Chapter 4
The next morning, Jebediah feels Nyra waking him with a nibble on his earlobe. Jeb groans softly and curls against his lover, feeling over her frame with a fond grope of her breasts—much softer than he remembers... He blushes when a fondle of her hips and stomach also have substantially more squish than usual. He opens his eyes to see his wife's waist has swollen wide with layers of fat, her tits have grown by two cup-sizes, and her previously slender frame has grown plump and bouncy to the touch. Not an ounce of muscle is visible beneath the pudge...

Nyra gapes her mouth in her mate's face, yawning at him, deliberately showing off her plush, slimy gullet... Jebediah shudders and squeezes his tail around her body fondly as he murmurs in response, “Don't you look gorgeous...”

Nyra giggles and closes up her mouth to kiss Jeb on the lips. “I already crapped out your friend. I hope you weren't planning on reforming him.” She begins to kiss all over Jebediah's chest. “Though, I could do with some breakfast...”

“Oh? What would you like?” Jeb asks her, looking down to watch her.

“You.” She flicks her tongue up at him with a sultry glance of her vibrant yellow eyes. Her crimson tail shines in the sun beaming through the living room window. “First, I'll tie you down with candy rope...”

Jebediah tenses up, biting his lower lip as he listens.

“Then I'll cover you in cream and chocolate...” She hisses, opening her jaws slightly, “I'll make you crawl into my stomach... nice and slow... licking every inch of your smokey tail...”

Jebediah begins to blush deep red. He starts to grind his hips back against his lover, though he is soon interrupted by a lump of pressure in his coils. “... Excuse me.” He wriggles, trying to get up from under Nyra's body.

Nyra allows him up. As he turns to leave, she spanks his bum, giggling.

Jeb slides past her now, flicking her chin gently with his tailtip. He heads straight for their bathroom. “Be back in a minute, darling...”

Nyra murrs. “I'll be waiting in the kitchen, love. I expect you on a silver platter...”

He'd wink at Nyra, then continue to the bathroom. Once he's there, he closes the door, and moves over to a deep porcelain trough embedded in the floor on the far side of the room. Since nagas are unable to sit on traditional toilets, this trough is a popular alternative. He positions his tailhole over it, and takes one last glance over to his lower tail's bump. He smirks and clenches his muscles, and pushes the mass out. It spills through his tailhole as nothing but a heaping, steaming pile of waste... Nothing left but flecks of hair, some bone, and the badly digested remains of a red thong. A smug grin spreads over Jeb's face as he reaches back to pat his tail, which is ever so slightly thicker from digesting the plump bunny and—

Katherine pushes herself up out of the pile of shit, taking sharp, wheezing gasps! “O-oh.. F-FUCK...” followed by uncontrollable choking, then the words, “Y-.. Y-You..! F-Fu.. Fucking...!” She cuts off with gags. The stench is horrible—and she's covered in it. Judging by the agonizing throb and sting her whole body feels down to her core, she definitely has open wounds under the vile filth, and it's getting into her blood. She might have survived digestion, but she's going to die of some horrible disease if something isn't done.

Jebediah nearly shouts in a startle at first, but seeing Katherine still alive, he's actually mildly impressed. The bunny girl didn't make it. Though, fun time is over. He's none too appealed by the gruesome display either. He slithers over to the nearby bathtub and cranks it on to warm up. “You may want to wash off. That sword is still yours if you want it, by the way. Plus the bonus.”

“F-Fuck... wh-what... whatever...!” Kate stammers, crawling out of the trough. She leaves a stinking brown mess across the bathroom floor until she rolls herself into the tub with a kerplunk. Right away, she starts to rinse herself off in water. She would complain that the water isn't even warm yet, though at least this primitive world has indoor plumbing!

Jebediah, though mortified by the situation, nonetheless flushes away what's left of the bunny, and goes out to inform his wife of what just transpired... Katherine is left to bathe, frequently draining out the sludge that forms around her until after several thorough wash-downs, plus a generous supply of soap, the water starts to finally turn clear...

Under all that shit, however, Katherine is appalled by the damage. Big hunks of skin are gone down to bare muscle. Her wounds already look infected and gangrenous. The sight alone makes her nauseous—the pain just pushes her over edge into dry-heaving into the tub.

Just then, Nyra barges in, holding a red vial. “Drink this. Drink before you black out again!” She shoves it into Kate's face. “It'll help. I promise.”

Kate, not knowing what to believe, quickly glugs the vial's contents down. It tastes like cherries. The nausea quickly subsides a moment after. Kate slumps back into the edge of the tub, groaning weakly.

Nyra smiles. “Your wounds should be healed in an hour.”

“My wounds..? Wait, that fast?” Kate's head clears up in time to respond. She looks down at her injuries. The puss-ridden swelling around the infected areas is dissipating before her eyes. “Oh thank fuck... Last thing I need is amputation of all four limbs...” she sighs heavily, then looks up to Nyra. “Thanks... I—” Wait, was Nyra always this fat? Kate pauses for a second, then asks, “Did you eat Gunther?”

Nyra smiles calmly. “I did. I hope he wasn't important.”

Kate stares at Nyra, then groans, covering her face with both hands. “Are you fucking kidding me...”

“I'm sorry?” Nyra blinks. “I thought he was just a denboy...”

“He was—I mean, but, it was only supposed to be for tonight...” Kate groans. “Fuck! He was going to take me to the south coast!”

Nyra covers her mouth. “Oh, shoot. This is awkward. I'm sorry, dear. I was under the impression my husband brought him home for dinner.”

“Damn it, and I think Nana liked him, too... Ugh, she's gonna kill me.” Kate rubs her forehead.

“Your Nana?” Nyra tilts her head. “Pardon?”

“Erm, my grandmother. Clio.”

Nyra's eyes widen. “Your mother is that necromancer?!” She turns to the door and shouts. “JEB!”

Jebediah slithers over, “Coming, sweetheart!” He peeks into the bathroom. “Yes, love?”

Nyra slaps him across the face.

Jebediah yelps, and holds his cheek, now marked red. “What was that for!?”

“You—You brought the grand daughter of the necromancer into our home?! To eat her?! What in the Pantheon is wrong with you?!” She hisses at him. “Clio could turn us into chocolate mice!!”

Kate speaks up, “Okay, so, clearly, some of this terminology is lost on me. What the hell is going on? What about Clio?”

Nyra sighs, and calms her voice. “What is your name again?” she asks.

“Katherine.”

“Right, Katherine. I must apologize for my husband's foolish behavior. Your... 'Nana'... She has a reputation around here. Good or bad depending who you ask, but invariably terrifying.” She frowns. “Please, please forgive my husband. I know the rest of the world might not take Clio seriously, but unlike the rest of the world,” she scolds, briefly looking to Jeb, then she continues; “... we live down the street from her, so we'd rather not upset her.”

“It's... it's fine,” Kate tells her. “Just, as long as my satchel is okay... Oh, shit! My satchel!” She jumps up from the tub, still naked and dripping. Her wounds are closing. “You didn't eat it, did you?!”

Jebediah looks at the pile. “Uhh... I don't think so. I think it's back with your clothes in the dining room.”

Nyra orders him, “Go check. If it's not, you are the one diving into the septic tank to find it.”

Kate winces. “I don't want to know where it's been. Don't tell me—just make sure it's clean.”

Nyra meanwhile continues to help Katherine wash, taking some soap to scrub her down. It makes Katherine squirm at first, but soon she settles in and just enjoys the treatment while it lasts...
Later that morning, Katherine is given a set of clothing from Nyra's wardrobe. Kate's old clothes are thoroughly washed and returned, just as a kind gesture. The naga herself is now dressed in a sundress several sizes too small. The fabric bulges with rolls of fat. With a torso like a two hundred and fifty pound lady, her old clothes simply won't fit now, so Katherine is allowed to keep the tunic and dress she is given. Nyra intends to buy new clothes today.

Jebediah soon returns with the satchel. “Found it!” he tells them, handing it off to Katherine. 

The satchel is undamaged and doesn't smell horrible, so either he cleaned it, or it was never in the stomach at all. Katherine chooses not to think about it. She simply replies, “Thanks.”

Nyra again apologizes; “I am so very sorry about your friend.”

“Eeehhh... he was more of an acquaintance anyway,” Katherine assures Nyra. “It's no big deal.” Still, it is a little rattling to know that someone she had met just the day before is just titfat now on Nyra's ample E-cup bust.

“Is there anything we can do for you?” Nyra asks. “Besides the payment my husband owes for your dengirl services. Plus, your centaur's pay doubled, to compensate for his digestion.” She hands a heavy sack of coins to Kate.

It's so heavy that it pulls on Kate with almost enough force to make her fall forward. She catches her balance, though, and peers into the coin sack. “Oh! Thanks... uh, is this usually a good means of money making? Being a dengirl, I mean?”

“Depends on the den, the client, and how legitimate the act is...” Nyra explains. “You must be pretty sheltered to not know what a den is.”

“... Actually, I'm from Earth.” That, and she is pretty sheltered, but Kate won't admit that much.

Nyra's eyes perk in wonder. “Oh! Are you? I heard they have moving picture boxes there! Some are even hand-held! Incredible magic.”

“It... uh, you mean like...” She looks around for her jeans, then pauses. “Wait, where's my jeans?”

Jebediah perks, then gets up. “Oh! I'll get them. I just washed them. Figured I may as well.”

“Oh shit, you emptied the pockets first, right?” Katherine asks, thinking of her smartphone.

“I did! I found a strange metallic plate with glass and your repeating hand-cannon.”

“My repeating—... Wait, what?” Kate stares at him.

“Your hand-cannon,” Jeb repeats. “The... it's like a musket, but the balls are contained in brass until fired. You have a very nice one, actually. I've only seen one other with similar design.”

“... The hell are you talking about?” Kate asks, bewildered.

Nyra interjects, “I think it's called a pistol, hon. You know, like a mini-musket.” She looks to Kate. “Sorry, my husband's specialty is swords, not marksmanship. That's Drach's expertise.” 

The word 'pistol' finally sparks in Katherine's mind. She almost forgot; her grandfather's handgun! She had that the whole time? How did it get there? It takes a moment, but she remembers soon... She shoved it into her waistband when she first was investigating Solo barking at the attic. The gun and its design, in a world with muskets and crossbows, surely must be like a weapon of mass destruction by comparison. Knowing this could be dangerous, she tells them, “Please bring it to me, and be very gentle with it. Do not touch the metal strip surrounded by a loop. That's a trigger. If you touch it, you might be seriously injured.” Kate believes she left the safety on, but she learned from her grandfather to always treat a firearm as if it's loaded, live, dangerous, and invariably being handled by a moron who doesn't know that.

Jebediah obeys, and retrieves the weapon. Kate would get it herself if she only knew where it was. Come to think of it, why didn't she just ask? Too late now. She hopes for the best. Luckily, Jebediah soon returns, carefully carrying the pistol on its side in his open palms. He holds it out to Katherine.

Kate takes the pistol. “Thanks.” She pulls out the magazine and racks the slide to check for a round. It's not even chambered for a shot, fortunately. She stores the magazine and the pistol into her satchel to worry about later. Out of sight, out of mind.

Nyra meanwhile asks, “Is there anything we can do for you? I still feel sorry for devouring your original escort.”

“Yea, got any money to hire a mercenary?”

“Mercenary?” Nyra asks.

Jebediah says, “Fancy word for a sellsword. And yes, I'll hire one for you. There's a girl who likes to frequent the local tavern—goes by the name of Scarlet. I think she's actually also from Earth.”

“Oh, even better!” Kate begins to smile. “If she's been living on Peran long enough, I'll hire her. I need someone who knows the land.”

Jebediah nods. “I'll go ask her right away.” He slithers out of the room, leaving Kate to relax for now. Nyra spends this time to treat Katherine to tea and a hot breakfast of pancakes and thick strips of crispy bacon.
Finally toward noon, Jebediah returns. He winds his way in through the front door and tells Kate, “So, good news! Scarlet is at the tavern right now, and she's taking clients.”

“Good, thank you. Jebediah and Nyra, right?” Katherine asks. “If I'm ever in town again I'll come visit.” She smiles. “I mean, in spite of everything...” She blushes slightly at the memory of being swallowed, “... Beside the nearly dying part, I'll admit, that was... interesting. Plus you were good to me afterward.”

Nyra giggles. “If you like, next time you can squeeze through my tail.”

“I'll... politely decline, unless I have some of those reforming potions.” Kate almost forgot about those until now. Damn it, she needs to get her head on straight, or this world is going to kill her before she even sees the ocean.

“Safe travels!” Nyra tells Kate. “Oh, and there's spare shoes by the door. I think my husband digested yours.”

As Kate heads for the exit, she asks, “What does a naga need shoes for?”

“You know, I never actually knew why we kept those!” Nyra admits. “Our denboy and dengirl guests take them off at the door, we eat them, and we forget about their footwear!” She smiles sheepishly.

“Well, works for me I guess.” Kate slips on a pair of leather shoes that fit her closely enough. They aren't as sturdy as sneakers, but they'll have to do. They're surprisingly comfortable even without socks. “Later!” she calls to them, pulling her satchel back over her shoulder.

“Farewell, Katherine!” Nyra calls.

Jebediah also waves. “Gods protect you!”
A short ten minute walk brings Katherine back to the town square. She makes a brief stop at Jebediah's place again to get her sword, which she keeps on her hip from now on.

During this time, also she asks some information about the currency Frenatti. The other male naga from the day before explains to her that each gold coin weighs about one ounce. With the naga's help, she uses a scale in the workshop to measure the weight of her bag, and estimates that, at sixty-two and a half pounds, she has about a thousand coins in her possession.

After she's done with the blacksmith, walks straight to the tavern. Upon opening the door, she finds the building relatively quiet, save for a few obnoxious town drunks who could be found at the bar any time of day. She should have thought to ask what this Scarlet woman looked like. There's a handful of other people sitting at tables, but even when Kate narrows it down to women only, she doesn't know which one could be Scarlet. Whoever she is, she isn't the only woman with a sword at her hip.

She's about to ask the barkeeper about Scarlet when suddenly she hears someone call her name. “... Katherine?” The voice sounds astonished. Kate looks over her shoulder to see who it is.

From the corner of the room, a tall, hourglass-figure red-headed woman walks forward. “Katherine Rose Acacius, is that you?” The woman even knows Kate's middle and last name!

Kate finally asks, “Okay, I'm stumped. Who are you and where did you learn my name?”

The woman's curious stare turns into a gleeful grin! “By the gods, it is you!!” She leaps at Kate and glomps her into her arms! “Oh my goodness, you're so big and grown up now!” she giggles. “You were only as high as my hip when I last saw you!”

“Wait, you know me?”

“Yes!” the woman exclaims. “You don't remember me? I'm your mother's friend! Scarlet!”

“Wait, you're Scarlet?!” Katherine's eyes go wide. “Jebediah told me you were a sellsword!”

“I am! Your mother and I both! We used to work together here in Peran, and on Earth.” She giggles, ruffling Kate's hair. “You've grown so much!”

Kate squeaks as her hair is ruffled. She squirms away, then fixes her hair before she continues to talk. “So you're the one I'm hiring to escort me?”

“Well, had I known it was you, I wouldn't have charged at all. Now that I do know... well, where do you need to go?” Scarlet smiles. “We can leave right away.”

Kate explains, “Well... I don't know if you heard, but my grandpa Ace passed away a couple years ago. Nana wants me to spread his ashes at the lake where they met.”

Scarlet's smile fades away. “He did..?” She frowns softly, and hugs Kate close. “I am so sorry, hon... Your grandpa was a good man...” She sighs. “Both in battle, and in his last days... Brain cancer, wasn't it?”

“Yea...” Kate sighs as well. “It is what it is. Life was... not pleasant for him in his last days. I'm just glad he's at peace now.”

Scarlet nods and kisses Kate on the forehead. “You poor girl... Well, I can definitely bring you part of the way to Valdis. I have a number of friends in different countries who you could stay with during the rest of your trip through Avia and Zeymazin...”

Katherine asks, “You know, I've been wondering, why can't I just travel by sea?”

“Too dangerous,” Scarlet tells her. “Between the pirates and two civil wars...”

“Two?”

“Coura and Valdis are both in civil wars right now,” Scarlet explains. “Both are along the sea route you'd be taking. Besides, even without the wars going on, pirates and monsters still roam the seas. An inexperienced sailor like you would get fed to mersharks.”

“Mershark?” Kate queries now. “Is that like a mermaid, but with a shark tail?”

“Not exactly. They have legs, gray skin, fins, but a face like a human, and a tail like a shark. Sometimes they're a shark from the hips-down like mermaids, but it's not really the same kind of mershark.” Scarlet pauses for a moment, then asks, “Why don't we sit down before we keep chatting?”

Kate agrees. “I suppose.”

Scarlet turns, guiding Kate along. “Have a seat and I'll tell you anything you wanna know.” She then turns to call, “Barkeep! Two bottles of honey mead!”

Kate mutters, “I'm... not really old enough to drink.”

Scarlet scoffs, “As if anyone cares about that here.” She sticks her tongue out playfully. “I mean, if you want something else...”

“No, honey mead sounds kinda good actually.” Kate follows Scarlet back to sit down in the corner of the room once more.

As they're seated, the barkeeper soon approaches with two small bottles. He pops the cork on each, and Scarlet pays him with four silver coins. When he leaves, Scarlet takes a swig of her drink and begins to recall from memory the history of Peran... “Okay, so, what else do you wanna know?”

Kate states; “I'd like to know about the counties I'll be going through.” She sips some of her own mead—and though she winces at the slight burn of the alcohol on her senses, she can taste the honey... “Oooo, not bad... Anyway, go on?”

Scarlet nods. “Alright, so, I'll try to summarize this as best I can... You got a map with you?”

Kate reaches for her satchel. “I do.” She extracts the map and sets it out on the table. “We're in Coura, right now?”

Scarlet scoots beside Kate for a better view of the map from her angle. She points toward the middle of Coura. “We're about here... a little ways west of the front lines of the civil war. Coura is a vassal of the nation called the Dovah Republic.” She points to a land-locked nation on the center of the map. “This is Ovpogaan, where the dragons call home... Don't go there. It's dragons only.”

Katherine nods, “Okay, noted. Go on?”

“West Coura is loyal to the dragons, while East Coura hates the dragons, and they are trying to ally themselves with Rothdan and Valdis—which is weird, because they don't like each other either.”

“Coura and Rothdan?” Kate misunderstands.

“No, I mean Rothdan and Valdis. Valdis is a vassal of Rothdan in this case, but the people there are divided on opinions of Rothdan. For them, it's so bad that the High King's own son started a rebellion against him. Still, without Rothdan, Valdis would have no army, and they'd be vulnerable to Nagendra...” She points to the far west side of the map. “This is Nagendra, home to the world's nagas. Your grandmother is from here. They're known for a strong industry and are ruled by noble classes. They're more of a confederacy of smaller nations. Your great grandmother Nema actually rules a province, but it's on the west coast so you can't get to it safely from here. For that, you'll have to go through Akeshlahab...” She now shifts her hand all the way onto the east. “This, south of Valdis, is Akeshlahab. It's a mix of tropics and deserts, a lot like the Middle East of Earth, except a lot less war torn... They have a very big marketing hub in the capital. You should visit if you get the chance.”

Kate nods softly, eyeing the map. “What about this Rothdan?” She points to the country in question.

“Rothdan is comprised mainly of humans, and it has one of the strongest armies in the world. It has heavy influences of culture from ancient Greece, Rome, and Medieval Europe—especially Great Britain, which is where I'm from.”

“Oh!” Kate perks. “You're British? You don't sound it...”

Scarlet lets her accent through. “You dun' think so, luv?” She smirks. “I 'aven't been in England since Church'ill was minister.” She shifts back to her more local accent. “Seriously though, you're going to quickly learn that Peran is a mish-mash of people across Earth's timeline, and vise-versa. For instance, Nikola Tesla was an inventor from Peran who ended up on Earth, and brought his advances of electricity with him—and then there's people like Amelia Earhart who introduced Peran to the use of airplanes and airships.”

“Wait, Amelia Earhart is alive?!” Kate's eyes go wide.

“Well, no... not anymore...” Scarlet replies sheepishly, “But she lived to the ripe old age of eighty-six! She was one of your grandpa's idols.”

“How did she even get here? Nana said people can't cross realms anymore like they used to...”

“Not with public portals, no,” Scarlet responds, “But there are weak spots between our worlds in places on both Peran and Earth. Like, Nagendra's so-called Blackwood Jungle, or the Forest of Suicides in Japan. More famous examples include the Bermuda Triangle or the Sea of Talon. Less well known are the Superstition Mountains in Arizona, or the Gutamir Wasteland in Ashkel. Personally, I came through Stonehenge around World War 2.”

“You don't look like you're from World War 2...”

Scarlet smiles. “Why thank you, love. I'm still pretty for my age, aren't I~?” she giggles. “But, seriously, time in Peran verses Earth is very inconsistent compared to what you know. It depends when and where you come to Peran, or go back to Earth... Time isn't as linear as you'd think. Peran knows that to be common knowledge, but to someone from Earth, it doesn't seem to make sense... For example, I've only been here for twenty years. I was sixteen when I arrived. Mum and I were fleeing the war. Meanwhile, you dress like you're from Earth's 21st century. So, it's been, what, sixty years on Earth? And I've only been here for half that.” She grins. “For other people it's the opposite. They can spend almost a lifetime in Peran, and go back to Earth to find only a day had gone.”

Kate starts to wonder out loud, “If all these different people from different times with different tech keep coming over, why isn't this world like, way more advanced than Earth is right now?”

Scarlet shrugs. “There's never been a need here... Earth never knew magic—or if it did, its god or gods stopped supplying it centuries ago. When the gods stop interacting with a world, the magic fades away.”

“But, mom said that the portals were closing. Is that why we don't see space men from futuristic timelines?”

Scarlet nods. “The cut-off point for visitors from Earth seems to be the year 2030, and that's only been documented for one case in all of Peran's history. Scholars think that as Earth and Peran's timelines diverge through the multiverse, they grow so far apart that they can no longer be reached, except sometimes through powerful gateways like the one Clio has, or what Stonehenge used to be—before people forgot how it worked...” Scarlet pauses for another gulp of mead, then keeps talking. “My mom was from a bloodline of druids, for example. So, the way Stonehenge worked was like a family secret.”

Katherine also takes another sip of her mead as her mind processes the story so far. “Tell me about the gods... I wasn't really into religion on Earth. Does Earth even have a god?”

“Not sure. Some scholars think it did at one point. Whether that is still the case is pure mystery. But, I digress. So, according to Peranian Legend... in the beginning, there were only two gods: Devoratrix, the Destroyer, and Anur, the Creator. The two of them were said to be lovers. When Peran was created, lesser gods were also soon made to help manage the complexity of the world. Each had a mission, and an opposition. The gods were meant to to check and balance one-another. These gods were as follows... The goddess of land is a cowtaur named Avani. The god of the sea is a sea serpent, or mershark, named Tangaroa. The god of love—or, goddess, depending on what depiction you get, is a gender-shifting entity called Noa. His or her opposite is the goddess of debauchery, known as Anzo. The god Avro is the god of knowledge, while Ophi is the god of secrets. Then there's the goddess Delphi, whose sphere is life, and is thought to be one of the original gods' own children. Her opposite is her sister Xalasala, who is lord of the dead. Last but not least, the goddess Seline is said to be the Princess of Order, while her opposite, Sheo, is the Prince of Madness... Any questions so far?”

Kate interjects, “What about Razgriz?”

“Ah...” Scarlet pauses. “He's... a special case. For some reason, the two High Gods had another child... one they did not reveal until the Elves discovered that they existed. This god—or goddess, no one really knows—was the Razgriz... Lord of Change, and of Destiny. Both a god, and a demon, he—or she—is the only god able to manifest his or her-self however they wish, whenever they wish, in multiple places at once. The Razgriz was enough to occasionally rock the balance of power, but not disrupt it entirely... The elves believed the goal was to prevent the world from turning stagnant and dying.”

“You keep talking in past-tense,” Kate comments. “Did something happen to the Razgriz?”

“Yes... The elves, trying to ascend to divinity themselves, had slain Razgriz and captured his essence...”

“Wait, how do you kill a god?” Katherine asks.

Scarlet can only shrug. “I'd say 'ask the elves' but they all died for this too. Devoratrix punished Peran... That was the Day the Stars Fell. Devoratrix destroyed all but a few survivors of the elven empire. At least, that's the legend, anyway...”

Katherine goes quiet for a moment, trying to think of anything else she might like to ask. They've covered a bit of history, some legends, a few of the nations, so the only thing Kate still needs to know is, “When do we start traveling?”

Scarlet tilts her bottle of mead back and chugs the rest of it down. She slams the empty bottle onto the table and grins. “Hell we can leave right now if you like. Got everything you need?”

“I do.” Kate stands up.

“Then we'll leave tonight, and I'll take you to the coast.” Scarlet reaches to ruffle Kate's hair. “After that you're on your own again. Remember, you're traveling west to east, not west to get east. Don't go through Nagendra. Don't travel by sea.”

“Got it,” Katherine responds.

Scarlet stands up again. “Next time you see your mother, tell her to come visit me. Lily and I miss her!”

Katherine nods. “You know, Nana still lives by the lake down Pelham street. You should visit.”

Scarlet smiles. “I think I'll do that soon as I get back.”
