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Malice / Welcome

Something tangled in Apo’s throat when they
saw him. Annoyance, hatred, all of the above.
His hand to take theirs when they fell, blond
hair swept in a curtain of defiance.

Something gnarled in their throat, spikes of
thorns down their esophagus and a phlegm-
like film.

Afterwards, they coughed, hunched over them-
selves in their quarters, until blood came out
Dotted all over petals out their lips.
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Disguise / Reveal
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Of course she hides it. Has to. Within these
castle walls, feelings are an illness, and both are

weakness.

That doesn’t stop her from faltering with
Martyn's hand on her back, though, him walk-

ing her through the castle.

“How long have you been on your own for?”
\ Martyn asks, casual, and Apo flees.

lungs and in her bloodstream.
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“Entwined / Shattered

A trail of flowers follows her, the pollen in her

Something in her fractures, day by day.

Martyn's fingers slotted between hers.

The vines make her gasp and cough and break
apart, and Martyn still doesn't let go.



