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Our Story” ThUSSEcRE"

All acrophobic flight attendant Blythe wanted was a
life that was safe and predictable, working at Clearfleet
Airlines, keeping her fears in check. But when she fell for a
mysterious traveler, Zayn, Blythe was transported straight
out of safety and into an unknown far stranger than any
dream—or nightmare—she could imagine.

When Zayn disappeared, Blythe followed... and before

she knew it, she found herselfin a country that doesn’t

exist. Here, she became immediately entangled with a
secret organization hot on his trail—and soon, hers.

Is Zayn a terrorist, or a hero? Who are the Etesians, and
what are they after? Is the feathered serpent Blythe dreams
of friend, or foe? And is Blythe downright magical—
or losing her mind?

Suddenly, it’s up to Blythe to navigate in and out of reality.
Clearfleet Airlines is not what it seems—and neither is
Blythe. In fact, she might be the key to a secret science that
borders on magic...and shapes time and space itself:
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A Brief Layover

When | ran into Blythe a few weeks ago,
she looked agitated.

| was on my way to meet M.K. in Istanbul—where he was hard at
work on cover sketches—but found myself delayed in Amsterdam by
an early snowstorm. | saw her hurrying down the terminal as | stood
pondering an Old Master still life in Schiphol’s art gallery, jetlagged
and slightly nauseous. She was a flash of ochre and red out of the
corner of my eye, zigzagging through the crush of passengers like
she’'d done it a thousand times. Which | guess she has.

She stopped when | called her name and looked at me with a harried
expression. | made my way toward her through the crowd.

“You seem like you're in a hurry,” | said unnecessarily.

“Yeah."” Blythe tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and looked
around. ‘I kind of am. There's this—I just got back from somewhere
and now I'm on my way to Mexico City. With my boss. But it's not for
work. At least—not exactly.”

“What ever happened to your boyfriend?” | asked, thinking | was
making polite conversation. “What's-his-name. You haven't mentioned
him in awhile.”

Blythe looked a little stricken. “You mean... Zayn?" she said.
‘| thought his name was Manuel?”
“Oh.” She clapped one hand over her mouth. “It might have been.”

At that point | knew | was getting into strange and possibly indelicate
territory. The Blythe | knew wore her heart on her sleeve—always
open because she had no reason not to be. Though most of our
mutual friends wrote her off as somewhat ordinary, | had a sneaking
suspicion there was a lot more going on in that girl’'s head than she let
on. There were worlds we didn’t see, floating behind those innocuous
Slushie-blue eyes. This strange new Blythe—of secret appointments
and anonymous boyfriends—seemed to confirm my guess.

“Are you, | mean, okay?”

Blythe chewed her lip. “Yeah. No. Do you think it's possible to fall in
love with someone you don't really know? | mean, someone you've
only seen a few times?”

For some reason, | wasn’t surprised by the question. “Yes," | said.
“I think it's not only possible, but a good sign.”

She seemed satisfied by my answer. “Listen,” she said after a pause.
“If you don’t see me again for awhile, | don’t want you to worry. There
are a lot of things going on in my life right now that | can’t explain.
But I'm handling them. Okay?”
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“Okay.” | said uneasily. Blythe smiled and waved over her shoulder as
she continued on her way.

As soon as | reached Istanbul, | started digging around to figure
out what “things” Blythe alluded to. But after a few phone calls and
Jjudicious Google searches, | was even more uneasy. It seems that
Blythe was not the same after she helped foil that hijacking by the

Etesian Front. Just before | saw her, she disappeared for several days
to a place called Narimar—which, when | looked it up, didn’‘t appear to
exist. A few days after our chance encounter, her boss at Clearfleet
returned from Mexico City without her, and wouldn’t say where she
was. A friend in the defense industry told me a rumor that an Aztec
artifact—something to do with the cult of the Feathered Serpent—went
missing around the same time Blythe started acting strange. It was
unclear why this artifact was so important. Unclear that Blythe was
connected to it in any way. Yet | coudIn’t get it out of my mind, and had
the strangest feeling I'd seen a feathered serpent somewhere before.
Finally | remembered where: on the tails of the Clearfleet planes.

It's their logo.

It can’t be a coincidence.

| have not seen Blythe since that snowy afternoon at Schiphol
Airport—at least, not in waking life. She did come to me in a dream. |
was sitting on a lawn chair in the sky, contemplating a cube within a
sphere—within a cube, within another sphere, ad infinitum. A young
Arab boy in a soccer uniform approached me.

“Do you know what it means?” he asked, in Blythe's voice.
“No,” | said, “What are you doing in this body?”

‘I don’t know,” he—she—said miserably, ‘It has something to do with
what Amelia told me, but | can’t remember what.”

“Amelia?”
“Earhart.”

| woke up feeling humbled. | always thought my writer’s life was
glamorous and unusual, but Blythe—a flight attendant with a fear
of heights—inhabits something bigger: a world | can neither see nor
understand, a rarefied sky, where the horizon between the real and
the merely possible vanishes. Blythe is off on the adventure of a
lifetime. (Maybe several lifetimes, if my dream means anything.) What
she finds in the wild blue yonder will amaze us all.

- G. Willow Wilson -





