.

Food items are bought, and then they head back home.
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bulrushes: b ~ daisies




Astrid goes back to her book.
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asmyown: h. Neat trick




Lynn puts away groceries, and then starts looking up vegan meals. Idly, she suspects that her previous caretakers were strict vegans and dragged Astrid along for the ride. That's hardly Astrid's fault, though, and Lynn is not going to shell-shock the poor girl any more than she already has been. Bizarrely specific preferences, go.

She checks up on Astrid once that's done.
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




Astrid is still plugging along steadily through the adventures of the bunnies.

"The bunny language isn't in the dictionary," she says.  "But there's a tiny dictionary of it in this book."
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"Convenient that way," she agrees. "And you're not frustrated with reading it?"
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"No?"
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asmyown: a. Change the world




"Okay, good. You're a better reader than some of my students that are a decade older, then," snorts Lynn.
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"They don't like bunnies?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"They don't like reading in general."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"...Why not?"

2014-06-29 04:24 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Because, apparently, it's boring. I don't get it, either."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"But there's books about bunnies."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




Lynn giggles. "And books about a thousand other wonderful things.  Corrupt nations falling, monarchs rising, humans reaching out to the furthest of the stars - if I knew why they think reading's boring, I don't think I would be an English teacher. Alas, I am, and therefore don't understand the logic. But feel free to take it up with them. Maybe you'll convince a few."Edited   2014-06-29 04:32 (UTC)


2014-06-29 04:32 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Where do I talk to them?"
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asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"I could bring you to my class, introduce you, if you like. Though I would have teaching to do at the same time, so it might not be very fun aside from telling my students how they could read about bunnies."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Well, I could bring the bunnies book."
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asmyown: b. So prove it




Lynn laughs. "You could, indeed. Also other things, in case you get tired of reading. Toys and games and such. As long as you played quietly while I'm teaching class."
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




Astrid nods.
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asmyown: f. Pink hair




"We can give it a try on Monday, I'll call the school and make sure it's all right."
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bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Okay."
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asmyown: a. Change the world




She smiles back, then goes to go do that!

They are... Tentative about letting a three year old into a high school, but under the circumstances the principal is willing to allow it. Lynn's reasonably well known to be responsible and is also better at her job than most teachers present. Small towns are convenient like that. They'll tolerate the three year old if it means they don't need to find a substitute.

So, on Monday, Lynn packs up a lunch of what Astrid considers 'food,' and then they head out to school, bunny book, a few toys and a puzzle in tow.
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bulrushes: (Default)




And Astrid sits in the windowsill with her bunny book and sips water and reads, quite content.
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asmyown: (Default)




Lynn teaches class! It involves discussions where they talk about and give various opinions on the books they're reading, and Lynn returns various graded essays. Because even if they don't like writing, writing well and writing fluently is a useful skill that they need to know.

A few students are nosy about Astrid, but on the whole they leave her alone, until one student observes what she's reading.

"... Isn't that a bit advanced for a little girl?" says the student, bewildered.
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"I know most of the words and I have a dictionary for the other words," Astrid says reasonably.
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




The student has no idea how to reply to such a logical answer. "Okay then, that - um, is impressive," she says, and then she goes back to trying to figure out the book.

Lynn looks a teensy bit smug (she likes smart kids) and then it's back to English class. Questions!  Discussions! Are the characters right or wrong in this situation? Are they actually secretly stupid? Who knows? It's up to the reader to decide.

And then that class is over, and Lynn has a free period.

"Do you want to play outside, or stay in here?" Lynn asks, when the students have all departed.
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




Astrid yawns.  "Go outside and read?" she says.
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Sure."

She straightens up her desk, and outside they go. "I think I'll need to get you a raincoat," muses Lynn, looking up at the rain.
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Yeah.  It's wet.  The book won't like it."
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asmyown: (Default)




"It will not," she agrees. "I have an umbrella, I just never use it. Do you want me to go get it?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




bulrushes: (Default)




"Yes please."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




Umbrella is retrieved! Kid-ward, it goes. It's clear, with swirly black floral patterns. Also, the key to this entire endeavor - it's perfectly capable of protecting books and kids from the rain. If a bit big for Astrid to easily hold herself, anyway. But Lynn can do that for her, and even offers to.
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bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"Thank you!"

And now Astrid will read her book under the umbrella in the gentle drizzle.
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asmyown: d. More than anything




D'awwwww.  That's adorable. Or, at least, Lynn thinks so.

She will just be Designated Umbrella Holder, don't mind her.
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bulrushes: k ~ orchid




Astrid wants to know why this human wants to trap these bunnies.
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Well, there are two reasons.  In one place, there are too many bunnies, and they're considered pests because they eat crops and things. Then there's also how not everyone wants to just eat fruits and vegetables and things. So, they go and catch animals." Pause. "For, er - food."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"Bunnies aren't food.  They're bunnies."
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asmyown: f. Pink hair




"Well, not everyone has the same preferences as you - some people think of bunnies as food and want to eat them, for various reasons."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




Astrid seems to think that's weird.  "Well, okay," she shrugs.  "Real bunnies don't talk."

She continues to read.
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Yes, there'd be moral issues with eating things that talked," agrees Lynn.

And then, back to being Designated Umbrella Holder. She doesn't mind in the slightest.
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bulrushes: e ~ clover




Read read read.
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asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




Lynn leaves her to it! She'll bring a book of her own, next time, but for right now she'll just make a mental list of all of the things she'll need to get if Astrid stays. A bed, clothes, toys, a dresser - kids are expensive. Lynn is very glad she has savings.

(Quietly, Lynn wonders if her heart will break a second time if Astrid's parents are found.  Maybe she'll end up hating them if they show up, for no other reason than taking away the adorable little prodigy. She doesn't know yet.)
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bulrushes: (Default)




Astrid is blissfully oblivious.

No parents turn up.  There are no even shamefully belated missing child reports for little girls meeting Astrid's description.  There have been no sightings of suspicious characters lurking around the town of Forks.

Lynn is asked if she wants to formally foster the kid, with a view to later adoption.
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asmyown: a. Change the world




She doesn't even need to think about it. The answer is yes, yes she does.

Not as a replacement for her daughter (there's no replacing a lost child) but because Astrid is delightful and she needs a home and Lynn is the obvious, obvious choice.  Besides, Lynn has gotten all motherly and protective and it is now near impossible to undo that.  It's just too late to turn back now.

They go shopping for clothes, Lynn converts her study into a room for Astrid (some of the bookshelves stay, but most of them are moved to the living room) and then life continues on. Cheerfully. Astrid comes with Lynn to school most days, and then they go read outside together. Lynn is noticeably more happy now than she was when Astrid first arrived in a basket. It bewilders a few of her students.Edited   2014-06-29 06:01 (UTC)
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




Astrid has no strong opinions about clothes, although she seems to gravitate to shorts and short sleeves for no reason she can articulate.

She goes on being a little bookworm.  She goes on eating small quantities of a negligible-fat salt-free vegan diet, which seems to keep her just fine.  She spends a lot of time outside during the day on weekends, and by the windows when she goes to school with Lynn.  She is not particularly graceful - she never breaks into a run of her own accord, and sometimes trips even when walking, although so far she has avoided needing band-aids.

Over her first week with Lynn her hair dulls from blonde to a sort of ecru color, which looks - odd.
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




Lynn is alarmed by this change in hair color. She worries that it's got something to do with Astrid's diet - not in what she's eating, Lynn's been sure that she has plenty of protein and such, but in how much she eats. Which is not much. She very nearly calls the hospital, and only barely stops herself when she observes that her hair's not dull or dry or anything - it just happens to have changed color.

"Are you feeling all right?" she asks, instead.
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Yeah," says Astrid.  "I don't like this color hair though."
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asmyown: o. Worst fear




"I don't, either. Do you - have any idea why your hair's just - this color now?"
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"It looks like tofu," opines Astrid.  "I don't know."
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asmyown: m. Trolls




"It does look like tofu," she agrees. "I'm worried that you're not getting all of the things you need to eat, are you sure you're eating enough, sweetie?"
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"I'm not hungry."
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




That - could mean any number of dangerous things. Lynn thinks she might drive herself mad if she thought of all of them.

"Okay," she says, because she does not want to frighten Astrid. But she is going to quietly be extremely concerned about her welfare. She has continued mental debates over whether or not to take Astrid to the hospital.  On one hand, she seems fine, but on the other - her hair has changed color and she doesn't seem to eat enough to be healthy.

She'll wait and see, and keep making sure that what little food Astrid eats is good for her.
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bulrushes: m ~ moss




Astrid's hair remains stubbornly ecru.

One day she trips badly enough to skin her knee.

She goes to Lynn with an... obviously skinned knee, ragged wound edges and all, without a speck of red anywhere around the injury, sniffling.
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asmyown: i. Special not strange







Lynn inspects and doctors this, gently and carefully, cleaning it up with water and putting a large band-aid on it. She doesn't remark on the - lack of blood, the lack of red, she very much does not want to worry her child. Let her worry about that, Astrid does not need to.

"It'll be okay," she soothes, as she observes that Astrid does - leak. A fluid, even.  But it's not blood.

Another debate, over if she should be taken to the hospital, again. But what would she say? 'My child skinned her knee and she's not bleeding'? How does a person explain this?
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




Astrid nods, unprotesting at her fosterer's attention to the knee except for occasional flinching.  She seems to find not-red unremarkable for a skinned knee.



While school is on spring break, she decides quite firmly to eat nothing but strawberries.  This goes on for a week.

Her hair turns distinctly pink.
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asmyown: (Default)




She lets Astrid have nothing but strawberries, because it's spring break and as far as junk food goes it's really rather tame. She'll let it go, buy lots of strawberries, try to figure out what the lack of red and the dietary habits mean. And then - pink hair.




What.


What.


Okay. Okay. Calm thoughts. Calm thoughts. Hospital is out, this is not something that a hospital could handle. Astrid does not seem to be human.  She looks human, she walks like a human, she talks like a human, but - the strange dietary requirements, the lack of blood, and the hair colors based on - based on food. It's not like the three year old has access to hair dye, if she were a teenager Lynn would write it off as a prank, but - three year old.

"Do you think," she asks, "that if I got you other types of food that were different colors, your hair would change to that, too?"

2014-06-29 06:35 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"Ooh.  Maybe!  Can I do orange, I want to do orange hair."

2014-06-29 06:35 (UTC)









asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




It's absurd.  It's the most absurd thought of all time - but it explains the ecru. It explains why she doesn't eat a lot and is still fine, it explains why she wants to be outside so much.

So Lynn says, "We can try orange, let me know the minute you feel strange or weak or something, okay?"

And then they try orange.
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bulrushes: (Default)




Astrid does not feel strange or weak or anything while she eats (small amounts of) (exclusively) orange fruits and veggies and lentils and some unsalted peanut butter.

And lo, she is a redhead.
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asmyown: n. Needs to be done








Well. That's a thing. That is happening. To her child.

She does not call the hospital.  They would - she has visions of them taking Astrid away to be tested upon in a lab somewhere, treated like a test subject rather than a child. The thought makes her feel so sick that she wants to throw up. She refrains. Lynn hopes that nothing bad ever happens to Astrid, that she stays safe and healthy and never needs to go to the hospital, because she thinks she would rather die than send her child (because she considers Astrid to be her child, now) to that fate.

"Okay," she informs Astrid, "I think I will let you be in charge of your diet from now on, just tell me what you'd like and I'll get it for you."
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"I want to stay orange," says Astrid placidly.

She investigates all the orange things in the grocery store, and assesses them for foodiness, and also learns that red and yellow make orange together and eats carefully balanced amounts of those two colors, and then also learns that turmeric is an intense orange pigment and reintroduces blander-colored and even outright green food on top of plenty of the spice.
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




And lo, Astrid stays orange. Lynn's not even surprised anymore.

She buys a stethoscope. If her daughter is not human, she would like to know by just what measure - how fast is her heartbeat in comparison to a normal human's? It's not pumping blood, obviously - does she even have one?

"Astrid, sweetie, can I try a thing?" she asks, stethoscope in hand.
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"What thing?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"This is a stethoscope," explains Lynn, showing the item to Astrid. "It helps you hear things you can't normally hear without help - you can play with it, if you like, but I'm - going to listen to you, check for something."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Okay."
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




Right, stethoscope goes over Astrid's heart, and....?
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion
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asmyown: m. Trolls






Lynn tests it on herself, to be sure that it works.

Thump, thump.

Right then. Astrid is not human.

"All right, dear - you know I love you no matter what, right?"
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Uh-huh?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Well, I have reason to believe that you're not human." And then, because this is Astrid and not some other child, and therefore would like to know the reasons why, she continues, "My hair color doesn't change based on what I eat, when I get hurt I bleed red, I need to eat more than you do to be healthy, and I - have a heartbeat.  You do not seem to."

Pause. "I have no idea what you are, but I love you all the same. Okay?"
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"What's a heartbeat?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Well, a heart is something that makes sure all parts of an - animal's body gets the oxygen from blood it needs. It does this by pumping.  When it does this, it makes a sort of - thump sound. That's called a heartbeat. You can listen to mine, if you like?"

She offers up the stethoscope.
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




Astrid listens to Lynn, and to herself.  "I don't thump," she confirms.  "So I'm not an animal?"
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Apparently not," agrees Lynn. "I don't know what you are instead, though."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"What else looks like a human?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"There are a few animals that walk on two legs, but none that I know of that look like they're human."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"But I'm not an animal, what's an not-an-animal that looks like a human?"Edited   2014-06-29 07:07 (UTC)
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asmyown: n. Needs to be done




"I don't know of any. You'd be the first to know if I did."
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bulrushes: m ~ moss




"Am I the only me?"
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"I doubt it, because there only being one of something doesn't make sense. You had to come from something, somewhere. But I don't know where the others are."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Because of the basket."
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Because of the basket, and also because things don't - appear randomly. Especially living things, which you obviously are. Trees come from seeds, birds come from eggs, microscopic cells come from cell divisions."
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"Maybe I came from an egg.  Tiny tiny Astrid hatching from an egg."  She makes a gesture about chicken-egg sized.
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asmyown: b. So prove it




Lynn laughs. "That would be very cute.  It's entirely possible, too, though if I had to guess I'd say that you'd come from an egg that's bigger than that, if you came from an egg at all."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Medium-tiny Astrid," says Astrid, making a larger gesture.  "I don't remember hatching.  But I don't remember anything from before."
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asmyown: (Default)




"Right, which makes it difficult to figure out where - others that aren't animals but look like humans are. Or what they do."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"If you found something that wasn't shaped like a human at all and it wasn't an animal how would you tell what it was instead?"
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"If it could talk, like you, I'd ask it. If it couldn't, I'd try and figure that out by observation; seeing what's different about it, seeing what sorts of things it needs to live, that kind of thing."

She does not bring up dissection. Because she is not going to frighten her child.
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Well, I eat plants," says Astrid.  "And I drink water.  And my hair does color."
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asmyown: h. Neat trick




Lynn nods. "Unfortunately I don't know what things eat only plants, drink water, and change hair color based on what they eat.  Besides you, of course. Which kind of makes it difficult to classify you."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"Oh.  Well, what do we do about me not being an animal?"

2014-06-29 07:24 (UTC)









asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"Well, it means that I shouldn't take you to the hospital or nurse's office or anything, because I am worried that other people would want to - study you and that they would not have proper ethics while doing it. But other than that - I don't see a need to do much of anything, you seem fine."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Study me?"
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asmyown: l. He'd been drinking




"Try to figure out what you are, which is fine in itself. But you are also a person along with being not an animal, and I'm worried they would forget that. In their excitement to figure out what you are."
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bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"I think that would be pretty hard to forget.  I talk."
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asmyown: o. Worst fear







"Some of them also might not care," she murmurs. "That you talk."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




Astrid looks blank.
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asmyown: m. Trolls




"They might - do bad things to study you because they are curious and they are thinking about what they want to know instead of how you want to be treated."
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bulrushes: n ~ wort




"Oh."

2014-06-29 07:32 (UTC)









asmyown: n. Needs to be done




"Yes.  And I want to prevent that, more than anything else in the world."
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bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"Anything?"
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Just about, yes. It's just barely, barely below keeping you alive."
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"What about all the other things in the world?"
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asmyown: m. Trolls




"You are my priority," informs Lynn. "Because I consider you to be my daughter, and I love you. So you come before all of the other things in the world.  Including myself."
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bulrushes: m ~ moss






"But where would I go if something happened to you?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"I don't know. Obviously I also would like to keep living, and would try very hard to not die. But if it seemed like it was absolutely unavoidable, like I had a timer that would kill me no matter what I do, I would make sure you go somewhere that you are safe and happy."
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bulrushes: n ~ wort




Astrid nods gravely.
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




Lynn decides that her daughter needs a hug. She is going to offer one.

2014-06-29 07:42 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




Hug.
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asmyown: d. More than anything




Hug!

"Do you have any other questions?"
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Is there anybody else who might know what I am?"
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asmyown: f. Pink hair




"I think some of the students have noticed the hair color changes, but - I'll explain that one away as you wanting to dye it. Other than that - if anyone knows, it's probably whoever was responsible for the basket."
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"We could ask people, though.  Not nurses I guess."
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




Lynn nods. "Yeah. I'd stick with people we trust, though. They might think it's a silly question, though - before I met you, I thought humans were the only things to look like humans."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Okay.  Who would be good to ask, then?"
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"I don't know, I'm afraid.  If I had an inkling, I would have already asked them."
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Okay.  How do I tell if somebody is a nurse so I know not to ask them?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"I think some nurses would be okay, depending on the person - it's not the station as a nurse that worries me, it's the ability to notice strange not-an-animal but looking-human things. They are more likely to notice, and so could react badly upon noticing. So - pay attention to how people act and if they're the type of people to not care about what other people want."

2014-06-29 21:22 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"How do you tell that?"

2014-06-29 21:23 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Usually it takes time - I notice that how they treat people that are below them matters quite a lot.  How they treat children, or waiters, or the hired help. There are other factors, but that's a bit harder to easily summarize."

2014-06-29 21:25 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"Are children and waiters below other people?"

2014-06-29 21:25 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"No," snorts Lynn. "Not in any way that matters. But sometimes people forget, because it's easier to do whatever you like with a waiter or a child. So you get a better idea of how a person really is, when they have the chance to be mean to someone with nothing stopping them, and they don't take it."Edited   2014-06-29 21:27 (UTC)


2014-06-29 21:27 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Oh."

2014-06-29 21:29 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"I will do my best to make sure no one is mean to you."

2014-06-29 21:31 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"You're nice."

2014-06-29 21:32 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




Lynn laughs. "Thank you, you're nice, too."

2014-06-29 21:32 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Yay!"

2014-06-29 21:32 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"I will get you something nice for your birthday. To match." Pause. "... Which reminds me.  You need one of those."

2014-06-29 22:0 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"A birthday?"

2014-06-29 22:1 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"A birthday is the day when you were born, and it's common to celebrate it and bestow presents as a way of saying 'I am happy you were born.' Christmas is similar, but it's for everyone rather than one specific person."

2014-06-29 22:2 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"But we don't even know if I was born."

2014-06-29 22:3 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Yes. But I don't want you to miss out on presents, I'm still happy you exist. I just don't know what day that happened to start or the method that it started."

2014-06-29 22:4 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"It could be the day I basketed."

2014-06-29 22:5 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"It could!" agrees Lynn. "Or it could be whatever day you want it to be, if there is a time of year that you particularly like."

2014-06-29 22:6 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"I don't know," says Astrid.  "If we wait for me to see all the parts of the year it will just be the day I basketed again."

2014-06-29 22:6 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Hmmm.  Then, do you want me to explain all of the seasons to you and see if there is one you like, or just go with the day you basketed?"

2014-06-29 22:7 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Is the day I basketed a nice day?"

2014-06-29 22:8 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"I thought it was, but I think I'm biased because that was the day I first met you."

2014-06-29 22:9 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




Astrid giggles.

2014-06-29 22:9 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




Lynn smiles, too.

"I'll leave it up to you to choose when you'd like me to celebrate your birthday."

2014-06-29 22:22 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"I think basketing day makes sense.  It is when I started being Astrid anyway even if I was somebody else before that."

2014-06-29 22:23 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Basketing day it is, then. I don't think I can manage to make you cake, but I will try to find a vegan equivalent."

2014-06-29 22:25 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Okay."

2014-06-29 22:27 (UTC)









asmyown: f. Pink hair




"And if I don't manage it, I can always bury you under presents."

2014-06-29 22:28 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"But then I would be buried!"

2014-06-29 22:28 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Yes, but they'd be presents!"

2014-06-29 22:29 (UTC)









bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"How will I open them if I am buried?"

2014-06-29 22:29 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"You're a smart kid, I have no doubt that you'll find a way."

2014-06-29 22:30 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




Hee hee hee hee.

2014-06-29 22:30 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




Lynn giggles, too.

"But I hope you can find a way fast enough, because if you're in there for a year you'll be buried under even more presents."

2014-06-29 22:33 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"Oh no!" laughs Astrid.  "So many presents!"

2014-06-29 22:33 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"You'll be known as the present girl. Because you'll be perpetually buried under them. Don't worry, I'll give you the bunny book right before your birthday so you won't be bored under there."

2014-06-29 22:35 (UTC)









bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"But it would be dark under all the presents."

2014-06-29 22:37 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Hmmm, you're right.  I'll have to get you a lamp, too. It'll need an extension cord, instead of batteries, otherwise you'd lose your light after a while."

2014-06-29 22:40 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"And I would get hungry in there."

2014-06-29 22:41 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Maybe I'd have to let you out for food and bathroom breaks. You'd get to stretch, eat, and use the bathroom, and then right back under the pile of presents."

2014-06-29 22:42 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"But then I could not go with you to school."

2014-06-29 22:42 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"True.  Hmm.  Okay, burying you under presents is no longer viable."

2014-06-29 22:43 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"If they are soft presents you could pile them on my bed and I could sleep on them like a dragon.  Could I be a dragon?"

2014-06-29 22:45 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"You may be a dragon."

2014-06-29 22:46 (UTC)









bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"Raaaar."

2014-06-29 22:46 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Adorable little dragonet," giggle Lynn.

2014-06-29 22:49 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"Maybe when I'm big I'll grow scales and wings and breathe fire!"

2014-06-29 22:50 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"That'll be fun, certainly.  Fire outside only, please."

2014-06-29 22:53 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"But I could roast my own tomatoes and stuff."

2014-06-29 22:54 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Okay, only little amounts of fire inside the house, and only when supervised."

2014-06-29 22:55 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"But this is when I'm big and grown up that I will breathe fire."

2014-06-29 22:56 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"If you have your own house by that point you may breathe fire in it all you want."

2014-06-29 22:56 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




Astrid giggles and hugs her.

2014-06-29 22:57 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




Lynn hugs her back, snickering.

2014-06-29 22:58 (UTC)





Basket ∞

cultivar





bulrushes: g ~ cotton




With various social work trundled along its merry way, Astrid is formally adopted as Astrid Irene Adams, declared to be four years old with a birthday on March 30 for paperwork purposes, and successfully passed off as human to all prying eyes.

She grows and falls over a lot and maintains her orange coiffure and reads books and is generally precocious.  The veganism and the aversion to salt and lipids persist.

Her fifth basketday approaches.

2014-06-29 16:50









asmyown: b. So prove it




There are, predictably, presents.  Books and toys and some arts and crafts kits, one of which lets people make little colored plastic versions of flowers. There is also, notably, a stuffed dragon and little round colored bits of cardboard that have a dragon's head drawn on them and appropriately yellow, in lieu of actual gold. These make up the dragon's hoard. Ha, ha.

"Happy basketday," says Lynn, presenting Astrid with a plate of fruits arrayed in a cake-like shape, with coconut oil frosting and some brightly colored candles.Edited   2014-08-09 23:48 (UTC)


2014-08-09 23:47 (UTC)









bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"Eee," giggles Astrid, and she sets about eating up her fruit with little dabs of frosting on each piece (not too much; coconut oil is vegan but it's still an oil).

2014-08-09 23:49 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




Lynn smiles, and then says, "I neglected to get you balloons, I'm afraid. Do you want balloons?"

2014-08-09 23:54 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"What is the point of balloons?" wonders Astrid philosophically.

2014-08-09 23:54 (UTC)









asmyown: h. Neat trick




"Hmmm. To be bright, cheer up a room, and be different from how other things work due to quirks involving physics and weight."

2014-08-09 23:56 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Because of floating," nods Astrid.  "Like air boats."

2014-08-09 23:57 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Yup! Like airships. Or dirigibles, if you'd like to show up my students with your knowledge of vocabulary."

2014-08-10 00:1 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Dirigibles," repeats Astrid.  "Why do people go in airplanes instead of airships?  Airplanes aren't floaty."

2014-08-10 00:2 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Well, first because airplanes are faster, but also because they're safer and less fragile. In a dirigible, if there's a hole in the balloon and it loses enough helium, it will lose its ability to float."Edited   2014-08-10 00:06 (UTC)


2014-08-10 00:6 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"Can you bail it out like a leaky regular boat?"

2014-08-10 00:7 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Mm, not quite. Would you like me to try and explain the reasoning why it doesn't work that way verbally, or for me to make a quick trip to the store so I can get the materials to explain it visually along with verbally?"

2014-08-10 00:10 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"I want to see," Astrid says.

2014-08-10 00:11 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"All right," says Lynn, brightly. "Then finish up your enhanced fruit cake and we can go get some balloons."

2014-08-10 00:12 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Okay."

Nibble nibble.

2014-08-10 00:13 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




Lynn waits, and absently plans for how she'll explain this. She thinks she's going to demonstrate why ordinary boats are fine for bailing water out of, too. When Astrid's finished with her enhanced fruit cake, they head off to a store, grab three balloons filled with helium, and return home for Lynn's demonstration.

"Okay," she says, "first, do you know why balloons float?"

2014-08-10 00:20 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"'Cause they're light," says Astrid.

2014-08-10 00:22 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Exactly right," she agrees. "To be more specific, the helium in the balloon is lighter than regular air. So, when something is light enough in comparison to how much helium it has, it can carry it. Makes sense?"

2014-08-10 00:31 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"If you filled me with helium would I float?"

2014-08-10 00:33 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Possibly," snorts Lynn. "But you have lots of things inside of you, and there wouldn't be room for helium if they stayed. And you need to keep those things in you, they're what keeps you alive and walking about."

2014-08-10 00:34 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"I wouldn't have to walk if I could float."

2014-08-10 00:35 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"True, but I don't recommend trying it, there are lots of things in you that do more than just let you walk around." Lynn pokes her nose affectionately.

2014-08-10 00:37 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Okay."

2014-08-10 00:38 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"So!" says Lynn, and she retrieves a pin to pop the balloon. "When the helium isn't there anymore to make the balloon lighter..." Pop! Whzzz, hsss, flop, goes the now deflated balloon. "It sinks to the ground."

2014-08-10 00:40 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Why does it leave so fast?"

2014-08-10 00:40 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"Well, because the balloon was keeping all of the helium bottled up under pressure inside it. So the minute the helium saw an opening, it rushed out because it - didn't want to be under pressure and trapped anymore."

2014-08-10 00:48 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"It sees things and wants things?"

2014-08-10 00:57 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Not the way we consciously do, but - matter wants to reach an equilibrium. While the helium was trapped in the balloon, there was an equilibrium inside it, and in the air outside of it. But when a hole was made in the balloon, there wasn't an equilibrium between the two, and they could interact with each other, so it reacted accordingly to fix it."

2014-08-10 00:59 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"But they could both interact with the balloon."

2014-08-10 02:29 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Well, certain objects are - more resistant to going back to equilibrium than others. Because the - pieces that make up the object are sort of... Bonded. Or connected. So they don't easily separate, and they don't easily let things on each side pass through the surface."

2014-08-10 03:30 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"What does that have to do with the interacting with the balloon?"

2014-08-10 03:40 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"Well, they do interact with the balloon, but they can't get the balloon to let them through to interact what's on the other side of the balloon very much. But, the balloon being inflated was the helium inside interacting with it, keeping pressure inside it to make it bigger than it normally would be."

2014-08-11 17:11 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"And the air outside it didn't push back?"

2014-08-11 17:33 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"It does, actually." Lynn smiles. "And you're quite clever for asking that question. But the pressure outside was lesser than the pressure inside, so the helium was - gaining more ground."

2014-08-11 17:36 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"But there's lots more air than helium.  Why can't it push harder?"

2014-08-11 17:37 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Well, because the air is everywhere, and it's not concentrated like the helium was. If the air were concentrated into a small space, like the balloon, it would certainly win, but with it all over everywhere, that's not so. It gives small amounts of pressure everywhere, instead of concentrating on the balloon."

2014-08-11 17:40 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Is it pushing on me?"

2014-08-11 17:41 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Yes," says Lynn. "And me, and the chairs, and the walls, and the trees outside. But we're so used to it that it feels like nothing at all."

2014-08-11 17:42 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"What would happen if it stopped?"

2014-08-11 17:42 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Well, it would be bad for you, because the things that make up you are used to pushing back against the air and wouldn't know how to stop. It would also mean that you wouldn't be able to breathe, which would be bad for - obvious reasons. That's why astronauts wear space suits, because there is no air pressure in space."

2014-08-11 17:44 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




Astrid hmmmms contemplatively, then takes a deep breath and holds it.

2014-08-11 17:45 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




Lynn waits, patiently.

2014-08-11 17:46 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow






Astrid has not breathed again - or for that matter passed out - a couple of minutes later.

2014-08-11 17:47 (UTC)









asmyown: h. Neat trick




That's okay. Lynn is aware her daughter has a strange pedigree. Different rules of breathing apply.

"If you're curious, by this point in time I would have passed out with so long without air," she informs Astrid. "It's probably different, for you. That's not bad or alarming, it's actually useful to have."

2014-08-11 17:50 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"When is it useful?" asks Astrid.

2014-08-11 17:51 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Swimming. You could stay underwater without coming up for air longer. If you were to take up mountain climbing, you'd do better there, too. More able to withstand the lack of air."

2014-08-11 17:53 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Mountains don't have air?"

2014-08-11 17:54 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"They do, but they don't have as much. The higher up you go, the less air there is, until eventually you reach space and there's none at all except for what you trap and take with you."

2014-08-11 17:55 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Do you trap it in balloons?"

2014-08-11 17:56 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"You can, but I don't think it could withstand the vacuum - that's the term for no air pressure - of space. As you saw, balloons are rather fragile. You would trap it in something sturdier, but the concept is the same."

2014-08-11 17:57 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"How does no-air break a balloon?  It isn't anything."

2014-08-11 17:58 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"The no-air doesn't break the balloon, the helium or air inside it would. Because it can push the balloon completely unchecked. And it's likely to push it to the point where the balloon breaks from the strain."

2014-08-11 18:0 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"Why does the helium in a balloon push just the right amount against the air so it doesn't squish in from the air pushing or break open from the helium pushing?"  She gestures at the remaining intact balloons.

2014-08-11 18:1 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Well, the person who filled it was in charge of just how much helium went into the balloon. And they chose an amount that would result in an inflated balloon, but not a broken one."

2014-08-11 18:4 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Oh!  That makes sense."

2014-08-11 18:4 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"I would be very disappointed in the world if it didn't make sense," agrees Lynn, sagely. "I'm of the opinion that the things that seem like they don't make sense are things that we don't know everything about. So of course they don't make sense, we're missing half of the required information to understand them."

2014-08-11 18:6 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Like why I look like a human but I can hold my breath and my hair does the thing and stuff."

2014-08-11 18:7 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Exactly. Humans can hold their breath, too, just not as long as you can. Though maybe you can hold yours indefinitely, I'm not sure."

2014-08-11 18:10 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"How long is that?"

2014-08-11 18:10 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"It varies, from person to person. Usually it's around one minute, longer if they practice. I think the record for holding one's breath above water is ten minutes or so."

2014-08-11 18:12 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Is it different for under water?"

2014-08-11 18:14 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"A little. I'm not quite sure of the specifics, but I think there's something involved with a human's body adapting to swimming and purposely using less oxygen when underwater."

2014-08-11 18:16 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"I don't think I have been swimming," muses Astrid.

2014-08-11 18:17 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Would you like to go swimming?"

2014-08-11 18:17 (UTC)









bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Maybe.  But what if I am a kind of thing that can't swim?"

2014-08-11 18:18 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Hmm. Then I would take you to a private place to try it, and if you are a thing that can't swim I would pull you out before anything bad happens. Or, if you like, we can not go swimming and not press the issue."

2014-08-11 18:19 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Where do people swim?"

2014-08-11 18:20 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Oceans, some lakes, pools made specifically for that purpose - I think some rivers, too, but I wouldn't take you there because often those have litter strewn about and I don't want to risk your safety."

2014-08-11 18:22 (UTC)









bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"Is litter dangerous?"

2014-08-11 18:22 (UTC)









asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Not in a - ostentatious, obvious way. It does not go out and mug people for lunch money. But litter isn't in a place it's supposed to be. So, a broken glass bottle could be in a place you didn't expect, and it could cut you if you step on it without knowing it's there. Or, an animal could mistake the litter for something edible and eat it, and then die because they weren't meant to eat something like that."

2014-08-11 18:26 (UTC)









bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Why can't animals tell what is food for them?"

2014-08-11 18:27 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"Well, their methods of identification are off sometimes. They go by bright color or texture or smell, thinking it's like something they've had before, but it turns out that it's not."

2014-08-11 18:30 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"That's not how I tell what's food."

2014-08-11 18:31 (UTC)









asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"... Huh. That's how I tell what's food," says Lynn. "That's interesting. Also useful, it sounds like your identification is more accurate."

2014-08-11 18:32 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"If it wasn't I might eat things that aren't food.  You just see what color things are and stuff?  What if something was painted?"

2014-08-11 18:33 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"I don't usually eat things because of their color," snickers Lynn. "If something apple shaped was painted to look like an apple, it might briefly fool me if it was done well, but I have a very good idea of what apples look like. So I can notice what is different about it from the apples that I know and realize that it's not food."

2014-08-11 18:35 (UTC)









bulrushes: e ~ clover




"That sounds so hard, though."

2014-08-11 18:35 (UTC)









asmyown: b. So prove it




"Well, I imagine it used to be, a very long time ago. But now we humans have neatly sorted things into 'food' and 'not food' categories, so if I didn't know if something were edible I could check with someone else."Edited   2014-08-11 18:38 (UTC)


2014-08-11 18:38 (UTC)









bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"And the someone else would know because how?"

2014-08-11 18:39 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"There are ways to test it - smelling and tasting before actually eating, rubbing a bit on your skin to see if it reacts badly, that sort of thing. But for every edible food, I imagine that there was at least one soul who said, 'I don't know what this is, but I'm going to try to eat it.'"

2014-08-11 18:40 (UTC)









bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"Ew," giggles Astrid.

2014-08-11 18:40 (UTC)









asmyown: a. Change the world




"Yes. Thus, why your method is better."

2014-08-11 18:41 (UTC)









bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Much better."

2014-08-11 18:42 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)






Lynn starts looking for places that Astrid can go swimming in privacy, considering its necessity. She considers the ocean, but the openness of that option makes her nervous. A proper pool does the same, so she looks into other options. Eventually, after some work and a large amount of time, she finds an out of the way pond that is open to swimmers, but not visited often. Especially early in the morning.

"Astrid," she says, one day. "Do you want to go swimming? I found a place, if you'd like to."

2014-08-11 19:39 (UTC)









bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Yes please.  I might be something that can swim."

2014-08-11 19:40 (UTC)









asmyown: i. Special not strange




"All right."

A few days later, Astrid is equipped with a towel and a swimsuit (that she picked out, Lynn has little to no taste for fashion) and brought to the pond to try out swimming. Lynn is similarly dressed.

"Any 'do not touch' coming from the pond?" she asks her daughter. She's learned by now to just - accept the weirdness.

2014-08-11 19:47 (UTC)









bulrushes: (Default)




"No, the pond is fine.  It's just water and stuff."

To the water she goes.  She wades in, untroubled by the cold water.

2014-08-11 19:48 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




Lynn follows, making a face at the water's temperature but otherwise not reacting.

"Humans don't start out with the ability to swim automatically. So just because you can't immediately might not mean you will never be able to."

2014-08-11 19:51 (UTC)









bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Okay.  How do I do it?" Astrid asks, kicking at the water.

2014-08-11 19:52 (UTC)









asmyown: (Default)




"I'll show by example, then we'll work on you doing it," says Lynn. And then she demonstrates, using different methods with a few explanations of the strengths and weaknesses of each. Stroke, stroke, stroke. One lap around the little pond, then it's back to Astrid. 

"What we're going to do first is see if you can float on your back. Sounds good?"
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Okay.  What if I'm not a floating thing?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Then I will be right here, and I will make sure that you don't sink. I promise I'll do everything I can to make sure nothing happens to you."
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Okay.  But how do I start floating?  It's not like a floor to lie on."
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"It helps if you take a deep breath, but it's the sort of thing that is - hard to explain."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




Astrid takes a deep breath.  She sits down on the bottom of the shallow pond end, and attempts to lean back onto the water.Edited   2014-08-11 20:14 (UTC)
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




Lynn moves beside her, to help if there's any sign of panic or if there's something she can correct. Right now, though, she's rather proud of her daughter for being brave.
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




Astrid isn't panicking, but she's not mastering floating either. It doesn't seem to be a buoyancy problem, just a skill problem. She goes on holding her breath when her head dunks underwater and comes up with her hair plastered over her face. 
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asmyown: b. So prove it




Aha, this is a problem Lynn can help with.

She carefully corrects some of the obvious skill mistakes, and says reassuringly, "You can float already, see?"
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bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"I am a floating thing," giggles Astrid.
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asmyown: a. Change the world




"You are a floating thing!" agrees Lynn, grinning. "If you like swimming then we can try the public pool or the ocean, or we can stick to this pond. Essentially, if you enjoy it I will work to find ways you can do it."
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bulrushes: (Default)




"Are they the same water?" asks Astrid.  "In the oceans and the pools?"
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asmyown: (Default)




"Oceans have salt water in them. Pools typically have chemicals, like chlorine, in them."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"I don't like salt.  I don't know about chlorine."
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Ocean's out, then. I suspect chlorine will be, too, but if you like we can check."
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"At a pool or some other way?"
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asmyown: h. Neat trick




"It can be at a pool, or we can try to find a pool care store and see how you feel about it in raw chemical form."

She probably won't like chlorine, but Lynn is not going to stop her daughter from checking.
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"A pool care store?  You have to care for pools?  Like they're hamsters?"
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"Sort of," laughs Lynn. "If you don't put chemicals into pools they can get very icky. Especially a public pool."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Icky how?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Algae and bacteria mostly, I think. But there are other issues of hygiene involving a public pool that necessitates more of the chemicals. Some people think it's a good idea to pee in them."
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"What about this pond?" wonders Astrid.
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asmyown: (Default)




"This pond has a more balanced ecosystem. Things to eat the algae, and such, so it doesn't get icky. Or did you mean people peeing in the pond?"
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"That.  Do people do that?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Probably. Right behind 'I don't know what this is so I'm going to try eating it' is, 'No one can see me so I'm going to pee in it.' Thankfully it's so diluted and cleaned up by the aforementioned ecosystem that it's really not going to be a problem."
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Are there fishes in the pond doing fish things?" wonders Astrid next.
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"I think so. Little ones. The water's a bit murky, though, it's hard to spot them."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"What's the murk?"
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asmyown: (Default)




"Mud, the algae and bacteria I mentioned, some other things. Probably some plants that have fallen in and started being broken down."
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Why do they break?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Entropy. They don't get enough of what they need to survive, something breaks a twig off from the rest of the branch, or the plant sheds things on its own. Or time, most things break if given long enough."
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"What's entropy?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"It's the - gradual decline into disorder. Or chaos. A system left alone for long enough, biological or political tends to break down into chaos."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Why?"
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"That is a... Complicated answer. I think the easiest way to explain it is that - things are not perfectly efficient, so the systems they make, when given long enough, eventually break down due to lack of resources, whether it's the more basic needs of energy and matter, or the more complex resources of creativity and drive."
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bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"I don't get it."
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Things - run out of energy to do things," Lynn tries.
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"Things get tired?"
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asmyown: l. He'd been drinking




"Sort of. That is entropy. Things getting tired, or running out of resources to work with."

And entropy causes all sorts of nasty things. Such as death.
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"Can't they just sleep and then wake up again?"
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"Would that they could," sighs Lynn. "There's obviously ways to keep things organized and fight entropy, but it's a hard thing to beat."
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Why?"
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asmyown: m. Trolls




"... I think because it affects everything."

2014-08-11 21:17 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"Everything everything?"
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asmyown: n. Needs to be done




"If there are any exceptions," says Lynn softly, "I don't know of them."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"How do things grow, then?"
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asmyown: i. Special not strange




"Things grow by harvesting resources around them, and then re-purposing things in them to what they need."Edited   2014-08-11 21:25 (UTC)
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"But why are there any resources still around?"
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asmyown: h. Neat trick




"Well, because the re-purposed resources are resources themselves. For other things."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"But everything's getting less and less resource-y.  Right?  Why isn't it done yet?" asks Astrid, still floating in the water.
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Yes. And it - takes quite a long time. There are lots of resources in the universe, thankfully."
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bulrushes: (Default)




"How many?"
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"I'm not sure. Too many to count, I'd say."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"So there will be enough for things to grow for a long time before the universe has to stop for gas?"
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asmyown: (Default)




"Yes. Longer than any of our lifetimes, I'd say. Unless yours happens to be measured in trillions of years."
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bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"Maybe it is!  I could be anything, we don't know."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




Lynn snickers. "Indeed you could be. I hope so."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen






"Could I be something that doesn't live very long, though?"
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asmyown: o. Worst fear




".... Possibly," says Lynn, carefully. "I sincerely hope not, though."
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bulrushes: m ~ moss




"Is there a way to tell besides waiting?"

2014-08-11 21:43 (UTC)









asmyown: n. Needs to be done




"There probably is," she muses. "We should check that. That... Is a very important thing to figure out."
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bulrushes: i ~ dandelion




"I want to know."
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asmyown: k. Abandoned on a doorstep




"Me, too. We'll see if there's a way to find out. Okay?"
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Okay."  Pause.  "I can be a floating thing.  Can I be a swimming thing, how do I do it?"
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asmyown: (Default)




"If you are a floating thing you can be a swimming thing with some practice. I suspect that you could be a swimming thing even if you weren't a floating thing, though that would be quite a bit more difficult."

Carefully, Lynn starts showing her the basics of how to swim. 
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bulrushes: (Default)




And Astrid carefully swims.  She is not unusually gifted at it, but she manages the dog paddle.
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asmyown: b. So prove it




That's perfectly all right! More graceful forms of swimming will come with time and practice. Lynn praises her successes and corrects technique when necessary.
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




Swim swim swim.

"Wood floats.  Am I wood?"
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asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"I don't think so. Lots of things float. Ducks, for example. That doesn't mean you're a duck."

But if she weighs as much as a duck, she's a witch. Har, har.
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"I'm not a duck," agrees Astrid.  "Probably.  Quack quack."
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"Let's see, do you have any feathers?" Lynn pretends to check. "I can't find any, can you find any?"
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"They were all plucked off!"
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Oh, dear! What about a bill, do you have a bill? Hmmmmm, no, that looks like a nose to me." Just to prove her point, Lynn pokes it.
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"I got a nose job," says Astrid reasonably.

She spends much of her time around high schoolers who occasionally contemplate things they'll be able to do on reaching the age of majority.
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asmyown: (Default)




"Ha! Okay, what about webbed toes, do you have those?"
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bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Don't check.  It tickles."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"But then how will I know if you're a duck or not?"
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"Ask something else."
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"Of course, of course. Wings, do you have wings? I've never seen you fly..."
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"I am a flightless duck.  Be sad," instructs Astrid.
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"I am heartbroken," says Lynn, gravely. "What happened to your wings, dear duckling?"
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"They were clipped."
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asmyown: (Default)




She gasps.

"By whom?!"

2014-10-02 23:19 (UTC)









bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Bad people."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"Bad people! Why, I'd argue that they're worse than that. They are," she lowers her voice conspiratorially, "supremely aviophobic. And they're not even the ones flying!" 
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bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"Aviowhat?"
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asmyown: (Default)




"Aviophobia is the fear of flight. Usually it's when a person gets on a plane and goes flying, but I stretched the terminology a smidgen to mean fear of flight in general."
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Oh.  Well, maybe that's why they did it."
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Maybe! But it could be something else entirely. They might want a monopoly on flight." She wiggles her fingers menacingly.
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bulrushes: (Default)




"Oh no!"
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asmyown: e. Clever anklebiter




"They'll raise the prices on wings! The fiends!"Edited   2014-10-02 23:33 (UTC)
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bulrushes: j ~ wheat




"Can you buy wings?" asks Astrid.
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asmyown: (Default)




"You can buy fake ones, but they don't let you actually fly."

2014-10-02 23:34 (UTC)









bulrushes: k ~ orchid




"What's the point?"

2014-10-02 23:34 (UTC)









asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Pretending to be a thing that flies. A fairy, or an angel, or something. For a holiday like Halloween, or in some cases, just because it's fun."
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bulrushes: l ~ lichen




"Oh.  I guess.  It would be better if you could get flying wings."
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"I agree, and so do other people. That's why we have planes, because people wanted to fly. Though they might figure out ways to give ordinary people a set of wings so they can fly casually one day."
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Planes don't count."
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asmyown: (Default)




"Why not?"
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Because you don't get to do flying.  It's like being in a car."
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asmyown: h. Neat trick




"There are smaller planes, not just the commercial ones, ones that only hold one person. Hangliders, too, of various types. But I understand what you mean. It's not wings of your own."
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bulrushes: (Default)




"Yeah.  But I can swim on my own."  Swim swim swim.
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"You can! Almost like..." She looks at Astrid 'suspiciously.' "you're a duck!"

2014-10-02 23:44 (UTC)









bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"I am a duck!"
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"I knew it! Your nose job and plucked feathers and ticklish toes couldn't fool me!"
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"I've been saying I'm a duck!"
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asmyown: (Default)




"Reverse psychology, of course. What duck would say they're a duck?"
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bulrushes: h ~ yarrow




"Ducks don't usually say anything."
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asmyown: a. Change the world




"Exactly! And they don't proclaim to people they meet that they are ducks. So you had me fooled."
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bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"I'm an odd duck."

2014-10-02 23:52 (UTC)









asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"You are, indeed. But that's okay, all ducks are a little odd when you get to know them."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"They are?"
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"You have to get to know them really well. Get them to start talking. And then they'll tell you the most absurd things."
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bulrushes: d ~ lilies




"Do you talk to ducks besides me?"
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asmyown: j. Don't ever doubt it




"Maybe."
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bulrushes: (Default)




"Whooooo?"
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asmyown: c. One hundred percent




"My sources have asked to be left unnamed and uncited."
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bulrushes: a ~ honeysuckle




"Why?  I won't hurt ducks."
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asmyown: (Default)




"Well of course not, you're a duck. But they don't know that."
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bulrushes: c ~ cherry




"I wouldn't hurt ducks even if I was a not a duck."
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asmyown: b. So prove it




"Well, that's very good of you, but you recall the aviophopic people."
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"But is that very many people?"
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asmyown: g. Notebooking




"Probably not. Ducks are notoriously paranoid."
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bulrushes: f ~ maple




"I didn't know that."
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asmyown: a. Change the world




"And now you are enlightened."
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bulrushes: (Default)




"I'm not paranoid."
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asmyown: (Default)




"Well, you're an odd duck, and not all ducks are paranoid."
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bulrushes: g ~ cotton




"Mmmmmkay."

Swim, swim, swim.

Eventually Astrid is tired.
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asmyown: a. Change the world




Well, then it's time for Astrid and Lynn to dry off, and then head back home.

"Let me know if you'd like to come back later."
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bulrushes: b ~ daisies




"Okay."

2014-10-03 00:25 (UTC)





Pond ∞

she never





well_known: m ~ muttering




"How did that happen, Beluchi?" the maths teacher asks.

"Martin."

"Hm?"

"You're not even pronouncing my first name right, and I like my middle name better.  Martin."

"All right, Martin.  How did you get this bruise?"

"Ran into a doorknob."

"What about that one?"

"Tripped.  I have velcro shoes now though and Mum thinks that might help."

"What about the cut on your knee?"

"I tripped then too only I was holding scissors."

"Be- Martin, you realize this is a lot of injuries, right?"

"Yeah, I know."

"Is anyone at home hurting you, Martin?"

"...Huh?"

"Is your mum, or maybe an aunt or uncle or grandparent -"

"What?"

"Now, calm down and don't shout, it's -"

"She never!  She would never!  I fall!  Ask the phys ed teacher, ask anybody, she never ever!  Not even if I drive her barmy staying up late reading or not eating my spinach never don't you dare talk about my mum like that -"

"Martin -"

"And don't interrupt me!"

"Martin.  I had to ask," says the maths teacher.  "I'll talk to the phys ed teacher, okay?  And the school nurse - do you fall at school, too?"

"Sure.  I walk.  I got the cut at school, I don't have to scissor anything at home and -"

"Okay."

"Don't interrupt me it's rude -"

"Martin, stop talking back, or I'll send you to the headmaster's office."

Martin snorts derisively.  "Can I go?  My mum never."

"Yes," sighs the teacher.  "You can go have recess now."

Martin opens the door out of the office.  That was probably a little louder than the teacher had originally intended; any stragglers still in the classroom and not on the playground may have heard the entire thing.
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pine_away: (Default)




There's one boy who happened to hear the entire thing, because he needs to make sure all of his books and papers and pencils are all in their right places, just so. He frowns at Martin in a - confused sort of way. Not upset, just thoughtful.

"Are you all right?" he asks, when his red pencil has gone to the second pencil holder (not the third, thank you, Ziva once borrowed it and his highlighter and she put them back incorrectly).
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well_known: g ~ clarify




"She kept interrupting me," mutters Martin.  "No, I'm okay.  I don't remember you, are you new this year?"
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pine_away: I'm going to believe that




"Yeah, I'm new." He sounds extremely happy about this. "I"m Darian. Hi."
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well_known: e ~ elastic




"I'm Martin.  How come you're new?"
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pine_away: Right mindset




"Because I don't have to live with my mum anymore. So I live here now, with my dad."
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well_known: (Default)




"My mum and dad are divorced too.  I go live with my dad summers."
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pine_away: Fun




"They're not divorced," corrects Darian. "And I don't want to live with my mum ever."
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well_known: j ~ jumpy




"...Oh."
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pine_away: I'm going to believe that




"It's all right!" he assures.
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well_known: h ~ hungry




"If you say so.  They're not divorced?  What are they?"
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pine_away: Sure about that




"Well my first dad was defective so I picked up another at the market. Then we binned my mum because Ziva and I didn't want to live with her."
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well_known: d ~ dynamic






Martin giggles a little at the description, though not too much.  "Well, that's good, I'm glad you have a good one now.  Do they sell them at Tesco's?"
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pine_away: Magic's apparently real




Giggling appears to be the appropriate response! Darian smiles back.

"Me, too! No, we didn't actually buy him, he just - sort of. Showed up. And then became our dad after lots of paperwork. No Tesco's."
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well_known: c ~ cheer




"Like - Mary Poppins," suggests Martin, "only a dad."
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pine_away: Fun




"Yes! Though, he's missing the magic bag, or the - actually the magic anything."
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well_known: c ~ cheer




"Awww, darn it."
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pine_away: Yes all of the stereotypes




"It's really a bummer, too, I would have loved figuring out the magic bag."
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well_known: e ~ elastic




"I wonder if people can go in her bag."
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pine_away: Celebratory balloons




"Maybe there's an entire city in there!"
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well_known: b ~ beneficence




"With leprechauns!  That hand her things!"Edited   2014-10-03 03:57 (UTC)
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pine_away: Magic's apparently real




"How else would she find things, if she keeps lots of stuff in there. They would have to be tiny people, though, to fit in the bag." Pause. "Or at least thin."
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well_known: d ~ dynamic




"Only their hands have to fit in the bag when they pass her things."
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pine_away: Sure about that




"But how do they get in the bag? Were they just born there? Is it a bag filled with people and leprechauns?"Edited   2014-10-03 04:00 (UTC)
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well_known: c ~ cheer




"It leads to another dimension?" suggests Martin.

2014-10-03 04:0 (UTC)









pine_away: What




"Like with the penguins? ... That makes sense. Maybe it goes to the place with the penguins?"
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well_known: e ~ elastic




"The penguins are cartoons, though, can they hand people things?"
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pine_away: (Default)




"Maybe only in their own dimension?" says Darian dubiously. "I don't know. I'm not a cartoon expert. Or a penguin expert."

2014-10-03 04:5 (UTC)









well_known: b ~ beneficence




"I saw penguins at the zoo once."

2014-10-03 04:6 (UTC)









pine_away: Magic's apparently real




"Okay, you are now my penguin expert. Did it look like they could hold things?"

2014-10-03 04:7 (UTC)









well_known: d ~ dynamic




"Not in their wings, I think.  Maybe in their beaks.  They carry babies on their feet!  Baby penguins, not baby people."

2014-10-03 04:8 (UTC)









pine_away: Fun




"I think someone would find it worrying if they carried baby people around on their feet. Do the baby penguins find it strange? How do you walk when you're carrying a baby anything on your foot?" He looks down at a foot. "... I don't think my feet are big enough."

2014-10-03 04:13 (UTC)









well_known: g ~ clarify




"Well, that's why they waddle, I guess.  And their tummies are right down by their feet."

2014-10-03 04:14 (UTC)









pine_away: Yes all of the stereotypes




Darian inspects his tummy.

"They must get help from the leprechauns," he says sagely.

2014-10-03 04:15 (UTC)









well_known: c ~ cheer




"Leprechauns have hands, I think, that would help a lot."

2014-10-03 04:15 (UTC)









pine_away: I'm going to believe that




"Yeah, and that's why they help out. Because they have hands and the penguins don't. And they're friends and help each other out."

2014-10-03 04:17 (UTC)









well_known: e ~ elastic




"What do the penguins do to help?"

2014-10-03 04:18 (UTC)









pine_away: (Default)




"... Dance?" says Darien dubiously. "I don't know, you're the penguin expert, what do penguins do?"

2014-10-03 04:18 (UTC)









well_known: j ~ jumpy




"I don't know, they don't seem very useful.  I'm not sure what they could do that leprechauns can't besides being in zoos, and that doesn't seem like a nice thing to do to the cartoon kind."

2014-10-03 04:19 (UTC)









pine_away: Strangest land of all




"No, it doesn't." Darian thinks deeply on the possible uses of flippers. "... Maybe they use their flippers to fan the leprechauns? If they're hot or tired."

2014-10-03 04:21 (UTC)









well_known: (Default)




"But penguins are from really cold places.  If the leprechauns are too hot the penguins are probably dying."

2014-10-03 04:22 (UTC)









pine_away: (Default)




"Oh! Oh, you're right, hm. That's not it, then. ... Should we ask a teacher?"

2014-10-03 04:24 (UTC)









well_known: d ~ dynamic




"Hey, now, I'm the penguin expert, I'll think of something."

2014-10-03 04:25 (UTC)









pine_away: Yes all of the stereotypes




"Okay! What am I the expert in? I feel like I should be the expert in something."

2014-10-03 04:26 (UTC)









well_known: e ~ elastic




"Well, there's the leprechauns."

2014-10-03 04:27 (UTC)









pine_away: I'm going to believe that




"I will be the expert in leprechauns," says Darian with utmost sincerity.

2014-10-03 04:28 (UTC)









well_known: c ~ cheer




"Okay.  What do leprechauns need?  Penguins must do some of it."

2014-10-03 04:29 (UTC)









pine_away: (Default)




"They need to know where the rainbows are so they can find their gold, which is magic. Maybe the penguins look?"

2014-10-03 04:30 (UTC)









well_known: a ~ approbation




"Maybe!  I bet penguins would do just fine at finding things.  They have eyes."

2014-10-03 04:31 (UTC)





Geode ∞

Dreams





do_over: i. Catching up quickly




There is a mystery that's currently unsolved. It's in Avedan's head. It's not like he's going insane (he's quite sure that he's not) but lately his sleep's been pretty eventful. He'd always had dreams (didn't everyone?) but lately, they've been getting more vivid. More lifelike. And, most interestingly of all, more internally consistent. 

It's really, really confusing. Avedan is somewhere between wanting to learn more about the internal history present in the dreams, and wanting to understand why they're being so - insistent. He suspects it has something to do with malfunctioning servants, but all of his are working just fine. He checked. Twice. So - maybe someone else's aren't working properly? Or something? He doesn't know, there's zero precedent for eerily vivid and consistent dreams. Avedan tries talking to someone about it, exactly once. They immediately think he's having reoccurring nightmares.

But they're not nightmares. Well. Okay, some of them are, one of the more memorable ones included desperately clutching a woman's hand, begging her to stay with him, just keep breathing, to stay alive. She didn't. If it'd been with someone he knew, he might have thought it was just a simple nightmare. But, no. He's never seen her before in his life. Only his dreams, and not all that often, either. Because there are others, with - happier memories attached to them.

He's started to notice patterns. In - consistent people, consistent places, and most interestingly, consistent personalities. He's pretty sure it's not his subconscious being uncreative (if it were that, he would be naked at work or something) but the bizarre internal consistency his dreams are exhibiting.

It's hard, to figure out if there's a timeline to it all. But there is one thing that's consistent: a city. He does a quick bit of research, finds the city's name (Lapis), and after a bit more research is confronted with the dream's reasonable level of fidelity. As in, it's nearly the same, with exception to what he suspects is construction. And he's never been to Lapis in his life. Just what is going on? He can only think of one way to find out, and that way involves packing up his bags, handing them off to a well-maintained servant, and then heading off to Lapis.

2014-08-26 22:53









if_at_first: h ~ already




Also in the city of Lapis is a young woman, riding a prettily carved wooden horse through the streets and looking around at the city curiously.

She had it all right, in some places - more recent construction doesn't match, but the places where she remembers something other than what's there are consistently recent construction.

It's weird.

And that's when she gets mobbed by parrots.

2014-08-27 03:26 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




This is alarming. People don't normally get mobbed by parrots, right? That's not a normal thing that happens. Avedan moves to try and - offer help or something. They look like they're servants, he can probably help her in some fashion.

But before he manages to get a word out, the parrots decide he's worth being mobbed, too. The only thing he can say is, "Ack!"

2014-08-27 03:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: i ~ parrots




The girl manages to get the parrots away from her face, though she can't get them away from her clothes without hurting the birds or tearing the fabric and they don't seem to want to harm her.

She sits on her horse, covered in parrots, and looks at Avedan.

"Do you know what's going on?"Edited   2014-08-27 03:32 (UTC)


2014-08-27 03:31 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




"No," he says, now that the surprise of the parrot mob has passed. He manages to free his face from the menace, and then otherwise stops reacting, to see if they were reacting to his movement. No dice. He continues to be covered in parrots.

"They don't seem to be attacking," he observes. "Or if they are, I suppose they might just be excessively terrible at it."

2014-08-27 03:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




A parrot on her sleeve flaps its wings while clinging to her shirt with its claws.

"I agree, but - what are they doing?" she muses.  She looks around.  No one else is covered in parrots.  "We're getting weird looks, this can't be normal around here."

2014-08-27 03:38 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




Avedan tilts his head, and looks at the parrots. They're doing something similar with his clothes. Grabbing a hold of him or his clothes in some fashion and then flapping.

... Aimed in a direction.

"I think they might be trying to drag us off somewhere. That's alarming."

2014-08-27 03:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Parrots are not the sort of servant I'd use to drag anyone anywhere," says the girl.  "And why us?"

2014-08-27 03:42 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Agreed. Even if there were more of them, they still couldn't manage it. If I knew why us, I'd present the information to you with a flourish and be very proud of myself for being smart. But, alas."

2014-08-27 03:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)






"I suppose one of us could go where they're leading - they seem to be aiming us in the same direction - and the other could decline to be dragged and wait for a while and, if the first doesn't return in a timely manner, mention this to whatever Lapis has in the way of public order keepers?"

2014-08-27 03:46 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Hmm," he muses. "That works. And it's not like I can't defend myself. Which do you want, go or stay?"

2014-08-27 03:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"If you don't care I'd sooner stay - what name do I give to Public Order if you aren't back and how long do you want me to wait for you?"

2014-08-27 03:50 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Avedan. Nice to meet you. Uh - half an hour sound good to you?"

2014-08-27 03:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"I'm Sylvi," she volunteers.  "Half an hour it is."  She pulls out a square of wood with tame shines clinging to it and keeping time and notes their position.

2014-08-27 03:52 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




Avedan peers over her shoulder at the time-keepers, nods, and then says in a deadpan, "If I don't return, remember me as I lived. Confused and covered in parrots."

2014-08-27 03:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: i ~ parrots




"I am pretty sure I have no other memories of you," says Sylvi, confusedly tugging on a stubborn parrot.

2014-08-27 03:59 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




His mouth twitches a bit. "See, that's the spirit." He waves, and then - goes where the parrots take him. Confusedly. He vaguely suspects he's going to be sacrificed to the servant parrot gods. Even though neither servants nor parrots have gods. He thinks.

2014-08-27 04:2 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Somebody has put a lot of effort into making sure that no one can get into this one building, several blocks from where the parrots first descended.  It's in repair, but the sort of repair you get when servants are tending to a place with no oversight.  And it's very, very locked.

Up until Avedan approaches it at the parrots' urging, of course, at which point the door flings open wide to reveal a very excited-looking golem made of iron - not solid, but arranged in twisted bars to make more surface area for instructions, so it's possible to see glimpses of the room beyond through its torso.

"Welcome back!" it says brightly.

2014-08-27 04:6 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please







"Back?" says Avedan, blankly.

2014-08-27 04:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Yes!" says the golem.  "Is it just you?  You haven't found milord or milady yet?"

2014-08-27 04:7 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




"I - am afraid I don't understand? 'Milord or milady'? The - other poor soul being mobbed by parrots?"

2014-08-27 04:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Yes!  You've found them after all?  I have letters for both of you," says the golem, and it rummages through some papers and comes up with four envelopes.  There are two sets of handwriting, each of which says on one envelope "*bel*" and "*dan*" on the other.  The golem points out the "*dan*" envelopes. "These are for you and the others are for - is it milord or milady now?"

2014-08-27 04:13 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




Blink. Blink. "... Milady, unless she objects." He peers at the letters, confused. "I - will go bring her the letter and then read mine, if it's going to answer all of my questions? Can I stop being mobbed by parrots now?"

2014-08-27 04:16 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Milady can do it.  She has your parrots and you have hers," says the golem earnestly.

2014-08-27 04:17 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"But, if I hadn't of found her, would I just be doomed to being mobbed by parrots for the rest of eternity until I did find the special someone that made my apparent parrots mob?"

2014-08-27 04:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Well," says the golem, "her pets will listen to you and vice versa if you have the password, but if she's here it will be easier for you to just call off your own parrots."

2014-08-27 04:20 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots







"Okay," he says, a little bewildered. "I - will go do that. Then."

He turns to go back to Sylvi. He won't read the letters, not while still being mobbed by parrots. Once they're gone, then - he will. Whatever's going on.

2014-08-27 04:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: i ~ parrots




Sylvi's still waiting and still covered in parrots and sitting on her wooden horse when he comes back.

"Find anything?" she asks.

2014-08-27 04:23 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




"Yes." He looks at her parrots. "Stop mobbing her."

2014-08-27 04:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




Sylvi sheds parrots.  They sit docilely in the street.

"How'd you do that?  Are they yours?  Why did you mob me with parrots?"

2014-08-27 04:25 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Apparently," he says, "you are being mobbed by my parrots that I didn't know existed or even belonged to me, and I am being mobbed by yours of the same description. Please make them stop, it's getting a little grating."

2014-08-27 04:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: k ~ not yet




"...Go home," Sylvi orders his parrots.

They take off and head in the direction of the house with the golem.

"What."

2014-08-27 04:28 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Yup. That about sums up my feelings on the matter."

He retrieves the envelop marked "*bel*" and offers it to her. "I have no idea what's going on. Apparently this is yours. A huge golem handed it to me along with one that looks like it's for me."

2014-08-27 04:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Did... it say what order to open them in?"  Pause.  "...This one looks like my handwriting."

2014-08-27 04:31 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly







"Does it?"

He looks at his own envelop. He hadn't taken the time to inspect the handwriting while confused and mobbed by parrots. "... And this looks like mine. That is really creepy."

2014-08-27 04:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"I didn't even tell you my full name.  ...Okay then."

She opens the one that doesn't look like her writing first.

2014-08-27 04:34 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Avedan opens the one with his handwriting, first, and starts reading.



Sylvi's letter reads:

"Hello.

I genuinely hope this letter finds you well. I'm fairly certain you're quite confused, but rest assured, nothing terrible or creepy is happening. This is, in fact, good news. I'll start with the fact that I know you will find most comforting - death, at least for the two of us, is not the final end. Just a return to square one. Annoying, but not permanent.

My name is Kidan, I'm - well, it's sort of complicated, and difficult to explain without sounding like a creep. I've been married to the same person three separate times, reincarnated at least twice now. Since you're reading this, you'll be the third known reincarnation. Hi. No, don't worry, I'm not going to expect a fourth marriage, especially since it's likely that by this point I've also reincarnated. The 'me' running around will not have any idea of who you are, or what's going on, until he (or possibly she) finds the similar letters of explanation. Perhaps he or she's already found them, in which case - my dear, you will never have anything to fear from me.

We have notes for you. Things that we left half-done or projects that were important enough to want our reincarnations to get back to work on. You don't have to, there is nothing either of us could or would do to force your hand, but I think the projects themselves will interest you and the new me, both. Beluna was working on immortality, for example. My notes will be less useful than your predecessors, but I'm happy to give you them anyway. This is meant to be a simple opener, the more detailed accounts will be back where the golem that gave you this letter is. We kept obsessive notes. I think you'll like those, too.

Well. It's - tempting to write my more personal feelings, but - I think you'll get a reasonable idea of them, if you haven't already. You're the most amazing person I've ever met (in two lifetimes, even!) and I hope that we manage to find each other again. Because who else will I incite massive social changes for the better of all humanity with? It'd get boring doing it on my own.

With love, 

Kidan"



Avedan is staring at his own letter.

"What."Edited   2014-08-27 05:02 (UTC)


2014-08-27 04:35 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already






Sylvi reads her letter twice, then puts it in her saddlebag and goes for her other one.

2014-08-27 05:8 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




Avedan reads his own letter again, and then folds it up and goes for the other one for him, a little stiffly.

2014-08-27 05:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Hi.  Here's hoping you can read this language, already/again... My name is Beluna, and this letter is intended for a future reincarnation of my husband Kidan.  If you're reading this you found the cache or my reincarnation found it and then you, and it has everything you'll want to know in it and if you get lost in all our old papers you can ask the golem (its name is Charp) for help navigating.  As far as we know, I'm the third 'bel' and you're the third 'dan':

Aydanci ------------- Kidan --- you
Alymbel -- Akibel --- me! ----- find this one if you haven't yet!

The dreams are real memories, the two of you will get on famously once you have any idea who each other are, and I really really hope that we continue to have good luck with the gender matchup (so far Dans have been male and don't care about partner gender and Bels all like boys but Kib also was one).  (If you are so fortunate: kiss 'em on the back of the neck when you are done being a prude, it's great.)  Servants retain their understanding of who we are incarnation to incarnation, and personalities are the same but faces and other details change.

We have left you some cash, some servants, and some notes on some projects you can pick up if they still sound good whenever you are.  I was doing immortality but obviously if you're reading this I haven't managed it.  (Reincarnation is better than you'd expect but it does have the seriously annoying memory loss problem - if you manage to live long enough the memories will all filter in, just out of order and with all the intervening degradation over time.)

Sorry about the parrots.  Maybe you'll think of something more dignified, but I have this rather arrogant suspicion that when you get to know whoever I am now you'll think it's well worth the inconvenience to be sure you found him or her.

Love thrice,
LuEdited   2014-08-27 05:19 (UTC)


2014-08-27 05:17 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots







"Huh," says Avedan, lamely. "That's - extremely explanatory."

2014-08-27 05:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Apparently 'I'm' more explanatory than 'you'," says Sylvi, taking out her first letter and comparing the two quizzically.  "By a long shot."

2014-08-27 05:23 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Um, sorry?"

2014-08-27 05:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Feedback for next time?" she suggests lightly.  "Geez, Lu had some very strong opinions about what we ought to be getting up to in our spare time."

2014-08-27 05:25 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Feedback for next time," he says, vaguely bemused. "More explanations. Right. I'll keep that in mind. Uh. Strong opinions how, there's a part in mine that mentions 'when I am done being a prude' and - suggestions after."Edited   2014-08-27 05:29 (UTC)


2014-08-27 05:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Yeah, she, uh, warned me about you being a prude.  This is so bizarre.  And you really don't look like the - people in the dreams.  I mean, I guess you talk like them?  Except less old-fashioned and... yeah.  And I don't look like the one memory I have of, I think it was Aly, looking in a mirror..."

2014-08-27 05:31 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Warned you. Well now I feel like some kind of hazard. Beware of prude. You do sound - vaguely familiar. You don't look like the people from my dreams, either, but I suppose that's what happens with reincarnations?"

2014-08-27 05:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"I guess?  I mean, if the people from your dreams included Aly and Kib and Lu.  The Kib dreams were bizarre, I thought there was something - well, less weird than reincarnation, but something weird - going on in my head."

2014-08-27 05:38 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over







"I remember being sad," says Avedan musingly. "Mourning - well, you, for a while. And - when Aly died. Kidan seemed happier."

2014-08-27 05:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I think Lu outlived him," says Sylvi vaguely.  "By a few years.  How long ago did the stork drop you?"

2014-08-27 05:41 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I'm twenty-three. You?"

2014-08-27 05:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Eighteen.  So that fits.  I guess we should - go have a look at the cache."

2014-08-27 05:43 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"So we can," he says, amused. "I have been promised lots of math from Kidan."

2014-08-27 05:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Lots of math?  Math about what?" asks Sylvi, directing her wood horse in the direction Avedan was dragged by the parrots.

2014-08-27 05:45 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"His opinions of things, how important they were to him, what his priorities were - that kind of thing. In math form. Apparently our scale's the same."

2014-08-27 05:48 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already






"Lu was once extremely pleased about the number 40.5.  It was a weird dream."

2014-08-27 05:51 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




Avedan abruptly stops walking.

"... What, 40.5? You're sure that was the number?"

2014-08-27 05:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"I think so?  Shouldn't it be?"

2014-08-27 05:53 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




Slow blink.

"Wow. Um. Okay then. Lu had good reasons to be really pleased about 40.5. Kidan loved her very, very much."

2014-08-27 05:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"That part was - clear.  Yes."

2014-08-27 05:55 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Forty point five," repeats Avedan, shaking his head. "I'm - genuinely having trouble wrapping my head around that." He glances at the letter from Kidan. "But he said the scales were the same. So - okay then."

2014-08-27 05:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Well, so far.  This is - more people than I ever expected to be but it's not a huge number?  Maybe yours is off, you'll have to - check the others' math."

2014-08-27 05:59 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"It's possible," says Avedan, dubiously. "But Kidan made it clear that he and Aydanci were vastly different in life experiences, but their scales still managed to be the same. I'll check the math anyway, that's the general idea."

2014-08-27 06:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Yeah.  I don't have a math thing but apparently I get to read my past selves' condensed notebooks, all of them, it's going to take ages."

2014-08-27 06:2 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Good luck?"

2014-08-27 06:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Thanks."

Here is the cache!  Here is Charp!

"Milady!" Charp beams, bowing.

"Hi, um, Charp," says Sylvi.  "Am I pronouncing that right?"

"Yes!  Come in, come in."  It steps aside.  "I've kept everything neat for you.  What are your names now, please?"

"I'm Sylvibel.  Sylvi."

2014-08-27 06:5 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"And I'm Avedan. Thank you for taking care of things while we were - um, away."

2014-08-27 06:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Of course, sir!" says Charp.  "Milady, your notes are there -"  There is an entire bookshelf of notebooks, neatly labeled with dates and nicknames.  "You recommended that you start with the volume that I've put on the desk for you, there.  Sir, your notes -" a smaller bookshelf.  "There are living quarters upstairs but they are not currently stocked except for a few jars of honey for the unlikely eventuality that you would arrive in immediate need of food.  I can air out the basement servant workshops if you expect to use them soon."

Sylvi has left her wooden horse standing outside the building and runs a finger along the book spines.  "I brought some food, although the honey's clever."

"Of course, milady.  It was your idea."

Sylvi giggles.

2014-08-27 06:13 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




Avedan snickers, heading over to peruse his smaller bookshelf. He picks the one neatly labelled, 'Start here' and gets to reading.

"Scale's the same," he informs shortly. "Yeah, Lu earned the forty point five, I am really quite impressed."

2014-08-27 06:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"What does it mean to have earned a forty point five?  I only have a snippet about it - the number and how happy I was and - I don't know what pronouns to use for these people - anyway, it was only a minute and then it went into a bit about Aly and then a different, regular dream.  What did the number mean?"

2014-08-27 06:19 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"... Basically that she had managed to make it to the top of my - his? priorities and importance scale. As in, literally everything else was less important. Actually, looking at the numbers most of it wasn't out of love, though that was there and was a factor, but - she was competent, good at what she did, pointed it in a good direction and got things done. Essentially, she was his priority because he respected and trusted her to - I suppose the best terminology is be his greatest ally and that either one of them would handle things in the other's absence."

2014-08-27 06:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Lu seems to have talked about Aly and Kib in the first person when using pronouns and the third when specifying with names," reports Sylvi, paging through her - Lu's - the provided notebook.

2014-08-27 06:29 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Kidan didn't leave what pronouns he used for me," observes Avedan. "He left lots of math, though." Pause. "Really useful stuff, too. Hmm, I need paper - excuse me, Charp? Is there paper around here, and if so may I have it?"

2014-08-27 06:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Of course, sir."

Charp shows him to the office supplies, of which there are many, pleasingly organized.

2014-08-27 06:40 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




Oooo, office supplies. Pleasingly organized office supplies.

"Thank you," he says genuinely, and then he is lost to the world of man and obsessively dissecting the resources given to use for his own ends. Bwuahahaha.

2014-08-27 06:43 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?






"Lu says not to let you neglect to sleep or eat, too much," remarks Sylvi.Edited   2014-08-27 06:44 (UTC)


2014-08-27 06:44 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"... Oh, I am likely to do that, aren't I. Uh. I'll try not to?"

2014-08-27 06:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already






"Aaaaand they have 'not bothered' to put in a spare bed besides the double in the living quarters, to accommodate you being a prude, but there is a big pillow we can put down the middle of the one bed in case that helps.  Lu says to go ahead and let you sleep on the floor if you insist on sleeping on the floor and that you will get over it 'after about a week or when he's had the right dreams, whichever comes first'."  Pause.  "And apparently I'm three for three on talking in my sleep without noticing until I wind up sharing a room - but you shouldn't have any trouble sleeping through it?  This is so weird..."Edited   2014-08-27 07:26 (UTC)


2014-08-27 06:47 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Quite weird," he agrees after a pause. "Not bothered to put in a spare bed? What if we'd met under worse circumstances and disliked each other or something?"

2014-08-27 19:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Then... one of us would get a hotel?" says Sylvi.

2014-08-27 19:35 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




"I suppose. But it still seems like an oversight."

2014-08-27 19:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"They were really convinced we'd get along, at least as of the time we'd be in the cache together anyway?" shrugs Sylvi.  "I came to Lapis planning to need a hotel anyway, I didn't know what I was going to find."

2014-08-27 19:42 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




"Same. I - will defer to their judgement, I suppose." He goes back to flipping through the booth of math, and then reads something and tilts his head. Kidan seems to have left him a note.

".... Apparently I'm supposed to ask you what you would do with one wish from something that was not purposely trying to screw you over?"Edited   2014-08-27 19:50 (UTC)


2014-08-27 19:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"...Why are you supposed to ask me that?" wonders Sylvi.

2014-08-27 19:50 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"It doesn't say anything else on the note, aside from, 'Just ask, don't overthink it first.'"

2014-08-27 19:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




Sylvi snorts.  "Well, I'd want to give it some real thought, if I only got one, but the first thing that comes to mind if I can't just make myself omnipotent and cheat that way is that it'd be swell if Lu's research on immortality had panned out, although we might have to come up with a way to slow down population growth or find more places to put people if it got widespread.  I would also accept the ability to imbue servants with healing powers.  I can make shines really fast with the right automaton setup, I could cover an entire continent in swarms of 'em in my lifetime even working alone, it'd be even better if the wish-granter would let me make that a generally available power - the question really ought to specify scale of wish, definitely the first thing I'd check for would be the availability of general purpose omnipotence."

2014-08-27 19:55 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"You might be able to manage servants that could heal and grant immortality if you word it well enough - something that resets people to what they consider the prime of their life at perfect health. It'd be alarming for people at first, but that would both heal people and - with enough of the shines - grant functional immortality," he says musingly to her. With a somewhat, 'You are an amazing person' gaze.

He realizes what he's doing, and then blinks. "... That explains the note. Okay then. Uh. I like your answer, it's a good answer."

2014-08-27 20:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"How does that explain the note?" asks Sylvi.

2014-08-27 20:5 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"It - makes me understand why exactly they were so convinced we'd get along and why I would apparently get over my prudeness in a week. Because that was a good answer."

2014-08-27 20:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




Sylvi laughs.  "Any more notes like that?"

2014-08-27 20:9 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Probably. But I don't know where they are."

2014-08-27 20:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Was Kidan hiding things from you?  I have an index - why would you need to secret them away and make them so uninformative?"

2014-08-27 20:11 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"I - don't think hiding is the correct term. I think that he was of the opinion that there were lots of things I just had to find out myself that wouldn't register if just given an index of them."

2014-08-27 20:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Huh."

Sylvi turns a page.

"...I invented storks," she says in a soft voice.

2014-08-27 20:27 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




Avedan looks up from his book of math.

"Wow."

2014-08-27 20:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Well, Aly did.  I haven't dreamed anything about it yet, but she - invented storks.  I knew they hadn't been around forever, but yeah, wow."

2014-08-27 20:33 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"That's - pretty impressive, did she leave notes on the specifics?"

2014-08-27 20:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Yeah.  I can add to the stork population if I need to.  Lu did it once."

2014-08-27 20:39 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Good," says Avedan. "That's - pretty amazing." Pause. "I'm going to be really bummed out if I didn't do anything cool in my past lives..."

2014-08-27 20:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Uhhh," page page, "here's Lu reporting on Kib being smug that after Aly died Aydanci got pissed off at pox and proceeded to eradicate it from the planet?  And then inventing vaccinations."

2014-08-27 20:43 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem







"No longer bummed out. Go Aydanci."

2014-08-27 20:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"What're you gonna do?  I'm not sure if I want to pick up where Lu left off or not given that she didn't wind up with anything concrete and that I went with a different specialty when I was apprenticing."

2014-08-27 20:48 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"I'm going to have to read all of Kidan's notes to decide, I think, my resources have changed dramatically and that's a factor," he says. Page flip. "... Oh. So that's what he did. He was offended by slavery."

2014-08-27 20:57 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"Oh, good for him."

2014-08-27 20:58 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Very!" agrees Avedan, with a smile. "Well, now I am free to be very smug about what I accomplished in my past lives, that's fun."

2014-08-27 21:0 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Kib apparently spent a long time on Charp."

"I'm very complicated, milady," says Charp.

"But did some local-ish infrastructure servantmaking.  And Lu took breaks from immortality for the same sort of thing.  Lapis is probably such a big and well-developed city half because Aly happened to be brought up here and it was a convenient rendezvous for us again later and therefore it benefits from pilot programs..."

2014-08-27 21:2 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"That's kind of cute."

2014-08-27 21:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Yes.  Aaaand we aren't publicizing reincarnation because we don't know how it works, why us, whether there even is anybody else, or if it will reliably continue working for us, but apparently neither of us ever found anybody who mentioned the - dreams."

Is she going pink?  She is going a little pink.

2014-08-27 21:8 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"They might have been embarrassed or brushed them off as ordinary if strange," points out Avedan, completely oblivious to why she is going a little pink.

2014-08-27 21:16 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"But they keep getting - more."

2014-08-27 21:17 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Then, maybe we're just special? I'm not sure, I'm just hypothesizing."

2014-08-27 21:20 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Yeah.  I mean, I guess Kib might have wrote it off he hadn't run into Aydanci and met Aly's magpie."

2014-08-27 21:21 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Maybe. I was tempted to write it off, but the dreams were internally consistent, so I was - confused."

2014-08-27 21:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I was traveling through here anyway when I figured out where they were mostly set - and it's only mostly, no two of me have grown up in the same place, I got bits of Kib's childhood and Lu traveling and so on too.  So I swung by.  And then parrots."

2014-08-27 21:24 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"And then parrots," he snorts. "We need to think of something better than being mobbed by parrots."

2014-08-27 21:25 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Parrots live a long time, I think we'd still be able to control them once we figured out what they were after even if in some life unaccountably we weren't trained as servantmakers, and they attract a lot less attention to our cache - we have a lot of money, apparently - than having Charp comb the world for us would.  But if we think of something better then that'd be good."

2014-08-27 21:27 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"True. Hmm. I'll try to think of something, I think just one parrot would have been fine, it was the - all of them. All at once."

2014-08-27 21:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Well, parrots can still get sick, I imagine they wanted redundancy in case the one and only leftover parrot met with misfortune.  They really wanted us to meet.  And Lu too, she got parroted," page page, "and went and found Kidan by herself, he was too busy to check out Lapis which did not have any slavery in it just because he was having dreams, apparently."

2014-08-27 21:35 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"... Huh. I - haven't had a dream about that meeting, I kind of want one now, it sounds interesting."

2014-08-27 21:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"I haven't had any first-meeting dreams yet.  Just stuff from before and after the getting-to-know-you phase."

2014-08-27 21:42 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Yeah, I'm similar. I got a lot from Aydanci's time between Aly and Kib. It was kind of depressing."

2014-08-27 21:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Sorry.  At least we can be sure the pox won't get me this time?"

2014-08-27 21:54 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Yeah," says Avedan, brightening a little. "That must have been what he was talking about, I'd thought it was some sort of revenge thing, which didn't make sense."

2014-08-27 21:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Talking about when...?"

2014-08-27 21:56 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"During the - interim between reincarnations. He was - very focused on eradicating something after his wife died. Oh, I - got that too, that was also depressing. My original thought was that he'd been cheating on her with Kib, and Kib got jealous and killed her or something, and Aydanci was very upset by this fact. But - nope. It's much less dramatic and sounds like something I would actually do."

2014-08-27 21:59 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Wow.  Cheating on Aly with Kib.  Nnnope," chuckles Sylvi darkly.  "Now there's one way the out-of-order out-of-context dream memories thing can go wrong... I have not gotten Aly's death yet, I'm - not really looking forward to any of the deaths."

2014-08-27 22:1 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I haven't had any of the ones where I've died yet," says Avedan softly. "Or any of the others besides Aly's. I don't look forward to those."

2014-08-27 22:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Well, you get to skip Lu and Kib dying, at least, you were off somewhere being a child in a new incarnation when those happened."

2014-08-27 22:10 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




He nods.

"I'm - sorry you have to suffer through those."

2014-08-27 22:13 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Well, I've done it before, right?  And came through well-adjusted enough to leave myself suggestive little notes.  On net this is good news.  And most of the memories won't be like that, people spend proportionally little of their time dying."

2014-08-27 22:14 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Fair. I just - wish we didn't have to die."Edited   2014-08-27 22:16 (UTC)


2014-08-27 22:16 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Hence Lu's project.  But - she worked on it for a long damn time."

2014-08-27 22:17 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Yeah," he sighs. "Better than nothing that we get reincarnation."

2014-08-27 22:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Yeah.  Sucks for everyone else, though... if they really aren't reincarnating.  And this notebook says as far as any of us know Aly didn't have past-life dreams, it just - she was first."

2014-08-27 22:19 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I hope they are and just - never mention the dreams. Or are mysteriously missing them."

2014-08-27 22:23 (UTC)









if_at_first: g ~ servantmaker




"But I mean - if Aly didn't have the dreams, then people start somewhere.  And if most people don't have the dreams, then they're - starting, and not going on."

2014-08-27 22:24 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Yeah," sighs Avedan. "I need to - look into reincarnation, as a side project, I think."

2014-08-27 22:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Yeah.  But not immediately, I think, won't that be easier when you've accumulated more memories?"

2014-08-27 22:28 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"A bit, yeah."

2014-08-27 22:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"What do you do when you aren't making a pilgrimage to Lapis to be attacked by parrots, anyway?"

2014-08-27 22:29 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"I was looking into a way to automate the creation of golems with other golems and automata. I'd need to still do something, but if most of the work can be done by a system already in place, it can save an absurd amount of time."

2014-08-27 22:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Huh, that's almost like what I was doing with shines.  I've gotten as far as proving that big shines can read little ones if the little ones are arranged in an instructionlike way."

2014-08-27 22:38 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Ooo. That's interesting. Also, useful, I need to figure out a way to use that...."

2014-08-27 22:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I haven't gotten any farther than that with the theory, I've been working on apparatus to give me enough shines to test complicated questions with because it takes a lot of miniscule ones in various colors to assemble into anything much even if the big shine is window-sized.  Lenses to shrink and project program sets and resize a light source into however big I need it for what kind of shine I want.  I'm pretty sure that you can't get shines to obey instructions that don't all fit on them, no 'go slide over this entire giant list of things and remember it all'."

2014-08-27 22:45 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"That's - really clever. I wonder how small you can get them?"Edited   2014-08-28 00:39 (UTC)


2014-08-28 00:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I don't know.  I've been able to get them much too small to read and have them still work as normal.  I think shines can 'see' better than we can."

2014-08-28 00:39 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"That makes sense, considering. Hmm. Could be good for communication, give them little spaces to travel underground or something and let them pass tiny messages around in hollow tubes - that'd be safer than flying messengers, and rely less on good weather conditions. Or ground messengers, those have to deal with things in the way."Edited   2014-08-28 00:46 (UTC)


2014-08-28 00:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Shines could also travel aboveground without worrying about weather or interception, although then if the method gets too popular all inhabited areas get very shiny."

2014-08-28 00:47 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Then it would be the fashion to switch to shades and the world would be at war with little dots of light and little dots of shadow."

2014-08-28 00:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




Sylvi snorts.  "Shines are easier to have in charming alternate colors, though."

2014-08-28 00:51 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"So the shines would always be winning, but every now and then there would be someone who roots for the shade underdogs."

2014-08-28 00:54 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"This all sounds very cute, but it'd probably be very disruptive and distracting to have them sliding around with messages in all directions from every polis in the world."

2014-08-28 01:6 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"A bit, yeah," he snorts. "Thus, the underground pipe system. Not disruptive at all once it's made, just when it's being made. Also, we'd have to throw money at the problem."

2014-08-28 01:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Automatons could do it as long as we knew how fast they were and had someone on the other end to grab them when they'd gone far enough."

2014-08-28 01:11 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"I'd worry about a few decades down the line, though - what do we do if one of them collapses and is in need of maintenance?"

2014-08-28 01:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Publish how to make tunneling automatons," shrugs Sylvi.

2014-08-28 01:22 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Well, yes, but that doesn't solve the problem," he points out. "Finding where the collapses are is important if they happen."

2014-08-28 01:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Program the shines to come back and make distressed little dances if they run into a problem?"

2014-08-28 01:31 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Hmmm. That'll work, I think, though finding exactly where things are would be a problem without careful planning. But we do have time for that."

2014-08-28 01:32 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"We have lots of time, in a way.  It's great."

2014-08-28 01:35 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Yeah. Confusing, but - I think I'm getting over that reasonably quickly."

2014-08-28 01:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"It makes the dreams make more sense.  Especially the ones where for no reason I'm a boy."

2014-08-28 01:38 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"That - must have been quite confusing. If I ever turn up as a woman, I'm pretty sure I'll be tremendously confused."Edited   2014-08-28 01:42 (UTC)


2014-08-28 01:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Lu was worried that you'd turn up a girl and the 'bel' tradition of only liking guys would hold.  She thought that would be very sad."

2014-08-28 01:42 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Probably also quite awkward. Sadly awkward."

2014-08-28 01:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Yeah."  Page, page.  "Apparently Kidan took a while to - buy what was going on and it upset Lu, who'd gotten a much higher ratio of - romancey dreams than I have so far.  I'm not gonna be pushy, promise."

2014-08-28 01:50 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Thank you," says Avedan after a very brief pause.

2014-08-28 01:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"You're welcome.  Lu also took longer than I did to figure out where she was supposed to go - you've probably had more dreams than I did, since you're older, but I got lucky with landmarks."

2014-08-28 01:56 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"It took me a while to figure out the city, but I managed after Kidan mentioned some places I could look up. The others were a bit too vague."

2014-08-28 02:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Kib's route between here and the smithy where he made and assembled Charp's component parts went right by that big blue tower, which was easy to look up, and he had to make the trip several times."

2014-08-28 02:5 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"I think the problem with me is that Aydanci was a recluse that never went outside unless he had to and Kidan kept traveling places. I hadn't known why, but now it's for making slavery go away, which makes sense."

2014-08-28 02:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Huh.  Are you - travel-y?"

2014-08-28 02:24 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Not... Really? I will if it gets me something I want, but I don't particularly want to travel just to travel. I think Kidan's travel was specifically because of the slavery thing, not him secretly wanting to see the world."

2014-08-28 02:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Right, but if you had a travel-y project underway or weren't satisfied with how Kidan left his," she says.

2014-08-28 02:26 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




He shrugs. "Then, yeah, I would be. Hypothetically."

2014-08-28 02:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: g ~ servantmaker




"But in fact you are not.  Okay."  Pause.  "Should one of us get a hotel room?  I'd rather not have to hunt one down while half-asleep from having stayed up to read all these notes."

2014-08-28 02:28 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I... don't know yet. Sorry."

2014-08-28 02:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Okay.  Please let me know sometime before sundown."

2014-08-28 02:32 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Sure. Uh - let me know if you'd like me to shoo and get a hotel room?"

2014-08-28 02:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I'm finding myself pretty open to just - taking Lu's recommendation as read, putting the big pillow in the place where the big pillow is meant to be, and going from there.  If you want to get a hotel room you can do it and I won't be offended or mopey or anything."

2014-08-28 02:38 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us






"Thank you," he says, genuinely.

2014-08-28 02:43 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"What's to thank me for there?  Declining to pout at you because you have not yet decided if you want to sleep in the same bed as someone you met less than two hours ago?"

2014-08-28 02:45 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Being understanding. I'm - you seem to be adjusting to all of this faster than I am. It's probably a bit annoying. Thanks for not being annoyed."

2014-08-28 02:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I suspect I have an advantage relative to people in general at this - sort of thing.  Wouldn't be fair to expect you to catch up instantly."

2014-08-28 02:53 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Well, thank you."

2014-08-28 02:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"You're welcome."

Page page.

2014-08-28 02:55 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




And Avedan goes back to reading his book of obsessive math.

Hours later, he pronounces, "I - do not think I'll need a hotel room."

2014-08-28 03:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Okay then.  I'm going to go scope out the apartment, then, I was up early this morning and might want to crash soon."  Sylvi bookmarks her page and ascends the stairs.  They have two banisters, which she uses.

2014-08-28 03:3 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"All right." He smiles a little tentative smile at her.

And then he's back to reading.

2014-08-28 03:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




Sylvi comes back a few minutes later.

"I'm going to make a quick grocery trip.  I'm basically just going to move in here straight away, all my projects are shines and I brought all the equipment that isn't literally made out of easily reproduced sunshine, I don't even need to notify a landlord.  Do you want me to pick up anything?  I think Kidan liked pears?"

2014-08-28 03:11 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"Uh - not picky." Pause. "Pears would be nice, though."

2014-08-28 03:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I think they should have pears even this far south.  I'll be back in a while."  She goes out, has her wooden horse bend to let her step up onto it, and trots off.

2014-08-28 03:36 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Thanks," he says.

And, reading. Reading reading reading.

2014-08-28 03:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




She is back after about an hour.  She puts a ripe pear on Avedan's desk, retains possession of a sandwich, and hands everything else to Charp to put away, which it goes and does, and she resumes reading.
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do_over: a. Lucky us




Avedan smiles at her, says a little 'thank you' and devours his present. Then, predictably, goes right back to reading.
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if_at_first: d ~ ready?




Later, Sylvi yawns, suggests to Avedan that he not stay up too late, and goes up to bed.
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do_over: g. Hold that thought




He manages to not stay up too late.

But he is tired enough that he barely cares that they're technically sleeping in the same bed, and only hesitates for a second. Then, he flops onto the bed, and is out like a light.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




And he dreams about a boy, sitting on a retaining wall with his nose in a book and a wheeled chair covered in golem instructions waiting at his feet for him to be ready to move on.

The magpie swoops to his shoulder from Aydanci's.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




He - Aydanci stops in his tracks.

He doesn't understand. It involves making a confused face. At the boy, and the magpie.

2014-08-28 04:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




The boy is also confused by the magpie.  He looks at it.

"Where'd you come from?" he asks it.

The magpie looks at Aydanci.

The boy also looks at Aydanci, quizzical.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Don't look at me," he says. "I'm just as confused as you are."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It's not yours?" the boy asks.  "It's somebody's, I can tell that much."
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do_over: n. Aydanci







"Was," says Aydanci, stiffly. He's corrected this fact a thousand times. But it still hurts. "My wife's."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"Sorry."

The magpie nibbles on the boy's hair.

"It doesn't usually -?"

2014-08-28 04:21 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"No," he clarifies. "Just me."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Okay.  Well - I promise I didn't try to co-opt it, or - anything.  I mostly do golems anyway, I only ever did bugs for practice with pets."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"I believe you. I'm - quite confused. Sorry about the trouble, I suppose."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It's no trouble.  Pretty bird."  He reaches up to pet it, tenatively; it leans into his hand.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




This is usually the part of the story where he's supposed to offload all of his troubles onto this random stranger purely because he's there and accidentally bringing up old memories of his wife. Aydanci politely declines to fulfill this stereotype.

"He is," agrees Aydanci, smiling a little.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Does it listen to you enough that you can take it back when you want it, or do you need help...?  I don't want to, like, steal your wife's pet."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Ha. No, he listens to me. But I'm glad he's - making friends."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Aww."  The kid keeps petting the bird.  "I'm Kib, by the way."  The bird keeps nibbling on his hair.  "Leave my hair alone."  The bird stops nibbling on his hair.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Aydanci. Nice to meet you."

And then he frowns. "... I can't get him to stop nibbling on my hair. I gave up trying."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"...I guess he just... really likes me?  I don't know.  How friendly is he told to be to you and to people in general?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Just the basics - no biting or inappropriate bowel movements. He comes when called and will follow my instructions, but I had to win his everlasting love and affection through bribery. Also a long-suffering role as his perch."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Yes, I'm really feeling the suffering," says Kib dryly.  "He's not supposed to obey anybody else?  ...Hey bird, sit on my knee instead."

The bird sits on his knee instead.

"...Left wing out."

The bird extends his left wing.  And preens it.

"Fold up -"

The wing folds.

"I doooon't think you know all the instructions this bird got, although what contingency has him stuck on me in particular I can't begin to tell you."

2014-08-28 04:56 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I was present when it was mastered," he says, raising an eyebrow. "And I am reasonably confident that she never gave it contingencies like that."Edited   2014-08-28 05:05 (UTC)
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This chapter is continued on the next page.




if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Then why is it sitting on me and doing what I say?  I promise, I didn't co-opt the bird, go ahead and check if you know how."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Already did. He still belongs to Aly. Er - my wife."

2014-08-28 05:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"Aly?" says Kib, blinking.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Short for Alymbel."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel








"That's not really a common name.  Is it?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"... It's not, no. Why?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I've been having weird dreams about a woman named Alymbel who goes by Aly.  They're - well, weird."
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do_over: n. Aydanci








Sloooow blink. "Weird in - what way?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"...This is more than I usually would tell a stranger about my weird dreams, but, uh, in the dreams I am her?  And they're - consistent, she's always the same dream-character, just at different times, out of order."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"That - is very weird. If you don't mind my asking - what do you do in the dreams where - you are her?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"All kinds of - stuff.  Learn servantmaking, like my teacher isn't on my case about that enough while I'm awake - I like hers better, it's always the same lady, just in one dream Aly's seven and in another she's twelve and then she's eight, you know.  Read books, which oddly enough don't collapse like a handful of wet sand when I wake up - I mean, I haven't found copies of the books in real life, but I can still more or less remember them as having plots and content, at least whatever part I dream through.  Puppet a little scooter to get around.  That's how I got the idea for the chair, actually, although it's a golem."
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do_over: n. Aydanci







Carefully, Aydanci asks, "The scooter. Bronze, shiny, three wheels?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"Yyyyyes."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




There is a long, long pause from Aydanci. Then, abruptly: "What are the three questions?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"If you have been reading my fucking notebooks -"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"I would never. I have left my wife's alone, even if she's been gone for - what, almost eighteen years now," he says, sort of testily and vaguely insulted. "So no. That is not the sort of thing I do. Ever. Are you in the chair because you're clumsy?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Your wife's one thing, a stranger is another, for some people - and - yeah?  I mean, it's also faster and less tiring than walking, but - yeah."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"It's really not any different, for me." Pause. "I'm - if this is a cruel joke to mock my wife it's in extremely poor taste."

(He doesn't dare hope that it's not a joke. Not yet.)
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Why the hell would I - the magpie landed on me before I even looked at you.  You checked yourself I didn't co-opt him.  What conceivable motive would I have, anyway, stalking some poor widower to claim to have - what, prophetic-after-the-fact dreams -?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"I don't know! But this doesn't make sense!"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"You're telling me it doesn't make sense, I'm the one who has dreams where I'm a girl and live in Lapis and am fluently bilingual in Harthanic on top of the common tongue when in real life I don't know any Harthanic unless the dreams are somehow providing genuine vocabulary and -"

Kib suddenly squints at Aydanci.



"And - was there - a solar eclipse, when Aly was - twenty-three? - and if there was one where were you?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"... Yes. There was. We were on a pier, holding hands, feet in the water. Talking about possibly collecting apprentices to teach together."

There's something sort of bitter, in that statement. She caught the pox, shortly after. (Fuck the pox. If she had to die, if she had to be taken from him with nothing he could do to help her, let it have been a death actually fucking worthy of her.)
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It was - dark.  Because of the eclipse.  But you look a little familiar, just - plus twenty years and some mourning.  And better lighting."

Kib swallows, and pets the magpie on his knee.

"One to start, one who can already read and wants to servantmake for any reason better than 'you can make a lot of money at it'...?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"And then if that ones goes well, others after, when we know the ropes a bit better and can more confidently weigh what we do and do not want in apprentices."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"This is strange," says Kib in a small voice.
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do_over: n. Aydanci







"And somewhat emotional. For me, anyway, it probably isn't so - close to home and personal for you."

He looks somewhere between 'wants to cry,' 'wants to hug Kib,' and 'desperately holding onto whatever dignity he has left.'
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I mean - not yet, it's not, I admit that, but - the first time I had an Aly dream a month went by before I had the next one and these days I'm having two or three a week."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"I - they're not distressing, are they?" he asks, sort of - worried.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"...It depends what happens in them?  Not usually.  The being a girl part is weird conceptually but not while it's happening, she's - accustomed."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"That's comforting, then."

And Aydanci has run out of things to say that aren't, 'My wife is apparently back from the dead in the guise of a man and all I want to do is scoop him up and kiss him.' He will not be saying that one just yet. Or possibly ever.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It'll be eighteen years since the stork dropped me this autumn," adds Kib.  "When...?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"The autumn. It - she was sick for quite a long time before then, months, but that was - when. Do you want the specific date? I try not to think about it -"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I don't know how this works, I don't know if it'd even be meaningful, don't - stress out about it," says Kib quickly.  "I don't know what's - happening to me."

2014-08-28 06:26 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He nods. "Thank you. I - don't know either, but I'll help how I can?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"The questions are what do I want, what do I have, and how can I best use the latter to get the former," says Kib quietly.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"And occasionally," adds Aydanci, softly, "'What sort of person am I?' though that was less for day to day things."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel








"I have this suspicion that the sort of person I am might be - also Aly in addition to Kib.  Somehow.  Like I'm her - golem or something, and she's writing on me in my sleep, except I was already a whole lot like her to the point where I scarcely mind -"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci takes on a - face that is complicated and holding back an absurd amount of unsaid emotion through willpower.

"I admit," he says, carefully, checking his own voice, "that I don't know what to do in this sort of situation. What would you like me to do?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I don't know - I mean - what I want from you depends a lot on you, doesn't it, and all I have of you is the eclipse, so far.  What can possibly be going through your head on finding that your wife may have - turned into - a seventeen year old boy who can't yet remember you?"

He pets the magpie.  Pet pet.Edited   2014-08-28 06:42 (UTC)
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Relief," whispers Aydanci. "Because in some form she's alive. Everything else could be - absurd, upside down and backwards, but if she is alive, that's - good enough for me. I can ask for nothing else."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib smiles a little.

"Kib is short for Akibel," he mentions.  "Akibel Mowar."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"My full name's Aydanci Evaret. I'm - very glad you're - here. Alive." Pause. "And the pox will not be able to get you again, it pissed me off."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Is that what - are you the - okay.  I consider eradicating the disease that killed Aly a reasonable and proportionate response, congratulations, full marks."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Yes, that's me. Thank you. I actually wasn't quite happy with the results and so I decided to study prevention measures. Guess why I'm here."

He smiles. It is not a nice smile, it's the smile of a man who is systematically eradicating several large-scale, deadly diseases because one of them happened to kill his wife. A man who is currently winning against aforementioned deadly diseases.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I feel very - avenged.  Uh, do you want any help?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"If you like. I don't require it, though, I have a reasonable handle on the situation. Thank you, anyway."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"...Is that 'yes, I have a job opening, but you won't personally make or break the project if you have other demands on your time' or 'no, please go be alive and somewhat-Aly somewhere that is not near me'?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"First thing." Gently, like he is in love, he adds, "I will never ask you to go be alive and somewhat-Aly somewhere that is not near me."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Okay.  Good.  Because I'm slowly increasing in proportion-of-me-that-is-Aly over time and I am pretty sure she was very attached to you just based on the part where she married you and the eclipse."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"The feeling was mutual. Still is, actually. I - never remarried."

Or dated. But let's not come off as crazy, hmm?
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I don't seem to have any ability to steer the dreams or I'd - I don't know, look for key moments instead of further excerpts from her learning to master goldfish."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Do you want me to give you highlights?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Yes please.  Uh, we probably want to be surer than we currently are before - do you have her notebooks?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"I do. I - wish I could have gotten her consent for this specific situation before she died, but alas. I did not account for this at all," says Aydanci dryly. "Do please forgive me. Tentatively, you may read them."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"If -" Kib starts.

The dream cuts off there.
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




And Lu is handing him a parrot.  "One for me, one for you.  I have no idea what the trapper thinks I'm doing with them."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"He might," says Kidan, taking the parrot, "think you have a strange parrot obsession. Like a collector, but with parrot pets."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Well, at any rate after a while we'll have a breeding population and can have them get busy making more parrots, in case we live to be a hundred and twenty but not longer than that and this batch's lifespan won't cut it.  And then the trapper need no longer concern himself with my parrot obsession."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"As long as you never tell him that you're planning on getting a breeding population going. That'll make it worse."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"He'll worry we're going to compete with him," she laughs.  She starts working on her parrot.  "Maybe next time around we'll think of something more dignified than the parrots entirely..."

Lu is not particularly pleased to have to contemplate there being a next time around.  But her work isn't going anywhere.
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Maybe," he agrees. "Or, maybe there will not be a next time around. There's always hope." He leans over and kisses her cheek. Then, he starts working on his own parrot.

"You know," muses Kidan, "I wonder - how are we going to get them to breed? Lock two of them together in a room? Order them? That seems weird, I think that's probably weird."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I was thinking we could order them if they didn't do it on their own.  But we're not in a terribly desperate hurry for chicks, these ones are still young."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Right, let's put that off for a while. I don't want to order parrots to have sex. Not to mention, we'll have to be careful about them to prevent inbreeding."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"The first generation shouldn't be related.  If they lay eggs we can tell those chicks not to have sex with their siblings, I suppose."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"That's - helpful. Okay, and then if there is a third generation we tell them to not have sex with either siblings or cousins."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Yep.  That's us, the parrot dormitory monitors," she giggles.  Her parrot is starting to becalm.  She pets it.  "These are prettier than the kind Kib and Aydanci left, those gray ones.  But it's still a pity about the cats getting at them, that would've been cheaper if we'd just bred the grays."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Yeah. Oh, well. How should we try and prevent another situation with the cats again, I mean, obviously the same thing's not going to happen, but if we - er, restart, they'll have at least twenty years left alone to fend off cats on their lonesome."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"We can put in a complicated door mechanism for the roof aviary and tell the parrots how to work it without divulging the secret to any cats?"
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Maybe also have them defend each other if attacked. A cat would attack one and the others nearby come by and peck at it to make it go away or something."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Ooh, yes.  Although I don't want them to actually hurt the cats.  They might belong to somebody.  Who, one, would be upset about the cats, and two, might follow the parrots home and figure out the door mechanism and get at the cache.  I suppose Charp could also guard the parrots, but I don't want the neighbors wondering about the unattended golem on the roof."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Let's not upset any cat owners," he agrees. His parrot's calmed enough to tolerate petting, and he takes advantage of this fact. "Uh - make them incapable of hurting living creatures. Might doom a few parrots to horrific death by cat, which I would feel bad about, but it's the smarter decision."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I'm not sure about that - I mean, the parrots are live too.  Just keep them from going for the eyes or anything, cats aren't by and large masochists."
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do_over: o. Kidan




"That works, I'm much happier with that outcome."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Lu hugs her parrot and leans on Kidan.
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do_over: o. Kidan




He smiles at her, leaning over to kiss her forehead before going back to petting his own parrot. Goooood parrot. Nice parrot. Become the lifelong servant of Kidan and his inevitable reincarnations. Bwuah. Ha. Ha.
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




The parrots take a while, but not all day.  They've got practice now.  Lu gives hers its basic instructions and puts it up in the roof aviary.

And when Kidan has put his up too she leans on him again.
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Having trouble standing, my dear?" teases Kidan, amused.
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I may collapse.  Perhaps I should be put in bed," she grins.

2014-08-29 04:5 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Do you now. Well, for safety's sake..." He smirks, and then scoops her up to carry. Off to the safety of bed, where she is unlikely to collapse!
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Here she is in bed!

She pulls him down with her.
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do_over: o. Kidan




Kidan laughs and doesn't resist. "It's spreading! Obviously I need to stay here. For safety."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"We are contagious and should be quarantined," she giggles.
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do_over: o. Kidan




"Yes. We didn't get vaccinated, my previous self would be very disappointed in us, but if we follow proper quarantine measures I think I can forgive myself."
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"We may yet live up to his expectations."

She cups the back of his head in the palm of her hand and kisses him.
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do_over: o. Kidan




"If we try very hard and eat our vegetables."

And, completely predictably, he kisses her right back.
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if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Ah yes.  Vegetables," says Lu archly.

And on things proceed.
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do_over: j. One moment please




Yup. Proceeding as married couples do. On, and on, and on.



When he wakes up long after they've long gotten into being very much a married couple, Avedan has seen and felt entirely too much. He makes a strangled little squeaky sound.
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if_at_first: (Default)




Sylvi is snoozing peacefully on the other side of the pillow.  "Waterfall.  Pear.  Hagiography."
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do_over: h. Covered in parrots




... Right. Right, of course he would get awkward sex dreams, he's been married three times, why wouldn't he get awkward sex dreams? 

He gets up. And he goes and finds the bathroom, and proceeds to have the coldest shower. Begone, awkward sex dreams, maybe later you'll be fun, but right now it's really kind of more than he ever wanted to know about how marital relations with the - woman currently sharing a bed with him would go. Thanks, awkward sex dreams. Thanks.

When the coldest shower is done, he very seriously contemplates sleeping on the floor when he comes back. How's Sylvi doing, anyway, he really hopes he didn't bother her with the - squeak.
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if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Well, she's still asleep, but - less peaceful.  There's squirming.

She's still speaking random words that cannot possibly all be drawn from the same dream, especially one as coherent as a previous-incarnation memory, but she's saying them differently.

"Tree," she - says.  "Violins."

2014-08-29 04:46 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please







Nope, he is not equipped to handle this, he is sleeping in the hallway. A pillow and blanket are retrieved, then - hallway. Sleep. Politely out of the way so Sylvi doesn't have to worry about stepping on him.

2014-08-29 04:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Democracy," mumbles Sylvi rapturously as he departs.

2014-08-29 04:50 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




That - causes him to snort with stiffled laughter. When it passes, he curls up with his pillow and blanket and after a bit of trouble - drifts back off to sleep.

This time, mercifully, there are no dreams.

2014-08-29 04:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: k ~ not yet






The words get less happy later.

"Lightning!  Compound interest!"

2014-08-29 05:1 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over







That - causes Avedan to stir, mumbling something about his inevitably fucked circadian rhythm. Was he imagining the cries, or -?

2014-08-29 05:3 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




"Gerrymandering barley coruscation," whimpers Sylvi.

2014-08-29 05:4 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




Right. That's - probably a bad dream. Avedan pulls himself to his feet, rubs at his eyes, and - goes off to be heroic or something. Maybe.

Gently, he tries to shake Sylvi awake.

2014-08-29 05:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Flint -" she starts, but then she squints, waking.  "Ayd-  Avedan."  She takes a deep breath, obviously trying not to cry.

2014-08-29 05:7 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




"Hi," he says, gently. "... Hug?"

2014-08-29 05:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




She requires no more invitation to cling.

"Fuck pox," she mutters.

2014-08-29 05:9 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




"It's gone now," he offers.

Avedan is perfectly happy to let her cling. You know, even if he's a bit - half asleep and exhausted. 

2014-08-29 05:12 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Except in my head.  Ow."

2014-08-29 05:12 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Yeah. I'm - so sorry. I'd undo it if I could."

2014-08-29 05:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"You came near," she murmurs.  Hug hug hug.  "That wasn't even about Aly dying, it was - I don't know how long before.  I woke up in the night and didn't want to wake you and just - held still."

2014-08-29 05:17 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




Avedan winces, and gingerly pets her hair.

"I am quite certain h- I would have preferred if you'd woken me up so I could offer some measure of comfort."

2014-08-29 05:20 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




Sylvi leans on him when he pets her.

"I thought so too.  But you'd been up at ludicrous hours for a week and - there wasn't anything you could've done, anyway, I was just about overdosed on willowbark already."

2014-08-29 05:22 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I'd - have tried to distract you. That would have been something."

2014-08-29 05:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




"It wasn't a - distractable amount of discomfort."  She shakes her head.  "I don't remember the part where Aly died but I remember Kib writing about it, just a snippet - and I'm afraid I'm going to get to it and it'll turn out Aly could've held on if she really tried and just didn't want to anymore."

2014-08-29 05:27 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




Well that's - just about the most heartbreaking thing. Of all time.

"I don't think it works like that," says Avedan, softly.

2014-08-29 05:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"No, probably not.  I imagine getting more than a snippet of Kib writing would have disabused me of the notion.  But it crossed my mind."

2014-08-29 05:29 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




He nods, a little. "I'm sorry. If there's - anything at all I can do, let me know?"

2014-08-29 05:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"You're helping," she says.  "Uh, sorry to - unload on you like that on Day One."

2014-08-29 05:37 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"It's completely fine," he says, sincerely. "Really, it is. Don't be sorry, you didn't - plan the timing of the dreams, and I'm likely to have bad days after having some of them, too. I'm glad I'm helping."

2014-08-29 05:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Yeah."  She snorts.  "The one before that was way nicer," she mutters.

2014-08-29 05:40 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




Avedan - coughs. He can't think of anything to say that wouldn't be really awkward.

2014-08-29 05:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




Sylvi obviously has no way to know that he heard her extolling the virtues of rule by the people.

"I think I want to go back to sleep," she yawns.  "Thanks."

2014-08-29 05:43 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"You're welcome," he says. He glances towards the hallway. "... Sleeping on the floor is painful. Let's just - avoid that, now."

2014-08-29 05:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"You were on the-?  Why?  I thought you were okay with the setup or one of us would've gotten a hotel."

2014-08-29 05:46 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"I was on the bed," he explains. "Then there was an -" He coughs again. "- awkwardly timed dream and I decided the floor would probably be a better bet."

2014-08-29 05:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already






"I'm getting a 'please don't ask' impression."

2014-08-29 05:48 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Apparently," says Avedan, dryly, "in our past lives we were extremely married."

2014-08-29 05:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache






"Yyyyep."

2014-08-29 05:50 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Like I said. Awkwardly timed."

2014-08-29 05:53 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Well.  You sleep wherever you're comfy.  I'm gonna roll over and hope I get Kib working on Charp or something."  She lets him go and stretches and flops back onto her pillow.

2014-08-29 05:54 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Bed," he sighs. "I'm mostly just exhausted and we're both very lucky my speech isn't all mumbly and slurred."

He goes, retrieves his pillow and blanket, and flops back onto the bed.

2014-08-29 05:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike






"Lilypad," sighs Sylvi neutrally, at length.

2014-08-29 05:57 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




The random words are rather soothing, actually. Also cute. When they're not colored by wet dreams or dreams about horrific trauma.

Soon enough, Avedan's asleep again. For the third time.

2014-08-29 05:59 (UTC)





Geode ∞

he likes tea in the morning





if_at_first: (Default)




In the morning, Sylvi's up first, having suffered no worse in her second chunk of sleep than eighteen-year-old Lu tripping and skinning her knee because the pet zebra she usually rode was getting reshod and she had to walk to the theater to meet her friends.  Charp sets about making breakfast as soon as she stirs.  It puts a kettle on to boil for Avedan's tea and fixes eggs and toast with jam for Sylvi.  She reads more of her notes while the food cooks, and Charp delivers to her at her desk.  It's all just how she likes it.

2014-08-28 23:2









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




Avedan, meanwhile, is going to keep sleeping like the dead. It was a long night, he likes his sleep, and also his rest continues to be mercifully dreamless. To add to the effect, the bed is really comfy. If Sylvi and Charp think he is not capitalizing on this while he can, they are sadly mistaken.

2014-08-29 20:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




Charp isn't going to become irritated if it must continue monitoring the teakettle for a while, and Sylvi doesn't particularly require his presence for her catching-up reading.  She is now through the broad-strokes summary story of her lives and is looking up little details in the order they catch her interest.

2014-08-29 21:0 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem






Well. He has to get up eventually, he can't stay here literally forever. Unfortunately. Or possibly fortunately, he's already started to get bored of doing nothing. He shuffles up, yawns, and goes looking for tea, and is then pleasantly surprised.

"Thank 'ou, Charp," he says sleepily, smiling a bit.

2014-08-29 21:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"You're welcome, sir," says Charp brightly.  "I'll fix you some breakfast too."

2014-08-29 21:9 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"Thank you," repeats Avedan, sipping his tea and smiling. Charp is his favorite golem. Absolute favorite.

2014-08-29 21:13 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




Charp goes off to make eggs and toast and jam for Avedan too.

"Morning," says Sylvi.

2014-08-29 21:13 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Good morning," he says, now that he is not a zombie, wandering the house in search of tea instead of brains. "How'd you sleep after the obvious?"

2014-08-29 21:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"After that was fine.  Lu on her way to the theater without her zebra - did she still have the zebra when she met Kidan?"

2014-08-29 21:16 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"I haven't gotten their meeting yet. But I - think so?"

2014-08-29 21:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"It's funny how each of the four of us have favored different servant types for locomoting - Aly with her puppet scooter and Kib with his golem chair and Lu with her various quadrupedal pets and my horse thing is an automaton with swappable instruction sets in a dial on its neck.  Since you can't really ride a shine I guess next time'll be a repeat."

2014-08-29 21:19 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Obviously the only answer is to invent a new type of servantmaking. To avoid a repeat."

2014-08-29 21:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Well, that'd at least put me in company with my illustrious past."

2014-08-29 21:23 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"... Yeah, I know that feeling. I'm just looking back on the things Kidan and Aydanci did and I'm wondering how I'm supposed to live up to that."

2014-08-29 21:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"You might have it worse than me.  I mean, storks, yes, but Kib mostly frontloaded a lot of effort on the one golem, fantastic piece of work though it is - since he expected to want one that'd last and be good and personable for future selves - and Lu's project didn't work."

2014-08-29 21:25 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"I could probably work on Kidan's a bit more, but most of what he wanted to do got done. I still want to do something with automating the creation of golems, but it's going to be difficult to live up to 'getting rid of slavery for the most part' and 'making the pox go away and then for an encore inventing vaccines.'"

2014-08-29 21:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I bet you didn't find Lapis until your current age half because your past selves traveled more than mine did," speculates Sylvi.  "Kib moved to Lapis within a couple weeks of meeting Aydanci, Lu moved into the cache when she found it except for her detour to hunt down Kidan - so a good high proportion of my dreams are about the city except for two childhoods and a few little vacations, and yours are probably all over the place."

2014-08-29 21:36 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Yeah. I'm actually not surprised Kidan wasn't able to find Lapis on his own, Aydanci spent a lot of time in Lapis, but not much of it was outside after Aly died. Except the quarantines and meeting Kib and throwing vaccines at various governments."

2014-08-29 21:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Oh, yeah, that makes sense - poor Aydanci," sighs Sylvi.  "Poor you."

2014-08-29 21:46 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"I'm all right," he assures. "He was, too, after he found Kib, just - not inclined to go outside much anymore."

2014-08-29 21:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"According to Kib there was a long awkward period before Kib learned the 'does not care about partner gender' thing because Aydanci never asked Kib if he liked guys and Kib assumed that having married Aly was decent evidence in favor of Aydanci not 'til he got the right dream."

2014-08-29 21:50 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Wow. Haven't got any of that yet. I did get their meeting, though. Last night."

2014-08-29 21:59 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"What was it like in - non-note format?" Sylvi wonders.  "...Also, because it's going to bug me if I don't know for sure, are we on-pattern for Lu's hopes and dreams and suggestive comments here?"

2014-08-29 22:0 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"They were awkward, I'd say. Aydanci was sort of - resisting the urge to scoop Kib up and sob on him the entire time. And - I'm not sure?"

2014-08-29 22:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"You are not sure of what your sexual orientation is?"

2014-08-29 22:13 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




"Oh. I thought you meant the -" Awkward pause. "Other - nevermind." He coughs. "Yeah, sexual orientation is exactly the same as Aydanci's and Kidan's."

2014-08-29 22:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"That's all I meant by pattern, I wasn't hitting on you unless you want me to be hitting on you."

2014-08-29 22:16 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Ha, okay, uh - thank you?"

2014-08-29 22:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Charp chooses this moment to appear with Avedan's eggs and toast.

2014-08-29 22:24 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Oooo," he says, brightly, leaping on the distraction like a starving man on delicious eggs and toast. Also, he's a bit hungry. So.

"Thank you, Charp."

2014-08-29 22:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"You're welcome, sir," says Charp.

Sylvi grins and turns a page.

2014-08-29 22:29 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




Mmm, eggs and toast.

"Do you, er," he says awkwardly, "Have any other questions for me?"

2014-08-29 22:35 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"...Nothing that's floating to the top of all the very general wondering about who this person I have apparently married three times actually is, but you could give me your biography and I would listen with interest?"

2014-08-29 22:37 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Uh - I'm not really sure what to say? I grew up in Karsvatch?"

2014-08-29 22:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Niaham for me.  Seven years creche, then got a teacher and lived with him and his other apprentices and his wife."

2014-08-29 22:48 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Nine years creche for me. I'm getting the feeling you specialized in shines?"

2014-08-29 23:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"I picked up some woodcarving for my support craft, and I can program automata too, but yeah, mostly shines."

2014-08-29 23:3 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"I know next to nothing about shines, I specialized in golemwork and some automata."

2014-08-30 21:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"My teacher didn't have a lot of cash lying around, is why shines - save on materials while we're short on fine motor control - and I stuck with 'em."

2014-08-30 21:45 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Ah, that makes sense. I had the mental visual of little apprentices, chasing after dots of light and it is incredibly adorable."

2014-08-30 21:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Well, I can't chase a shine that's really booking it," clarifies Sylvi.

2014-08-30 21:47 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Well. No, but it would still be cute."

2014-08-30 21:53 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I grant you that.  Anyway, I can puppet big flocks of them for displays, I picked up pocket money doing a lightshow for a few years, but I think there's a lot to be done in using them as cheaper-than-golems, more-finely-controllable-than-pets servants that can still sense their environments more than not at all."

2014-08-30 22:7 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"I look forward to seeing what you do with them!" says Avedan, sincerely.

2014-08-30 22:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"Me too - but I'm stalled while I catch up on all this stuff, I think."

2014-08-30 22:19 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Yeah. Perfectly understandable. No pressure, I will not make faces at you if you don't manage something momentous within the next week."

2014-08-30 22:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Oh, good."

2014-08-30 22:22 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Now, two weeks," he teases. "That would be different."

2014-08-30 22:25 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Aieee!  I read fast but I have three lifetimes of obsessive notebooking to peruse!"

2014-08-30 22:26 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Fine, fine. Three weeks. Consider yourself lucky."

2014-08-30 22:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Man, I end up with the taskmaster reincarnation."  She sticks out her tongue.

2014-08-30 22:28 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Bwuahaha. I expect visible improvements of the world at large within the next month, or else I will make faces!"

2014-08-30 22:32 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Oh no!  Not faces!  I'm not even partially inoculated because you don't very strongly resemble your past lives!"

2014-08-30 22:35 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"Yeeees. All part of my evil plan. You will do exactly what you were planning to do anyway!"

2014-08-30 22:38 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"But I will do it under scrutiny.  Oh no."

2014-08-30 22:39 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




"Scrutiny with offers of assistance. The worst of all things."

2014-08-30 22:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Shines are a bit like automata in the programming," muses Sylvi.  "I was surprised at how easy programming the horse was, actually."

2014-08-30 22:44 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Ooo. I might have to pick up basic knowledge of shines, my teacher liked having things be there and concrete."

2014-08-30 22:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




Sylvi reaches for a spot of light on her desk and plants her finger at its edge and tugs on it.  It separates, only to be immediately replaced with more sunshine, but persists where she dragged it.  "There you go.  Puppet shine.  Play with it, get a feel for it.  When I'm caught up on notebooks or bored sick of 'em I'll walk you through basic shine syntax."

2014-08-30 22:57 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"Thank you!" says Avedan, grinning. He retrieves the book of math, opens it to where he left off, and starts playing with the little shine as he reads.

2014-08-30 23:5 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




The puppet shine follows his instructions insofar as they involve staying on a contiguous surface.  Wheeeee.

Reading ensues.  Charp makes lunch.  Sylvi remembers to unpack her horse when she realizes midafternoon that she wants a shower; her horse contains in its central compartment, along with the shampoo she went looking for, some small automata with their instruction cartridges removed, changes of clothes, a few days' worth of travel food, and notebooks.

2014-08-30 23:11 (UTC)









do_over: f. Well go right ahead




Avedan realizes his similar problem when he notices Sylvi retrieving her things - but that's pretty easy to solve. This is the entire reason why he brought along his simple travel automaton. He's got less things with him than Sylvi does, but they're all very practically minded.

He looks at Sylvi curiously when all of his things are put away. "Do you travel a lot, or was it just to get to Lapis and explain the dreams?"Edited   2014-08-31 04:40 (UTC)


2014-08-31 04:38 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"I didn't use to travel a lot - uh, but I wasn't very comfortable living with my teacher anymore after I turned in one of my co-prentices for raping the girl down the street, so I moved out in pretty short order once Public Order saying he was convicted didn't soften them up on the subject.  And then I thought I might as well go to Lapis."Edited   2014-08-31 04:45 (UTC)


2014-08-31 04:42 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




Avedan blinks. "Wow, they - were upset with you for that? I'm so sorry, that's terrible."

2014-08-31 04:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: i ~ parrots




"Various combinations of thought I was mistaken, thought I was being too hard on him, and thought I ought to have sided with the household over the neighbor girl," sighs Sylvi.

2014-08-31 04:47 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




"... Too hard on someone for rape by turning them in to the authorities," says Avedan blankly. "And - side with the household over the victim of a crime? What?!"Edited   2014-08-31 04:55 (UTC)


2014-08-31 04:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"I didn't have prolonged conversations with them about their reasons for being annoyed with me, so I can't be very detailed about same," says Sylvi.  "I determined that they were annoyed with me and put my belongings in my horse and got some camp gear and left."

2014-08-31 05:2 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




"Well I'm - genuinely sorry it went that way. It was idiotic of them to be annoyed with you for doing what is essentially the right thing."

2014-08-31 05:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Thanks.  I don't - miss them a lot, or anything, I'm mostly fine about having to move, I'm just kind of disappointed in them."

2014-08-31 05:10 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Yeah. That makes sense. I'm - rather disappointed in them, too, and I don't even know them."

2014-08-31 05:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Well, if they hadn't been - awful about it, I wouldn't have been in Lapis this early and you would have had to wait for me, although I'm not sure if that would've made it easier to handle or not."

2014-08-31 05:23 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"True. I also would have been attacked by parrots for longer, having to find a password and all."

2014-08-31 05:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Charp has the password, it's just only supposed to distribute it after whoever finds it and reads the letters intended for them and engages it in enough conversation to convince it that they're invested in figuring out the thing."

2014-08-31 05:28 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Well, yeah, but in the meantime I would have still been attacked by parrots."

2014-08-31 05:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Oh no, the horror?" giggles Sylvi.

2014-08-31 05:29 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"The terror. The absolute gut-wrenching terror."

2014-08-31 05:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Parrots are very frightening," says Sylvi sagely.

2014-08-31 05:30 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Especially when attacking people."

2014-08-31 05:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"It wasn't really very - attack-y.  They land, they cling, they tug."

2014-08-31 05:31 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"But it's a much better story to say that 'I was attacked by a horde of parrots' instead of a 'horde of parrots landed on me, clung to me, and tugged in a direction I wasn't expecting to go.'"Edited   2014-08-31 05:33 (UTC)


2014-08-31 05:32 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"That's true.  Do you optimize all the summaries of your life for what makes the best story?"

2014-08-31 05:33 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"No, I'm basically just being contrary."

2014-08-31 05:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Oddly enough, I haven't run across any warnings about you being contrary, just prudish and prone to self-neglect."

2014-08-31 05:38 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Well, being contrary simply to be contrary is something of a rare occurrence for me. So."

2014-08-31 05:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Are you being contrary to yourself?"

2014-08-31 05:41 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Yes," he laughs. "That is exactly it. I will go do things just to be different from my predecessors. I am in my rebellious teenage phase."

2014-08-31 05:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Counting by lifetimes, you are three, not thirteen."

2014-08-31 05:43 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Fine. I'm a spoiled toddler. Happy?"

2014-08-31 05:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"Quite," Sylvi giggles.

2014-08-31 05:44 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Good. Hold onto that, because toddlers are annoying."

2014-09-25 03:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I haven't spent much time with them.  In, as far as I am presently aware, any incarnation."

2014-09-25 03:56 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"I haven't, either, but my master informed me - toddlers, definitely annoying."

2014-09-25 03:57 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Noted."

The day passes in reading and occasional comments and back-and-forth, and Charp feeds them at intervals, and:

"Are you going to sleep in the hall again?"

2014-09-25 03:58 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"... No," he says, after some thought. "It was annoying and painful."

2014-09-25 03:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I'd bet.  But I mean - are you going to get a hotel?"

2014-09-25 03:59 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Doesn't seem worth the trouble." He pauses, and then adds tentatively, "... Plus you might have a bad dream again."

2014-09-25 04:2 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"I might.  But it - usually it's not bad ones."

2014-09-25 04:3 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




"I know. But still."

2014-09-25 04:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"You might have a bad dream too - wake you up and hug you likewise?"

2014-09-25 04:5 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Yes, please."

2014-09-25 04:5 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Will do.  I'm gonna turn in now."

2014-09-25 04:6 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Mhm. I'll be up in a bit."

2014-09-25 04:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




Up and flomp and zzzzzzz.

2014-09-25 04:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib rolls over and wakes up and frowns and throws on slippers and tromps over to Aydanci's room and knocks.

2014-09-25 04:8 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Silence, from Aydanci's room. Then, after about thirty seconds, the door opens, and a groggy, tired looking Aydanci is on the other side of it. He blinks at Kib, zombie-like.

"Mhr?"

2014-09-25 04:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib stares at him, half-frustrated and half-affectionate, then says, "This time around I'm gay.  If this information should happen to be of interest to you."

2014-09-25 04:10 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Blink, blink.

"... You are?"

2014-09-25 04:11 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"A-yep.  Or you could describe it as 'still attracted to men', whatever, not the point, if I had not had the dream I just had until I was forty would I have continued until then to figure you for straight on the grounds that this one time we both distinctly recall you married a woman?"

2014-09-25 04:13 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"'s not grounds for me being straight," points out Aydanci, not really up to par conversation-wise. "Just to have married a woman."

2014-09-25 04:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Well, sure, I know that now.  Aly needed it explained, why wouldn't I?"Edited   2014-09-25 04:16 (UTC)


2014-09-25 04:16 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Would have been rather... Mmm - presumptuous? 'Byyy the way, I'm not straight. Also, 'm single.' Didn't want to pressure you. Just - glad you're alive."

2014-09-25 04:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"You knew I was single by the time I moved into your house - there's ways of asking gently - and - and are you going to kiss me or not?"

2014-09-25 04:22 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Give him a minute, Aydanci needs a little while to process that. Blink, blink.

"... Sure," he says, and then he does.

2014-09-25 04:23 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kiss!

2014-09-25 04:23 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Kiss!

"... Did it," he snorts, "have to be at an obscene hour of the morning?"

2014-09-25 04:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Yes.  Dreams happen at night, my dear."  And then Aydanci is pulled down for more kissing.

2014-09-25 04:25 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Well, how convenient, Aydanci didn't have the brain for a snappy retort anyway.

2014-09-25 04:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib is taller than Aly.

It's otherwise very familiar.

2014-09-25 04:26 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci missed this. Like he would be missing his own arm if it dropped off from his torso and went for a walk for twenty years. Except with more trauma. (Look, don't judge his similes, it's early.)

Kiss! All of the kisses.

It's likely to be very familiar for Kib, too, aside from the height difference.

2014-09-25 04:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I think," murmurs Kib, "that I managed to miss you, but I'm not sure how."

2014-09-25 04:31 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I definitely missed you," replies Aydanci with a laugh.

2014-09-25 04:32 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Well, here I am.  Conveniently," kiss, "gay."

2014-09-25 04:32 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




do_over: n. Aydanci




He can't even think of an intelligent response to that! Only kisses. All of the kisses.

2014-09-25 04:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Meanwhile, on the other side of the bed, there's a girl on a zebra with parrots on her shoulders, and one of the parrots spots Kidan and divebombs him.

She lights up like she's discovered all the secrets of the universe and slides off of her pet.

2014-09-25 04:35 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Kidan is - bewildered, that's what.

"... Miss?" he asks, confused and trying to politely get the parrot off of him, "Why is your parrot divebombing me?"

2014-09-25 04:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"...Sorry, sorry," she says, retrieving the parrot.  "Um, I don't even know where to start - look, have you been having weird dreams?"

2014-09-25 04:37 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Uh." Blink, blink. "Sometimes? Why?"

2014-09-25 04:38 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I - have - also?  And uh - look, I'm - did any of the dreams you've had feature a guy named Kib discussing reincarnation, because that will make things a lot easier."

2014-09-25 04:39 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan







Kidan stares at her like she's grown a second head.

2014-09-25 04:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"Youuuu think I'm insane.  I'm - okay let's start over - I'm sorry about the parrot, hello, my name is Beluna, what's yours?"

2014-09-25 04:42 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Hi, I'm Kidan."

(How did she know about Kib?!)

2014-09-25 04:43 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"If I recite a lot of names of things I shouldn't have any way to know about will I tip the balance from 'crazy' to 'on to something' heavily enough that we can have this conversation somewhere other than the middle of the street?  Aydanci, Aly, Kib, Charp - um - storks - there was a magpie? - work with me here."

2014-09-25 04:45 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan







"How exactly do you know those names?"

2014-09-25 04:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I've been having the dreams too and I was so worried you wouldn't reincarnate because you'd never done it before but - but the parrot recognizes you and - and - hi."  Her eyes are a little watery.

2014-09-25 04:48 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Hi," he replies, lamely. "Are - are you okay?"

2014-09-25 04:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Yeah - uh - Charp says Kib fell down the stairs when he was seventy-six, if you were curious?"  She swallows.  "Do I get a hug?"

2014-09-25 04:50 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan







"... Sure?"

2014-09-25 04:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Lu hugs him hard.  "I'm so glad it's you too, I didn't know until just now that it wasn't only me but I looked just in case -"

2014-09-25 04:52 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




He hugs her back, bewildered.

2014-09-25 04:53 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Kib was going to send birds out looking when your dreams would've started, like when you were sixteen or so, but he didn't last that long, so - but you're still older than me, did you not get enough dreams about Lapis to find the place?"

2014-09-25 04:55 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I've. Been busy."

2014-09-25 04:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"That's actually how I found you, there'd've been no chance of tracking you down if I had to comb the whole planet parrots or no parrots - I heard about - the slavery thing is your project, right?"

2014-09-25 04:57 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"... Yes. It is."

(Should he be running? Screaming, maybe? Fleeing to the authorities? He's not sure. He'll just. Stand here, he guesses, because she's still hugging him.)

2014-09-25 04:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




She's sort of snuggling him, actually.

"...Are you okay?"

2014-09-25 04:59 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Great. Snuggling him. Um. Okay then.

"Yyyyes. Let's go with yes."

2014-09-25 05:0 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"It's.  Me," she says.

2014-09-25 05:1 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I'm. A little overwhelmed?" he manages in a squeak.

2014-09-25 05:2 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






She lets him go and takes a step back, squinting.

"You've - had a lot more time than me to have dreams...  I mean, I know I look different but not more than Kib did from Aly..."

2014-09-25 05:3 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Blink, blink.

"Yes, you are definitely you?" he says, slowly. "I'm sorry, can we - I am tremendously confused, what's going on, how do you know about the people from my dreams, why is a bird divebombing me and me having dreams sufficient evidence for snuggling?"Edited   2014-09-25 05:07 (UTC)


2014-09-25 05:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"I'm the most recent reincarnation of Aly and Kib.  I went to Lapis and found the house and Charp and read most of my old notes and then went looking for you just in case because I missed you.  The bird can tell you're the same person as Aydanci."

2014-09-25 05:8 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Okay. Um. Hi. I - remember being Aydanci?"

2014-09-25 05:11 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"Oh, please don't tell me you've been getting all - childhood and the part before he met Kib, or something, that would just be positively unfair -"

2014-09-25 05:12 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I also remember Aydanci being married to a boy called Kib, and a woman called Aly," adds Kidan.

2014-09-25 05:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Right, well - those were me, and I remember some of it and I've caught up on their notes about the rest and I have to admit I wasn't expecting to be greeted as a stranger, not with the age gap like this, not when - I'm sorry."

2014-09-25 05:16 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"It's - okay. I'm sorry I didn't give you the greeting you were hoping for?"

2014-09-25 05:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna








"Can I even talk you into coming to Lapis and reading your old notes - oh, and your math, all your old math - or do you not want to go anywhere with me because you think I'm out of my mind, or - what?"

2014-09-25 05:18 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I'm. Give me a bit, please?"

2014-09-25 05:20 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"I'll - go get a hotel room, I guess," she says with a weak laugh.  "But - will you tell me where I can find you later?  And how long a bit is?"

2014-09-25 05:21 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I -" He takes a deep breath, and then rattles off an address. " I don't know how long it'll be? I'm - in the middle of things here and didn't even think the dreams were real, just bizarrely specific, and I was extremely busy and real people matter more than whatever strange things my head spits out at night, but - apparently the dreams are real, too. And I need to think."Edited   2014-09-25 05:27 (UTC)


2014-09-25 05:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Lu writes down the address.

"I'll - drop by in a few days, I guess.  I'm sorry for - I'm sorry."

She turns around before it is more than a medium amount of obvious that she's trying not to cry.  Her zebra kneels for her and she climbs on and trots away.

2014-09-25 05:28 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Well that's absolutely heartbreaking. He's - frustrated, though, he can't just - jump aboard the zebra and go running off with a strange woman he just met and go be married with her because his dreams said so.

"I'm sorry, too," he sighs.

2014-09-25 05:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




Sylvi dreams about Kib etching instructions onto Charp and Lu chasing the dead end of self-programming golems and Aly affixing wings to the first storks -

Sylvi wakes up.

2014-09-25 05:33 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




And Avedan dreams abut Aydanci organizing quarantines and Kidan looking up at the sky while cuddled with his wife and wondering if there's an end to the reincarnations or if it just goes on forever, and then Aydanci again when he's alone and in a dark, cold house and all he can feel is a cold determination to fuck up the pox for touching his wife.

He's still asleep, when Sylvi wakes up.Edited   2014-09-25 05:40 (UTC)


2014-09-25 05:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




Sylvi is yawning and sitting up.  She peers at Avedan; still asleep.  She wanders into the bathroom.Edited   2014-09-25 05:41 (UTC)


2014-09-25 05:40 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




Avedan's unlikely to stop her.

Zzzzz.

2014-09-25 05:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




And she goes downstairs and Charp makes her breakfast.

2014-09-25 05:45 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




And, eventually, Avedan comes wandering down the stairs. He has tea, and then he looks at Sylvi with a complicated expression.

2014-09-25 05:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"...Morning?"  Blink.  "...I got Kib discovering Aydanci was not straight, and some work on Charp and recursive golems and storks, what'd you get?"

2014-09-25 05:47 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Lu finding Kidan, and then some more of Aydanci being depressing, and Kidan snuggling with Lu." Wince. "... The first meeting was - I'm sorry."

2014-09-25 05:48 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Well - Kidan apologized, already, but - apology accepted from you too.  She was coming on too strong, for that matter, I'm sorry."

2014-09-25 05:50 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"She'd thought he was - I dead forever," points out Avedan. "I understand."Edited   2014-09-25 05:51 (UTC)


2014-09-25 05:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I didn't say her behavior was incomprehensible, I said I was sorry.  Any future instances will have guidelines on how not to spook you."

2014-09-25 05:52 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Yeah." Pause. "... Can I hug you?"

2014-09-25 05:54 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Sylvi holds out her arms.  "Of course."

2014-09-25 05:54 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




He scoops her up into a hug.

It's very familiar.

2014-09-25 05:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




It's snuggly!  Snuggle.

2014-09-25 05:56 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




Snuggle.

2014-09-25 05:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"They worked it out eventually."

2014-09-25 05:57 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Careful, spoilers," he snorts.

2014-09-25 05:57 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Oh no!" she cackles.

2014-09-25 05:57 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Don't tell me anything else, especially not if they get married or something!"

2014-09-25 06:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"My lips are sealed.  You will never find out.  Except when your randomly selected anachronic dreams tell you."

2014-09-25 06:2 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"No spoilers, dreams! No spoilers."

2014-09-25 06:3 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"What mechanism of learning this information would be sufficiently unspoilered?"

2014-09-25 06:3 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"It needs to go in exact order, of course."

2014-09-25 06:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"I am afraid I cannot help you.  I am a failure as a 'bel."

2014-09-25 06:5 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"That's okay," he decides magnanimously. "I forgive you."

2014-09-25 06:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"You're so good to all of me."

2014-09-25 06:6 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"I am, aren't I." Snuggle, snuggle.

2014-09-25 06:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"We are lucky to have yous."

2014-09-25 06:7 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"We're lucky to have you, too. All of you. Collectively."

2014-09-25 06:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Such a fortunate pair we are."

Charp brings Avedan breakfast.

2014-09-25 06:8 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"Yup! Also - thank you, Charp."

2014-09-25 06:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"You're welcome, sir!"

2014-09-25 06:9 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




Back to snuggling. Snuggle, snuggle.

(And slipping some toast, in the snuggles. Toast is important.)Edited   2014-09-25 06:14 (UTC)


2014-09-25 06:14 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already






"For reference, even if I get a week solid of nothing but Lu Is Sad Because Kidan Is Not Being Particularly Welcoming and I wake up sniffly, my advice says to let you be as prudish as you are inclined to be and I intend to follow it."

2014-09-25 06:16 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




He blinks.

"Oh, um. Thank you." Pause. "I'd - definitely offer snuggles?"

2014-09-25 06:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I noticed."

2014-09-25 06:17 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly





"That was 'it's up to you when we kiss,' wasn't it."Edited   2014-09-25 06:21 (UTC)


2014-09-25 06:20 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Yep.  And so on.  Enjoy your decisionmaking powers."

2014-09-25 06:21 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




"I am extremely excited about them. Er. It's - not likely to be a problem where I kiss you when you don't want to be kissed?"

2014-09-25 06:23 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Unless you decide to use kisses as a means to steal my dessert or something vaguely gross and awkward like that, no."

2014-09-25 06:23 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Why would I even..? I wasn't planning to do that. Ever?"

2014-09-25 06:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"You can see why I didn't qualify my first remarks, then."

2014-09-25 06:26 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




He giggles, a bit. "Aha. Thanks."

2014-09-25 06:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"You're welcome.  You come highly recommended, you know.  It isn't as though you're a total stranger."

2014-09-25 06:28 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Ha! Thank you. I feel special."

2014-09-25 06:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Well, you're not that special, there've been three of you."

2014-09-25 06:30 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Hey, there have been four of you, there are less of me!"

2014-09-25 06:30 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I am tragically commonplace.  I would be worth very little as a collector's item."

2014-09-25 06:31 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Aww, don't say that, all three of me have collected at least one of you!"

2014-09-25 06:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"I don't know if that counts as collecting.  Aydanci was a collector.  You and Kidan are hobbyists.  Unless I die and you fetch me repeatedly."

2014-09-25 06:33 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Pass on that, being a hobbyist sounds more fun."

2014-09-25 06:35 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"I'll do my best to stay alive."

2014-09-25 06:35 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Good. Because, if you didn't, there would be five of you and three of me and our lifespans would get even more out of sync."

Unsaid, is: 'And also, I would be miserable.'

2014-09-25 06:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"But then mes would be able to more thoroughly outvote you if it ever came up, because we're all civilized and democratic."

2014-09-25 06:38 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us







That causes Avedan to burst into helpless giggles.

"I - that's - um," he says, sounding - embarrassed?

2014-09-25 06:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions






"...What?"

2014-09-25 06:39 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Aheh, um. Remember the night before last? When I mentioned I had a dream about us being - extremely married?"

2014-09-25 06:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Yeah.  Was there weird pillow talk?"

2014-09-25 06:40 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Nope. I um. Woke up before you did, and er. You talk in your sleep." The awkward is palpable. "And, er. The word choices were still random, but while you were dreaming you said some of them differently."

2014-09-25 06:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again






"Did I moan about democracy?" Sylvi says incredulously.

2014-09-25 06:43 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Yes!"

2014-09-25 06:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




She giggles helplessly.

2014-09-25 06:44 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"It was so absurd," he giggles. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, it's - probably some kind of accidental invasion of privacy, but - it was hilarious. Also embarrassing, but - hilarious."

2014-09-25 06:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I don't exactly mind.  It's not like I was dreaming about moan-worthy things you couldn't just as easily have remembered yourself months ago."

2014-09-25 06:46 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Well. Yes."

2014-09-25 06:48 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"So if I were going to be really picky about you invading my privacy I'd be in trouble whether you caught me going," she coughs and imitates her moany voice, "democracy, or not."

2014-09-25 06:49 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




Helpless giggles. Helpless. He leans on her, for support through the ordeal.

"I - yes, basically."

2014-09-25 06:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"So it's thoroughly in my interest to find it funny instead.  Don't worry about it."

2014-09-25 06:53 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Sure. Thanks."

2014-09-25 06:54 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"You're welcome."

2014-09-25 06:54 (UTC)





Geode ∞

he's such a prude though





if_at_first: (Default)




Sylvi settles in very thoroughly.  She makes a point of going out on her wooden horse and wandering the city every day or two, even if she has no specific errand to run (although she does also place orders for lenses and very fine-tipped pens and new notebooks).  She hugs Avedan when he has bad dreams and he hugs her when she does, if they successfully wake one another despite the long pillow between them on the bed.  And she plows through piles and piles of old notes, and condenses her childhood for inclusion in the same library for future 'bels.

As of this moment she is up to her specialization in shines.  Write write write.

2014-10-10 20:30









do_over: (Default)




Avedan - thinks. And does some math, and plans, and then, as if at random - he goes to find Sylvi.

"Sylvi?" he asks.

2014-10-11 03:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Hmm?" she asks, looking up at him.

2014-10-11 03:44 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




He - fidgets. A bit.

"Er - are you busy? Can I um - borrow you, for a little while?"

2014-10-11 03:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Not especially busy, what do you need?"

2014-10-11 03:47 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"I er. Don't technically need anything -" Fidget, fidget.

2014-10-11 03:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"What do you want, then?"

2014-10-11 03:50 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"Well. It's. Um."

He sighs, mutters something about, 'Being briefly terrible at words' and then heads over to her, leans down  for the proper (if slightly awkward) angle and kisses her.Edited   2014-10-11 03:55 (UTC)


2014-10-11 03:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




Mmmkiss!  Sylvi is only a little surprised.

2014-10-11 03:56 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




Oh, good! Only a little surprised is good. Probably. As long as she wants to kiss him. She wants to kiss him, right, this isn't -

Avedan. Avedan, shut up, she's married you three times now, and she's kissing you back. 

He realizes this fact, and promptly tells his head to shut up so he can just focus on kissing.

2014-10-11 04:2 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Sylvi is indeed showing all the signs of being someone who wants to kiss him.  And of having married him three times now, albeit remembering only a fraction of the involved kissing.

2014-10-11 04:3 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




Hurray! All of those are good things. As are kisses. Mmmmkisses.

2014-10-11 04:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




Mmmmmmmmmmkisses.

Eventually:

"I would forgive the linguistic lapse if you claimed to need kisses."

2014-10-11 04:18 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Technically," he corrects, "I don't need them. Just - want them. A lot."

2014-10-11 04:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Ooh, a lot."  She stands up so the angle's less awkward and kisses him again.

2014-10-11 04:57 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




He makes a little sound in his throat, and happily goes back to kissing her. Turns out - practice from past lives is useful in this sort of situation.

2014-10-11 04:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




It is!  Aren't they lucky!

And a bit later on:

"Do you by any chance have a forecast for when you will want things that are not solely kisses?"

2014-10-11 04:58 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"I feel like the pillow has been silly for a long time now," snorts Avedan. "And. I'm - nnnot sure?"

2014-10-11 05:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"We can dispense with the pillow.  And wait for you to be sure, elsewise."

2014-10-11 05:2 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"Okay." Kiss. "Thank you."

2014-10-11 05:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"I'm so magnanimous.  No self-interest here, not me."

2014-10-11 05:4 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"Not even a little? Aw, I'm disappointed."

2014-10-11 05:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"I am one hundred percent unadulterated altrusim."

2014-10-11 05:7 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Are you? That sounds dangerous, how do you fit it all in there?"

2014-10-11 05:8 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"Lots of surface area.  Like Charp."

2014-10-11 05:9 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"I see. That makes sense."

2014-10-11 05:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"Of course.  Kiss me some more."

2014-10-11 05:10 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




"Gladly."

Then he does!

2014-10-11 05:11 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Mmmmmmmmmm.

And that night the long pillow is removed, and Sylvi cuddles up in her sleep.

2014-10-11 05:11 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




Avedan cuddles her back. Snuggle, snuggle.



Then: there is a library.

2014-10-15 20:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




Aly can't find the book she wants anywhere.  The librarian says it hasn't been taken out, so where -?

Oh, there it is.

"Excuse me, do you need this?" she asks, tapping the stranger's copy of Advanced Topics in Autonomous Golem Engineering.

2014-10-15 20:29 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




The stranger looks up at her. There are an awful lot of books surrounding him.

"No," he says. "Sorry, I neglected to put it back. This one's better," he motions to another book that is making up the book fort: Golems: An Expert Engineer's Guide, "that one's more theory instead of instruction."

2014-10-15 20:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"It's not bad theory, is it?  My friend recommended it."

2014-10-15 20:35 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"It's not bad, just - not helpful if you would like to do the theories it mentions. It's excellent if you're looking to see if you want to get into golem creation before you actually do."

2014-10-15 20:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Oh.  I have a project in mind, just - well, are you using the better one right now?"

2014-10-15 20:37 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Not right now, no, but I'm likely to need it later. But, good news, I am open to the mystical concept of 'sharing.'"

2014-10-15 20:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




She giggles.  "All right, I won't walk off with it, then.  Thanks."  She takes the book and opens up her notebook, which is full of instructional diagrams and other notes.

2014-10-15 20:41 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"You're welcome."

He doesn't look at her notebook, he's already back to reading his own books - there are three of them that are open. He's switching between them and taking notes on each. Verifying things from multiple sources, maybe? Or something else entirely. Either way, he's apparently busy.

2014-10-15 20:45 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




So Aly doesn't bother him, until -

"You haven't by any chance already read this through, have you?  Specifically chapter four?"

2014-10-15 20:46 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I skimmed it, so - jog my memory, what's in chapter four?"

2014-10-15 20:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Golem ability to learn from experience."

2014-10-15 20:50 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Ah - yes, I remember that chapter. What do you need?"

2014-10-15 20:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"I need a way for golems of the same make to share information that they acquire like that with each other."

2014-10-15 20:53 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




".... Hmmm," he says, and then he searches through the books he's collected.

"If I'm remembering right, this one's got a good chapter on it," says the stranger, holding up a newly discovered book. "Seventeen? Or sixteen."

2014-10-15 21:0 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Ooh.  Thanks."  She accepts the book.  "Do you have a project too or are you just academically inclined?"

2014-10-15 21:1 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"You're welcome. Project, if yours turns out to be about medicine-delivering self-cleaning golems, you're allowed to just crib entirely from my notes if you promise to help."

2014-10-15 21:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Mine's not that, but that sounds awesome."

2014-10-15 21:7 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




That causes the stranger to smile warmly.

"Thanks. What's yours, then?"

2014-10-15 21:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




Aly hesitates.  "I don't really - I'm worried that it could become very political.  I'm planning to stay anonymous."

2014-10-15 21:11 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I'll leave it alone if you'd like me to," agrees the stranger. "I understand."

2014-10-15 21:14 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Maybe once I know you a little better," she says lightly.

2014-10-15 21:15 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Thank you. Well, hello, I'm Aydanci."

2014-10-15 21:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Aly.  Nice to meet you."

2014-10-15 21:26 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Nice to meet you, too. Feel free to ask if you have questions about something. I don't guarantee that I'll know the answer, but it couldn't hurt to ask."

2014-10-15 21:32 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Thanks.  You're awfully helpful to random strangers with secret golem projects, aren't you?"

2014-10-15 21:33 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Well, you're likely to figure out whatever you need for your secret golem project anyway, it might just take longer, and if I'm helpful and it turns out that your secret golem project is 'construct an army to take over the world' I have a much better chance of convincing you to not do that," says Aydanci lightly.

2014-10-15 21:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




Aly giggles.  "I'm not trying to take over the world with a golem army.  If I were going to take over the world I'd prefer nonviolent means."

2014-10-15 21:37 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"That narrows it down a bit. Though, if it's 'construct a series of mind-control golems and take over the world' I will also try very hard to convince you to not do that, either. I do hope you're not heartbroken."

2014-10-15 21:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Mind-control g-?  How would that even...?  I don't think that works, which is good, because if I thought that was possible I would never have a good night's sleep again."

2014-10-15 21:45 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I'm pretty sure that doesn't work at all. And yes, that would be awful."

2014-10-15 21:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"So no, that's not my secret golem project either, you're not even close."

2014-10-15 21:49 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Good, I'm glad, if I were close I would be extremely worried."

2014-10-15 21:50 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"And you'd send your little medical golems after me?" she teases.

2014-10-15 21:51 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Yes. Yes I would. Beware, your injuries would soon be covered in gauze, and you'd given helpful medicine for any sicknesses you have. Fear me and my medical golems of terror."

2014-10-15 21:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




Aly laughs again.  "And I could be imprisoned for my mind-control crimes - I mean, quarantined - in the comfort of my own home and therefore have much less temptation to break quarantine and infect people with my sinister ideals, since little self-cleaning golems would bring me groceries through the window?"

2014-10-15 21:54 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Mhmm. And local authorities could be informed of the quarantine and warned that no other actions are necessary." 

2014-10-15 22:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"How -" She shudders dramatically.  "Humane.  I'll have to be very sure that you don't find out what I'm really up to."

2014-10-15 22:5 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Darn. And my sales pitch was so great, too. 'I'll help with whatever this is if you don't tell me, but if you do there's a chance I might try to convince you not to do it if it's particularly nasty, thus giving you an incentive to not tell me whatever it is.'"

2014-10-15 22:9 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"You're an immensely skilled negotiator.  I'm just too stubborn, apparently."

2014-10-15 22:10 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"You are. Alas. That's okay, I try not to be judgmental. You can be stubborn."

2014-10-15 22:13 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"I can?  Oh joy.  Thank you ever so.  Kind sir.  I will treasure this moment forever."

2014-10-15 22:14 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I'm glad, I'm sure no one ever told you that it's perfectly all right to have a personality. Please, take a minute, it's all right."

2014-10-15 22:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"I was badly failed by my creche and teachers."

2014-10-15 22:19 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"You poor soul. Would you like me to say it again? Would that help?"

2014-10-15 22:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"It might take up truly unreasonable amounts of your time to really get through to me.  I can't impose like that.  You have little medical golems to invent."

2014-10-15 22:23 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"That's very nice of you. Thank you. But it's really rather easy to say, 'You're allowed to have a personality. Along with preferences about things.'"

2014-10-15 22:25 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Gosh!  Preferences, too?  Entire vistas of possibility open up to me."

2014-10-15 22:28 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"They do, I'm quite disappointed that no one's told you before, they're somewhat important."

2014-10-15 22:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"I have fallen through the cracks in the system."

2014-10-15 22:31 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"You have. But it's all right. I'm here. In my fortress of books."

2014-10-15 22:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"It's quite a fortress.  How far along in your project are you?"

2014-10-15 22:34 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Researching, still, but I've almost got it entirely planned out."

2014-10-15 22:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Cool.  I don't have a prototype yet - well, I have the chassis, but not instructions."

2014-10-15 22:40 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci nods. "I can probably help with instructions, but." He motions to his own books for his project, then adds wryly, "And also, I have no idea what your instructions are. Something of a damper on helping write them."

2014-10-15 22:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"What a pity 'do whatever Aly has in mind for you' isn't a legitimate instruction.  It'd speed things up tremendously."

2014-10-15 22:50 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Just a bit," snickers Aydanci. "But, that would make them mind readers, and that would have all sorts of horrible effects that we've already gone over. So maybe it's worth it."

2014-10-15 22:51 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Well, it would only matter if it was a smart golem.  I wouldn't mind a really dumb one being able to figure out what I wanted of it.  But the underlying principle would probably adapt to other situations."

2014-10-15 22:52 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He nods. "Dumb golems being able to do it would be fine. Just not the smart ones."

2014-10-15 23:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"And as far as I know there's nothing dumb golems can do that more sophisticated ones can't.  So better all around if they can't mindread."

2014-10-15 23:7 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Yeah. If annoying because it makes things a bit more difficult in the short term."

2014-10-15 23:13 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"But in thirty years when we have conducted our lives in the total absence of sinister mindreading golems," she says, "we'll be glad of it."

2014-10-15 23:13 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Yes. Yes we will. Actually, I'm glad of it now."

2014-10-15 23:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"So'm I," she grins.

2014-10-15 23:18 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Having successfully waited in her hotel room for a few days, Lu turns up at Kidan's hotel room, a notebook under one arm, fretful.

2014-10-15 23:52 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




And, there is Kidan.

"Hello," he says.

2014-10-16 00:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna






"Hi."

2014-10-16 00:7 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan







"I'm mostly packed," says Kidan. "And a lot of things have been put on hold so I can visit and talk to Charp and read notes."

2014-10-16 00:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"R-really?  That's - thank you."

2014-10-16 00:10 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"You're welcome."

Awkward silence?

2014-10-16 00:11 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Not much of it.

"I - went about it badly.  I'm sorry.  I should've written a letter or something.  I just wasn't positive I'd find you at all, so I half-assed figuring out how to handle it if I did."

2014-10-16 00:12 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"It's all right, I - understand."

2014-10-16 00:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"But I can show you where the cache is and reintroduce you to Charp and -"  She shrugs, looks at her feet.  "Then you can do whatever you want, I guess."

2014-10-16 00:18 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Kidan swallows. "I. Yes, thanks."

2014-10-16 00:23 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Um, I approve very much of your project," she adds.  "If you need help with it or -"  She coughs and breaks eye contact again.  "...So when do you want to leave?  And do you have your own transport or do you want to ride my zebra?"Edited   2014-10-16 00:26 (UTC)


2014-10-16 00:24 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"My own transport, uh - in less than a week we can leave?"

2014-10-16 00:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay.  Um, should I go away again and come back in a few more days?"

2014-10-16 00:30 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"You can stay, it's all right."

2014-10-16 00:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay."  She fidgets.  "Um, I can tell you almost as much as Charp can, I've read a lot of my past notes.  If you have questions.  And you'll believe answers that come from me instead of Charp."

2014-10-16 00:53 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"... Sure, questions. Uh. What was I like in my - past life?"

2014-10-16 00:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"He - I don't know how much you remember or from when, I'll just sort of - you were big into public health, before you even met Aly but especially after she died."  Lu shudders a little.  "Uh, and - sarcastic but terrible at lying - and you were a servantmaker, are you still?  I am again, three for three now - um - and you were - he was -"  She wrings her hands.  "We were -"  She stops.

2014-10-16 01:1 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I know. That's why you're so glad to see me now."

2014-10-16 01:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I dreamed you dying not too long ago," she murmurs.Edited   2014-10-16 01:05 (UTC)


2014-10-16 01:5 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"... I'm sorry."

2014-10-16 01:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Aydanci lived to be eighty-eight, that's not too bad.  Just - yeah."

2014-10-16 01:7 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




He nods.

2014-10-16 01:12 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"But - you reincarnate too.  So - that's good.  Kib was -"  She shakes her head again.  "Devastated."

2014-10-16 01:13 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Was he?" murmurs Kidan. "I - I'm sorry."

2014-10-16 01:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Of course he was," she murmurs.  "But it wasn't your fault."

2014-10-16 01:23 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"No. But - still."

2014-10-16 01:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"But you're alive.  At least you're alive."

2014-10-16 01:27 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I am, yeah."

2014-10-16 01:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"That's good."  She blushes and looks away again.  "I'm glad you're alive.  Even if I totally botched finding you."

2014-10-16 01:30 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"You didn't actually botch finding me. Just the. Introduction, a bit."

2014-10-16 03:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"By finding you I meant the part where I - indicated to you that you had been found.  Not the part where a parrot landed on you."

2014-10-16 04:30 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Oh. Well."

2014-10-16 04:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I'm sorry."

She appears to be trying not to wilt.

2014-10-16 04:32 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"It's okay," he says, in a - tone of voice that's probably very familiar. Comforting and soft. "Really. I'm not - writing you or anything off, it was just a bit. I was caught off guard."Edited   2014-10-16 04:37 (UTC)


2014-10-16 04:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Thanks," she says weakly.  "Uh.  Anything else you want to know?"

2014-10-16 04:37 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"... What do you do?"

2014-10-16 04:38 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Servantmaking, again, theoretical instructional research - I mean, I can make pets and puppets and I've actually built golems and programmed shines in the course of theorem-proving but it's mostly theory."

2014-10-16 04:39 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




He nods. "That's interesting. Thanks."

2014-10-16 04:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"You're welcome.  I - bet the slavery thing takes up most of your time?"

2014-10-16 04:41 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"A - bit, yeah. So my servant education's a bit lacking."

2014-10-16 04:42 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Well - that's okay, Charp will recognize you regardless, and it talks.  And you'll remember what Aydanci knew if you wait long enough anyway."

2014-10-16 04:44 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Yeah, that'll be nice. Problem is, I've caught a lot of the later stuff that doesn't make sense without a more basic education."

2014-10-16 04:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"I can fill you in," she said.  "If you want."

2014-10-16 04:47 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Sure. That'd be nice."

2014-10-16 04:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay.  Um, now or later?"

2014-10-16 04:53 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I - think it would take a while?"

2014-10-16 04:53 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Yeah, but - do you want to start now?"

2014-10-16 04:53 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Sure."

2014-10-16 04:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay.  How basic do you want me to start?"

2014-10-16 04:55 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Reasonably basic, please."

2014-10-16 04:57 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"So there's pets and puppets and automata and golems and shines - shades are basically a kind of shine.  If you've got anything with moving parts around I can show you how to turn it into a puppet as a start, otherwise I can make you a shine to play with."

2014-10-16 04:58 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Shine sounds fun."

2014-10-16 04:59 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay."  She finds a patch of light and peels it off for him.  "Do you know how to take it as a puppet or should I start there?"

2014-10-16 05:0 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"I know how to take it as a puppet," he affirms.

2014-10-16 05:3 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Okay, go ahead and do that.  Predictably, I have paper, and this is a nice big shine, so I can write it some instructions longhand and they'll work just fine."  She flips to a fresh notebook page and writes a short program that will fit within the shine's area, and walks him through each line in it, and then puts the program down where he can move the shine onto it.

2014-10-16 05:4 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Kidan focuses on the shine, and gets to taking it as a puppet, and then making it do things.

"Thank you," he says, smiling at the little shine.

2014-10-16 05:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"You're welcome.  I like shines.  I had a bunch of colored ones on the ceiling in a pattern in my room growing up.  Left them for the next kid when I moved out, though."

2014-10-16 05:11 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"That's extremely cute."Edited   2014-10-16 05:13 (UTC)


2014-10-16 05:12 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Lu ducks her head and smiles.  "Thanks."

2014-10-16 05:17 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"You're welcome."

2014-10-16 05:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Anyway - unlike golems, which you can't puppet again once you start them, you can turn a shine back into a puppet any time, if it's yours or the person who made it lets you.  So you can stop it from going around in a circle whenever, but it'll remember this program and you can nudge it back into it until it gets a new program."

2014-10-16 05:26 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"That's useful," muses Kidan.

2014-10-16 05:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"Yeah.  So if you have them moving around in a pattern, you can pause them and then start them again without having to reprogram them.  Try it."

2014-10-16 05:28 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




He does. Obligingly, the shine stops.

2014-10-16 05:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"And starting it back up is almost like the opposite of taking it as a puppet."

2014-10-16 05:29 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




"Is it? Then..." He looks at the shine with a look of concentration, and - it goes back to going in circles.

2014-10-16 05:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




Lu applauds.

2014-10-16 05:33 (UTC)









do_over: o. Kidan




Kidan grins.

"Thanks."

2014-10-16 05:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: o ~ beluna




"You're welcome.  So the most basic set of shine commands you can put in a program are -"  She writes in every command that appears in her little program, and a few more, and goes down the list with him.

2014-10-16 05:35 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel






Sometimes it's too hard not to sob, or to try to draw enough breath to do it.  Even though she knows it'll wake him up.  Even though she knows he's almost as tired as she is, and pushing to do more than he ought to be able.  Even though he can't help and it'll hurt him to fail.

Sometimes she makes a noise.

2014-12-06 07:28 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci can't always be there when she needs him. He has to sleep, as hard as he tries to not. But this time, he is. 

"Love..." He murmurs. In the early days he'd caress her face, or brush her hair out of the way, or - or something, but now he doesn't dare. The lesion on her face is getting worse, and he doesn't want to upset the poultice on it for a few hours yet.

But he has a look. It's a very distinct look. It screams, 'I love you, I love you, I love you, tell me if there's anything I can do to help, I'll do it twice, please, I love you, it's no trouble.' He's wearing it, right now.Edited   2014-12-06 07:34 (UTC)


2014-12-06 07:34 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Oh honey," she murmurs, softly, trying not to move her jaw too much.  "Go back to sleep."

2014-12-06 07:35 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I think we both know that's a losing battle," he replies, almost wryly, if it wasn't for his eyes. He's cried before, but hasn't recently, mostly through willpower.

2014-12-06 07:37 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




She might have something to say, but she doesn't seem to have taken another breath after exhaling her suggestion.  There's nothing to say it with.

It's a very quiet suffocation.  If he were sleeping, or even trying to, he might not notice.

2014-12-06 07:38 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




But he's not. So he notices.

"Love?" whimpers Aydanci. Can't hold her hand, too painful, can't kiss her, can't - "Love. You're - darling, can you breathe...?"

2014-12-06 07:40 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Nn."

She's so tired.  Breathing hurts, anyway.

She closes her eyes.

2014-12-06 07:41 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Is it cruel of him, to demand that she stay? Maybe. Probably. (Yes.) But he can't help it. There isn't an ounce in him that could prevent him from saying:

"No, no, Aly, please, no. Breathe, love, there's - I can't lose you, I - come back, please!"

Moving her causes her agony, even with all the drugs. Even with her dancing towards overdose on all of them. But she can't breathe, he can't just -

Gently, ever so gently, he tilts her head back, just a tad, staying away from her jaw. This is a better angle for breathing, right? Isn't it? Damnation, all the work in - in medical everything and he can't help his fucking wife breathe!

"Don't go."

2014-12-06 07:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel






She lets her lips fall open and draws in a wisp of air.

"Honey," she whispers.

2014-12-06 07:49 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I'm sorry," he whispers. "I'm - so sorry, I love you..."

2014-12-06 07:50 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




She breathes again, shakily.

"Honey, how long'll you try to keep me?" she wonders.

2014-12-06 07:50 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"There's still - some chance. I - love, love you should have realized by now that I'm a - a selfish bastard and... and... I love you. I love you so much..."

2014-12-06 07:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Love you," she sighs.  Neither of her hands is in great shape, but the bandages are fresh enough, and the wrist nearer him is happily free of lesions; she can bend her hand to touch his arm.

2014-12-06 07:54 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He smiles, just a little, at that.

"I'm sorry I'm selfish," he murmurs. "I am. But there's - there's no one else in the world like you, you're - irreplaceable, I can't just - I -"

He doesn't manage to finish the sentence. There are tears in the way,

2014-12-06 07:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"'M not getting better."

This is the third time she's almost just quit breathing.

2014-12-06 08:0 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"There could be a chance," he says, desperately. "Some - some small..."

2014-12-06 08:3 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"'M not.  Getting.  Better."

2014-12-06 08:4 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Please."

2014-12-06 08:5 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Breathing," she mutters.  "'S all I can do."

2014-12-06 08:6 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"I - I know. Just - keep doing it. Because I'm selfish and I want you to stay, I want you to live forever, or - or - no, no, fuck it, I want you to live forever, period, much as I hate to sound like a petulant child, you're not allowed to die..."

2014-12-06 08:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"I can't - do - anything.  Not just the - hurting."

2014-12-06 08:11 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Love. You're not just - you're brilliant, you're wonderful, you're - you make the world better by existing. It's not the - you've done great things, my dear, you're - don't remove yourself from it because right this second you are bedridden."

2014-12-06 08:15 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Not getting better."

Her voice is small, plaintive.

2014-12-06 08:16 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Humor me and - and get better anyway."

His sounds begging. Pleading. Desperate.

2014-12-06 08:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Love you."

2014-12-06 08:17 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"And I, you. Always."

2014-12-06 08:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




"Mmm."

That was really a lot of conversation for her these days, let alone for the middle of the night.

2014-12-06 08:18 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




It was. Aydanci just - hopes that means there's improvement, even if she doesn't feel it.

2014-12-06 08:19 (UTC)









if_at_first: m ~ alymbel




Well.

For the time being, Aly is still breathing.

2014-12-06 08:20 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




That's all Aydanci can really ask for.

(No it isn't. He wants her to live, he wants her to get better, he wants her to live until she's ninety, and then keep going.)

2014-12-06 08:22 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




Sylvi finally manages to wake up, gasping, scrubbing tears from her face, shaking from head to toe.

She unceremoniously flings herself at Avedan.

2014-12-06 08:26 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




Avedan is asleep, and then he is surprised!

"Mmhr?" he mumbles. But he hugs her back (out of reflex), blinking blearily.

2014-12-09 07:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"Pox dream.  One of Aly's close calls."

Squeeze.

2014-12-09 07:24 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




Blink, blink.

Hair pet.

"M'sorry."

2014-12-09 07:27 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




Snuggle.  Sylvi knows better than to expect overwhelming coherence from him in the middle of the night.

2014-12-09 07:28 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




That's a safe bet. But even without being completely coherent, he's perfectly capable of snuggles. Behold, how he can snuggle.

(Snuggle, snuggle.)

2014-12-09 07:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




Snuggles are a vitally important function.

"Sorry for waking you."

2014-12-09 07:32 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"S'fine, you needed me," he mumbles, nuzzling a little.

2014-12-09 07:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




Nuzzle.

"...Sorry I died.  When you didn't know it was even possible I'd come back."

2014-12-09 07:35 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




"S'fine," he repeats. Pause. "... The death wasn' - the - you came back. Eventually."

2014-12-09 07:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Not without leaving you grieving for eighteen years."

2014-12-09 07:43 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"You came back," he repeats. "'nd I made the pox go 'way. Sucked, but - s'not your fault."

2014-12-09 07:44 (UTC)









if_at_first: l ~ one step back




"I haven't dreamed her dying yet but - I decided to start breathing again when you asked me - and I still don't know if I decided not to, the last time."

2014-12-09 07:45 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




"You were in pain."

2014-12-09 07:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




"And I wasn't getting better, I know, I know, but I did want to stay for you."

2014-12-09 07:48 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse




"Shh, s'okay. I'm not - upset, there's - I don't think there's 'nything to forgive?"

(Aydanci - he, he was being selfish, anyway.)

2014-12-09 07:55 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"Mmhm."

Snuggle.



"I love you."

2014-12-09 07:58 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




Blink, blink.

"Love you, too."

2014-12-09 07:58 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Always, always."

Snuggle.

2014-12-09 07:59 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"We're a romance novel," snorts Avedan.

Snuggle!

2014-12-09 08:1 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Yes.  Yes we are."

2014-12-09 08:2 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




Nuzzle.

....


He has possibly fallen back asleep. It's sort of hard to tell.

2014-12-09 08:4 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




That's okay.  Sylvi's well on her way back to sleep too.  She is all snuggled.  Nightmares might find themselves slightly impeded by this fact.

2014-12-09 08:4 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




Oh, good, that means Avedan did his job.

He'd be happy with that, except he is now definitely asleep.

2014-12-09 08:6 (UTC)









if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Sylvi wakes up nice and warm and snuggled and not in the least inclined to get up right away.

2014-12-09 08:7 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




That is Avedan's default. The - not getting up right away part, anyway. So Sylvi can be snuggled for a while!

2014-12-09 08:14 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Charp peeps into the room, sees open eyes, and goes to start on breakfast.

2014-12-09 08:14 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




Best golem.

"G'morning," mumbles Avedan when he is Slightly More Functional.

2014-12-09 08:17 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Morning."

Nuzzle.

2014-12-09 08:18 (UTC)









do_over: i. Catching up quickly




"... You had a nightmare...?" he wonders.

2014-12-09 08:19 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"Yeah.  You don't remember?  One of Aly's close calls.  Not her death yet, still.  Maybe I can skip it.  Lu never caught up with all the dreams..."

2014-12-09 08:19 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"Kind of remember," he explains. "... Sooort of foggy. Sorry it happened."

Snuggle!Edited   2014-12-09 08:21 (UTC)


2014-12-09 08:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: e ~ instructions






"Also then while you were snuggling me I said I loved you and you said you loved me.  Then we went back to sleep."

2014-12-09 08:22 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"Oh."

Blink blink. Followed by some thinking.

"... I stand by my statement. The one I don't remember making at - whatever hour of the night it was. Whoops."

2014-12-09 08:24 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"It would be slightly awkward to take back.  I meant it too.  It's sort of weird what with the reincarnation though, isn't it?"

2014-12-09 08:25 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




"A little. We're special cases," snorts Avedan.

2014-12-09 08:28 (UTC)









if_at_first: (Default)




"How much I feel like my past lives seems to vary from - minute to minute.  Right after waking up it's all really fresh, and then it settles into being decades ago, fuzzier than - than things that happened the most recent time I was six.  But if I'm reading my old notes or every now and then if something familiar that I haven't been exposed to much yet this time around pops up, all of a sudden I'm one of them again for a moment."

2014-12-09 08:30 (UTC)









do_over: (Default)




"I - don't quite see them as me, in most cases? Sometimes I do. But it's more - they are people with my ability to judge and similar - if not the same - values, so I can trust what they say, or write, but it's somewhat harder to just - be them."Edited   2014-12-09 08:37 (UTC)


2014-12-09 08:36 (UTC)









if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




"I think in my case being them is sort of a - collective defense mechanism.  If we're all one person it's okay that we get dream memories of other sub-parts of the person that we are."

2014-12-09 08:38 (UTC)









do_over: h. Covered in parrots




"Oh. That - makes sense. I think."

2014-12-09 08:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: h ~ already




"Does it?  It sounds silly when I say it out loud, but it's been working, so I don't wind up shaking my fist at Next Time Around Me and don't feel like I'm a psychic parasite on my past lives."

2014-12-09 08:40 (UTC)









do_over: g. Hold that thought




"It sort of does. I'm not worried about Next Time Around Me having my thoughts, because - there's really nothing they could do with them that could affect me? And it would be someone that's essentially me, just - with a different life, so it's not like they're going to do anything nefarious with any of it anyway. There's a privacy issue, and it does kind of bug me that I get all of the... Er, private moments, but it's annoying and a bit embarrassing, not life changing."

2014-12-09 08:43 (UTC)









if_at_first: i ~ parrots




"The privacy issue would bother me enormously if I didn't think of all of me as a person with some amnesia issues and a recurrent de-aging problem.  I don't want other people to read my mind, not even if I'm not technically around to object."

2014-12-09 08:44 (UTC)









do_over: d. Back on track




Avedan nods. "Right. That I understand."

2014-12-09 08:46 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




Snuggle.  "We've probably had this conversation before, haven't we."

2014-12-09 08:46 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




"Probably, but I don't remember having it."

2014-12-09 08:47 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




"Yeah, me either.  Yet.  In a few hundred years we are going to have, like, the All Philosophical Discussions About Continuity And Reincarnation Dreams Night.  It will be tedious."

2014-12-09 08:48 (UTC)









do_over: e. Note to self




Avedan giggles.

"Somehow I think they'll - we'll? - be fine."

2014-12-09 08:49 (UTC)









if_at_first: b ~ cache




"Yeah."

Kiss.

2014-12-09 08:50 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




Kiss!

2014-12-09 08:50 (UTC)









if_at_first: d ~ ready?




Mmmmmmmmkiss.

....Mmmmthesmellofbreakfast.

Sylvi extricates herself.

2014-12-09 08:50 (UTC)









do_over: c. That's how it goes sometimes




Avedan snickers, and then rubs at his eyes and sloooowly follows. Charp made tea, didn't he? Avedan requires it.

2014-12-09 08:52 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Charp made tea!  And biscuits and sausages.Edited   2014-12-09 08:53 (UTC)


2014-12-09 08:53 (UTC)









do_over: b. Solved problem




Best golem.

"Thank you, Charp."

2014-12-09 08:53 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"You're welcome, sir."

2014-12-09 08:54 (UTC)





Geode ∞

so far there's always an age gap





if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib wakes up first.  This has always been the case.  He kisses his sleeping husband and gets up, prompting Charp to start making breakfast and boiling a kettle so Aydanci can have tea whenever he's up.  Kib finished a book yesterday, so he picks up a new one.  He should make some more storks if he can't think of anything useful to do with the day; the world can always use more storks.

2015-09-02 14:57









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci wakes up earlier than usual today, but that's really not saying very much. He yawns and grouches in an undertone about creaking bones and stiff muscles and shuffles his way out of bed. Tea? Tea. Good Charp.

"Good morning, love," he says, when he is somewhat more coherent.

2015-09-02 22:5 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Morning honey.  How'd you sleep?"

2015-09-02 22:6 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He shrugs and makes a noncommittal sound. Sleep's become more of a chore than something to be enjoyed, at this age.

"You?"

2015-09-02 22:10 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I slept fine.  I'm thinking of making more storks today."

2015-09-02 22:11 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"That'd be useful. I can help, if you want it."

2015-09-02 22:13 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"As if I'd kick you out of the workshop.  But you just do the puppeting from a comfy chair, okay?  I don't want your joints getting worse trying to fiddle with the chassis or interrupt the automata."

2015-09-02 22:15 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Yes, Kib," he agrees, amused. "Comfortable chair puppeting only."

2015-09-02 22:16 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kiss.  "I can't just build you a golem to carry your brain around.  Won't work."

2015-09-02 22:19 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Kiss! "Pity, it would be so convenient."

2015-09-02 22:21 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It would!  I could decorate you with little flowers," teases Kib.

2015-09-02 22:22 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Would they be carved onto my golem body's surface, or painted on? I need to know if I would be colorful."

2015-09-02 22:23 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Colorful paint.  With sequins attached," Kib declares.

2015-09-02 22:24 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Truly, the world is lesser for the lack of colorful paint and sequins. Though maybe we could decorate Charp..."

2015-09-02 22:26 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Charp I think would benefit from ribbons tied in elaborate bows."

"Whatever milord suggests, of course," says Charp in complete deadpan.Edited   2015-09-02 22:27 (UTC)


2015-09-02 22:27 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Snicker. "You will be the prettiest of golems."

He finishes his tea and breakfast. "To the workshop, then?"

2015-09-02 22:29 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"To fill the sky with additional storks, since I'm not feeling creative today," agrees Kib, getting up.  He offers Aydanci a hand.

2015-09-02 22:29 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci takes it, and stands, smiling.



Halfway to the workshop he slows, his breathing quicker than usual.

2015-09-02 22:31 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"Honey?"

2015-09-02 22:32 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci






"I... Believe I should sit down," says Aydanci, faintly.

2015-09-02 22:33 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib snaps his fingers a couple of times and his chair comes running.  "Here.  What's wrong?"

2015-09-02 22:33 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Bit of trouble breathing." He sits. "And a spell of dizziness. It should pass."

2015-09-02 22:39 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Charp, get a glass of water."

"Yes milord," replies Charp from the kitchen.  It is along presently with a glass of water.

2015-09-02 22:39 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci takes the offered glass, and sips at it a bit. After two mouthfuls he puts it down on a nearby table.

... He is sort of wheezing. Strange, he hasn't done anything strenuous.

2015-09-02 22:41 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Do you need a doctor?  I can take you to a doctor."

2015-09-02 22:42 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He considers this.

"Yes," he decides.

2015-09-02 22:43 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Okay.  Better to have Charp carry you -"  Charp picks Aydanci up; Kib can pilot the chair faster and Charp's got a quick smooth gait when it wants.  Out they go.  "This is sudden?  You felt all right when you woke up?"

2015-09-02 22:45 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Mhm," he says, leaning on Charp a bit. Breathing: continues to be hard! Well. Actually the breathing itself isn't hard, he's doing quite a lot of it, but it still feels so much like he's not getting enough air.

"... Feeling lightheaded and my fingers are tingly," he pronounces, because telling symptoms is important.

2015-09-02 22:48 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"That's - not good -"  The chair is already going as fast as it can.  "... Charp, run on ahead, tell the doctors anything he can't, I'll catch up."

"Yes milord."  It lengthens its stride.  The chair jogs doggedly after it.

2015-09-02 22:49 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Aydanci doesn't have anything useful to offer, so he decides to conserve energy and lean on Charp. And carefully keeps breathing. He will focus on that. That seems important. In, out, in, out. It's not really helping, but he doesn't know what else to do.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Charp brings him to the hospital.  He is put in a hospital bed and a nurse gives him a general-purpose soothing herb to chew on.  A doctor will be with him momentarily, but he's not unconscious or contagious and his golem can shout if something changes and there are some kids threatening to bleed out from a cart accident.  Triage doesn't favor the old guy with a dizzy spell.

Kib catches up.  He goes in, he finds his husband.  He sits on the bed.  "Any better?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"... Worse," he pronounces, wincing. "S'ry."

2015-09-02 22:59 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




Kib takes his hand.  "Sh, it's okay, not your fault.  Unless it is and then I'll be very annoyed, you know.  Deep breaths.  You're still dizzy even lying down?"
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do_over: n. Aydanci




That coaxes a smile out of him. "Mhm. Sort of, not all here, either." He waves a hand vaguely.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Not all here?"  Hand squeeze.  "Multitasking even when sick, are you, honey?"

2015-09-02 23:4 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Workaholic. Habitual by now," he snorts. "But, harder to think."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Well, then instead of thinking just - breathe."  Kib swallows.  "Keep breathing, honey."

2015-09-02 23:6 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




"Have been," he agrees. Breathing. Breathing. Breathing.

... He closes his eyes. But he continues breathing. Very quickly, but he is.

2015-09-02 23:7 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




A doctor is freed up to have a look at him.  Kib recites symptoms so Aydanci doesn't have to.  The doctor listens to and looks at various parts of the patient.

"It seems to be your heart," he says.  "There aren't any reliable interventions.  It may pass on its own."

"Or?" says Kib.

"...Or it may not.  How old did you say your husband is?"

"Eighty-eight."

"...I'm sorry, sir.  We can keep him comfortable."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




Well isn't that just the most fantastic news ever.

"Your unfalling optimism," he says, breathe breathe, "fills me with," breathe breathe, "hope and glee."

2015-09-02 23:12 (UTC)









if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"It may pass.  Are you in pain?  We can get you an analgesic," says the doctor.

"Honey," murmurs Kib.
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Nnrgh. Shoo." He waves a hand at the doctor. Shoo, doctor.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




The doctor shoos.

"Honey," says Kib, "hypocritical as it is for me to say this: do not die on me."
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do_over: n. Aydanci




"Trying." He clutches a hand at his chest, somewhat clumsily. "Really. Breathing."

Breathing! Breathing breathing breathing.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"And if you can't manage that," says Kib.  "If you can't, then you come back to me."
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do_over: n. Aydanci







"How," he whimpers. "Don't know how, I, I would, how...?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I don't know either do it anyway do not leave me alone I didn't leave you alone, okay, come back anyway."
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do_over: n. Aydanci







"'l try..."

Breathing breathing breathing it's not working, he's surprised that he doesn't feel pain but he doesn't, it's more like he is fading away.
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Come back," begs Kib.
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do_over: n. Aydanci







"'f can't," he says, "If I can't, you - please, happy..."
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"If you want me to be happy you'd better check on me and make sure, I am not promising to be all right without you, honey, I will fucking be miserable for ten lifetimes missing you if it suits me, see if I don't, come back, come back, come back -"

2015-09-02 23:28 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




Whimper. "Please?"
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"I'll be as happy as you were when I died.  Until.  You.  Come.  Back," hisses Kib.

2015-09-02 23:32 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




He makes a wordless sound, and leans into Kib.




...
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel






"Honey?" breathes Kib.

2015-09-02 23:35 (UTC)









do_over: n. Aydanci




...
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if_at_first: n ~ akibel




"Oh no honey no I wasn't ready I'm not ready, no no honey," whispers Kib, going from handholding to cradling his husband in his arms instead.  "Honey, honey give me a few scares before the real thing, please, not like this, be alive, it's only fair - honey -"

2015-09-02 23:37 (UTC)









do_over: l. I refuse








Avedan makes a slightly strangled noise and twitches awake.
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if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




Sylvi is snoozing beside him.

"Albatross."

2015-09-02 23:39 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




Well, he's very happy for her, but he requires cuddles right now. Glomp.
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if_at_first: h ~ already




"Mmf?"

2015-09-02 23:41 (UTC)









do_over: j. One moment please




"S'rry. Dream. Aydanci's death." Snuggle.Edited   2015-09-02 23:42 (UTC)
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if_at_first: f ~ dreamlike




Snuggle.  "Y'okay?"

2015-09-02 23:43 (UTC)









do_over: k. Start over




"Nnnnh. Cuddles. Then yes."
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if_at_first: j ~ nightmarish




Squeeze.

"Did - it hurt?  I was worried it hurt."
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do_over: j. One moment please




"Not exactly hurt, I mean, a bit, but... like when your arm falls asleep. Except everywhere. And then it stopped."
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if_at_first: c ~ have you again




Snuggle.

"You came back.  It's okay."

2015-09-02 23:52 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




"I did," he agrees. Snuggle!
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if_at_first: e ~ instructions




"We'll just keep doing that until we figure out how to stop dying and we'll be fine."
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do_over: d. Back on track




"Yeah. 'S nice."
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if_at_first: c ~ have you again




"Yeah."  Nuzzle.

2015-09-02 23:56 (UTC)









do_over: a. Lucky us




Hooray!

"'m going to sleep more now. Thanks." Nuzzle. "Love you."

2015-09-02 23:56 (UTC)









if_at_first: a ~ endlessly




"Love you."
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do_over: b. Solved problem




Good, good.

Zzzzzzzzz...

2015-09-02 23:58 (UTC)





Sorcery ∞

supremacy





ertia: (Default)




Kithabel wants to be a sorceress.

She's very precocious with dabs of householdy magic, like what her mother does when there's the right amount of work for this to be faster or easier or the only way - rescue an overcooked roast or dust a whole room without missing spots or make sure flies find other places to be than their apartment.  These things are only a matter of a few minutes' want.  Want the roast to be perfect and rare in the middle and tender - want the room freshly clean and unsneezeworthy - want those pesky bugs gone gone gone.  Anyone can do it.  Kithabel's fast, maybe, and starts early - most four-year-olds don't have that much concentration - but this is not exceptional, and it is not, really, sorcery.

There are ordinary people, who do only that, and only now and then; these people have no particular name.  And then there are people who do magic fairly often, who put up buildings or perform for audiences or heal the sick.  Those are specialists, who work the same power, want and concentrate on and need the same thing so much that it makes a home in their bones and learns the way they breathe and doesn't take too long to rekindle in the morning.

Kithabel doesn't want to be a specialist.  She wants to be a sorceress.

Sorceresses do not get days off.  Sorceresses do not take hourlong lunchbreaks or roll over to sleep in or have hobbies.

Sorceresses might start like specialists, but someone who only needs one sort of power can put it down and pick it back up again without the furrows they've left in their ambient power wearing shallow.  Specialists specialize.

Sorceresses (or sorcerers, as the case might be) specialize only in doing magic.  Familiarizing the energies that collect around them not with construction or color or curing but with the sorceress herself.  Accustoming the magic to obedience.

Where a specialist thinks I've done this before, a sorceress thinks I can do anything if I want it hard enough.

Kithabel is very good at wanting.

-------

She doesn't do very well in school past the time she's about twelve.  Too distracted.  She's always, always trying to do magic.  The reason sorceresses do not get days off is because the magic will forget about them if it isn't in constant use.  She drops out of school and carries books from the library with her instead.  She switches to a biphasic sleep schedule so she doesn't lose so much progress overnight - five hours at night, nap in the afternoon.  She makes sure she has work.  A variety of work.  Some specialists aspired to proper sorcery only to fall into doing the same thing over and over, then figuring they might as well go on vacation...  Kithabel doesn't do that.  She finds lost sheep.  She fixes plumbing.  She encourages her mother's garden.  She wears wooden beads on a string around her wrist and concentrates and concentrates over weeks, and then gives one each to her parents and someone who runs an emergency response service, and they can talk to her from far away.

When she is eighteen, she has finally built up enough momentum that she can fly.

This means that she can put her name in the national book of sorceresses, and that makes finding things to do magic to a lot easier.

For instance, the national dispatcher speaks to her bead to summon her to a flooded area in the lowlands.

She's in the air and on her way presently.

2015-01-04 16:2









assayer: (Default)




She is not the first sorceress to arrive.

The other is already stalking through the flooded lands, look of determination on her face. Sorcerers are recognizable, or at least this one is, just from her walk she screams, 'I am magic, get out of my way.'

As expected, the water's obeying. As if it's been cowed by its mother, it curls away from the buildings and  people, leaving damp but otherwise dry land. The sorceress is picking up the water and she is putting it back, water is not allowed to go where she doesn't want it.

She's got a subtle grin, on her face. Sorcery's fun.Edited   2015-01-05 00:13 (UTC)
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ertia: g ~ determine




Kithabel doesn't even land.  This one seems to have the water itself under control; so Kithabel concentrates on the flood damage.  Is that house trying to be damaged while she's looking right at it?  It had better stop right the fuck now.

It stops.

2015-01-05 00:16 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Oh, that's convenient," observes the other sorceress, voice echoing up to Kithabel. "Thank you."

She doesn't need to be on the ground anymore, the water is good and cowed, now. She leads it to the river it came from, and then wills the river to keep it. What's that river? Yes, that's right, no complaints, you do what you are told. The sorceress deepens the river, just for good measure. And it will stay that way, now won't it? Yes. Yes it will. Good river.

Once that's taken care of, she flies back and starts telling houses that they should start doing what she says, too. They obey.

2015-01-05 00:21 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"No problem," says Kithabel.  She flies low over the streets of the town.  She fixes sinkholes and knocked-over posts and drowned flowerbeds.  Somebody calls her over to fix some stuff in her house.  Whatever it is is already fixed before she goes through their door, as though it sensed her approach.  "Are you a new flier?  I haven't seen you before."

2015-01-05 00:26 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Nah, I travel a lot. Been doing this for a while. Am I poaching? Somehow I don't think you'll mind."

There are a few people with injuries, but those are easy to take care of. The broken bone she finds snaps itself right, and the person with some nasty bruising ceases to be bruised. Between the two of them, they're going to have this little town back to normal in no time.Edited   2015-01-05 00:31 (UTC)
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ertia: f ~ fly




"I don't mind," agrees Kithabel.  "I'm fairly new myself, I could have missed you that way and wasn't sure."

2015-01-05 00:32 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"I couldn't tell! Congrats, are you one of the ones with a funky sleep schedule...? I've never had the discipline to manage it."Edited   2015-01-05 00:34 (UTC)
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ertia: e ~ fitting




"Yeah, five and threeish, sometimes five and four.  I look young to fly, don't I."
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assayer: (Default)




"A bit, I've seen some sorcerers that look, what, maybe twenty five? And then they turn out to be three hundred. Because of course they do. So I'm not judgy."

2015-01-05 00:37 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"I'm actually eighteen," chuckles Kithabel.  "How about you?"

2015-01-05 00:39 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Thirty one! I might go make myself a castle eventually, I've been holding out on it so I can get it to fly."Edited   2015-01-05 00:44 (UTC)
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ertia: b ~ supreme




"I might go ahead and make one that doesn't fly.  I mean, how hard would it be to get it to lift off afterwards, as long as I didn't put in a basement?"

2015-01-05 00:45 (UTC)









assayer: i. Re-evaluation




"You'd be surprised! Sometimes they get touchy, especially if you put it in a well-known location. People start thinking it belongs there, and then it's hard to move the thing, because not only are you telling it to move, but a lot of people are sort of - telling it to stay."
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ertia: (Default)




"Hmmm.  Invisible castle probably takes nearly as much momentum as flying one."

2015-01-05 00:49 (UTC)









assayer: j. To my will




"Pretty sure, yeah. You might be able to pull off underwater, though. As long as you spend extra time on like, the windows, telling them they are not allowed to open to the water outside ever."Edited   2015-01-05 00:50 (UTC)
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ertia: f ~ fly




"Floating, submersible sea castle.  Hmmm.  On the other hand I might just like having a castle in one place, even if it got stuck there."
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assayer: f. Excitement




She shrugs. "That's up to you. Me, I want a flying castle. So my entire house can just up and move wherever."Edited   2015-01-05 00:54 (UTC)
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ertia: g ~ determine




Kithabel pauses to glare at an overturned fence.  (What overturned fence?  It swears it never ever even thought about falling!  No ma'am!)  "I get the sense you don't like staying put."
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assayer: k. Untouchable




"Nah. Traveling's fun. Call me spoiled, I'm just too used to flying, I don't get how people that can't survive." She looks at a pedestrian. "No offense."

The pedestrian is not offended.Edited   2015-01-05 00:57 (UTC)
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ertia: d ~ palatial




"Oh, I couldn't stand to give up flying now I've started, but I like having a home base and I don't mind if the scenery around it is consistently the same."
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assayer: (Default)




"I like seeing new stuff! I'd get bored of the same place all the time. If I make it to a hundred I might start visiting places I've been more, see how they've changed, but. Thirty-one. Not there yet."

2015-01-05 01:1 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"What are you counting as places, here, countries or cities or what?"
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assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"Cities, usually, countries don't tend to all look the same on the inside."

2015-01-05 14:42 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Cities don't either if you pay close attention."

There's somebody's porch un-sunken.  You're welcome, somebody.
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assayer: (Default)




She laughs. "Well, no! But if you explore the city and figure out all of the things about it, it's not as interesting. I suppose I'd feel the same way about countries, too, if I could manage to explore them quickly enough that they didn't start changing on me."
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ertia: d ~ palatial




"Do you speak a lot of languages?"
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assayer: c. Accomplishment




"A good amount! Two fluently, two others I can pass in, and like... I know how to ask where the bathroom is in a few more, but nothing else."

2015-01-05 17:47 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"I know almost literally nothing of any other languages.  Maybe I should learn.  It'd be easy to find occupations if I could move around more places."

2015-01-05 17:48 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"Yup! It's pretty great. I usually don't lack for things to do, and if I do, I go flying around looking."Edited   2015-01-05 17:59 (UTC)


2015-01-05 17:58 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Maintaining momentum is so much easier now I can fly!  Before I used to have to be booked solid and now I can fill irregular periods of time just flying around."
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assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"I'd do environmental effects when I had nothing better. Little ones, like - sparkling lights when I was excited, some stuff with plants. I still do it sometimes, but not as much."Edited   2015-01-05 18:07 (UTC)
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ertia: (Default)




"I'd tend to play around with wind.  Or decorate my notebooks."

2015-01-05 18:8 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Pretty! ... If I remember right, I'm pretty sure I pulled some pranks, too. Heh."Edited   2015-01-05 18:10 (UTC)
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ertia: g ~ determine




"Oh dear," snorts Kithabel.  "Friendly ones?"
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assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"Friendly ones. Filled one guy's kitchen with little flying paper butterflies, he thanked me for them, thought they were fantastic."Edited   2015-01-05 18:11 (UTC)
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ertia: a ~ momentum




"Awww, paper butterflies, I'm stealing that for my mom."
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assayer: c. Accomplishment




Giggle. "Go ahead! You can make some of the paper translucent, too, get little sparkly paper butterfly designs."

She's moved on to drying out the land completely so that foundations aren't potentially ruined. The land obeys. Predictably.Edited   2015-01-05 18:14 (UTC)


2015-01-05 18:14 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




Kithabel swoops up for altitude to get a look at what remains to be done.  Oh, there's a washed-out bridge.  She goes in close to fix it, then circles around back to - uh - 

"Hey, what's your name?  I'm Kithabel."
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assayer: b. Understanding




"Dianira! Nice to meet you."

2015-01-05 18:18 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Likewise.  I know like zero other sorceresses, I just meet people for ten seconds putting out fires and then they're off to tunnel through mountains or whatever."

2015-01-05 18:19 (UTC)









assayer: (Default)




"I know a few, we keep in touch with some magic objects, but I wouldn't say I'm close with any of them?"

2015-01-05 18:22 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Because you travel too much?"
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assayer: k. Untouchable




"Eeeh, a bit? Also they didn't really want to make friends, it was all... 'Keep the momentum going, bleh bleh bleh!'"

2015-01-05 18:26 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Which, I mean, I get it, we wouldn't have got this far otherwise, but here we are multitasking."

2015-01-05 18:27 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"I know, right?"

2015-01-05 18:28 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"It is only right and proper that I should be able to do several things at once."

2015-01-05 18:30 (UTC)









assayer: (Default)




"Yeah. I'm a powerful sorceress, I can talk while I work," she snorts.

2015-01-05 18:31 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"What kind of objects did you do for the long distance communication?  I gave my parents and the dispatcher wooden beads."

2015-01-05 18:32 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"I do different things for different people, seems more fun and personalized that way. I gave an ex a pretty bracelet, once."

2015-01-05 18:34 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Was this person your ex at the time they got the bracelet or was this before you broke up?"

2015-01-05 18:34 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"This was before we broke up. I think she threw it in a river, after. Her loss, I have good taste."

2015-01-05 18:35 (UTC)









ertia: j ~ in fact




"Waste of a nice communication bracelet."
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assayer: i. Re-evaluation




"It really was. Pity. I mean, I can make more, it's not a huge deal. But still."

2015-01-05 18:38 (UTC)









ertia: i ~ have to go




"Did you make the bracelet itself or just enchant it?"
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assayer: f. Excitement




"Made it! I enchanted things when I was newer, but now I just make the stuff."
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ertia: f ~ fly




"I still enchant stuff a lot - I haven't had a lot of time to cultivate an artistic streak; I can make pretty things but often stuff I find in stores is nicer.  Plus, shopping: mom bonding time."

2015-01-05 18:41 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Aww, that's cute. I tend to crib ideas from things I've seen and tweak them to my liking, rather than designing from scratch. Because, time."

2015-01-05 18:43 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Yeah, that makes sense.  Where are you going after we're done here?"  (Aww, there's a treed cat.  It is only right and proper that animals should like her - she scoops up the cat and puts it on the unflooded ground and it trots away.)
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assayer: h. Curiosity




She shrugs. "No idea! Eastish, maybe? I don't really make plans for these things, I just go where seems interesting."

2015-01-05 18:46 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Ooh, you could see the falls, there's pretty waterfalls eastish of here."

2015-01-05 18:48 (UTC)









assayer: b. Understanding




"Ooo! I like waterfalls. And pretty things. A combo of those two things is even better!"Edited   2015-01-05 18:49 (UTC)


2015-01-05 18:48 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"I might put my castle on top of them if I don't hold out for one that can fly."
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assayer: c. Accomplishment




"That'd be pretty. But I bet it would ground it for sure, a castle at the top of a waterfall is pretty memorable."
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ertia: e ~ fitting




"It'd be such a nice place to have one though.  I could give it to somebody and make a different one if I was desperate to have a flying one later."

2015-01-05 18:51 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"That's fair. That would be a fun conversation with your mom. 'Hey, mom, look, I got you a present. It's a castle.'"

2015-01-05 18:54 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"It's a castle inaccessible except through flying or being able to wade through a really fast river.  Here, I made you a winged pony."

2015-01-05 18:55 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Dianira giggles. "That's a better idea. The inaccessible except by flight part gives you extra incentive to not be tempted by the lure of sick days."

2015-01-05 18:57 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"Yeah.  I mean, I don't get sick anymore, I got that before flying unless I've just been very lucky.  But imagine if I lost flying while at home in the castle, I'd get stuck.  I could probably still make a bridge for myself unless I'd been very lazy, though."
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assayer: e. Focus




"You could make yourself a winged pony, for use in case of flight loss."

2015-01-05 19:4 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"But the poor pony would only see use if I did something I never plan to do."

2015-01-05 19:6 (UTC)









assayer: j. To my will




"Hmmmm. You could... Lend it out to people? Have it come back every night to your magical stables?"

2015-01-05 19:8 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Hmm.  The idea has potential, but I think I'd rather use a non-animal vehicle, regardless."

2015-01-05 19:10 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Fair. Flying carriage with spectral horses could be fun, or like - if you wanted to rock the waterfall look you could have them be made out of mist? And not actually be alive, just a part of the carriage for looks and effect. You'd be surprised how far you can get with presentation."

2015-01-05 19:12 (UTC)









ertia: a ~ momentum




"Silver chariot drawn by animate fabric swans.  That's my last name, Swan."

2015-01-05 19:14 (UTC)









assayer: b. Understanding




"Aw, that's cute! Do that, that's adorable. Even if you eventually get married and change it to, I dunno, Bearington, it's still cute."

2015-01-05 19:15 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Bearington?"

2015-01-05 19:16 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"I met a couple that had gotten married and picked Bearington as their last name. They were super serious about it, too, I couldn't tell if they were playing an elaborate joke on me or not. I think they were, but they seemed so serious about it!"

2015-01-05 19:18 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"I have taste, thanks."

2015-01-05 19:19 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"I can't say I'm not tempted to pick a hilarious last name, but I don't think I could inflict that on any kids I have."

2015-01-05 19:20 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"You'd have to get the other party to agree to it, too, I hear people who aren't even dating anyone going 'my married name is going to be Apple!' and wondering what they'll do if they fall in love with someone who hates apples, or whose first name is already Apple, or whatever."

2015-01-05 19:26 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"... Pfffff. 'Hello! My name is Apple Apple.'"

2015-01-05 19:28 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"It'd be terribly silly.  To be avoided."

2015-01-05 19:28 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Dianira laughs. "It'd be fine for a joke name. But not as an actual name."

2015-01-05 19:30 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Book character.  The adventures of Apple Apple."

2015-01-05 19:31 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"Ironically, Apple Apple hates apples. Loves bananas, though."

2015-01-05 19:33 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"Apple Apple quests for True Love so that they can choose some other surname and at least half of their inappropriately fruity name will be extingished."

2015-01-05 19:36 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"They search far and wide for someone, until at last, they meet Blueberry Blueberry."

2015-01-05 19:41 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"But it turns out they don't get along very well, so instead of getting married they just tell each other about others they have met on their quest and set each other up with same."

2015-01-05 19:43 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




Giggle. "Yes! And at last they both get married to other people, and work very hard to not have a hilariously punny name combination. Apple Apple will never accept the last name 'Pie.'"

2015-01-05 19:47 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"Nor 'Tree'.  Nor 'Seed'."

2015-01-05 19:49 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"It actually turns out that Apple goes with a lot of things in a punny fashion. Apple Apple ends up yelling at the people responsible for the name, the parents, who definitely did this on purpose."

2015-01-05 19:58 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Maybe Apple has an older sibling named Red, which is only slightly too cute!  And then they ran out of ideas."

2015-01-05 19:59 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Yes. So they went with the worst one. Moral of the story: parents, be responsible about naming your kids."

2015-01-05 20:2 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Excellent.  Write it up, magic some illustrations, we'll sell a thousand copies."

2015-01-05 20:3 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"We'll be rich!"

2015-01-05 20:4 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Because sorceresses routinely hurt for money, this is very important."

2015-01-05 20:4 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Yes, of course, we're like magpies that way."

2015-01-05 20:5 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




Kithabel peers around at the town.  "Does this look done to you?" she asks.

2015-01-05 20:8 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Hmmmmm."

She snaps her fingers at some tree branches that broke. They un-break.

"Now it does!"

2015-01-05 20:8 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"What's next for you?"

2015-01-05 20:9 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"I was planning to fly off into the sunset, but, hey, want a communication thingy so we can be friends?"

2015-01-05 20:9 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Sure.  You want a bead or you want to make me something?"

2015-01-05 20:10 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"Hmmm. Bead, you have a theme going and I haven't done it yet."

2015-01-05 20:11 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"Sure."  She's got a bunch on her bracelet.  She tugs on one; the string passes through it and it comes free in her hand.  She hands it over.

2015-01-05 20:12 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Dianira hmms at it, and attaches it to the inside of her jacket.

"Thanks! I would stay to chat, but we are out of magic things to do. We can talk by bead while I fly off into the sunset?"

2015-01-05 20:14 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Sure.  I'm going home to help a specialist team with a theater they're putting up."  Up, up and away goes Kithabel.

2015-01-05 20:16 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




And away goes Dianira!

"I am going to go see the waterfall. And possibly leave a present for if you put a castle there."

2015-01-05 20:19 (UTC)









ertia: a ~ momentum




"Ooh.  I'm excited."

2015-01-05 20:20 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"It'll be cool, you'll like it," she assures.

2015-01-05 20:21 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"But you have so little information about me!"

2015-01-05 20:22 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"But I give good presents!"

2015-01-05 20:23 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"All right.  Let us hope your talent trumps the newness of our acquaintance."

2015-01-05 20:23 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"It will!" she declares. "And it won't get in the way of the castle."

2015-01-05 20:25 (UTC)





This chapter is continued on the next page.




ertia: c ~ just so




"Good.  Castles need space."

2015-01-05 20:28 (UTC)









assayer: g. Magic at my fingertips




"Yup!"

That seems to be the end of that conversation.

But when Kithabel goes to look at the waterfall, there is a lovely silver apple tree, just by the river. It has apples that look like they're made of crystal. 

(They're not, they're edible.)

2015-01-05 20:34 (UTC)









ertia: a ~ momentum






"You were right," Kithabel says at her bracelet.  "I love the tree, it's gorgeous."

2015-01-05 20:35 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




Dianira giggles through the bead.

"Thank you! I do nice presents. The apples are edible, too, I checked, I made them be delicious."

2015-01-05 20:36 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Ooh.  I will eat one, I skipped breakfast and I'm starving, hang on a sec."

Om nom.

"Awesome."

2015-01-05 20:36 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"Yup! I'm tempted to sprinkle random magic fruit trees around, just everywhere, but that'll be the only crystal apple tree I make. Mostly because it's funny."

2015-01-05 20:39 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"And 'Crystal Apple' joins the ranks of excessively cute names."

2015-01-05 20:39 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Dianira laughs. "Better than Apple Apple."

2015-01-05 20:41 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"Yes, admittedly.  Will this bear year-round?"

2015-01-05 20:42 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Yup! But obviously it'll probably die if I somehow fail at being a sorceress. Unless you tell it not to yourself, of course."

2015-01-05 20:44 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Well, please don't die or take a week off, that would be tragic.  But I will look after the tree even if you do."

2015-01-05 20:46 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Wasn't planning to do either, don't worry!"

2015-01-05 20:48 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"It's so nice here.  I think I feel a castle coming on.  I'd better make sure I can get a permit before one happens around me."

2015-01-05 20:49 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"That would be fun to explain. 'Well, you see, I felt a castle coming on, and it just sort of happened? You know how it is with sorcery...'"

2015-01-05 20:50 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Please don't take me off the dispatch list, pretty please, I need the work.  Yeah, permit first."  She takes off.

2015-01-05 20:51 (UTC)









assayer: b. Understanding




Giggle. "Let me know when it's up, I can come see it."

2015-01-05 20:52 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Will do.  I'm thinking pearl.  Pearl and glass and hanging gardens."

2015-01-05 20:54 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"That sounds nice. I didn't realize I was sticking to theme with the tree! Sort of. Go me."

2015-01-05 20:56 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Maybe I'll have silver details.  Front door, a few spires.  It'll fit perfectly.  Hang on a sec, talking to the guy about putting up the castle."

2015-01-05 20:57 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"Mhm!" She waits.

2015-01-05 20:58 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




And in a couple minutes:

"I am officially permitted.  My hometown is so pleased to have its own proper sorceress."

2015-01-05 20:58 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Ha! Thought it would be. Sorcerers and sorceresses are convenient."

2015-01-05 20:59 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"We are!  So what have you been up to?"

2015-01-05 21:1 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"Travel! There was a farm that had a famine thing that I saw, I swooped in an fixed everything. And other general helpful sorceressy things. Oh, also I crashed a party, did some fancy lightworks, they were fine with me showing up."

2015-01-05 21:3 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Do you crash a lot of parties?"

2015-01-05 21:5 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"Sometimes! It was an outdoorsy one, it was really tempting."

2015-01-05 21:15 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Was it Apple Apple's long-awaited wedding?"

2015-01-05 21:15 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Giggle.

"Alas, no! I try not to crash weddings, this was a birthday."

2015-01-05 21:16 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"I should learn some languages and travel more.  I'm worried that I'd try to do them in too-long blocks of time, though.  Maybe I should hire an interpreter and put them in my chariot and fly away with them.  Although I'd worry about sorceress turf wars."

2015-01-05 21:18 (UTC)









assayer: (Default)




"I find that it helps to read a glossary of words while flying, and then just figuring out the grammar and such by talking to people as you're helping them with things. The interpreter idea's cute, though. Sooometimes sorceress turf wars get annoying? If you're a nomad like me they'll leave you alone, though. Just show up and let them know you're in the area but not interested in poaching or anything and you should be fine. They might be rude and tell you, 'No go away' and if you don't that'll cause a problem, but if you shrug and leave them alone they won't care."

2015-01-05 21:22 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Enh.  People skills.  I think I'd rather be territorial about my spot.  I'm lucky I wasn't born someplace highly trafficked by full sorceresses.  Lots of specialists, nobody serious."

2015-01-05 21:23 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




Giggle. "Yeah. Try not to get in any turf wars?"

2015-01-05 21:26 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"I'll try.  The neighbors aren't looking this way for stuff to do, far as I know.  Or the lovely waterfall site would've been taken."

2015-01-05 21:27 (UTC)









assayer: j. To my will




"It might be smart to pop by and ask, anyway, miscommunication can cause problems."

2015-01-05 21:31 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Is there a polite way to say 'hey, I'm claiming a turf, don't turn up and do stuff on it'?"

2015-01-05 21:34 (UTC)









assayer: (Default)




"Yyyyyes. Sort of. Not in those words. Don't start off with that, say that you're a new sorceress that just started nearby, and you're planning to make a castle and start working in the area. Or if you've already done that, tell then that you've made a castle already, but you get more invisible points if you tell them before you make the castle. Be polite, but don't be meek, they're sorcerers and sorceresses, they'll think it means you're weak. Usually they'll take the hint about claiming a turf."

2015-01-05 21:38 (UTC)









ertia: i ~ have to go




"I'm getting the impression that this is very people-stuff and I should bring help or send a representative or something."

2015-01-05 21:40 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"This is very people stuff. Do you want help? I can help."

2015-01-05 21:40 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"I would like help!  Unless it will come off as challenging, or something, to come as a pair."

2015-01-05 21:43 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Nah, not if I play it right and identify myself as a nomad right off the bat. I mean, there's a subtle threat element? Of, 'This is my friend, if you mess with her you are likely to upset me and I will be on her side,' but that can't be helped."

2015-01-05 21:44 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"All right.  I'll hold off on the castle until you swing back this way.  I'll get a list of the bordering sorcerers and sorceresses who will require visiting."

2015-01-05 21:45 (UTC)









assayer: k. Untouchable




"Sure. Try to get all of them, some might find it rude if you accidentally snub them. ... Oh, oh, and they'll probably visit you later to see if you've actually done what you've said you're going to do. So be ready for that one."

2015-01-05 21:47 (UTC)









ertia: j ~ in fact




"That being - making a palace and looking after my town and its environs?"  Pause.  "Is it going to cause problems that I sometimes go visit my father?  He's in a sorcerer territory - the guy doesn't have a problem with me, but I mean it does involve leaving here for a couple of days at a time."

2015-01-05 21:49 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Nnnot if you prepare for it, it's not a problem. I recommend leaving a constructed messenger when you leave, to great any sorcerers that show up at your house and be nice to them and explain that you are away visiting family. It's also probably a good idea to leave an item there with the messenger to let them speak to you directly - not the beads, some sorcerers get snippy with wanting fancy things. Mirror's traditional, but you can go with something else if it is pretty and fancy and magical. Oh, now that I think of it - don't just hand a bunch of communication items to other sorcerers that you don't know. Do it with friends. I got into a bit of trouble a few years back when a sorceress tried to treat me like her lackey."Edited   2015-01-05 21:53 (UTC)


2015-01-05 21:53 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"All right, messenger with a mirror-or-something to attend visitors and relay messages.  I can do that."

2015-01-05 21:55 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Mhm! Happy to help you avoid the pitfalls." 

2015-01-05 21:56 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Thanks!  Sure is a lot of politics, huh.  I just wanted to do magic."

2015-01-05 21:57 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"You're welcome! There's a surprising amount of politics to it. After the first few years it calms down a bit, at least if you're not a nomad. Everyone knows where you are and what you do, where your turf is, so on." Pause. "... Should I give you a crash course in like, sorcerer politics? I sort of feel like I need to do that."

2015-01-05 22:0 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"I'd appreciate it."

2015-01-05 22:4 (UTC)









assayer: j. To my will




"Sure, crash course in sorcerer politics. The really important thing to remember is that sorcerers aren't like magic. You can't get anywhere by pushing them around or expecting them to yield or anything, they are powers in their own right. Similarly, you can't let them push you around, either, or they will never stop. So... Imagine that instead of an all powerful sorceress, you're a country. You can do whatever you like in your own territory, but you aren't allowed to dictate what happens in another country's territory without upsetting them and possibly provoking a conflict. And neither will they with yours. Sorcerers are generally more peaceful than countries, and you don't have the bureaucratic tape or anything, and you're only dealing with the one person, but the principle is similar."

2015-01-05 22:12 (UTC)









ertia: k ~ try again




"Hmmm.  I've been known to have strong opinions about what other people are doing in their own countries."

2015-01-05 22:15 (UTC)









assayer: i. Re-evaluation




"Well, you can offer help, offer advice, but walking in and changing things for them is going to cause trouble."

2015-01-05 22:16 (UTC)









ertia: l ~ curse




"Urgh.  Okay."

2015-01-05 22:17 (UTC)









assayer: l. Power at my command




"Annoying, I know. But it keeps them from doing the same to your turf."

2015-01-05 22:18 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"So basically I have to put up with this unless I have lots of sorcerous friends or at least a small army of specialists and I know I can win."

2015-01-05 22:19 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"... Essentially, yes!"

2015-01-06 03:32 (UTC)









ertia: j ~ in fact




"In the short term I will be appropriately neighborly, I guess."

2015-01-06 03:34 (UTC)









assayer: j. To my will




"Mhm. If you get to have several hundred years of unbroken momentum or something, though, you might just be able to stop playing by the rules."

2015-01-06 03:36 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"That's my plan anyway, just for sheer longevity effects and eventually resurrecting the dead."

2015-01-06 03:37 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Cool. Good luck to you! Resurrect me if I die, I'd appreciate it a bunch!"

2015-01-06 03:37 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Sure.  Vice-versa too please."

2015-01-06 03:38 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Mhm! That's the plan, anyway."

2015-01-06 03:38 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"We're all set then."

2015-01-06 03:39 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Hopefully. But things can always go wrong."

2015-01-06 03:41 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"We will need additional sorcerous friends."

2015-01-06 03:43 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




Dianira cracks up. "Send muffin baskets to your neighbors! Make friends with them."

2015-01-06 03:50 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"I'll see if any of them seem nice."

2015-01-06 03:52 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Mhm! And I will travel around and see if I can find any nice ones."

2015-01-06 03:53 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"We will form a cabal."

2015-01-06 03:54 (UTC)









assayer: f. Excitement




"Bwuahahahaha. We'll gather round every full moon, sacrifice some goats, it'll be great."

She's joking. It's pretty easy to tell.

2015-01-06 03:54 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Goats are passé.  Doves," says Kithabel.

2015-01-06 03:56 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"But they can be hard to catch!"Edited   2015-01-06 03:57 (UTC)


2015-01-06 03:57 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"Are you a sorceress or not?"

2015-01-06 03:57 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"Well when you put it like that..."

2015-01-06 03:58 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




Kithabel laughs.

2015-01-06 03:59 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Doves it is! The initiates to the cabal can catch 'em to prove that they're worthy."

2015-01-06 04:0 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Sure.  Should our cabal have a name?"

2015-01-06 04:2 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"... Yes, but I shouldn't be the one to name it, I would pick something really ridiculous."

2015-01-06 04:2 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Like what, Apple Apple?"

2015-01-06 04:3 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"Like Bearingtons unite!"

2015-01-06 04:3 (UTC)









ertia: a ~ momentum




"You're very silly."

2015-01-06 04:6 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"Yes. Yes I am. This is why I shouldn't name the cabal."

2015-01-06 04:6 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"We can wait until we have more than two people and then let them have input."

2015-01-06 04:8 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"Works for me!"

2015-01-06 04:8 (UTC)









ertia: i ~ have to go






Kithabel gets ahold of a map that includes both larger political units and approximate sorcerer territories within.  Both her own town and the one where her father lives are in the country of Tanree, which is medium-sized and contains eight sorcerer territories (besides Kithabel's-to-be) which jointly cover about half the land and all of the coastline-adjacent sea, although of course the dispatcher can send them to places that aren't within their immediate territories, and nomads come through often enough.  One of them is way up on the island, but Kithabel marks that as to-visit anyway.  She's in the south, a hop away from the neighboring land of Beraz, and her dad's in the east, close to Ampar.  She marks three nearby Berazin and two Amparsh sorcerous territories to visit, too.  There's one to the southeast, too, in the nation of Var, over the mountains, but if Kithabel recalls right people in Var almost never speak Reesh, it's kind of far away, and from the look of this map that's a hermit-sorcerer territory anyway, no towns.  (What does she do all day, Kithabel wonders?)

"I think I've figured out where to pay visits," Kithabel tells Dianira.

2015-01-06 18:55 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Oh, good. I'm still in transit, I should be there in a few days. Can't only fly, after all."

2015-01-06 20:8 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"Gotta stop and redesign the roses."

2015-01-06 20:9 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"That," she laughs. "If I lose hold of my sorcery now I'd never forgive myself."

2015-01-06 20:10 (UTC)









ertia: g ~ determine




"Is there going to be a better time?"

2015-01-06 20:10 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




"In several thousand years when I have run out of things to see and do."

2015-01-06 20:11 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"I don't think things work that way."

2015-01-06 20:12 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"They don't? Darn, then I'm just not allowed to retire ever."

2015-01-06 20:12 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"You and me both."

2015-01-06 20:13 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"What an unbearable tragedy. However will I cope."

2015-01-06 20:16 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Magic?"

2015-01-06 20:16 (UTC)









assayer: a. Smiles and sunshine




"Magic!"

2015-01-06 20:17 (UTC)









ertia: e ~ fitting




"Any idea what you're going to stop and do?  Being a nomad sounds stressful unless you had, like, scouts."

2015-01-06 20:17 (UTC)









assayer: g. Magic at my fingertips




"Eh. Not super stressful? I find scheduling stifling. I show up to places and do obvious magic and usually people will ask, 'Oh can go do this for us while you're here?' And, of course, the answer is often yes. When of course I'm not near people, I just sort of... Do what I like? I don't know how people don't have things to do with magic. I'll flatten out and neaten up roads, clear trees of parasitic plants, create - not castles, but interesting things for people to find if they happen to wander by. I once carved out a cave and added musical crystals that light up and sing when touched, and that copy any tunes they hear. That sort of thing."

2015-01-06 20:24 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Ooh, I like the cave, I'm putting it on my Whimsy List."

2015-01-06 20:25 (UTC)









assayer: c. Accomplishment




Dianira giggles. "That's how I would describe my job! Whimsy sorceress."

2015-01-06 20:26 (UTC)









ertia: c ~ just so




"I usually have enough stuff planned in advance, but sometimes I have an hour and want to do something in it.  I did the butterflies thing for my mom, by the way, she loved them, I stuck them to the walls and have them occasionally beating their wings as decoration when she asked."

2015-01-06 20:27 (UTC)









assayer: b. Understanding




"Aww, that's cute! It might be fun to put things like that all over her house - things that are ordinary at first glance but occasionally do something magical."

2015-01-06 20:41 (UTC)









ertia: (Default)




"Whimsy list!"

2015-01-06 20:41 (UTC)









assayer: h. Curiosity




"Yes," laughs Dianira. "Whimsy list. How do you consign it to a list instead of going and just doing it? I mean, scheduling makes everything straightforward, I guess, you always know what to do next, but I'd get so frustrated with it."

2015-01-06 20:44 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"It means people can rely on me to show up if they make plans with me - for example, I am currently on my way to the library, where I will be restoring old books at a time when the librarians have arranged to have none of them checked out.  And sometimes I have more than one idea at once so I'd need to write it down anyway."

2015-01-06 20:45 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Ehh. Fair, I guess. There's the benefit of having a bunch of us everywhere, you can do the planning thing and I can do whimsy."

2015-01-06 20:47 (UTC)









ertia: b ~ supreme




"Yep.  You can have a look at my list if you run out of things," offers Kithabel.

2015-01-06 20:48 (UTC)









assayer: d. Sweetness and light




"Nah, I'm good. Thanks, though!"

2015-01-06 20:48 (UTC)









ertia: d ~ palatial




"You're welcome.  And here's the library.  See you soon."

2015-01-06 20:49 (UTC)









assayer: e. Focus




"Mhm!"

A few days later, she arrives. Or, is at least in the area.

"Ready to go do politics?" she asks, laughing.

2015-01-06 20:55 (UTC)









ertia: f ~ fly




"Soon as I get the mice out of this field.  Give me like two minutes and then I can meet you at the falls," says Kithabel.

2015-01-06 20:56 (UTC)
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