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Amidst the Howls of Death, Your Divinity Gives Me Breath
by Miracle-Sham (ShamrockTales)

Summary

| Marinette, Jason, Bruce, Dick, Tim, and Damian are all unfortunately familiar with how
danger lurks around every corner in places like these. But perhaps their instincts can be
ignored for just one evening of rest? |

| Or a Priestess, a Gunslinger, and his family, walk into a creepy inn. |

| {Jasonette July 2021, Week 1, Day 2: Protection} |

Notes

| [Tumblr Link] | | [Spotify Playlist Link] |

| A/N: Another fic with a playlist, so check it out if you're curious to the songs I listened to
when writing this! And have look in the end notes if you want to read a short descrip of what
inspired this piece! |

| Also side note, Don’t Like? Don’t Read. |

See the end of the work for more notes
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As soon as Marinette, Jason, and his family had entered the ramshackle hamlet, they all could
tell without a doubt that there was something not quite... right about the place.

Even in the dying light of the day, it was obvious that every window and door were boarded
up. A few even had stone or iron bars nailed or soldered across any and all potential points of
entry—chimneys included. Some buildings were half-collapsed beneath the weight of their
own rotting timbers, others looked unnaturally clean and newly constructed, most however
were somewhere between the two extremes. But regardless of how new or decrepit the
buildings appeared, each and every single one had at least some form of large scratching or
claw marks gouged into the wood and stonework.

The first thing the Wayne family and Marinette had all agreed upon, was acquiring rooms for
the night from the only inn in the hamlet. One of the nicer buildings albeit, but just as
foreboding in its own sense due to the deeper and more extensive scratch and claw marks
along the exterior.

Inside, the innkeeper was undoubtedly strange, eyeing them each with an odd look in his
eyes, and an empty grin. Giving him an off-putting appearance that certainly wasn't helped by
his slow and methodical cleaning of kitchen knives, from just behind the bar.

Wheezing, the innkeeper tilted his head to one side, staring the family of six down. Voice like
gravel, he rasped. “Tread carefully 'round these parts, travellers. There's been tales of your
kind vanishing in the dark, followed by the howls.”

“Our kind? What do you mean by our kind?” Dick questioned sharply, narrowing his eyes
and subtly curling his hands into fists by his sides—hidden by his deep blue cloak.

“The howls? What howls?” Tim asked curiously, a few seconds after Dick, eyes twinkling
with the thrill of a mystery to unravel.

The innkeeper chuckled. “Curious lot, aren't you. I'm afraid that won't do you any good 'ere.”

“Is that a threat?” Bruce rumbled, adjusting his pose ever so slightly to put himself between
his four sons plus pseudo-daughter in law, and the innkeeper. So that should anything happen,
he would be first in the line of fire instead.

“Not if you pay for rooms tonight, stay quiet, and watch yourselves from straying in the
dark.” The innkeeper replied, still grinning emptily as his chuckled subsided.

Tim ducked around Bruce's side to stare at the innkeeper. “You didn't answer our other
questions! What do you mean by our kind and why did the previous travellers disappear
followed by howls! How did you know that the howls follow disappearances?”

The innkeeper pulled out a whetstone and began sharpening the knives without looking, as
his gaze snapped to Tim. “I only answer questions from paying customers, boy.”



“Father! I do not wish to stay somewhere as suspicious as this contemptible establishment.”
Damian hissed, keeping his voice low as to avoid the hearing of the innkeeper, and tugged on
the edge of Bruce's black cloak.

Jason edged a hand towards the hilt of one of his flintlocks. He leaned closer to Marinette to
whisper in her ear. “For once, sweet priestess, I'm with the demon spawn, I don't want to stay
here any longer than strictly necessary. This wretched fucking place reeks of ancient necrotic
magic.” He wrinkled his nose before adding, “and not your goddess' other half's kind of
ancient necrotic magic.”

Marinette frowned, glancing around the inn with ill ease. “I can feel what you mean, my dear
knight. Whatever is causing the necrotic magic is definitely not holy by any means. But as far
as I can tell, the magic was stronger outside, it's almost muted somewhat in here.”

“Forgive me, sweet priestess, but that doesn't ease my nerves at all.” Jason scoffed.

She rolled her eyes with a quiet snort of laughter, “I wasn't trying to, my dear red hooded
knight.” She steeled herself slightly, mirth fading, “though what I am suggesting, is that we
purchase rooms for the night. Whatever the source of the magic, we're most likely safer in
here than out there. There are no claw marks on the inside after all.”

“For the record, I hate when you're right about these things, my holiness.” He growled,
glancing around to confirm her statement.

“You say that as if I hate it any less than you.” Marinette countered, “now let's go intervene
before another impending scuffle gets us kicked out of what is possibly our only safe shelter
for the eve.”

“And miss out on free entertainment? I cannot believe you.” Jason snickered.

She shoved him good-naturedly before striding past Bruce and up to the counter, imposing in
her own right even in comparison to the rest of the family. She cleared her throat to draw
attention to herself and stared down the innkeeper with all the sharpness of a storming sea
upon rocks. “You will answer all our questions if we purchase rooms, correct?”

The innkeeper squinted at Marinette. “Aye, girl.”

She pursed her lips then nodded. “How much for lodgings then?”

“We've got a room with a double bed, three with a single, and two twin rooms.” The
innkeeper responded, empty grin curling into something more twisted, “The singles are a
gold each per night, the rest are two gold each per night.”

“That pricing is outrageous!” Damian scowled.

Narrowing her eyes, she ignored Damian and hummed. “I see,” she glanced back at Jason
and raised an eyebrow.

He nodded in return.



“Then I will purchase the room with the double bed.” She stated, plucking two gold coins
from her purse and placing them upon the bar counter.

The innkeeper nodded, sliding two keys over to her. “Excellent choice, my lady, your room is
on the left at the very end of the corridor upstairs.”

Jason prickled at the addressing title given to her, gripping the hilt of the gun he had reached
for with whitening knuckles.

Marinette picked up the keys and stared coolly at the innkeeper before taking a few deliberate
steps back until she was once more beside Jason. There, she handed him one of the keys.

Silence permeated the room for a minute as the rest of the family communicated through
glances and facial movements alone.

Bruce sighed, breaking the stalemate, and placed four gold coins on the counter as well.
“We'll take two singles and a twin as well.”

The innkeeper chuckled, passing four more keys over. “Wise decisions, Traveller. The twin
room is the last door on the right along the corridor upstairs, and the two singles are the first
two doors on both sides.”

“Now answer our questions,” Dick demanded.

The innkeeper glowered at Dick. “What I meant by your kind, was that you're the kind of
folk who trouble follows. The travellers that poke their noses where they don't belong. And
as for the howls, I wouldn't know. I've never seen what makes it because I stay inside where it
is safe. Those who don't stay inside... well their screams, remaining bloody streaks, and
disappearances are evidence enough for me.”

Marinette grimaced. “I am going to retire to the room now.”

Jason startled at her words and stared at her concern. “I'll, uh, join you. If you don't mind.”

“You don't have to for my sake.” She responded.

“It would ease my conscience if you weren't to go up alone.” He grit out.

She bowed her head for a second, “then your company would be most appreciated.” She
began to make her way towards the stairs up to the rooms.

Before she reached the first step, the innkeeper called out. “My apologies, my holy lady, I did
not intend to discuss such gruesome conversations before you that would offend your delicate
holy constitution.”

“I appreciate your concern, however, I think you will find it was not my delicate holy
constitution that was offended, as much as it was the wish for some privacy after a long and
tedious journey. Thank you very much.” She spat in response, voice as acetic as an alchemist's
corrosive acid.



The innkeeper raised his hands in a placating manner. “My sincerest apologies then, my
lady.”

Marinette took that as a cue to continue upstairs, with Jason on her heels.

Once they reached the door, Jason snarled. “How dare that fucking bastard call you his lady,
I'm going to put a bullet through his fucking skull.”

She sighed and went up onto her tiptoes so that she could place a kiss on his lips. “Perhaps
wait until after we sort out the cause of the ancient necrotic magic plaguing this place.
Though I'd like to rip his tongue out his mouth before you get to have your fun.”

Jason unwound marginally beneath the kiss, his fury was still palpable, however. “Hmm, I
would like to watch you do that, my love.”

“Of course you would. Now, let's enjoy some much-needed privacy together. As much as I
adore your family, there is only so much time spent travelling I can spend with them without
wanting some peace and quiet to cherish you, my knight.” She remarked, opening the door
with the key in the meantime.

Lounging upon the double bed, Marinette hummed as she gently carded her fingers through
Jason's hair—his head resting on her lap and a soft smile gracing his face as he gazed up at
her.

She paused her humming, face creases in mild displeasure, as a loose lock of her hair fell
across her face. After a few half-hearted attempts to blow it out of the way, she closed her
eyes and sighed—fingers twitching to a stop.

Jason raised an eyebrow and reached a hand up to her face, cupping her cheek for a few
moments before tucking the loose lock of her hair back behind her ear. “Something on your
mind, sweet priestess?”

“Ah. No, not really, no. I was just…” She sighs, lips twisting with faint distress, her earlier
mask of determination faltering in the privacy of their room. “I'm worried about you. About
this place. It's not safe and I'm worried if we fight anything here, whether it be the cause of
the howls, a godforsaken Akuma, or even those creepy fanatics again, you're not going to
make it—survive another close call.” She inhaled sharply. “I dread to think that should it
come to it, the resurrection rituals won't work for you any longer.” Tears springing to her eyes
as she voiced her doubts.

Jason frowned, “Oh,” He fumbled for words, shifting himself up into a sitting position so he
could properly cup both sides of her face, and pull her into a gentle kiss on the lips. Pulling
back, he took a deep breath, “oh, my holiness. Oh, my love. As long as I've been by your
side, you've never let me fall, and your goddess and her pantheon don't seem like they'll let
me die anytime before you. Not after the deal we struck, and I promise you, my priestess, that
I don't intend on ever breaking that deal.”



“I know my knight, I know.” Marinette mumbled, tugging Jason into a tight hug as soon as he
pulled away from the kiss, “but will there be a choice? Have you not forgotten your revival
sickness we've yet to find or create a cure for? And not to mention the rumours about what
has happened to the others who were also brought back by that awful Lich!”

Grimacing, he idly rubbed the back of his neck. “How could I fucking forget, I've hurt
everyone I care about, especially you, thanks to that…”

She hummed once more. “And yet, none of us blame you for that, my love.”

“You should.” He argued weakly.

“I will never!” She retorted.

Their conversation lulled as they relished in the other's embrace.

Minutes passed before Marinette pulled away from the hug. She huffed, fingers twitching and
nose scrunching up. “Jason, my red hooded knight, and love of my life.”

Jason squinted at her, “Yes…?”

“Wou— Can— What if I—.” She frowned, searching for her words, before settling on words
she knew by ritual. “It would ease my mind if you were to be bestowed with some form of
protection magic. Would you accept such a blessing from me?”

He remained silent for a few moments. “Of course I would, sweet priestess. I trust you, and I
trust your goddess and her pantheon.” He closed his eyes and glanced away. “But shouldn't
you save that magic for yourself, or when we're out in the fucking fray.”

“My powers will replenish come dawn, and the protection will last until then. I'd rather be
certain in knowing you'll be safe whilst we sleep here.” Marinette answered, leaning forwards
to cup his face in her hands.

Jason opened his eyes and looked back over at Marinette. “Alright,” he reluctantly conceded,
“but only if it can also be applied to you.”

She stared at him then rolled her eyes, the corners of her lips twitching upwards in
amusement. “I shouldn't have expected any answer but that from you. Luckily I've still got
enough divine power to cast those two protection wards on the both of us.”

“Good!” He grinned cheekily.

Rolling her shoulders, Marinette mentally went over the incantations that would be used in
this specific warding. She locked eyes with Jason and tilted her head to the side, “you first
my knight.”

Squinting at her suspiciously for a few seconds, he eventually relented and shrugged. “As
long as you've got enough divinity to protect yourself after, my holiness.”



“I will, trust me.” She responded, closing her eyes for a brief second before muttering the
ancient celestial words of the language of the guardians. Her eyes filled with holy light,
glowing like two sparkling suns. Whilst her hair began to shimmer and float as though
underwater in sun-dappled waves. Swiftly she made an elegant hand gesture as continued to
murmur the incantations. The shimmer in her hair and glow of her eyes flared for a split
second as her words and hand gestures crescendoed, before flickering out like a snuffed
candle.

As the golden radiance faded from Marinette, a similar golden glow began to settle around
Jason. That too faded but a split second after appearing.

“Your powers never cease to amaze me, my holiness,” Jason murmured, staring at where the
soft golden glow had radiated around him. Carefully he moved to hold her hands in his own
so that he could press gentle kisses to them.

She giggled, blushing profusely. Although a smirk formed on her lips at his words. “Oh?
Then where was this adoration of yours, my knight, when I magically mended those noble
finery clothes of yours that were so unfortunately ripped just the night before we were to
attend a masquerade, hmm?”

“Hey! Fucking–! Argh!” Jason sputtered for a second and then twisted around to grab a
pillow from the bed, throwing it at Marinette. “Just cast the fucking protection ward on
yourself!”

Marinette cackled as she fell back against the bedding from the impact of the pillow. She
dramatically threw an arm over her face and cried out in mock distress, “oh no, oh dear! It
would seem I have been most verily betrayed by mine own knight who was sworn to protect
me, and yet! Here I lay, bloodied and betrayed! The world is fading from my grasp, I see the
light of my goddess and her pantheon beckoning! Oh, whatever shall I do?”

“It would seem my last assassination attempt failed, sweetest priestess. Fear not! I shan't fail
you again.” He declared equally as theatrically, grabbing the other pillow and throwing it at
her as well.

“Ah! I have perished. What a shame, I am unable to cast that protection ward on myself now.
Oh no!” Marinette continued, flopping onto her side and sticking out her tongue in mock
death.

Jason snorted, “My assassination may have succeeded, but I cannot live with myself in this
world without my love any longer. With this knife,” He stole back one of the pillows, “I shall
perish besides the light of my life! Bleh.”

He flopped against the bedding beside her, a few seconds passed before the two of them burst
into more laughter.

A few more moments passed before he elbowed her lightly. “Come on, your turn!”

Marinette wheezed and waved a hand, muttering the incantations between breaths. The
radiance glowed around her, eyes and hair glimmering as they did before. Then as she



reached the end of the incantations once more, it all faded away again. “Happy?”

“Indubitably, my love.” He responded.

She pressed a quick kiss to his lips. “Good!”



End Notes

| Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this little fic! Comments, Kudos, and
Bookmarks are much appreciated! |

| Fun fact: this was supposed to be longer but I wasn't happy with how the last part was going
and so I cut it. So if people enjoy this one, well I'll just have to finish the follow-up piece to
this fic, won't I. Ironically the part that was cut got more into the gothic horror and the main
reason behind the title but I decided to focus on the romantic fluff as the end point instead.
Flowed a little bit better. |

| This piece was inspired by a d&d campaign I joined for a few sessions. It was set in a
creepy little hamlet with an incredibly creepy innkeeper who forced our party into signing a
contract before we could spend outrageous amounts on gold just for a single night's stay. And
uh turned out the dude was a demon we just sold our souls to, and then all but one of the
party ended up leaving the inn to try our chances against the horrifying plague-like monsters
outside, aka the whole reason we brought rooms in the first place! |

| Also feel free to send me any comments with any questions you have regarding this fic, I'll
be more than happy to answer! And if you want the follow-up piece, then just yell in the
comments so I know! |

| However, please do not criticise any of my writing. This was written for fun and receiving
criticism, even in a compliment/criticism sandwich, is the exact opposite of fun. |

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/32396341/comments/new
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