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‘These are natural enemies. But what creature could be so low and treacherous as to murder the people of its blood?’

He thought: it is a pity that there are no big creatures to prey on humanity. If there were enough dragons and rocs, perhaps mankind would turn its might against them.

T.H. White
 The Book of Merlyn
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Lenis saw the fist coming. Sweep right arm up to block. Something about a crane, or a seagull … Yami’s instructions churned through his mind, but it was too late. The blow caught Lenis just beneath his ribs. The air rushed out of him. He doubled over and another strike connected with his chin, snapping his head up. Something smashed into his chest and sent him flying backwards. His head bounced against the Hiryū’s deck as he fell. False lights flared across his vision.

Again.

‘You are not a fighter.’

‘Enough, Shujinko.’

The voices sounded very far away.

Lenis’s frustration roiled inside him. He took it and twined it through his anger. His focus turned inwards as he sought to harness his emotions. He grabbed hold of them, crammed them together. They writhed against one another, against his control of them, but slowly he constricted them, tightening them into a ball of rage. In a moment he would unleash it on his opponent, sending him out over the airship’s railing and down to his –

No! Lenis felt his sister flinch at his mental scream. Not like that! He drew in a long, shaky breath, just like Yami had taught him, but pain erupted in his side, turning it into a wheeze. Even so, his vision began to clear. The outline of his assailant came into focus above him. Lenis could feel the contempt his attacker had for the boy he’d just beaten, but underlying it was a deep current of fear. A fear of heights, of flying. Lenis knew that he could use that against him, to overwhelm his opponent with his own emotions, but he didn’t want to do that to anyone, not since he’d reduced the Warlord of Shinzō to a quivering mess a couple of months before.

Lenis’s assailant showed no signs of granting him mercy. ‘You are far too slow.’

‘Lenis is slow because his body is not accustomed to combat, Shujinko,’ Yami said. ‘His mind works quickly, but his body must be trained to obey without thought.’ This last statement, Lenis guessed, was directed as much at him as his sparring partner. ‘It will come in time, as no doubt it came to you.’

Shujinko said nothing for three heartbeats, and then, ‘Sir!’

Yami came over and helped Lenis to his feet. Dull aches from older bruises clashed with Lenis’s fresh injuries, but if he wanted to learn how to fight then he couldn’t afford to rest. These training sessions were not what he had expected. True, he had been the one to ask Captain Shishi if he could learn Shinzōn martial arts, and he had been excited when Yami volunteered to be his teacher, but Lenis hadn’t counted on the new cabin boy’s involvement.

Lenis squared his shoulders. ‘I’m ready to go again.’

Yami was still gripping his shoulder. ‘Perhaps we should ask the doctor to look at you first, Lenis.’

The Shinzōn swordsman ran his free hand down Lenis’s side. The pain in his chest sharpened at the pressure, causing Lenis to gasp as he collapsed against his teacher. Perhaps a little bit of rest wouldn’t be a bad thing after all.

Yami helped Lenis cross the deck. As they passed Shujinko, the cabin boy said, ‘Nice match.’

Lenis stiffened in Yami’s arms. He could feel the older boy’s satisfaction. These training sessions would have gone a lot smoother if Shujinko didn’t enjoy beating him so much. He never gloated over his victories, but he didn’t have to. Lenis knew exactly how he felt about them. One of the problems with being empathic was that you couldn’t escape the true emotions of others, and Kami no Suzume Shujinko really didn’t like Lenis.

At the forward hatch Lenis let go of Yami’s arm and used the railing to support himself down the stairs. His mentor followed along behind; his silent shadow. Yami’s emotions were always harder to sense than those of other people. He was a reserved man by nature, but he had also erected strong barriers within himself, holding things back he didn’t want to feel. Even if Lenis wished to break through those barriers, he knew that Gawayn was trapped somewhere behind them. The Kystian soul’s chaotic emotions were constantly at war within Yami, striving to take control of his body. Ostensibly, this had been done to the Shinzōn man to prevent him from ending his own life, but Lenis had seen other things that could arouse the dormant Kystian, such as the presence of Demons.

It took Lenis a long time to reach the galley. Each step brought a fresh stab of agony to his side. He kept his breathing shallow to minimise the expansion of his chest, but that didn’t do much to ease his pain. As he reached the bottom step he was immediately overwhelmed by love and contentment. For a moment, Lenis forgot his pain as Suiteki’s sheer joy enveloped him. The baby dragon left her bed by Hiroshi’s stove and ran over to him, her nails digging first into the wooden floor of the galley and then into Lenis’s leg as she climbed up his trousers. Lenis grimaced, picking Suiteki off before she could snuggle inside his robe. The last thing he needed was an enthusiastic baby dragon clawing at his damaged ribs.

He held her to his face, looking deep into her silver eyes, wrapping her in his own love and delight in seeing her. Suiteki shivered in pleasure, her miniature claws digging into his skin, raising fresh welts on his wrists and hands. He was already covered in white scratches that had not yet had a chance to heal. He was going to have to trim her nails.

Yami cleared his throat from behind them. Lenis carefully cradled Suiteki in the crook of his arm as he continued on to the doctor’s cabin. The baby dragon made short, high-pitched caws and scrabbled against his grip, wanting nothing more than to curl up inside Lenis’s robe, next to his heart. Her craving for heat was as large as her appetite. When she wasn’t curled up next to Hiroshi’s stove or snuggled in with the Bestia, she was pressed up against Lenis, wrapping herself in his body heat. Even though it was early spring, the air was still bitterly cold. Lenis suspected the skies above Heimat Isle were constantly frigid. The mountain ranges that covered the island looked as though they hadn’t been free of snow for a very long time. Nothing grew near the summits and there was no sign of life, either animal, human, Bestia, or Demon. For the last, at least, Lenis was thankful.

The Hiryū and its crew had been forced to winter in Nochi, the capital of Shinzō, despite their desire to pursue Shōgo no Akushin Karasu. They had last seen the mercenary in Asheim, the capital of Ost, where he had claimed to be in possession of the stones of ebb and flow necessary for unlocking Suiteki’s power. That was before the crew of the Hiryū had even found the dragon egg, and long before Suiteki’s birth. Their delayed departure had given the mercenary’s trail time to grow even colder, but the unseasonable weather that had sped their return flight to Shinzō had finally broken the very afternoon they were scheduled to depart. They were only now on their way back north, hoping to make up for lost time by flying over Heimat Isle, rather than taking the longer, safer route from the southern tip of Heiligland.

As Lenis raised his free hand to knock on the doctor’s door, Long Liu opened it and clucked his tongue.

‘Again?’ The doctor shook his head, sending debris flying out of his wild mane of hair.

‘Just my ribs.’ Lenis hissed as he tried to take a breath and then stumbled inside as the doctor motioned him in.

‘So, I shouldn’t bother with the blood pouring out of your head?’

Lenis’s hand went to the back of his skull, which caused his ribs to shift again. His fingers felt something sticky, and when he brought his hand back around to his face he saw that they were covered in blood.

‘How …?’ He felt light-headed. Yami took him by the shoulders and lowered him onto the bunk in the middle of the doctor’s cabin.

‘You hit your head on the deck,’ Yami told him.

‘I didn’t even feel …’ Lenis trailed off. Somehow the damage to his ribs had overridden the aching of his other injuries, but now that he knew he was bleeding the ribs didn’t seem so important. He swallowed past the lump that constricted his throat. ‘How bad is it?’


Yami’s voice was as calm as ever. ‘Head wounds always bleed excessively. As long as you haven’t cracked the bone, there will be nothing to worry about.’

‘Great,’ Lenis mumbled.

The doctor handed him a small vial. Lenis drank its contents in one swig, throwing his head back and wincing as his vision clouded. He had learned early on that however effective the doctor’s tonics were it was usually better not to ask what was in them. This particular concoction was bitter and made his tongue tingle, but a moment later his pain dimmed. First the older bruises he’d earned during earlier training sessions faded, and then the more immediate throbbing of his ribs, chin, and finally his head quieted. Lenis felt his lips twitch up into a smile.

Long Liu made him lie on his stomach. As the doctor began prodding the back of his head, Lenis felt himself falling towards sleep. He barely noticed Suiteki wriggling her way under his chin and was only vaguely aware of Yami talking to him. ‘It is good that you have begun training, Lenis. I have been anxious. I do not know how I will protect both you and your sister if one of you …’

Whatever else Yami had to say was lost in Lenis’s dreams.
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Missy watched Lenis’s training session through the crystal dome of the bridge. She was hardly surprised her twin brother needed Yami’s help to get below decks. Barely a day went by when Lenis didn’t end up visiting the doctor. He’d spent most of the time they were marooned in Nochi fiddling around with the Hiryū’s engines, but the moment Shujinko had boarded the airship, Lenis had begun acting strangely. He’d asked Captain Shishi if he could learn to fight, which was not at all like Lenis, and he’d also begun to consume vast amounts of food. Missy had no idea how her brother fitted it all in his stomach, but Chō no Jinsei Hiroshi, the old cook, seemed delighted by Lenis’s newfound appetite and was constantly offering him things to eat. Missy assumed it was a boy thing, but she was beginning to worry about their supply levels.

All that food probably accounted for Lenis’s recent growth spurt. The twins had always been of a height in the past, but now her brother was taller than Missy by at least six inches. He was almost the same height as the cabin boy, who was two years older. Those two did not get on. Things had been a lot more fun when Namei was on board. Then, the Hiryū’s voyage had seemed like some grand adventure. That all changed in the skies above Asheim when Lord Butin had ordered Namei’s throat cut.

Missy shivered and recalled why they were flying above Heimat Isle. They were returning to Asheim to try and pick up Karasu’s trail, which meant there was a good chance they’d have to face Lord Butin again. Missy glanced at Princess Anastasis. The princess of Ost was staring vacantly out of the crystal dome. Lenis described her as ‘empty’ because he couldn’t sense anything from her. This was because she had given most of herself, including her emotions, to her Lilim Disma. In exchange, Disma had given most of her power to Anastasis so that she would be strong enough to kill Butin.

Missy had no such desire for revenge. She had loved Namei – everyone on the crew had – but killing Lord Butin wouldn’t bring the cabin girl back to life. Assuming he could be killed. Butin posed as a man, but he was actually a Lilim with enough power to control a Demon, and that made him very dangerous.

Between Karasu, Ishullanu the Demon King, and Lord Butin, the crew of the Hiryū had plenty of enemies but only one weapon. Suiteki was their last hope of stopping the spread of the Wastelands and the Demons that infested them, but without the stones Karasu had in his possession she would never grow into a fully-fledged Totem with enough power to stop the Demon King’s army. Ishullanu’s generals were corrupted Totem and Jinn, the powerful ancestors of the Bestia and the Lilim, and there was no telling how many lesser Demons they commanded between them.

Missy looked around the bridge at her crewmates. Captain Shishi and Arthur Knyght were great warriors, and Gekkō no Niji Shin and Kenji Jackson were strong fighters too, but even if the entire crew worked together, they were still only a few people against an entire army. She caught herself staring at the princess. The girl had given up almost everything to gain the power to fight her enemy. Would it be enough to destroy Lord Butin? Missy didn’t know, but the crew would need powerful allies if they were going to have any hope against their adversaries. Missy wondered what sort of power a Lilim had. She knew there weren’t many of them left since the Great War, but if the crew could somehow find those who had survived, could they convince them to help fight Ishullanu? Lilim shared their power by forming pacts with humans. Could a pact be forged that would grant someone enough power to stand against a Caelestia, the race of gods more powerful than any other creature, who had given birth to the Jinn and the Totem? There was only one way for Missy to know.

She turned to the princess. ‘Excuse me, your highness?’ Anastasis regarded her blankly and made no reply. Missy cleared her throat and tried again. ‘May I ask you something?’

‘Is it about Butin?’ The princess delivered the words in her usual monotone.

‘Indirectly,’ Missy hedged. ‘I was wondering how much power a Lilim can bestow on a human.’ Anastasis said nothing. ‘I mean, would they be able to give you enough to defeat Lord Butin?’

‘Yes.’

Missy waited, but the girl provided no further information. ‘What about a Totem, or a Jinn, who had been turned into a Demon? Could a Lilim make you strong enough to defeat a Demon Lord?’


Anastasis didn’t even shrug. It seemed she wouldn’t answer any of Missy’s questions unless they were directly related to her desire to kill Lord Butin. Missy tried to frame her next question in such a way that Anastasis would answer it, but before she could, Disma spoke.

‘No, Missy.’ The princess’s Lilim was sitting on Anastasis’s shoulder. Her wings were folded against her back and her tail was wrapped around the girl’s waist. ‘A Lilim’s power is not equal to a Jinn’s or a Totem’s. We are the children of the Jinn, just as the Bestia are the children of the Totem, and both are descended from the Caelestia.’

Missy looked from the princess to her Lilim. ‘So how much power do you have?’

‘More than you.’ Disma smiled widely, revealing her fangs, and then winked. ‘You humans are physical beings. You are bound by the limitations of the physical world. This makes you weak. We belong to the spirit realm, which has no limits, but we cannot affect your world unless we form a pact with one of you. By forming a pact, something is given and something taken by both parties. Through us, you gain access to the realm of the spirits, the place of primordial and elemental powers. We, in turn, can enter the physical world. The more you give, the more we give. The more you lose, the more we lose.’

‘So, the more Anastasis gives to you of herself, the more power she can draw from the spiritual realm and the more …’ Missy searched for the right word, ‘physical you become?’


‘Yes.’

‘What happens when a person gives everything?’

Disma looked quickly at the princess, and Missy was sure something passed between them but couldn’t tell what. It wasn’t any sort of communication she could fathom, but there had been something. ‘For a time,’ the Lilim said, ‘that person is very powerful. Then they die.’

‘Die?’

The Lilim smiled her wicked smile again. ‘How could they live without the desire to eat, to drink, to draw breath?’

Missy mulled this over. ‘Then what happens to the Lilim? Do they go back to the spiritual realm?’

Disma shook her head, sending a ripple through her blue hair. ‘No. When a person gives us everything, and I mean everything, we enter fully into this place. We become physical creatures.’

‘So, you die too?’

‘Sometimes.’

‘Sometimes?’

‘You cannot live without dying. That is the way of the world. But not everything that has a physical form is alive.’

Missy glanced around at the others on the bridge. They had been following the conversation closely. ‘What does that mean?’

Disma looked her in the eye. Missy felt pierced by her red gaze. There was something disturbingly human in that stare, but also something so totally foreign that Missy knew she would never be able to fathom this creature. Not completely. ‘What I mean, Missy, is that not all Lilim choose to manifest as living creatures when they enter the physical realm, and of those of us that do, not all of them choose death. When a pact is done, there are ways … well, you have seen what remains of the Lilim who were bonded to the Greygori line.’

Missy shuddered, remembering all of the statues in the King’s audience hall in Asheim, the place where she had first met Lord Butin. When she had been standing in that hall amongst the statues, she had thought they were so perfectly carved that they could almost have been real Lilim turned somehow to stone. She’d never imagined she’d been right about that.

‘So,’ Missy said, ‘when a pact is done, you can choose to die, or to live forever as a statue?’

Disma flicked her hair in such an offhand way that Missy wondered if the trait were something she had taken from Anastasis. ‘Oh, it needn’t be as a statue. That was the Greygori way, but really any physical object will do.’

‘Isn’t that worse than death?’

‘I have no idea,’ Disma countered, ‘as neither fate has yet befallen me.’ She paused. ‘It is a cruel trick, don’t you think? We yearn so for the world of physical things, yet the cost … the Bestia have it easier, I think.’
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Lenis woke slowly, drawn to consciousness by the dull throbbing of his body. He was in his bunk in the engine room. Yami had probably carried him there after he had succumbed to the soporific effect of Long Liu’s medicine. Lenis was getting used to the aches and pains that accompanied his training. The fact that he could feel himself getting stronger made them bearable. He might not yet be a match for Shujinko, but he was confident that, in time, he could beat the older boy on his terms, without falling back on his empathic abilities. Ever since he had used his powers to subdue Warlord Shōgo Ikaru, Lenis had been aware of them growing in ways he had not expected. He had always been able to feel what others felt, to form bonds with Bestia and sense what they most needed or wanted, but he had never suspected that he would be able to affect the emotions of others, or to use his own feelings to exert influence over them.

His altercation with the Warlord had been an awakening. Ever since, his powers had grown stronger, his sense of others more pronounced. In quiet moments when he lay alone on his bunk, he had even begun experimenting with his own emotions, taking hold of them and manipulating them intentionally instead of by instinct, which was what he had done when in the Warlord’s grasp. It was not that he wanted to control anyone – since Nochi he had never attempted to overpower someone with the force of his empathy – but he was intrigued by what he could do simply because he could do it. Lenis wanted to test the limits of his developing powers. He would never actually use them against someone, he told himself, unless they were trying to do him harm, but if he did ever have to use them again, he wanted to know what he was doing.

Sometimes, when his training had left him tired and battered, he entertained fantasies of throwing Shujinko over the railing, propelled by the power of the boy’s own fear, but Lenis knew he would never exact such revenge. Not really. He didn’t have it in him to intentionally hurt someone and, he had to admit to himself, Shujinko was helping him learn to fight. Maybe he didn’t want to help Lenis. Maybe he took a little too much pleasure in pummelling Lenis senseless. Maybe he didn’t like Lenis at all, but whatever he felt, however much he punished Lenis during their training bouts, Lenis was still getting stronger. He grinned as he imagined the day when it was Shujinko who had to limp to the doctor’s cabin.

Lenis suddenly cried out as a sharp pain erupted in his earlobe. Suiteki had soon learned the most effective way to get Lenis’s attention.

‘Come here, you.’ Lenis reached up and grabbed the baby dragon around the midriff. She allowed him to pick her up, hanging limply from his hand as he held her above his face, her tail wrapped around his forearm. She didn’t seem to be growing at all, though at the rate she was eating Lenis had expected her to be as big as her mother by now. Suiteki scrabbled against his hand, and Lenis brought her down to his chest. Her tiny claws dug through his robes and into his skin. ‘You can’t be hungry again.’


But she was. He could feel her hunger as an ache deep in his own belly. He’d never known a Bestia to be so hungry so often, but Suiteki wasn’t a Bestia. She was a Totem. The rules Bestia Keepers usually followed in the care of their charges were, he suspected, largely irrelevant when it came to caring for an infant Totem.

With a sigh, Lenis hauled himself off his bunk and headed towards the galley. The Bestia radiated what Lenis could only describe as a parental tolerance and affection for the baby dragon. They barely stirred in their hutch as he passed them by. Ignis raised his head and flicked one of his ears before settling back down amongst the pile of furry bodies. Suiteki gave a high-pitched squawk in response to the flame Bestia’s attention. Briefly, she struggled against Lenis’s grip, suddenly overcome by the desire to bury herself amongst the Bestia and their warmth, but then Lenis’s stomach growled, re awakening her own hunger. Caring for her, Lenis decided, wasn’t all that difficult. How hard could it be to keep her warm and fed?
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Missy startled as Andrea Florona, the Hiryū’s lookout, called down through the airship’s speech tube. ‘There’s smoke to the west, Captain Shishi, over the shoulder of that peak, three points from the northwest.’

Kenji Jackson looked up from his map table. ‘That’d be Fronge, down on the coast. Nothing to –’

The lookout cut the navigator off. ‘There’s a lot of it, Captain. Too much for household fires, and it’s black.’

Arthur Knyght, the Hiryū’s first officer, frowned and crossed his arms over his massive chest. ‘Could it be factory smoke?’

There came a rustling of papers from the navigator’s desk. ‘There’s no record of any factories in Fronge. It’s a mining town, but they ship all of their ore to the mainland for processing.’

Missy’s curiosity got the better of her. While the others discussed what the smoke could mean, she threw her spirit-self out of her body and went to take a look. Her awareness sped west, up to and over the snow-topped shoulder of the mountain Andrea had pointed out. She saw the smoke immediately. It was everywhere. Great billowing black masses of it obscured an otherwise white and blue world. Soon everyone on the Hiryū would be able to see it, even if they kept their northern heading. Even this far away Missy could feel the acrid tang of it stealing into the back of her throat aboard the bridge.

If Missy had been relying on her eyes she would have been blinded by the smoke and soon lost her way, but her spirit-self didn’t see with physical eyes, so she was soon able to pass through the blackness to the source of the smoke. Unsurprisingly, it was a fire. A big one. Missy was reluctant to get any closer, not because of the heat – her spirit-self was immune to physical harm – but because a fire this large could only mean one thing. The entire town of Fronge was burning.

Missy built up her courage and entered the inferno. She could sense the flames devouring the buildings of Fronge around her, eating into any wood it could find, lapping at anything made of stone, but she couldn’t sense any life. She lacked her brother’s ability to sense spiritual energy, so she had to scan the burning town methodically, searching for stray thoughts just as Raikō had taught her when he had forced her to search for a cure for the Wasteland sickness. Now, as then, the search proved futile. She couldn’t sense any minds. The people of Fronge must have fled when the blaze started, or else – Missy heard something then that would have sent shivers down her spine and the hair to stand up all over her body, if it wasn’t safely back aboard the Hiryū. It was a psychic scream, and it was coming from the far side of town.

Missy raced through the blazing streets, searching for the source of that terrible cry so full of pain and panic. Two more joined it, then even more until there were too many to count. Missy drew closer, dreading what she would find. The cacophony of mental anguish suddenly began to diminish. One by one the mental cries cut off. One by one the people of Fronge died.

The Hiryū was too far away to save them, and there was nothing Missy could do in her spirit form, but she felt compelled to be there, to witness the deaths of the people of Fronge. They were on the next street over. Missy went flying straight through a still-blazing, half-collapsed building. She emerged into a giant square. The townspeople huddled in the centre of it, away from their burning homes. They were mostly dressed in trousers and linen shirts, including the women, and were covered in soot and ash, but the warriors encircling them wore drab-coloured Shinzōn robes. Missy drew a little closer, trying to work out what was going on. Were they making sure no one got close to the blaze? But surely the people wouldn’t be trying to get any closer. Then two of the Shinzōn guards grabbed a young man with blond hair from within the pack of townspeople. They carried him, 
screaming, over to the building Missy had just passed through and threw him into the blazing house.

Missy reeled, unconsciously drawing her spirit-self back even though she couldn’t be seen. The blond man screamed as his skin blistered, but the guards ignored him. Another pair grabbed a girl, no more than six years old, and dragged her across the square.

Missy fled, tearing through the air in her attempts to get back to the Hiryū. She could feel her body screaming, was vaguely aware of the others asking her what was wrong. She slammed herself back into her body and wrenched her cries under control.

‘We have to get to Fronge!’ she shouted.

Arthur placed a hand on her shoulder, trying to steady her. ‘Miss Clemens –’

‘Now!’ she shouted him down. ‘They’re killing the townspeople! They’re throwing them into the fire!’

‘They’re what?’ Shin demanded.

‘Who?’ the captain asked.

Missy glared at him. ‘Does it matter? We have to go! There isn’t time!’

Captain Shishi nodded. ‘Miss Shin, please correct our course. Mister Jackson, how long until we reach Fronge?’

The navigator scribbled something on a scrap of paper. ‘At our current speed, Captain? A little over an hour.’

‘No!’ Missy cried. Great sobs burst out of her. ‘They’ll all be dead by then!’


She reached inside her jacket and felt the Quillblade, the shintai of Lord Raikō the Thunder Bird. It was throbbing slightly as if in anticipation, as though it could sense her fear and anger. She hadn’t used the Quillblade since she and Lenis had summoned Lord Raikō to defeat Ishullanu, the Demon King. She didn’t even know if she could use it on her own. The first time she had tried, Raikō had plucked her soul out of her body and tethered it to himself. It had taken the Clemens’s combined will to take control of the Demon Lord that had once been Raikō and turn him against Ishullanu. She drew the blade out of her jacket and felt it stiffen in her hand, turning into a sword as it absorbed her fear and fed off her anger. All her doubts disappeared. To save the people of Fronge, she would once again attempt to summon the Lord of Storms.
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Lenis startled. Something was wrong with his sister. He launched himself off his chair and out of the galley. Suiteki squawked in annoyance, and Yami called after him, but Lenis ignored them both. The ache in his ribs exploded, sending waves of blood to his head and making him dizzy. He pushed through them. Missy was in trouble.

He ducked under the mast-shaft, wincing again at the pinch in his side. As he reached the foot of the stairs leading up to the bridge, a wave of nausea hit him. Missy’s fear, the thing that had woken him, had suddenly vanished, and he knew what that meant. His sister was holding the Quillblade. Lenis didn’t like the way the shintai fed off Missy’s emotions. It reminded him of a leech, sucking something out of his sister she would have been better off keeping.

‘Lenis!’ Yami had recovered from his shock quickly and was right behind him as Lenis climbed the stairs, two at a time. The swordsman reached up and grabbed Lenis’s hand.

‘It’s Missy,’ Lenis panted as he spun on the swordsman. Yami nodded and dropped his hand. Together, they continued up.

When they reached the deck they had to push past Shujinko, who was headed below deck. The cabin boy scowled but didn’t complain. He never did. Instead he maintained a stiffly formal façade that Lenis was starting to understand was the Shinzōn manner for expressing dislike. He preferred the open hostility he used to get in Pure Land, back when he was a slave.

Two more steps and Lenis was on the bridge, just in time to see Missy raising the Quillblade above her head.

‘Missy, stop!’ Lenis reached to grab her hand.

‘Lenis, I have to! You don’t know –’

But in the instant they touched, he did know. He saw what she had witnessed in the burning town of Fronge. He saw the Shinzōn guards drag the young man to the inferno, saw them throw him in, saw them snatch a young girl from her mother’s arms … but he saw something else, too, or rather someone else. Someone his sister hadn’t recognised because she’d never seen him before. Lenis had, though, months before in the Wastelands to the west of Gesshoku, outside the ruins of the temple of Seisui.

‘Karasu.’ Lenis let his hand drop. ‘It’s Karasu.’

Missy brought the Quillblade down to rest in her lap. ‘Karasu’s there?’

Lenis nodded. ‘The one with the giant sword strapped to his back.’

‘Mister Clemens,’ the captain interjected, ‘is there any way to increase our speed?’

Lenis kept his eyes locked with his twin’s, but he nodded again. ‘I’ve made some modifications to the engines. I think I can almost double our current top speed.’

‘Very well, please do so. We must reach the city of Fronge as soon as possible.’

‘Yes, sir.’ Lenis was still looking at Missy. He nudged his chin towards the Quillblade. It was lying in her lap but was still in its sword form.

Missy lowered her gaze and took her hand from the hilt. Slowly, almost reluctantly, the Quillblade turned back into a golden feather. ‘Please hurry, little brother.’

Lenis turned to go. ‘Just make sure everyone holds onto something.’

He ran down to the engine room, satisfied his sister would not attempt to summon Raikō again. He understood her desire to do so, to turn the Thunder Bird on Karasu and his men, but unleashing a Demon Lord on Fronge wouldn’t help the people there, even if the Clemens twins were able to harness his power as they had done in their battle with the Demon King. They could end up causing more damage than they prevented.

Fortunately, the Hiryū had other weapons at its disposal. Most of the crewmembers were warriors, and the airship had its cannon, but none of them would do any good if they didn’t reach Fronge soon. The alterations Lenis had made to the engines were designed to increase its speed exponentially. Ever since he had discovered he could successfully channel the energy of two Bestia through the machinery almost simultaneously, an idea had been maturing at the back of his mind. The months spent in Nochi had given him the opportunity to put that idea into practice.

As he moved into the engine room, Lenis scooped up Ignis. The flame Bestia licked Lenis’s chin as he carried him over to the remodelled engine block. Originally there had only been one hatch and one engine block. Now there were two. Aeris was already in the left compartment, channelling pressurised air through the airship and its wing balloons. The pressurised air system was a relatively new design that had many advantages over the old combustion engines, as they required less power from the Bestia running them and could maintain flight for far longer periods. For raw power, though, the combustion system was far superior, but so much of its energy was needed to maintain air density in the wing balloons that it was simply too inefficient to be practical.


Lenis had worked out a way to combine the two systems. By carefully controlling the flow of energies through the engines, he could use pressurised air to maintain their altitude and combustion to propel them forwards. At least, that was the theory. There were risks involved. It wouldn’t take long for Ignis’s power to heat the machines to a point where Aeris’s energy would combust. Mixing pressurised air with extreme heat could easily blow the engines apart, along with the rest of the airship, but for a short period Lenis could increase the engines’ output, essentially doubling the Hiryū’s speed without seriously endangering his Bestia.

Lenis pulled open the right hatch and placed a squirming Ignis inside. The Bestia immediately started preparing itself for the process of channelling its power into the machines. Lenis worked quickly, making several minuscule adjustments to the dozens of new levers he’d had to install to maintain precise control of the twin channels of Bestia power. If he were off by even a fraction, the whole thing would literally blow up in his face, and the survivors of Fronge would be fed to the fires of their town.

Taking a deep breath, Lenis closed the hatch and took a hold of the second ignition lever. He grabbed the speech tube with his other hand and shouted into it, ‘Hold on!’

He pulled the lever. For two heartbeats, nothing happened. Lenis was just about to recheck the engines’ settings when they roared into overdrive. Heat flared up from the machinery, but Lenis had anticipated that and had reinforced the insulation of the whole engine block during the overhaul. He was just about to congratulate himself when the Hiryū surged forwards, throwing him against the back wall of the engine room.
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Missy was pushed back into her chair as the airship leapt forwards. She heard Shin swear from her post at the tiller. The Hiryū veered wildly out of control as the helmswoman lost her grip. For a moment Missy was convinced they were going to crash into the mountainside, but then Shin got the tiller under control and they swept smoothly by it, their port wing balloon sending up a great spray of snow as it brushed the shoulder of the mountain.

Missy heard a scream and looked down on the deck. Everyone had secured themselves at Lenis’s warning, even Andrea up in her crow’s nest, but Shujinko either hadn’t heard or hadn’t taken her brother seriously. The cabin boy was sprawled out on the deck, crying for help as the force of their flight dragged him aft. She saw he was in no immediate danger. As long as Shin held them steady, the worst that could happen to him would be falling down the stairs leading below decks. Shujinko obviously didn’t realise that, though. He kept screaming and scrabbling for a handhold. Missy had to remind herself that this was the first time the Hiryū’s new cabin boy had ever flown on an airship.

She was considering getting up and giving him a hand when they suddenly plunged into the smoke coming from Fronge.


‘I can’t see anything,’ Shin croaked from the tiller.

The smoke quickly filled the bridge. Missy started coughing along with everyone else, but she was the only one who could guide them now. She pulled her scarf up over her mouth and detached her spirit-self from her body. Its wracking cough soon faded into the background as she rushed on through the smoke, once more into the smouldering town of Fronge.

They had come farther and faster than she had thought possible. Whatever Lenis had done to the engines had more than doubled their speed. Missy made her way quickly to the square. The number of townsfolk had diminished greatly, she noticed with a pang of guilt. However fast they were going, it wasn’t fast enough. She brought herself back to her body. The old records keeper, Kami Tenjin, was kneeling next to her, shaking her shoulder.

‘What is it?’ Missy asked through a hoarse throat.

Tenjin was visibly relieved. ‘I thought you had lost consciousness.’

He pulled her down to the floor, where the smoke wasn’t quite so thick. She tried to get her breath back. Missy couldn’t see anything beyond a couple of feet, much less out of the crystal dome. The smoke was too thick.

‘We’re almost through,’ Arthur called from the direction of the bridge’s entryway.

‘Mister Clemens,’ Missy heard the captain call from somewhere on the hazy bridge, ‘please reduce our speed.’


A moment later the engines groaned and the Hiryū slowed. Missy and Tenjin were thrown forwards, their momentum sending them crashing into the back of Arthur’s legs. All three fell down the stairs to the deck, landing in a pile on top of Shujinko as Tenjin cried out.

‘Lord Tenjin!’ Arthur called.

Missy righted herself. Tenjin remained sprawled on the deck, clutching his leg. Missy crawled over to him and touched his shoulder. ‘Are you all right, Lord Tenjin?’

He looked up at her, soot turning the creases in his face into dark lines. ‘I believe I have hurt my ankle, Miss Clemens.’

‘Come on,’ she said, pulling one of his arms around her neck, ‘I’ll help you to the doctor.’

Shujinko took the old man’s other arm. ‘I will take him.’

The cabin boy looked pale but composed. His thoughts were awhirl. Missy didn’t have the patience to sort through them. She left Tenjin in his care and ran over to the railing. It was easier to see out here on the deck now that they had passed through the smoke. The sky behind them was black with it still, but they were now upwind of it. Missy took a moment to orient herself.

‘We’ve overshot the town,’ she said to Arthur and then followed him back to the bridge. ‘We have to come about. The square is near this end of Fronge.’

Arthur nodded. The bridge was still filled with smoke. The first officer relayed the order and the Hiryū came about. A moment later they began to descend. Missy’s throat felt raw, and tears were pushing against her resolve to hold them back. How many people had died while they raced to Fronge? Was there even anyone left to save? And what would have happened if they hadn’t been passing at this exact moment?

The Hiryū landed with a familiar thud that shook the entire vessel. Missy followed the others out to the deck. Looking over the fore railing she could just make out the top of the wall surrounding Fronge and the black smoke rising from behind it.

‘Missy!’ Lenis had come up on deck. He had two of his Bestia with him – Aqua, who had an affinity for water, and Atrum, the Bestia of darkness.

‘Lenis!’

Missy grabbed her brother’s hand just as the captain started giving orders. ‘Our first concern must be the safety of the people of Fronge.’ As Missy looked around at her fellow crewmembers, she saw each of them nod, their faces grim in their determination. All of them had gathered to hear the captain’s orders. With the exception of Tenjin, they would all be going into Fronge. ‘Princess Anastasis, would you mind opening the gate?’

The Ostian princess remained unmoved by what was happening in the town. Missy knew she didn’t care about the people dying behind the walls because she couldn’t. She had given too much of herself to Disma, the Lilim she was bonded to. Disma was sitting on Anastasis’s shoulder, whispering into her ear, flapping her wings and twitching her tail.

Without warning the princess leapt over the railing, apparently spurred into action by whatever Disma had been saying to her. Anastasis held her giant hammer above her head and swung it down as she landed in front of the walls. Her weapon hit the wooden portion of the metal-bound gates and a dull boom echoed along the length of the wall, sending the Hiryū’s deck shaking.

Missy held her breath and squeezed Lenis’s hand tighter. Every moment they delayed, another person was consigned to the flames. She looked up into her brother’s face. He was pale; no doubt his empathic abilities were being overwhelmed by the terror and grief of the townspeople behind the wall. Aqua was pressed up against his leg, and Atrum was nestled in the crook of his arm. The blind, black-furred Bestia had wrapped his tail around her brother’s neck, but Lenis gave no sign that he even noticed. Missy shook his hand and he shivered, coming back to himself.

‘The princess got their attention,’ he said to her and smiled, a bare lifting of the corners of his mouth. ‘They’ve stopped.’

Missy didn’t need to ask what they had stopped doing. She knew all too well.

Anastasis lifted her hammer and brought it down again, fracturing the wood within the metal bindings of the gate. Still, it held. She struck again and again, showing no signs of restraint or tiring. Missy could see the muscles in the princess’s neck and arms straining every time she lifted her mallet, but her face remained immobile, as though it cost her no effort at all. Each time her hammer connected with the gate, the wood and bindings gave a little more. Missy had seen the devastation Anastasis could inflict with her mallet before, back in the prison of Asheim. Then she had used her barrel-sized hammer to smash through the doors of the crewmembers’ cells in a single blow, and later she had helped fight off Lord Butin’s Demon, Nue. The gates of Fronge were proving resilient, but finally, with a sharp snap that tore through the crackling of the fires and the rushing of the wind, the gates split open.

Lenis held Missy back as the others poured through the gate. He was looking at her oddly, and it took her a moment to realise he was trying to tell her something.

Wait, she sent the thought into his mind. What was that?

Let the others handle Karasu, he replied.

But –

We need to get the stones.

What?

Her brother went on, perfectly calm, You and I are going to find Karasu’s airship. It must be somewhere in the square. We’ve got to sneak on board and find the stones of ebb and flow. This might be the only chance we get.

Missy felt her knees suddenly weaken. Her hand moved involuntarily towards the Quillblade inside her robe. If she could only touch it, the shintai would absorb her fear and allow her to think clearly. Lenis squeezed her other hand hard. She let her free hand drop.

Don’t, Lenis’s thought cracked through her mind. We have to be quiet if we’re going to sneak on board their airship.

Missy didn’t know what to do. She felt paralysed. She’d been so desperate to get to Fronge so she could help the townspeople, but Lenis’s plan made sense. He hadn’t lost sight of their true mission. They had thought it would take months to track down Karasu, and now here he was. He had the stones they needed to unlock Suiteki’s power so she would be a match for Ishullanu the Demon King. They had to take this chance, but where would that leave the people of Fronge? Missy firmed her resolve and put her trust in her crewmates. They could take care of Karasu. It seemed impossible that they had just stumbled upon him like this. What were the chances it would happen again? She and Lenis had to try and steal the stones of ebb and flow from him.

How are we going to sneak on board? she asked.

In answer, Lenis dropped her hand and reached up to stroke Atrum’s fur. The colour returned to his cheeks. A genuine smile appeared on his face. It was a familiar look, and it told Missy that her little brother was planning some crazy stunt. She found herself mirroring his grin.
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Lenis pulled his sister behind him and edged up to the shattered remains of Fronge’s gates, doing his best to ignore the townspeople’s fear. An undercurrent of tension thrummed through him. He could imagine the crew of the Hiryū facing Karasu’s warriors in the square, each eyeing the other, seeking an advantage. He just hoped the others could distract the Shinzōn mercenary long enough for him and his sister to reach Karasu’s airship, sneak aboard, and steal the stones of ebb and flow. This could well be their last chance to get them.

He risked a peek around the splintered wood of the gates. As he had imagined, the crew were facing off against Karasu’s warriors. The two groups were almost evenly matched, but behind them about fifty townspeople huddled together, surrounded by even more of Karasu’s men. The flames of the town had died down, the glowing embers of a deeper heat barely masked by the blackened timbers and stone of Fronge. Lenis could feel it, even from all the way across the square. If the captors left their charges, Karasu would have the advantage, but then the townspeople would be free. They had no weapons, but perhaps given the opportunity they would help the Hiryū’s crew fight off their tormentors.

Lenis poked his sister in the ribs. Missy, I want you to hang onto my hand, he thought, and she nodded. No matter what happens. Atrum is going to cloak us, just like he did the Hiryū back in Itsū when we escaped the Warlord’s forces. It should work, but we have to maintain physical contact … I think. He felt her uncertainty and was grateful she trusted him enough not to raise any objections. But I also need you to listen to what is going on with the others. Lenis felt his own excitement building as he outlined his plan. Somehow communicating it to his sister made it seem like more of an adventure, a stunt like the ones they used to pull back when they were slaves in Pure Land, and less of a reckless and desperate plan upon which so much depended. If Karasu tries to return to his airship, we need to know about it.

Missy nodded again and squeezed his hand. He could sense her nervousness and also her desire to draw the Quillblade. For a moment he considered suggesting she do just that. He needed her clear-headed, but he pushed the notion out of his head before it formed into a thought she would notice. Instead, he wrapped her in a portion of his own exhilaration and anticipation, and saw her square her shoulders in response.

He took a deep breath and bent his head down to speak softly into Atrum’s ear. It came out just above a whisper, though there was no way any of those gathered in the square could have heard him, ‘Now, Atrum.’

The Bestia’s tail tightened around Lenis’s shoulders and his blind eyes closed. Nothing happened. At least, not that Lenis could see. He could feel Atrum’s power at work, though, and knew he was doing whatever he did to make them invisible. Lenis looked at Missy, who dropped his hand for a moment, gasped, and then groped around as though she couldn’t see it.

He grabbed her hand instead. Looks like it worked.

I couldn’t see you at all! Not even your shadow!

But you can see me when we’re touching?

Missy nodded.

Lenis took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Let’s hope that means we’re invisible to everyone who isn’t touching us.

He took another breath and held it before stepping into the gap in the gates. No one seemed to notice them. He pulled his sister after him and hurried across the square, angling away from the others. Still nothing. It worked! Atrum had made them invisible.

He turned his attention to other matters. What’s going on, Missy?

Sorry. There was a pause. Captain Shishi is talking with Karasu.


Missy stumbled and Lenis instinctively tightened his grip on her fingers. Are you all right?

Missy nodded. It’s hard to listen in and walk at the same time. I’ll be all right. Can you see Karasu’s airship?

This way. Just take one step at a time.

Now that they were behind the walls, Lenis could see Karasu’s airship to the north of the square, well away from the crouching villagers and the fires that had all but destroyed Fronge. There were two guards standing by the ropes leading up to the airship’s deck, but their attention was fixed firmly on what was happening in the southern end of the square, their hands wrapped around their swords’ hilts. Lenis glanced towards the gathering. His crewmates were arrayed against Karasu’s men, but he couldn’t hear anything that was being said above the wind and the noises coming from the dying town.

Lenis shook Missy’s hand. What are they saying?

Karasu is talking …

As Missy communicated the conversation in the square, Lenis led them towards the mercenary’s airship, slowly, so his sister wouldn’t trip again. She staggered along behind him as though she were half asleep.

‘How is it you have come to be here, Captain Shishi?’ Karasu asked.

‘We were searching for you, Sir Karasu.’

There was a pause. ‘Indeed? What an extraordinary coincidence that you have found me here, of all places.’


‘The gods do not deal in coincidence.’

Lenis almost snorted. The captain was an advocate of what he called the Way. He didn’t believe in fate, or in letting gods or anyone else direct his destiny. Is he joking?

It’s a ploy, Missy replied. He’s trying to throw Karasu off guard.

Is it working?

Shh! I’m trying to listen.

Lenis stifled a retort. The ropes leading up to Karasu’s airship were twenty paces away, behind the two guards. Although Lenis was confident they could sneak around them, he was worried about the ropes. He couldn’t hold Missy’s hand and climb at the same time. They would need a diversion. He had wanted to save that for later, in case Karasu returned to his airship, but he didn’t see any way around it now.

He edged them around the two oblivious guards until they were almost touching the airship’s hull. Then he stopped and squeezed Missy’s hand again.

Missy, I need you to send a message to Aqua.

Aqua? Missy asked, still half-listening in on the confrontation brewing at the southern end of the square.

I sent her around the wall, Lenis told her. She should be close to the burning ruins now.

What do I tell her?

Just tell her it’s time. She knows what to do.

Lenis felt his sister depart. The part of her that could communicate with Bestia was gone, flying out along the western edge of the square in search of Aqua. Lenis tried to maintain his calm while he waited for her to return. She wasn’t gone that long, but every second felt impossibly drawn out. From one heartbeat to the next Lenis expected battle to break out in the square, or for Karasu to withdraw to his airship. The crew would try to stop him from leaving, but their focus would be on protecting the remaining townsfolk.

Suddenly Missy was back. Okay, she got the message, but what is she going to … Missy’s mental voice trailed off as a high-pitched squeal came from the west. Oh.

Billows of steam rose up from behind the encircled townspeople. Aqua’s affinity for water meant that she could draw moisture out of the air and condense it. The colder the air the better, and though the heat of the fires was intense, the mountains of Heimat Isle were very cold. Aqua had no trouble generating enough water to douse the coals of a burnt building, which sent up clouds of steam and set the overheated rubble shrieking in protest. She probably wasn’t strong enough to put out the whole town, but that wasn’t why Lenis had sent her over there.

As he had expected, everyone in the square turned to see what was going on.

Come on! Lenis snatched his hand from Missy’s and lunged for the nearest rope.

His sister followed suit and soon the two were struggling up the side of the hold, Atrum wrapped around Lenis’s neck. It took a little over a minute for them to gain the deck, and as soon as they did Lenis grabbed Missy and huddled down against the railing, their hearts beating wildly in unison, sure that someone had glanced over and seen her.

Lenis forced himself to calm down and sensed his sister was also struggling to slow her own rapid heartbeat. Atrum curled up between them, wedged between their heaving ribcages. The small, black-furred Bestia remained as composed as ever and began smoothing down his rumpled fur with his tongue.

I don’t think they saw us, Missy said into Lenis’s mind.

He nodded. What’s going on in the square?

They weren’t distracted for long. They’re still talking. Lenis?

Mmmm?

I think the captain’s trying to buy us some time.

That’s impossible. Lenis hadn’t had time to discuss his plan with any of the others. There was no way Captain Shishi could have known what the twins were doing. Missy hadn’t even known until they had started out, but the captain had surprised Lenis several times in the past. Perhaps he had seen them as they climbed the ropes. Did you scan his mind?

I can’t, Missy admitted. He never seems to be thinking anything whenever I try, but it’s the way he’s talking to Karasu. He’s not taunting him into a fight and not trying to negotiate for the release of the townspeople. It’s like he’s stalling.

Lenis felt himself smile as his heart slowed to a more natural rhythm. The more Lenis got to know the captain, the more of a mystery the man seemed. We’d better hurry up, then.

In answer, Missy removed her arms from around Lenis’s neck, being careful to maintain contact until she was holding his hand again. Together they pushed themselves up and looked around the deck. With a jarring sense of dislocation, Lenis noticed that Karasu’s airship had been constructed using the same design as the Hiryū. Airship design was a dynamic industry. Few airshipwrights produced the same vessel year after year, making it rare to stumble across two identical airships. They must have been built almost simultaneously.

It’s just like the Hiryū. Missy’s thought almost exactly matched his own so that, for a moment, Lenis believed his brain had gone around in a circle.

Yeah, but how did Karasu get his hands on an airship almost identical to the Hiryū?

How many vessels did Pure Land’s Ruling Council give Shinzō? Missy asked.

Lenis shrugged. I don’t know. A few? But that still doesn’t explain how Karasu got it. If he stole it, why didn’t Lord Shōgo tell us back in Nochi when he admitted Karasu wasn’t working for him?

Maybe he was lying.

That wasn’t a reassuring thought. They were counting the Warlord of Shinzō as an ally against the Demons now, but Captain Shishi did steal the Hiryū from him, and the Warlord had spent most of the last year chasing after them to get it back. Or had he?

Something occurred to Lenis. It wasn’t the Warlord.

What?

In Asheim, Lenis said, when we were caught. You were in that audience with the prince and the captain, remember?

Yes, so?

There was an Ostian airship docked next to the Hiryū, only it wasn’t Ostian. It had Ostian flags but a red dragon figurehead, just like the Hiryū.

And all of the other Shōgo airships, Missy pointed out.

Right! We thought it was the Warlord, and then Karasu showed up.

It was him! Missy saw the thought in his mind before Lenis could articulate it. That airship was Karasu’s. We only thought he was working for the Warlord!

Lenis nodded. That still doesn’t explain how he got the airship in the first place.

I guess it doesn’t really matter just now, Missy told him. If this airship is like the Hiryū on the inside, too, then we shouldn’t get lost. Where do we look first?

The holds? Lenis suggested, and the two moved to the nearest one.

Lenis took a moment to send his awareness around them, but although Karasu had stationed guards on the ground, there was no one on deck. As quietly as they could, the twins pulled open the door to the first hold a crack, revealing several racks of weapons within. Missy pulled back and shook her head. They moved to the next hold, but this one was full of foodstuffs. The third hold held similarly useful stock, but nothing to suggest Karasu had stored the stones of ebb and flow there.

Lenis suddenly felt his stomach churn. What if Karasu had the stones with him? He pushed the thought aside and screwed up his courage.

Is the captain still stalling? Lenis asked as they moved to the door of the final hold. He figured the most natural place for Karasu to store the stones was in his own cabin. On the Hiryū, all of the holds had been converted to storage areas, but originally two of them had been set aside for cabins. It was possible the fourth hold was Karasu’s own cabin.

Oh, no!

Lenis didn’t need his sister’s warning. He had felt it, too. The engines of Karasu’s airship had started up.

We have to hurry! Lenis reached for the door to the fourth hold.

His sister pulled him back. There isn’t time! Karasu is heading this way.

Can’t you warn the others? We need more time!

It’s no good, Lenis! Karasu got tired of the captain’s hedging. He’s given the order to move out. We have to get out of here!

Lenis felt frustration flow through him. They were so close! He hesitated, and in that moment they lost their chance to make a clean getaway. The ropes leading down to the ground went taut as someone started climbing up.

The far railing. Missy thought before Lenis could react. She pulled him over to the other side of the airship. They looked over the side at the twenty-foot drop.

Lenis’s mouth went dry. At the least they were going to break some bones. Missy, I don’t think –

Look!

Lenis’s eyes followed Missy’s finger. He couldn’t see anything, just the shadow cast by the hull of the airship, but then something stirred within the darkness and he saw a figure crouched in the lee of the vessel.

Yami! Lenis didn’t know why the swordsman was there, but he didn’t care. He knew that everything was going to be all right now. Missy. Jump down. Yami will catch you.

Lenis –

A shudder ran through the airship. No time! We’re taking off! Lenis could feel the engines roaring to life. A moment later the airship gave a little lurch. In another second they would lift off the ground and the drop would only get higher. Panicked, he grabbed Missy’s hand tight and spun her out and over the railing. He sensed her holding back a cry as he let her go. Missy’s sudden appearance overhead had startled Yami, but the swordsman recovered quickly, leaping into the air to catch her.

Lenis! Missy screamed silently as they landed.

Yami placed Missy on the ground and asked her something. She shook her head and pointed upwards, back towards Lenis. Lenis threw one leg over the railing, readying himself to jump. The airship suddenly lurched skywards, sending Lenis sprawling onto the deck as Karasu’s airship took to the skies.
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