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      Fran whooped as she pushed off from the Rainier Square platform way up near the top of the web and let the zipline fling her down towards the Union Square platform, following Kamryn who'd gone first as always. This early in the morning, the air was wet and cold. She couldn't see a damned thing what with all the fog, but she heard Kamryn cursing easily enough as she arrived at the next platform of the Web despite the muffling effect of the fog.

      Low clouds?

      Could be low clouds. Middle of November was the perfect time for low clouds that blended down into lower-lying banks of fog. Hell, there was almost no difference in wet from the clouds to the fog to the ocean, way down below, covering up Drowned Seattle. Wet, wet, wet and amazing to go ziplining through.

      The harness was one of the spinning ones that let you take any position you darn well wanted so Fran lay forward just enough to fly with her arms out like a superhero. She giggled and straightened up again right after that, the count of seconds in her head warning her of the impending arrival.

      Which came with a thump against the brake block that flung Fran forward in her harness. She grinned and stuck her feet out, trusting that there was a platform there for her to land on, fog or no fog. There was a dark spot in the fog, a little of it moving, but she didn't see much more than that.

      Probably should clean her glasses once she was on the platform.

      "Why do you giggle every single time?" Kamryn grumbled as a brown hand reached out and latched onto Fran's ankles. "It's just a zipline."

      "They're fun," Fran said with her very best unrepentant grin even though she could barely see Kamryn's face.

      Lovely face, too, all warm and brown and round with rosy cheeks and hair pulled back into perfect twists that Fran looked forward to loosening once they got home again. Kamryn was always beautiful, of course, but she was at her best with her dark hair hanging in perfect springy ringlets around her face.

      Unlike Fran who was horse-faced, as broad as a barn in the shoulders and as narrow as a rail at the hips. Where Kamryn had curves, Fran had angles. It was a wonder that Fran didn't leave bruises on Kamryn every time they hugged.

      Which they did as soon as Kamryn had Fran's feet on the platform, much to Fran's delight.

      They did the unhook the harness and attach your safety line dance, the two of them working smoothly around Fran's bags of produce from the upper levels. Between that and the presents she'd bought from old Captain Collyn Martin she was weighed down but good. Captain Colin, who'd moored his zeppelin at the top of the web for a few days so that he could stock up on the lighter-than-air gas that Anah Agostini was producing out of kelp and fish waste, always had the best stuff from other parts of the world.

      Her nieces would love the bits and bobs of electronics. They were always bot-smashing and making new things, trying to build up a clientele for their brand. Or at least to come up with something fun to play with. They were too young to be proper bot-smashers, not yet into their teens. Her sister-in-law Safaa' would like the pickles, no matter how she complained about the girls getting more electronic "trash" to clutter their little habitat over the old convention center.

      Lower down in the Web, the smell of the ocean below was stronger. Not garbage and rot like you'd get back on the shoreline way off near the Cascades, but strong enough to gauge just how high they were over the water.

      Fran's nose gave her the smell of rotting blackberry leaves mixed with slimy black fungus that grew on all the older pylons supporting the Web, all mixed with the damp hanging in the air. She didn't know why those rich folks, back when the sea rose, decided to plant their feet and build up into the air instead of moving inland like sane people had, but hey, they'd left behind a lovely new place for people to live once they moved off into the space stations spinning between the sun and the outer planets.

      A good place to live in Fran's opinion. Bouncy bridges and ziplines and the old hanging monorail that swooped off to the portion of the Web that loomed over Belleview's sunken skyscrapers. The Web was thicker there, the wires and bridges thick enough with hanging habitats of all sizes and shapes that the sun was blocked off.

      Not out here on the edge of the Web where the piers were sunk down to the old waterfront that'd gone under the sea around 2030 or so. Out here, the habitats were thin in the air and the wind and weather blew through the Web, making it hum like a harp that had just been plucked.

      Such a perfect place to live.

      "You jangle like you're carrying a tinkerer's bag," Kamryn complained once they were both hooked into the guideline on the wonderfully bouncy bridge from Union Square to Convention Center.

      "I am," Fran said, bright and happy and bouncing along on the bridge that looped low in front of them in a perfect parabolic arc because the support wires were a bit loose.

      Made for a steep descent down the old wire grating stairs to the wooden steps in the middle of the bridge where the slope was softer, the bounce much higher. Good thing that neither Fran nor Kamryn were prone to motion sickness as they made their way across the swaying, bouncing, glorious bridge, keeping a few yards apart for safety's sake.

      Kamryn's sigh echoed in the fog, as deep and groaning as a walrus' distant roar.

      The way the bridge to Convention Center bounced under their feet as they marched on across it had Kamryn grumbling not quite under her breath. The further they went, the bouncier it got which was all to the good as far as Fran was concerned. She didn't say that. Kamryn was not one for bouncy bridges, ziplines or even going clambering up the wires and struts to harvest wild-growing blackberries or the odd fiddlehead ferns that found purchase in the bits of dirt and debris caught in the cracks of everything.

      Nope, Kamryn would have preferred a proper flat in one of the big support struts. Four walls, square, no swaying with the wind, and plumbing that hadn't been cobbled together out of bits and bobs scavenged from Drowned Seattle. Water that came from a pipe instead of from water collection tanks slung over your shelter. Electricity that didn't require you to maintain your solar panels and windmills.

      Pity they couldn't afford it. Fran would survive living in a box like that if Kamryn really wanted it. It would just suck.

      "Why are you carrying so much?" Kamryn finally asked once they'd passed the looping, bouncing, zig-zagging center of the bridge and started up towards the more stable other end.

      "Presents for the kids, of course," Fran said. "That, plus pickles."

      Kamryn stopped and turned to stare at Fran. The wind generated by the bridge's bounce had cleared the fog just enough that Fran could see the way Kamryn's eyebrow went up. She opened her mouth, held it open
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