


My Girlfriends are Pirate Elves! 

Book 5 

 



Eden Redd



My Girlfriends are Pirate Elves! Book 5 

© copyright 2021 Eden Redd

All Rights Reserved

Join my mailing list and receive updates on new titles! 

Editing

Lucid Dream Editing





“Death cannot stop true love. All it can do is delay it for a while. ” 

~ Dread Pirate Roberts, The Princess Bride



*The book in your hands is the fifth book in the My Girlfriends are Pirate Elves series. 

You may find the first book here. 

Book 2

Book 3

Book 4

Thank you for reading! 





My Girlfriends are Pirate Elves! 

Book 5 



One

Small waves lapped at the edge of the stone dock. The sun painted the dark green water with glittering light. The dock warmed from the direct rays, giving the watery edge of Aza Thule an almost heavenly appearance along a deep, dark ocean. 

Eryn sat at the edge of the stone dock, her long cleric’s robe hiked up to her thighs and her legs dangling in the water. She let her legs kick slowly in the murky water. Her eyes were closed and basking in the warm touch of pure sunlight. One hand touched the ancient stone dock to one side, her other hand gently stroked along the back of a crab’s shell. The small, hand sized crustacean pushed its back against the cleric’s touch with obvious affection. With a closed claw, it stroked her wrist as the blind elf stroked it’s back. 

Syndra and Zelda stood on the dock beside the cleric and small crab. Zelda looked out to the vast ocean, while Syndra turned her attention to Eryn and her new friend. The shadow elf studied the cleric and decapod for a long moment, her red eyes drinking in the peaceful exchange between them. 

“It most likely wants food,” the mage said plainly. 

Eryn smiled with her eyes still closed. “I should feed her for showing me more affection than you have.” 

Syndra sighed. “I’m busy. We’re all busy. Instead of feeding the wild life, you should be helping Lusha at the Library. She won’t be able to translate everything herself.” 

Eryn reached into her side pouch and pulled out a small, wrapped ration. She opened it and pulled off a tiny piece of dried meat. With her eyes still closed, she lowered her hand and presented the small morsel between her fingers. 

The red and green crab stared at the offering. It timidly reached out and gently took the tiny piece of meat from her fingers. A pincer brought it close to its armored mouth and began devouring it. 



“I already offered, many times. She seems quite content to do it herself,” Eryn explained as she went back to stroking the crab’s shell as it ate. 

Syndra shook her head and looked back at the ocean. “I have half a mind to speak with the Captain and have her order Lusha to have you as an assistant. Even when I bring the Dark Heart up from the depths, we can’t stay here for too long. The fish here will slowly poison all of us if we continue to eat them. Even your little crab friend will make a poor meal.” 

The crab stopped eating and turned its eye stalks upwards to the shadow elf mage. It skittered back a little bit in obvious fear. Eryn cupped her hand around the rear of the crab and used her fingers to soothe its fear away. 

“You shouldn’t speak like that. The goddess Kana may not take too kindly to your tone,” Eryn smiled. 

Syndra shook her head. “Since when did you care about the primal goddess of the sea? You follow Vala.” 

Eryn opened her blind eyes and stared out at nothing except the occasional tiny soul drifting in the darkness. 

“I have always cared. There are many higher beings other than the modern deities. I follow Vala, but even she and the others must answer to the first goddess of Aquris. Kana created the oceans before the dragons and she will be here long after we are gone.” 

The crab snuggled against Eryn’s palm, one eye stalk pointed at the shadow elf. 

Zelda yawned. “Can we begin already? I’d rather not spend a lot of time in this water. I feel sick even after a small swim.” 

Syndra looked down at the waters with her crimson eyes. The shadow elf drank it all in as she stared at the shifting waters. It had been over a week since they defeated the Empire’s forces. Their ships were scuttled, as were Lilly’s ship, the  Dark Heart. Those that were taken prisoner were placed in a makeshift jail. After that, Zelda and few others salvaged what they could from the sunken wrecks deep below. Captain Wyther and Captain Thorn lost their ships as well and everyone worked together to fetch what supplies they could from the bottom. In two days, they managed to retrieve some of their supplies, food and drinks. It was enough to last for a time, but not forever. On the third day, everyone knew by then that their stay in the ancient dragon city was limited. 

Syndra whispered arcane words. She lifted her finger and touched the side of her throat. With a final magical command, mystical energy seeped into her neck, throat, and lungs. When the magic settled, the shadow elf looked over to her taller, blue-skinned friend and cohort. 

“No matter what spell I use, the Rotting Sea waters will still affect me. The stench of decay will still slowly warp my senses. Patrol the waters while I work and make sure there are no other larger beasts that might mistake me for a snack,” Syndra said sternly. 

Zelda looked down on her friend and smirked. “You act like this is the first time I’ve ever watched over you.” 

Syndra turned her crimson gaze to the taller sea elf, weariness under her eyes. “So many things have changed. I feel like a new elf on a grand new destiny.” 

Zelda nodded. The sea elf reached over, wrapped her strong arm around the shadow elf’s shoulders and pulled her in close. 

Syndra didn’t fight, her whole body mashed into Zelda’s side. 

“You will always be that sea witch that hated everything and everyone to me,” Zelda grinned. 

“I don’t know what to say,” Syndra said with a dour edge. 

Eryn perked up with a smile. “I’ll translate. Zelda is saying you will always be crabby, gloomy, and our best friend.” 

Zelda let out a loud and long laugh. Syndra frowned and pushed off the tall elf. She fixed up her robe and looked down at Eryn’s wide grin. 



“Watch who you call crabby or I will put your little friend in a soup, bad taste and all,” Syndra sneered. 

Eryn placed her hands over the crab, pretending it had ears to cover. “She doesn’t mean it,” the cleric whispered to the crustacean. 

“The abyss I don’t,” Syndra laughed. 

Zelda rolled her eyes. 

“Enough of this,” the First Mate said before putting a webbed hand on Syndra’s back and pushing her. 

The shadow elf’s eyes widened as she was pushed into the water and sank under like a stone. 

“Make sure she’s okay,” Eryn said with affection. 

“I always do,” Zelda said warmly before jumping over the side and diving into the water. 

Eryn listened as the water barely made a sound, her fellow crew mates gone. She looked down, seeing their glowing souls as they sank deeper into the darkness. 

“Vala, Kana, please watch over them,” the cleric prayed. 

The crab snuggled against Eryn’s hand, it’s eyes stalks pointed to the water as a warm breeze drifted across the dock and the surrounding waters. 

Deep below, Syndra opened her mouth and took in a deep breath. Water rushed into her mouth and spilled into her lungs. She mentally braced herself for the sudden acute pain. The spell took effect, the water filling her lungs and the elf drawing oxygen from it. 

Syndra sank lower, the pain fading away and breathing normally. 

Murky water surrounded her as she descended. The decayed stench was still prevalent, stroking her senses like a loving corpse. It caused her nose to wrinkle. No matter how many times she had dived in these waters, it still affected her the same. The Rotting Sea was poisonous and toxic to most sea life. Only a small number of animals and fish could survive in it for long periods. All other life avoided this ocean. It held a creeping dread like death laid in these very waters, ready to snatch living souls and drown them in unending night. 

Syndra looked up, the glow of the surface fading. She looked down, the darkness opening up like a giant maw to swallow her whole. She lifted her hand and whispered an incantation. A ball of light appeared in her open palm. It moved to her shoulder and stayed there, its light barely pushing back the crushing darkness. 

The shadow elf sank lower, turning as she descended. Her ball of light stabbed out into the watery abyss. Even in the darkness, Syndra could barely make out the massive pillar holding up Aza Thule. It was round, wide, and thick. It held the entire dragon city above the surface. She wondered about when they left, if it would sink below again, lost until new explorers found it again. 

Zelda swam close, her razor grin gleaming in the magical light. 

She gave Syndra a nod and a wave before her body undulated and swam off into the darkness. The shadow elf fought the urge to smile. 

Memories of their many adventures filled her thoughts as she sank lower. Those thoughts shifted to Eryn and not long after, they bloomed with Jon’s face and smile. 

The shadow elf sighed, her heart beating hard for the Urth man. 

He had changed their lives, but she knew he had changed her the most. Zelda wasn’t wrong. Before they crossed the rift to Urth, Syndra remembered she barely had any joyous moments. They were often fleeting, the knowledge that she would never be more than just a witch howling along her soul. Those thoughts fell away like sand under water, Jon showing her hope and a life beyond what she thought was capable for herself. 

Mana glowed along her heart and veins. Finding a true mage’s spellbook and performing the ritual opened her power to the cosmos. 

It may have never happened if Jon didn’t enter their lives. In a short span of time, she learned elemental spells that she never thought she had enough power to cast. It opened her world to greater possibilities and she often whispered to any god or goddess that could hear her about how thankful she was. 

The gloomy darkness parted and Syndra’s bare feet touched the murky bottom. Silt stirred and curled before settling down again. The ball of light hovered close to the shadow elf, her eyes slowly glancing around at the deep bottom. 

Wreckage and debris filled the area. Parts of pirate and empire ships lay scattered like broken pieces to a destroyed puzzle. 

Memories filled Syndra’s mind, playing out like a film from Urth. She relived the moments when Cora’s brother fired on their docked ships and scuttled them. She remembered her captain, telling them all how Thallan took one imperial ship and fired on the others to prevent anyone from following or escaping. If not for the  Bright Hope,  they all would be stranded. 

Syndra pushed away the memories, refocusing on the task at hand. Captain Wyther and Captain Thorn’s mages were injured or killed. Despite Eryn’s best efforts to heal the living ones, the battle drained them of their mana. They needed plenty of rest before they could wield their magic again. 

A dark thought crossed Syndra’s mind, the true cost of becoming a mage. If a mage ever used more mana than they could muster, it could take a long time to recover. All mages must find the balance between the power they use and the power they withhold. If a mage used too much, they threatened their very life force and their soul. 

Syndra closed her eyes and settled her mind. She lifted her hands and made arcane gestures. An image of the  Dark Heart filled her mind’s eye. Eyelids pulled back and crimson eyes flashed with power. Mana pushed at her chest and rushed along her arms to her hands. A pale blue light enveloped them and the mage began to weave her power. 

Every movement and gesture had meaning. Syndra stared at the murky area before her, catching glimpses of the destroyed ship. Her mind became sharp as a knife, her fingers pulling on unseen strings. 



Jagged wood and metal stirred along the muddy bottom. Syndra smirked and those pieces rose up into the water. 

Wood stabbed into each other, reforming from broken to whole pieces. Metal groaned as it connected with its separated pieces. 

Each part attached to another part. Soon, larger pieces connected to each other. Magical energy weaved together the tapestry of the broken ship, bringing it together like paint to a canvas. The energies worked to the mage’s commands, the destroyed ship healing. 

Syndra continued to concentrate. Two halves of the  Dark Heart floated before her. White strands of energy latched onto each other. 

The mage groaned as the strain pressed on her very soul. She ignored the tingling pain, her hands coming together and her fingers entwining. 

The  Dark Heart fused together and magic burned along the crack between the pieces. Wood and metal became one. The water vibrated from Syndra’s power and she kept her small smile. 

The ship hovered before Syndra, its hull, masts and form intact. 

Pulling her hands apart, she turned her palms upwards and lifted them. The ship began to ascend, floating higher and higher. 

On the surface, Eyrn kicked her legs in the water, her crab friend still by her. Her pointed ear twitched and she stopped kicking her legs. She listened intently when something large burst from the waters before her. The blind cleric grinned as she heard the familiar groans of the  Dark Heart as it surfaced from the depths. 

“I knew you could do it,” Eryn whispered. 

Deep below, Syndra let out a silent sigh. She turned her attention to the other wrecks. Her confidence glowed and she lifted her hands again, ready to cast another spell. She would show her true power, bringing up Storm and Rose’s ships to the surface and cementing her mastery of the arcane for all of them to witness. 

Syndra silently uttered an arcane word when pain roared. 

Syndra’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head, her hand clutching at her chest. She ground her teeth and her eyes blinked rapidly. Pain stabbed deeper into her chest and along her arm. Every underwater breath was a struggle. Her thighs trembled and weakness swirled along her body. 

Syndra silently fell to her knees. Muck bloomed around her like a weeping brown flower. The shadow elf struggled to stay awake, her body seizing up. The pit of weakness grew and her eyelids grew heavy. The tenuous hold of consciousness began to fade away. 





The shadow elf slumped to the muddy ocean floor, darkness consuming her light. 

Zelda darted through the water. She watched as her friend fell, her own heart hammering in her chest. Webbed hands reached out and grabbed the fallen shadow elf. She picked her up and immediately kicked her powerful legs and webbed feet. 



Syndra went limp in the sea elf’s arms. Zelda didn’t look down, her legs nearly a blur as she shot for the surface. 

Pain touched Eryn’s heart. The cleric’s eyes widened and she scrambled to her feet. She looked down, seeing a bright soul rushing up and a weaker, dim soul close to it. The small crab stayed by Eryn, it’s claw stroking along the blind elf’s foot. 

Water exploded upwards. Zelda was airborne, her body flying in an arc. Legs curled forward and webbed feet slammed down on the hard stone dock. She stepped toward Eryn, Syndra in her arms. 

“Eryn!” Zelda shouted and her voice cracked. 

White light engulfed the cleric’s hands. Zelda knelt down with Syndra still cradled to her chest. Eryn laid her hands on the shadow elf, healing energy pouring into her body. She listened and felt Syndra’s weak heartbeat. Fear caused more healing energy to pour into Syndra’s body. Zelda looked down with wide eyes. 

Syndra lingered on the edge of life and death. A skeletal hand reached out to take her away. The shadow elf lifted her hand, staring at the robed figure in the abyss. She almost reached out to it, the pain too much and wanting relief. Golden light touched her soul and she saw Jon’s smile. 

Syndra snatched her hand away and screamed. 

The chaos and confusion melted away. Syndra lay in Zelda’s arms, her mouth open and a scream filling the air. 

“We have you!” Zelda shouted with glee. 

Eryn’s limbs began to shake. The cleric fell to her knees, her healing power nearly exhausted. Images of snatching Syndra from the touch of death filling her mind. The images moved like a celestial play. The glow of Syndra’s soul had dimmed. Death lurked, ready to usher her to the next world. Vala in the distance, stepping back and fading from view. It all confused the cleric as she fought to stay sitting upright. 



Zelda continued to hold her friend close, her eyes wet. “I thought we’d lose you.” 

Syndra tried to speak, but the weakness remained. Her mouth moved, but no sound came out. 

Eryn struggled against her own weakness and slowly stood up. 

“We have to get her to the Captain. She needs to know Syndra’s condition,” Eryn said through gritted teeth. 

Zelda nodded and stood up. She cradled Syndra to her chest. 

Eryn reached over and touched Zelda’s arm. The three of them moved along the stone dock and toward the city of Aza Thule. 

The  Dark Heart bobbed in the water behind them, its sails tattered and wet. A small crab scuttled to the side of the dock and gave the elves one last, long look. When the elves disappeared into the city, the little crab scuttled off the dock and splashed into the water, fading from view as it sank into the murky dark waters. 



Two

Jon clicked his belt buckle into place. Looking up, he saw his pirate doublet coat hanging on a peg. For a short span of time, looking at the coat felt surreal. Memories washed on the shores of his mind of simple beginnings and harrowing adventures. Now, he was here, in a lost dragon city and with a crew of beautiful elven pirates. A smirk formed as he realized he felt more at home here than he ever did back on Urth. 

A small moan rose up from behind Jon. Keeping his smirk, he turned around to the vast and beautiful bed chamber. Shafts of sunlight beamed through wide windows. The circular room was majestic, beautiful, and almost magical. A large round bed, much larger than anything he had seen before, stood in the middle of the chamber. Furs were scattered about on top of it and Lilly was half covered in one. The Captain lay with her face snuggled in a pillow and another small, muffled moan rising up. Only some of her naked body was uncovered, the sun elf perfectly relaxed in the immense bed. 

Jon stared at her with loving eyes, seeing her stir slightly. 

Thoughts drifted along his mind, the night they claimed this entire building right across the main pyramids. To Jon, it looked like an aristocrat’s home. Magnificent pillars filled the spaces between the large glass doors. Ancient artwork and designs covered nearly every inch of every room, corridor and window frame. Their bed chamber was at the top of the four-story stone building. You could see most of the city from the window doors that circled it. Balconies were just beyond the doors where one could stand and admire the intricate architecture of the mythical city. 

The size of everything made Jon feel small at times. Some of the dragons that used to live here were humanoid, but at least eight to ten feet tall. Other dragons that didn’t change their form and often walked on all fours. Lusha was quick to inform Jon that dragons had a freedom to appear as they wished. They were so powerful, they could shape change into any living creature, but chose one of two forms in their cities. It was a lot to take in, but Jon listened intently to every word. Aza Thule was a fairy tale from an ancient time and they were now walking, exploring, and sleeping in a city thought to be a lost legend. 

Lilly slowly lifted her head and blinked. Pushing away the edges of sleep, she rested her chin on the pillow and looked up to Jon as he was now dressed. 

“Come back to bed,” the sleepy elf whined. 

Jon grinned and walked to the edge of the bed. He sat down and reached out, taking the elf’s hand into his and giving it a small squeeze. 

“You know I would, but I’ve been a little worried about Lusha and Cora,” Jon said in a warm tone. 

Lilly yawned before giving a slight nod and closing her eyes. 

“They are both strong. I’m sure they will be fine once we set sail again.” 

Jon’s smile weakened a little. 

Lilly opened her eyes again. She looked at Jon with endearing eyes. With monumental effort, she sat up and stretched her arms. 

Jon’s gaze fell to her warm and inviting breasts before raising his gaze to Lilly’s sly smile. 

The sun elf continued, “I’m worried about them too, but we have a lot to do today. This evening, I will be talking with Storm and Rose about our next moves. I want you and Zelda at my side when we speak to them. 

“A decision must be made on how we proceed. Our supplies will not last longer than another week and I’m not sure we can take everyone on the  Bright Hope. ” 

“We can’t think of leaving them here?” Jon said. 



Lilly lazily shook her head. “That is not what I have planned. 

Once their mages raise their ships from the bottom, there will have to be some hard choices. Our airship can cover great distances, but Storm and Rose’s ships will take weeks to travel. They’ll starve by the time they leave the Rotting Sea. If we can come to an agreement, I might have another way that may help all of us.” 

“Are you going to tell me?” Jon smirked. 

Lilly fell onto her side and playfully sighed. “Why should I do that? It will take all the mystery out of our relationship.” 

Jon barked out a laugh. “Fine, keep your secrets. I still want to check in on the others. Lusha hasn’t left the Library.” 

Lilly nodded. “Amara has informed me that Cora has been visiting her brother in the brig. I believe she will ask us to take him with us as a prisoner.” 

Jon nodded. “I doubt Storm and Rose will be very kind to him if we leave him here.” 

Lilly gave a small nod. “Rabyn has hunted many pirates for many years. The only reason he is still alive is because of us. I believe if the other captains had their way, they would torture him for any information he may have and then send his corpse to the bottom of the sea.” 

“What do you think about him?” Jon inquired. 

Lilly’s smile remained. “I believe he will make a valuable hostage and bargaining chip. The Emperor may be mad, but he still adores his children. When we take back Hylore, we might not have to fire a single shot.” 

“I hope you’re right. The recent battles cost a lot of lives. A diplomatic approach might be just what we need to free Hylore and Free Waters,” Jon spoke his thoughts. 

“I have several planned routes in mind. Pyrah is still inspecting the capabilities of the  Bright Hope. From what she has learned so far, it has the power to take on a small fleet of ships by itself. If we can add the dragon armors to her, she could turn the tide in our favor.” 

Lilly yawned again. “Pyrah will be giving me a new tour of the airship, either later today or tomorrow. Either way, we will be leaving soon.” 

Jon’s thoughts darkened. “Thallan and Ashlyn are still out there. 

If they made it back…” the words hung in the air. 

The sun elf gave her Shullkar a warm, confident smile. “They will speak to our new power. If the word spreads, we may have more allies than we do now.” 

Jon smiled. “I like how you turned a negative into a positive.” 

Lilly flopped down onto her back, next to Jon. “We currently have a large advantage and we will use every part of it to shatter the empire.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Jon grinned. 

Lilly looked up at Jon with bright, green eyes. “Today and tonight will be busy. You should rest some more, between my legs of course.” 

Jon grinned. “I doubt we will get much rest.” 

“We won’t know until we try,” Lilly said with a sly edge. 

Jon couldn’t help himself. He bent down, touched Lilly’s cheek and pressed his lips to hers. The couple were caught in the moment. 

A deep, intimate kiss set their blood on fire. 

Urges whipped at Jon to get undressed and back into bed, until images of Lusha and Cora filled his mind’s eyes. 

Jon pulled away and stood up. “We really should get up.” 

Lilly pouted. “That’s what I’m trying to do with your manhood.” 

Jon’s eyes narrowed in amusement. “Do I have to spank you?” 

Lilly tossed the fur off her hips, rolled onto all fours and stuck her butt in the air. “Your threats mean nothing until you actually do it.” 



Jon raised his hand as he looked at the Captain’s curvaceous behind. His arm reached its zenith, ready to punish Lilly when shouts rose up from the corridor outside the chamber. 

The couple looked to each other for a second before Lilly hopped out of the immense bed. She stepped to her clothes and began gathering them. Jon moved to the double doors of the bedchamber. When he reached the handle of one and pulled, he heard the sound of feet and boots rushing closer from down the hall. 

Jon stepped out and watched as Zelda and Eryn stormed toward them, Syndra in the sea elf’s arms. The shadow elf slowly blinked, the rest of her body limp. 

“What happened?” Jon asked as the three approached. 

“She pushed herself too hard. I’ll explain once she is in bed,” 

Eryn said as she held onto Zelda’s arm. 

Jon opened the other door, the three women rushing in. Lilly was mostly dressed, eyeing her crew as they crossed the room to the bed. Zelda gently laid Syndra down onto the bed. Eryn was next to her, the pair taking the shadow elf’s wet clothes off. 

Jon stood by Lilly, the couple watching as Syndra was disrobed. 

Zelda pulled a thick fur over her friend’s cold and clammy body. Eryn sat on the edge of the bed, her glowing hand on Syndra’s head. The cleric closed her eyes and fell into deep concentration. 

Zelda looked to Lilly and Jon, “She finished raising the  Dark Heart when she fell, clutching at her chest. On the way here, Eryn explained that she had used too much mana and hadn’t fully recovered from the last battle.” 

Lilly and Jon turned their attention to Syndra and Eryn. The Captain circled around and stood by Eryn. Jon remained where he was. 

 I should have felt something? We are connected and yet I didn’t feel her pain. Has something changed? 



The glow along Eryn’s hand faded and she pulled her hand away. She kept her blank gaze on her dear friend while she spoke. 

“I have experienced this before when mages were brought to us for healing. Syndra has used her life force as added mana too many times. It has damaged her heart and misaligned her mana. When this happens, mages need weeks to months to recover. My own healing abilities cannot heal this kind of damage. Only rest and minimal use of magic can heal the damage done.” 

Eryn ran her fingers through Syndra’s white hair. The shadow elf slowly blinked before turning her head and looking up at her Captain. 

“I just need a little rest, my Captain. I will be back to fighting strength by tomorrow,” Syndra said weakly. 

Lilly glanced to Eryn. The cleric shook her head slightly. 

Lilly sat down on the edge of the bed and touched Syndra’s cheek. “I know you can, but I can’t have my mage working herself to the edge of exhaustion. You have done more than asked and deserve your rest.” 

Sorrow touched Syndra’s crimson-colored eyes. “I’m sorry, my Captain.” 

Lilly gave her a warm, motherly smile. “You have nothing to apologize for. I order you to stay here and rest, you’ve earned it.” 

Syndra closed her eyes in acknowledgment. 

Lilly looked up at Zelda’s worried face. “Stay by her side while I speak with Eryn and Jon.” 

Zelda nodded, her heart aching and her dark eyes gleaming with concern. 

The Captain stood up and touched Eryn’s shoulder. The cleric nodded and stood up. Lilly took her hand into hers and gave Jon a look. Jon nodded. The three of them stepped across the large bed chamber and into the corridor. Jon closed the doors behind them. 



The three made their way about ten feet from the bed chamber doors before Lilly turned to Eryn and Jon. 

“How bad is it?” Lilly asked Eryn directly. 

Eryn bowed her head. “It’s very bad if she uses her greater magics. She has taxed her very life force. If she continues to use powerful spells, it can cause her heart to stop. I might be able to bring her back from the edge of death, but, if it happens too many times, not even Vala’s healing light will save her. 

“The only way she can recover is resting and not using her magic for long periods. Like I said, she needs constant rest to heal the damage and realign her mana. There is no other way around it.” 

Lilly nodded. “Eryn, stay by Syndra’s side and make sure she rests. We may be leaving in a few days and I don’t want her doing anything else. She will be in your care.” 

“Yes, Captain,” Eryn nodded. 

“Please tend to her while I speak with Jon,” Lilly ordered. 

Eryn nodded again. She touched the wall and walked back to the doors. She reached for the handle, opened the door and slipped in, closing the door behind her. 

Lilly turned to Jon, concern in her oval eyes. “This is a little troubling. Without Syndra, our power will be diminished against the Empire’s forces occupying Hylore.” 

“Can we do it without her?” Jon asked. 

The Captain looked off to the side. “I don’t have an answer. I will have to speak with Pyrah about the airship before I can make a decision.” 

Jon looked down, fighting his protective instincts. 

Lilly looked up at Jon’s darkened expression. “I know your thoughts. You’re worried about Syndra pushing herself too hard. I have those concerns as well. She, like everyone in the crew, is important to me, to us. I will never ask her to do more than she can, but we cannot leave her here.” 

Jon looked into Lilly’s eyes. “The  Bright Hope can travel great distances in a shorter time. We could bring her to Dream Hearth Isle? The Misty Sea borders the Rotting Sea. Zelda’s people could care for her while we liberate Hylore?” 

The Captain nodded. “I’ll consider it, after our meeting tonight. 

For now, check on Lusha while I inspect the  Bright Hope. We won’t have much time to rest before we set off. When you finish seeing Lusha, come to the airship.” 

Jon nodded. 

Lilly reached up and touched his cheek. “I share the same feelings and concerns. We will do everything we can to ensure our loved ones are safe.” 

Jon raised his hand and placed it over Lilly’s hand. The couple looked into each other’s eyes for a long moment, their feelings storming under their skins. 

Jon pulled his hand away, turned and walked down the corridor without another word. Lilly watched him go, her heart thudding in her chest. 

Gloomy thoughts shrouded Jon’s mind as he reached the stairs and descended. It didn’t take him long to navigate the oversized corridors and emerge onto the stone street. Brilliant sunlight greeted him as he stepped out onto the edge of the plaza. 

A quick look around showed the majestic beauty of the ancient dragon pyramids. At the bottom of the pyramids, several pirates from other crews lingered. They laughed and talked, their voices echoing off the stone structures. When one of them glanced at Jon on the other side of the plaza, he tapped a fellow pirate and pointed with his chin. The laughing and jostling stopped instantly. They all turned their gazes to the lone Urth man across the way and gave him a small nod. 



Jon nodded back and smiled before turning and walking along the plaza edge. 

 I can’t tell if they respect me or fear me. I was a little out of my depth at the battle. My luck helps protect me and those around me, but it didn’t work too well on a large-scale fight. We all played our part to turn the tide, but my luck had its limitations. 

Jon’s thoughts shifted to Syndra. She was so weak when Zelda brought her in. He thought about the many times she pushed herself beyond her limits to aid in a fight. The shadow elf looked exhausted and he felt partly to blame. 

 Syndra has worked harder than anyone in our crew. Her efforts have now come back to haunt her. I can’t bear to lose any of them. 

 They all hold such a special place in my heart. I have to become stronger to protect them and break the empire. 

A thought slipped into Jon’s mind. The moving image of driving his dagger under Skorp’s chin flashed. Jon could still remember the feeling of the dagger point sliding under the madman’s chin. How blood splashed on his hand and he watched the light wink out of Skorp’s eyes. Jon stared ahead as the feelings of regret never came. 

There was no pain or torment. It was nothing like how his parents described when he was younger. They often lamented on how they were forced to take a life when they had no choice. It clawed at their very souls and often spoke about how it changes a person. 

Jon looked to the side. 

 I never felt that change. No part of me died. Skorp was a monster and met his fate. I thought I would feel some shame, or remorse. Instead, I felt nothing except justice. Did years of being afraid make me indifferent to death? Was I stronger for it? 

The questions lingered with no real answers. 

Jon woke up from his thoughts and noticed he was standing before the Great Library. It was a sturdy, stone structure with massive windows along the sides and drawn curtains, Jon assumed to protect the tomes within. Dais steps led up to a pair of great, double doors. The metal doors held various carvings of different kinds of dragons. Each one held a book, their gazes locked on the tomes. The entire area radiated with a kind of magic Jon couldn’t exactly describe, but he felt deep in his bones. Golden scales fluttered along Jon’s spirit as his foot touched the first step. 

Jon climbed the stairs, drinking in the majesty of the Library. 

When he reached the top, he walked the short distance to the doors and they opened to his arrival. He had visited the Library a few times in the last week and each time he was filled with awe. Stepping across the threshold, he marveled at the immense shelves, filled with books of various sizes and thickness. Long tables ran along the floor between the shelves. Chairs for much larger beings stood by the tables like they were recently used. Jon found it hard to believe that no one had used the Library since the dawn of Aquris. The very magic across the city kept out the poisonous sea. There wasn’t even a hint of dust. 

Jon walked down the center, admiring the sacred library until a figure caught his attention. His mouth twisted into a warm smile as he noticed a tanned wood elf standing by a large table. 

Lusha stared down at an open tome with wide eyes. She was surrounded by stacks of books, all of them of various sizes. Her often well-kept dark purple hair was stringy and unkempt. Stray strands hung down from the edge of her temples as a few waved from the top of her head. Dark shadows colored the skin under her almond shaped eyes. Her lips were parted as she breathed in through her mouth. Her white dress held some stains, signifying that she hadn’t bathed in some time. She looked like a haggard woman on the edge of madness and never looked up from her book as Jon approached. 

Jon stood on the other side of the table, looking down at the book Lusha was reading. The text was in the ancient dragon tongue and he didn’t understand what it said. He knew Lusha and Eryn could read it, but Lusha was much better versed at it. 



Jon’s gaze moved to the side. He looked past the edge of the table to see some bedding on the floor. The furs were untouched, Jon not sure if she even used it. 

“Lusha?” Jon asked softly. 

The wood elf blinked before looking up from the open book. Her eyes were lost, like she hadn’t used them in reality for some time. 

Jon watched as she focused. When she clearly saw Jon on the other side, a maddening grin formed. 

“Jon!” Lusha shouted. 

“Have you slept?” Jon inquired. 

Lusha let out a manic laugh. “I think I have. I might have passed out a few times.” 

Jon’s brow lifted in concern. “Lusha, you have to rest.” 

The wood elf shook her head. “How can I rest? This Library holds knowledge that scholars would kill to know. Every book here can change everything about our world. I’m the first to see it since dragons lived here. 

“Did you know the dragons left Aquris to not only explore, but to become greater gods? They felt they had reached the edges of their knowledge and set out to learn and share their knowledge across many realms. They wanted to be better than the known and unknown pantheons. They wanted to become better than gods, bringing a perfection across the cosmos!” 

Jon gave a slow nod. “Have you eaten?” 

Lusha’s maddening gaze switched in a blink, annoyance filling her face. “Zelda has brought me food, and I think a bed? I don’t know. I haven’t used it. I think I have eaten some of the food. It’s hard to remember.” 

Jon looked around. Lusha was obviously obsessed and had lost touch with reality. Spending her time in the library only fueled her exhaustion. 



“We can take some of the books with us, can’t we?” 

Lusha’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head. The wood elf snatched a book off one of the piles before her. She marched around the long table. When she reached Jon, she grabbed his hand and pulled him with her. 

Jon nearly lost his balance by the sudden pull. He corrected his gait and walked with Lusha, back the way he came and to the front entrance. 

Lusha let go and shoved the book in her hand into Jon’s chest. 

“Take it.” 

Jon took the book, glanced down at it and back to Lusha. 

“Indulge me and walk through the entrance to the stairs,” Lusha commanded. 

Jon eyed her for a moment before doing as she asked. He walked to the main entrance. The massive doors opened to his presence. He stepped across the threshold and made it to the top of the stairs. Jon turned around and looked at Lusha as she stared at him with unblinking eyes. 

“I knew it!” Lusha shouted. 

Jon gave her a confused look. 

“Come back to me,” Lusha ordered. 

Jon walked back across the threshold and stood before the wood elf. 

“Lusha, is everything okay?” 

The Scholar took the book from Jon and grinned. “Everything is fine. I had a theory I had to test. Watch me.” 

Jon stepped aside and watched as Lusha stepped toward the threshold. He didn’t blink as he watched her reach the threshold and stepped through. The elf’s body moved until she abruptly stopped. 

Her hand was behind her, the book not letting her go any further. 



Lusha turned around and stepped back in, her hand with the book falling to her side. 

“The dragons didn’t want just anyone to leave with their knowledge. There is a locking spell that keeps the books here in the library, except for someone with a dragon spirit or who is an actual dragon. Only they can take them out.” 

Lusha stepped close to Jon and looked up into his eyes. “Jon, you and Cora will have to start taking out stacks of books. They will be invaluable to us! If the people of Aquris saw any of these tomes, they would renounce the Empire. We could have peace again.” 

Jon tried to entertain her, but she was clearly exhausted. “Lusha, maybe you should get some rest. Come back with me. We can get a good night’s sleep and we can talk about it in the morning.” 

Lusha shook her head. “No. My place is here. It is only a matter of time before the Captain makes us leave. I want to liberate Hylore, but the work here is too important. I have to absorb as much as I can. Maybe you can leave me here? I can study and study and study. Won’t it be wonderful! When you come back, I will know everything!” 

Jon could see she was unhinged. She wasn’t listening to reason. 

Her obsession had consumed her. Remembering their times where she enjoyed being submissive to him, Jon knew he had to change tactics. 

“Plaything,” Jon said with a commanding tone. 

Lusha’s eyes glazed over at the word. She turned to him, her hands at her sides and the book in one of them. 

Jon stepped closer, a stern look in his eyes. “Plaything, you will rest.” 

“Lord Dragon, please, I must continue,” Lusha said in a low whisper. 

“Do you defy me?” Jon said plainly. 



“No, my lord,” Lusha whimpered. 

“Follow me,” Jon said and started walking. 

Lusha followed Jon. The pair made their way back to the table with the stacks of books. Jon stepped around to the table and moved to the bedding on the floor. 

Jon turned around to see Lusha by him, her head bowed. 

 She has fallen into her role. She might be more coherent if she gets a full night’s sleep. 

“Lay down,” Jon ordered. 

Lusha hesitated for barely a moment, before she sank down and crawled onto the bedding. She turned around and sat, her eyes glazed over. Jon knelt down and took hold of the furs. 

“Lay down,” Jon said sternly. 

Lusha whimpered before she laid down. Jon pulled the fur blanket over her and tucked her in. The wood elf stared blankly at him. When Jon was finished, he looked at her with loving eyes. 

“Sleep. I’ll bring you food from dinner tonight. After that, you will sleep the whole night. We will discuss everything you learned in the morning.” 

“Yes, Lord Dragon,” Lusha whispered before her eyes fluttered closed. 

Jon stayed with her, watching as she lay like a disheveled corpse. It didn’t take long before her breathing deepened. When she had fallen completely asleep, Jon kissed her forehead before standing up. 

Jon looked to the curtained windows. It was early afternoon. He made a mental note to return with a meal for her. 

Jon was about to walk toward the front doors when something caught his attention. He looked down on the table with the stacks of books. One book with a golden cover lay on its side, separate from the others. A small set of symbols was on the cover, aside from that, the book was unremarkable. It was small enough to fit in the inside pocket of his coat. 

Not really thinking, Jon picked up the book and held it in his hand. A haze touched his mind and before he knew it, he slipped it into his coat pocket. 

Jon glanced at Lusha, the wood elf sleeping peacefully. He then turned and began walking toward the entrance. The dreamy haze fell away like leaves from a tree. He reached the doors and stared out at the dragon city before him. A sense of home touched his senses and he let out a long exhale. 

“I wish we could stay longer, but we have a world to save,” Jon whispered. 

A cool breeze flowed over him as he moved to the edge of the stairs and began taking each step down. The sun glowed with brilliant light as several small clouds drifted in the distance. 



Three

Cora hesitated at the pyramid entrance. The lithe elf looked down at her own shadow, the sun filling the sky behind her. Her thoughts drifted along the ocean of her mind. A faint pain crawled to the surface and she winced, her gaze firmly on her shadow. With a mental push, the crawling pain submerged into the depths of her soul. She lifted her head, her gaze on the long corridor before her. 

With one step after the other, she made her way along the corridor, a new resolve in her heart. 

It didn’t take long for the Cabin Mate to reach the main chamber. 

She eyed the open area and levels. The airship was no longer housed in the chamber, it was anchored outside by the largest temple. Several pirates from Storm and Rose’s crews walked along the open levels. Some were guards and others were continuing to inspect the ancient dragon panels and technology. 

Cora closed her eyes, taking in the magical energy of her surroundings. It whispered along her spirit, filling her with a sense of home and divine purpose. She felt it the whole time she was here and she guessed, Jon felt it too. Their connection through their dragon spirits spoke volumes and she basked in knowing more about herself than she ever did before. 

Cora opened her eyes and made her way along the right side. 

She reached a staircase and made her way down a few short levels. 

When she emerged, she looked at the engraved dragons along the walls. They looked like they were carved yesterday. There were many dragons of various colors, all of them locked in forms of debate, embraces, and looking to the stars. 

Cora walked along, pulling her attention from the art along the walls and to a door off to the side. It was metal and thick. Two pirates sat on stools. They looked like they were about to fall asleep until Cora approached. They immediately stood up and bowed their heads to the shorter, thin elf. Cora ignored them, stepping to the door and opening it. 

The lithe elf stepped in and closed the door behind her. She noticed a figure was already there and she pretended she wasn’t surprised. 

Amara was leaning against a wall. The long-limbed Blademaster was relaxed with her arms crossed and her head bowed slightly. 

Amara turned her attention to Cora and gave the Cabin Mate a small smile. 

Cora gave a quick nod and was ready to walk past her when Amara held out her hand, stopping Cora in her tracks. 

“The Captain asked me to be here with you when you speak with him from now on,” Amara said. 

Cora’s face remained a blank mask. “Why?” 

Amara stood up from the wall and faced Cora. She looked down on the teal green haired elf with understanding eyes. 

“For your protection. The Captain felt it would be prudent for me to accompany you, in case Rabyn decides to manipulate your familial bonds to escape.” 

Cora’s brow wrinkled. “The Captain doesn’t trust me?” 

Amara shook her head. “The Captain doesn’t trust your brother. 

Know this, I am merely here to watch over the prisoner and you. 

Speak to him about anything you wish, I will not tell the Captain. It will be between us. You have it on my honor as a Blademaster.” 

Cora glanced to Amara’s sword hilt just past her shoulder before looking to the ember elf. Without a word, she bowed to the Blademaster before stepping past her and walking the short corridor. 

Amara followed a few feet behind. 

Cora stepped into a medium sized chamber. To the right were metal bars. Beyond them, a bed. Rabyn sat on the edge of the simple bed, his elbows on his knees. His spiky white hair was slightly disheveled. He wore a simple robe. The General looked up with blue eyes and stared at his sister through the bars. 

Cora moved in the opposite direction of the bars to a simple bench along the wall. She sat down with her back straight. She eyed her brother, her face not showing a hint of emotion. 

Rabyn turned his gaze to Amara as she leaned against a wall and crossed her arms again. 

“I see you have lost private visiting privileges, sister,” Rabyn said in a neutral tone. 

“We don’t need privacy. My fellow crewmate can hear anything we have to say to each other,” Cora stated. 

Rabyn turned his attention to his sister. “True, we haven’t spoken much during your other visits. It’s not like we have many secrets to spill from the silence.” 

Cora placed her hands on her thighs. Her fingers curled into tight fists, but her gaze was simple and unwavering. 

Rabyn glanced to her hands and then back to her. “Sister, something angers you?” 

Cora was silent for a small moment before her lips parted, “I have been patient during our visits, but we are running out of time. 

We must speak.” 

Rabyn’s gaze studied his sister for a long moment. The often-cold eyes of the General reflected little. In this moment, something changed. Rabyn’s eyes softened. He bowed his head a little and gave a small nod. 

Cora acknowledged his nod with her own. “What were your orders from Father?” 

“Arrest or kill every pirate searching for Aza Thule. If Aza Thule was found, claim it for the Empire,” Rabyn said simply. 

Cora’s eyes narrowed. “You know that was not what I was asking.” 



Rabyn looked away. “Father gave Thallan and I orders to return you to him. We were also ordered to capture Captain Silk and the Urth man, Jon Song. Everyone else was to be executed.” 

“During the battle, Ashlyn tried to kill me. Thallan stopped her. 

Ashlyn is loyal to the crown and would never disobey a direct order,” 

Cora stated. 

Rabyn nodded. “Father did instruct us to bring you back, dead or alive. Ashlyn was simply following orders to the letter. You know Thallan and I would have brought you back alive.” 

The edge of Cora’s lip quivered. “After everything he has done to us, why would you follow his orders? Why would you bring me back to him?” 

Rabyn’s eyes remained soft. “No matter what choices we have all made, you are still a Lufina. You are of royal blood. Our strength as a family has kept Aquris whole. Father is the emperor and what he dictates is divine law. He only wants you home.” 

Cora’s eyes narrowed. “He only wants me in his bed, birthing his children like our sisters. I am not some doll for him to fawn over. I am not some sow to birth his heirs.” 

“Sister, you don’t know what is at stake.” 

“Then tell me what is at stake? Every day I had come to visit, you said little to nothing. I never pressed. I wanted you to speak when you were ready. Why are you speaking now? Why did you truly surrender after the battle? What is at stake where I must be dragged back and thrown at our father’s feet?” 

Rabyn stared at his sister through the bars. The air was thick with tension. It turned the already difficult mood into a heavy gloom. 

“I’m speaking now because I know we don’t have a lot of time. 

Captain Silk will be casting off soon with an airship that may have enough power to decimate a fleet of our best ships. Knowing her and her Shullkar, she will plot a course to Hylore to liberate the island. 

When and if she succeeds, she and Jon will be emboldened to cut through to the heart of the Empire and confront our father. Every probability has been explored and the end result will be the same, bloodshed on all sides, including our family.” 

Rabyn stood up, stepped across the large cell and stood by the bars. He looked across the way to his sister with sorrow in his eyes. 

“Cora, Captain Silk has at her command an airship made by dragons. Even if she led every pirate in their confederacy, it would never stand up to the might of the Empire until now. Father doesn’t want you as a prisoner. He wants you to be safe. If the pirates gain enough victories, the order across Aquris will be broken. Our people will become savages and do anything to survive, including killing each other. Our family will be hunted, tortured and killed.” 

“I don’t believe you. Father has been mad for many years. He is bloodthirsty for conquest and punished those who speak against him. Our own mother paid the price for speaking against him and yet, that is not enough for anyone else in our family to rise against him?” Cora said with a harsh tone. 

“Would it ease your mind if I told you he has been lucid of late? 

Would it calm your fire to know he only wants his family back?” 

Cora’s eyes flared with rage. “No, it would not.” 

Rabyn nodded. “I can understand the pain all too well. Our sisters would speak to me in hushed tones during my visits. They fear him, as do all of us, but we have little choice in the matter.” 

“We always have a choice. We can fight him, stop him, heal Aquris and the Empire,” Cora said firmly. 

Rabyn looked to the side. “My sister, that is a dream born of fantasy. This isn’t like the many fairytales you read when you were younger. If you continue to fight Father, he will torture and kill every single person you have known beyond the walls of the palace. He will have their heads placed on pikes as an example to any who defy his rule and the rule of our family. To fight his will is madness and you know, deep down, what I say is true.” 



Cora’s burning gaze faltered. She looked away, a gloom in her eyes. 

Rabyn looked through the bars to his sister and a tiny, an almost imperceptible smile forming. 

“You asked me why I surrendered. The answer is simple. I knew I wouldn’t have survived, but that wasn’t enough for me to surrender. 

I could have fought on, killing many more before succumbing to my wounds. Instead, a greater purpose unfurled before me.” 

Cora looked back at her brother. 

Rabyn nodded. “I saw a chance to spend some time with my sister before I’m killed by pirates or return to our father for failing my orders. My future is bleak, twice failing our father. I have killed many pirates, undoubtedly, I may have killed some of Captain Wyther and Captain Thorn’s crew. I see how they look at me when they deliver my meager meals. They ache for a chance to slit my throat. 

“Logic dictated that I surrender. My heart told me to enjoy these final moments before judgement is passed, either by your pirate friends or our mad father. I chose the best outcome and despite our differences and the paths we’ve taken, I knew it was the right choice to spend time with you.” 

Cora’s eyes glistened before she turned away. The sun elf stood up and walked to Amara’s side, her back to her brother. She turned her head and looked over her shoulder to her brother as he stood by the bars. She noted how innocent his eyes were. They hadn’t been like that since they were younger, before their father taught him cruel lessons so he would harden up. 

Cora’s lips parted, as if to speak again, but no sound came out. 

She closed her lips, turned her head and continued to walk. Amara followed. 

Rabyn lingered by the bars, watching his sister leave until she was gone from sight. 



Cora and Amara reached the door and stopped. Amara looked over at the Cabin Mate. Cora’s head was bowed and shadows covered her eyes. 

“Cora, if needed…” Amara abruptly stopped when Cora turned and hugged the taller elf. 

Amara looked down at the Cabin Mate as she buried her face in her chest. The Blademaster wrapped her arms around Cora’s shoulders and the pair held each other close, Cora resisting the urge to tremble. 


***

Lilly walked along the stone street, her gaze firmly on the airship suspended off the ground. Gold and silver bands ran along the magical oval balloon. Thick, arcane chains were taut, the ship thirty feet off the ground. The main ship was metal, but you couldn’t tell from a distance. The hull was carved to look like living wood. It wasn’t until you touched the ship and stood on it that you discovered it was made of some kind of lightweight, mystical metal. Dragon wings, scales, and talons were carved into nearly every section. The gold and silver colors ran along the entire length of the ship. A metal cone was at the bow end of the balloon. The bow itself had a dragon head on a serpentine neck. Closed portals ran along the side Lilly approached. A chained anchor with a scaled claw moored the shop. 
Lilly remembered when she first saw it, the metal claw acting like a living thing. The moment it fell, it grabbed a metal bar on the street floor and had held it ever since. 

Lilly stopped walking and stood by the airship. She continued to look it over when a head appeared at the railing with a wide smile. 

“Captain!” Pyrah smiled brightly. 

Lilly smiled and waited. From the edge, a rope ladder spun out and touched the street. The Captain took hold and began climbing each rung. When she reached the top, she stepped onto the deck. 

“How’s our ship?” Lilly beamed. 



Pyrah could barely contain her excitement. Her eyes were wide as she tried to find the words to say. 

“Captain, this is the most amazing vessel I have ever seen or heard of in my entire life. The things it can do are staggering! I’m not sure where to begin.” 

“Begin with its capabilities and how soon we can depart,” Lilly said with an understanding tone. 

The short elf’s eyes widened a hair. “It’s better if I show you.” 

Pyrah turned and began walking for the lower deck doorway. 

Lilly followed. The pair reached the door and began their descent into the belly of the ship. 

Lilly had been on the ship many times over the last week and it continued to astound her. The corridors were roomy and big, obviously for much larger dragons. Despite the size, everything was level enough for anyone to move freely through. The very air of the ship dripped with mana against her senses. 

“As you know, the  Bright Hope has five and half decks, including the surface deck and the command deck. The current deck holds the sleeping quarters. The two decks below the quarters are the cannon deck and the storage deck,” Pyrah said. 

The pair reached another set of stairs and stepped down to a lower deck. They stepped onto the cannon deck, turned a corner and walked. When they reached a metal door, Pyrah stopped and turned to her Captain. 

“After my initial inspection, the  Bright Hope  has sixteen spell cannons. There are six cannons on the starboard and port sides. 

Two cannons on the bow and two cannons to the aft of the ship. 

They have a wide range of movement. They can extend outward and even aim straight down if we need to.” 

Pyrah put her hand on the door handle, but didn’t pull. “I was afraid that a cannon deck this size would need many hands to control the weapons. I’m happy to report I was wrong.” 



Pyrah pulled the door open and stepped through. Lilly followed the cannoneer. 

The pair emerged onto the main cannon deck. Twelve cannons filled the center. They were in the shape of conical dragons with their mouths open. They were the same color scheme of gold and silver like the rest of the ship. Across to the bow, two more cannons were clustered with the others. 

Lilly turned her attention to Pyrah, watching the shorter, stocky elf move to a strange metal chair built into the deck. It was covered in arcane designs. The ember elf faced her Captain, her back side to the chair and a knowing smile stabbing into her cheeks. 

“The dragons thought of everything,” Pyrah said and sat down. 

Runes along the seat glowed to life. They filled with mystical energy. When Pyrah put her hands on the arcane armrests, wisps of energy connected to her skin. Lilly watched with interested eyes as Pyrah’s eyes glowed with dim, blue light. 

“This chair controls every cannon on the deck,” Pyrah said with a nearly other worldly voice. 

Mechanisms moved and cranked. Lilly turned to the cannons, watching them slide forward on built-in rails. Cannon ports opened along the walls, sliding up like metal eyelids. The cannons stabbed out and every single one turned in different directions. From between the rails, metal dragon hands stabbed up from the floor with arcane cannonballs. The backs to the cannons opened and the spell rounds were placed inside. The backs closed of their own accord, the cannons now armed. 

“In the hold below us, there are racks with many cannon shells. 

They can rotate and change on the command of anyone sitting in this command seat. I am currently fully aware of every cannon and their armament. The seat connects with your control panel on the command deck, so I can hear your commands and follow your orders.” 



The cannons retreated back to their places and the wall portals slid closed. When everything was back as it were, Pyrah sat up from the chair. The magical light died the moment she was off the chair. 

“Despite the command chair, I tested manual loading and firing. 

Each is easy to do, the claws still bringing up the spell rounds and each cannon has a firing button. If the chair is disabled, we can still use the weapons.” 

Lilly nodded. “This is excellent news.” 

Pyrah nodded. “There is more. I know I showed you the Core Chamber. It holds a mana crystal that fuels the ship. I already found in the temple two more and placed them in slots in the Core Room. 

Syndra had examined them and told me that each one has enough magical energy to last dozens of years. The slots were for extra mana crystals in case the main one is used up or overburdened. 

“Judging from Syndra’s inspection and my own, the  Bright Hope has enough power and firepower to take on several normal naval fleets. Syndra also informed me, on the command deck and this command chair, we can call up a mana shield that will encase the entire ship. I don’t know how it all works and how long we can hold a mana shield up, but it seems enough to consistently give us the advantage.” 

Lilly smiled. “I’m very pleased to hear this. Have you made any new discoveries with my specific request?” 

Pyrah nodded. “Syndra and I have. The mana crystals don’t need direct contact to power the ship. We deduced that we can bring on Dragon Armor chairs. We haven’t tested it, but Syndra was confident that Dragon Guardian Armors will function from the ship. 

There will still be a certain range they can still function in, maybe a few miles. Any further and they will lose power.” 

“How many can we have onboard?” Lilly asked with interested eyes. 



Pyrah bowed her head. “No more than two. The armors use a lot of mana. If we have more than two, it may hamper the ship's own power.” 

Lilly nodded. “Two will have to be our limit. Early tomorrow, work with Zelda to have two chairs placed onboard. I want the Dragon Fire Armor I used before to be one of the chairs. When Syndra is rested, ask her which chair would be our second choice.” 

“Rested, Captain? Pyrah said. 

Lilly told the cannoneer what happened not too long ago. Pyrah’s smile slowly faded and concern bled into her eyes. 

“I’m sure she will be better with some rest. Ask for her thoughts and have whichever element armor on the ship,” Lilly instructed. 

“Aye, Captain,” Pyrah bowed again. 

“Let’s get back to the main deck,” Lilly said and led the way. 

The walk back up the stairs was filled with Pyrah explaining many more of her discoveries of the airship. There was a meal room with a kitchen and many cold chests. The private quarters were all furnished. Pyrah also explained that the ship was seaworthy if it splashed down. Lilly drank in every word as they emerged onto the main deck. She was about to make her way to the command deck when a hand reached over the edge of the railing. 

Lilly and Pyrah turned their attention to Jon as he climbed up the rope ladder and stepped onto the main deck. 

“What did I miss?” Jon smiled at the two elves. 

Pyrah’s pale cheeks warmed at the sight of Jon. Lilly’s smile was bright. 

“Pyrah has just informed me of the many wonderful things the Bright Hope  can do. How was your visit with Lusha?” 

“I had to convince her to take a break. She was sleeping when I left her. I assumed she won’t be sleeping long before she returns to the stacks of books she was reading.” 



Lilly nodded. “You’ll have to give me further details after my inspection. Care to join us on the command deck?” 

“I would be honored,” Jon smirked. 

The three of them made their way toward the stairs, sunlight bathing the magnificent ship in golden light. 


***

The sun settled behind the horizon. Cool air drifted across the city and not long after the sun had set, cooking fires bloomed along the plaza. Large cauldrons were placed over cooking fires. Water was slowly brought to a boil as elves dumped in meager vegetables and small chunks of meat into the water. The soups churned and boiled as many other elves gathered bowls and utensils. 
The week since the battle had been somber for many. The three captains decided on a simple feast to feed their small numbers. 

Storm and Rose’s mages raised their ships a few hours ago and collected anything they could salvage. Other pirates dove to the bottom and scavenged what they could from the two destroyed imperial ships. The haul was good as items were brought up, collected and carried to the plaza. 

Storm stood among what was left of his crew. His face was stoic and blank as he looked out to everyone gathered. 

Rose drank from a bottle, most of her crew surrounding her. The voluptuous elf laughed and handed her bottle to one of the crew. 

They took a sip and passed it around, the mood jovial. 

Jon stood off to the side. He watched as Lilly, Pyrah, Amara, and Zelda were clustered together and talking. Eryn was still tending to Syndra and Lusha still hadn’t left the Library. 

Lilly glanced over at Jon with warm eyes. Jon nodded as he stood by the stairs leading up along the pyramid. He wanted to go to her, but thoughts nagged at him. Some time alone was needed to mentally prepare himself for the discussion Lilly, Storm, and Rose were going to have. 



Jon’s gaze shifted to the boiling cauldrons. There wasn’t much food to spare, but there seemed to be enough to make a hearty soup. It was simple and enough to fill everyone’s bellies. It still showed that they couldn’t stay here. There were still imperial prisoners locked away in one of the buildings under constant guard. 

There were also a lot of dead on the streets after the battle. The first two days were spent gathering and storing corpses. Jon remembered as he moved bodies, a pirate from Strom’s crew chuckling about making sure the bodies were well-kept in case the food ran out. Others agreed with him with chuckles and head nods. It was obvious that if everyone needed to survive, meat was meat and it made Jon’s stomach knot at the thought. 

A pirate elf pulled out a violin and began playing a tune. Many pirates drank their soup and some rose up to dance to the melody. 

The evening air took on a celebratory edge as they all had a moment to relax and enjoy each other’s company. 

Jon's thoughts drifted away as he looked up to see a Captain in pink and red come sauntering toward him. Rose’s eyes held a drunken gleam, her hips moving from side to side with hypnotic power. Her long, wavy hair framed her face and her beauty, but no matter how beautiful you were, a drunken stroll was a drunken stroll. 

Jon fought the urge to snicker as the Rubenesque elf left her crew behind and made a curved beeline to Jon. When she reached him, her eyes slowly blinked and her confident smile stabbed further into her cheeks. 

“All alone and to yourself,” Rose tut-tutted. 

“I’m not really alone if you’re here,” Jon smirked. 

Rose let out a haughty laugh, loud enough for it to echo off the buildings in the surrounding plaza. 

“There’s the spirit I remember so fondly,” Rose slurred and moved so close, her chest nearly touched Jon’s chest. 

“Rose…” Jon began. 



The Captain lifted her finger and placed it against Jon’s lips. 

“Shhhh, you don’t have to speak. We both know what we want.” 

“You know I want a professional relationship built on mutual respect?” Jon grinned against Rose’s finger

Rose blinked and pulled her finger back. Her confident gaze faltered and her brow wrinkled in annoyance. 

“I have a navy of elves who would kill for my attention!” the Captain growled. 

“I’m not an elf,” Jon stated. 

Rose’s anger boiled into a tempered rage. A blink later, it all drowned away with a look of sorrow in her eyes. 

“You frustrate me,” Rose said simply. 

Jon bowed to her. “I apologize. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, but I’m very much in love with Lilly and our crew. You are beautiful and you’re right, many would kill to spend time with you, but I am the loyal sort. I hope you can forgive me.” 

Rose eyed Jon for a moment before a small smile returned. “I admire your fortitude and loyalty. Most men and women can be easily tempted. I respect your restraint.” 

Jon nodded. “Rose, if I wasn’t in a relationship, I would kiss every inch of skin all over your body, but I would linger between your thighs until you begged me to stop.” 

Rose’s eyes widened a hair and pink touched her pale cheeks. A flustered expression filled her entire face. She shifted on her feet, as if she didn’t know what to do with herself. 

Lilly, Zelda, and Storm walked over. Lilly eyed Jon and Rose with an amused smirk. Zelda was also smiling and gave Jon a wink. 

Storm’s face was a blank mask, no hint of emotion along his features. The group stood close as every other pirate was in the middle of the plaza, eating, drinking, dancing, and laughing. 



“It’s best to start our discussion,” Lilly said as she moved to Jon’s side. 

Storm and Rose stood side by side. Zelda stayed to the other side of her captain. 

“Yes, let’s get on with it,” Rose said as she fanned her neck. 

Everyone nodded. 

Lilly continued, “We all know we can’t stay here. The fish here will slowly poison us and there aren’t enough supplies for a long journey.” 

“Unless we all board your ship,” Storm said plainly. 

“The  Bright Hope cannot take all of us. It’s a fine airship, but I’ve calculated the room and supplies. We could take most, but we would be leaving some behind and that also means the prisoners.” 

“I’m fine with leaving the Imperials here to starve and rot,” Storm said casually before his eyes took a serious gleam. “What I am not fine with is there being no real treasure here. You, my dear Lilly, have gained an airship and learned how to use the dragon armor guardians. You have gained much while Captain Thorn and myself are left with very little. We cannot even take the books from the library to sell them to scholars. This entire adventure has been a farce and the only one who benefitted here is you and your crew.” 

Lilly showed no expression as she looked to Storm. 

“Captain Wyther is right,” Rose added. 

Lilly’s expression shifted to a calculated smile. “I am willing to take anyone who wants to join my ship, under the condition they knowingly go into battle and accept me as their commander.” 

“Don’t speak in riddles,” Storm said with an annoyed edge. 

Lilly lifted her chin slightly and never took her gaze from Storm’s eyes. “News travels fast across the thirteen seas. Word of a genuine airship will reach every isle across Aquris. Every day we are here, we lose the element of surprise.” 



Lilly stepped closer to Storm and held her domineering gaze, 

“My plan is to set off on the  Bright Hope and liberate Hylore and Free Waters. The journey back can be done in days instead of weeks and months at sea. My airship has enough power to break the Imperial fleet surrounding Hylore. It will be the perfect moment to shatter the Empire’s hold on Free Waters and give the people hope again.” 

Storm crossed his arms. “You will blackmail us deeper into your crusade? We have already performed the blood bond with you. You take and take and take, but you have given very little except vague promises of hope and liberty. I grow weary of this game. I want my piece of the treasure or I will take the  Bright Hope as my compensation, whether you like it or not.” 

Jon’s hand clenched at Storm’s tone. The pirate captain was obviously agitated and disappointed at the outcome of their adventure together. 

Lilly didn’t back down. “You will do no such thing and we both know it. There is treasure to be had here, we just need more time. 

That is why I am proposing a way to make us all happy. 

“Before we set off for Hylore, I will take the  Bright Hope to a populated island, restock supplies and buy another ship. From there, that ship will sail back with fresh supplies while myself, my crew, and any who wish to join us will focus on liberating Hylore.” 

Storm shook his head. “You expect me to believe you will honor your word? You could take off and never return, leaving us to die on this ancient city or at sea.” 

“You keep forgetting, I’m not you,” Lilly smirked. “Have I ever broken a promise to you or left you to die?” 

“You left my side, isn’t that betrayal enough?” 

Lilly’s eyes narrowed in annoyance. 

Jon stepped close to them, “Enough of this. Storm, you and Rose are our allies. Despite past histories, we are in this together. 

We will not desert you.” 



Storm turned his attention to Jon with cold, unfeeling eyes. “You may not, but I’m not so sure about your Captain. Lilly has proved many times that she will do what it takes to get what she wants. The foolish blood bond curse and the promise of great treasures, were for nothing. Our supplies run low and any journey we undertake will be certain death. The only way off this dead city is on that airship and I can tell you now, I’m not dying here.” 

Storm turned his attention back to Lilly, “And what folly is this, buying a ship to return with supplies? There isn’t enough gold between the three of us to buy anything larger than a small sailboat. 

We are cut off from our hideouts and our allies. This grand adventure is over, Rose and I the losers of your game.” 

Lilly took hold of Jon’s hand and held it up for all to see, “You forget our lucky charm.” 

Storm’s eyes gleamed before he barked out a laugh. It was the first time any of them saw the normally reserved Captain show such unfettered emotion. He laughed and touched his stomach, as if to contain it and keep it from overcoming his senses. Everyone watched as Storm’s laughter turned to a subdued chuckle. 

“This plan is absurd, bordering on madness. You hope to use Jon’s gifts to gain enough gold to buy supplies and a ship? I must say, I am thankful you both made me laugh before we all starve to death. Bravo.” 

Rose’s gaze lowered. “Storm speaks the truth. I don’t know if this plan will work. It is better if we all try to board the airship and fly to an island where we can gather new supplies. I have spent some time in the Rotting Sea to avoid Imperial bounties. There is an island with Luna Elves. We could barter supplies and maybe find a ship. At worst, we steal what we need.” 

“I stand by what I said, you can travel aboard my ship if you join in the fight to liberate Hylore.” 

Storm shook his head. “No. I will not throw my life and the remaining lives of my crew to your crusade. If you do not have a better proposal by tomorrow, we are all boarding your ship and will take our chances.” 

Captain Wyther turned on his heels and marched off toward his crew in the plaza. 

Rose gave Lilly a long, understanding look. “Storm is right. We all must go or many of us will die here.” 

The voluptuous captain turned and walked back to her crew as well. 

Lilly let out a long exhale. Jon stayed close, looking at the tired sun elf. 

“There isn’t enough room to take all of them,” Lilly whispered before turning to Zelda. “Tonight, stay on the airship. If anyone not of our crew attempts to board, stop them by any means necessary.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda nodded. 

The First Mate bowed before standing up and walking away. 

Jon watched her go and turned his attention back to Lilly. “This will get bloody.” 

Lilly nodded. “I will have to think of something. For now, go back to our building and stay with Syndra and Eryn. Syndra may need you close to help heal her. The bond between you is strong and she may need your energy. 

“I’ll go to Lusha and ensure she is well rested.” 

“I promised to bring her some food,” Jon said. 

Lilly nodded. “I will bring her some soup.” 

The sun elf was about to turn and walk away when Jon reached out and took her hand into his. Lilly stopped in her tracks and turned her gaze to Jon. A look of defeat filled her almond shaped eyes. 

 She thought they would knuckle under. I’m sure this makes things harder. She doesn’t want to kill them, but I know she’s thought about it if they try to push back. 



“No matter what happens, we follow your orders, Captain,” Jon said with a reassuring tone. 

“Thank you, Jon,” Lilly said with hollow eyes. “Take care of our mage and I’ll see you in the morning.” 

Lilly’s hand slipped away from his. Jon stood, watching the beautiful sun elf walk away. 

Jon turned his head and looked up at the entrance to the pyramid dragon temple. With the feast happening, there were no guards at the entrance. Jon assumed there wouldn’t be anyone inside except for those guarding Rabyn and some of the prisoners. 

 There must be something to change Storm and Rose’s minds? 

 They’re pirates and all they want is a piece of the treasure. There has to be something more here that we can use to help convince them of Lilly’s plan. If the Bright Hope is not large enough to take everyone, there must be something else here they want or need. 

Jon looked at the elves gathered in the plaza and then back to the stairs of the pyramid. Without a second thought, he made his way to the stairs and began climbing them. Concern touched his mind as he knew many would note seeing him climbing the stairs, but there was no way around it. He had to explore on his own and see if he could find something to help all of them. 

Jon reached the top of the stairs, the midpoint of the pyramid. 

He crossed the threshold of the entrance and walked deeper into the massive structure. Magical lamps glowed as he walked along. When he reached the main chamber, he looked around. 

The inside of the pyramid was hollow. Walkways ran along the edges and many rooms filled the walls. The center held the airship, but once it was activated, the top of the temple shifted open to allow it to float out. Along the walls and between room entrances, arcane metal chairs stood. Jon knew they were a defense system for the temple, allowing anyone who sat in them to activate Dragon Guardian Armor. They did have a limitation, unable to fly farther than a power source would allow. 



Jon’s hands rested on the railing as he looked down on the now empty center. 

 It’s so odd that there aren’t any platforms that lead to the middle where the airship hung except for a loading walkway. How did the ancient dragons build the airship in the first place? Did they build it elsewhere and bring it here? If so, how did they get it inside? 

Jon peered over the side to the bottom floor. It had some strange structures and what looked like chairs, but there was little to nothing else. 

 Did they build it on the ground floor and hoisted it up? There isn’t any place down there to build the hull. The dragons must have a way to build these ships. They were so powerful, I doubt they manually built them. Maybe they had others build them? 

Jon started walking beside the railing. Thoughts swirled and he looked around. He turned at a corner and made his way deeper. 

Keen eyes took in everything as he tried to figure out what ancient dragons did to make their technology. 

Something pulled at his spirit. Jon blinked, feeling golden wings unfurl around his heart. 

 I think my dragon spirit is trying to help me. 

Jon continued walking along the walkway when he turned another corner. He was now on the other side from the entrance. He made his way until he spotted a square panel against the very railing. A large crystal gleamed as he approached. Jon stepped over and stood before it. Several crystals of different colors glowed in his presence. 

 This whole place reacts to me. I assume it does that with Cora too. It took both of us to touch and raise the city from deep underwater. 

Jon looked over the control panel and then to the middle of the empty temple. A thought crawled into his mind and a small smile appeared. 



 Everyone has called this place a temple, but it’s not. This is a factory. 

Jon touched the large crystal in the middle of the panel. It glowed to his touch, but nothing else. Jon’s brow furled before he began to twist. The crystal turned, moving to his touch. When it turned completely around, it clicked into place. 

A mechanical whirl filled the area. Jon looked over the side and his heart nearly skipped a beat. The bottom floor began to open in sections. Metal dragon claws rose up with pieces in their hands. 

They began to move like robotic arms, shifting and connecting. New dragon claws rose up, energy dripping from the end of talons. They moved with the others, welding each piece together, slowly and methodically. 

Jon looked down at the panel again. A crystal in the corner held a strange symbol he didn’t recognize. He assumed it was in ancient dragon, but the longer he stared at it, the more it seemed to shift to his very thoughts. The symbol changed and reformed into the number 2. It glowed in the crystal and in his mind. 

 Is that some kind of timer or how many can be made? I don’t know, but if this place can create airships, we have the treasure we need! 

    Jon bolted away from the panel and rushed along the sides. He made his way around the long walkway platform and back to the main corridor. A rune glowed along his back and his legs blurred. In a flash, he darted down the outside stairs and zipped past many elves lost to the music and drinks. 

Lilly was walking along, the Library just before her. The sun elf looked to it with fond eyes before her heart grew heavy in her chest. 

Thoughts of possible outcomes of tomorrow lingered and clawed at her soul. 

The wind picked up and then Jon appeared at her side. The sun elf looked to him as he grabbed her by the waist. The two spun for a moment before Jon stopped and held her close. 



“Jon?” Lilly whispered. 

“I think I just solved one of our problems. Come with me. I have something to show you,” Jon grinned. 



Four

Pirate elves gathered along the edges of the walkways. All eyes were looking down as dragon arms and claws worked. They pieced it together, bit by bit of the new airship. A dim mechanical whirl filled the inside of the airship factory, arms moving with precision and grace. 

By the control panel, Jon, Lilly, Rose, and Storm stood. Jon smiled as he remembered he and Lilly shouting for everyone to follow them. The violin music and the revelry stopped. Pirates turned to their Captains. When Storm and Rose nodded in agreement, everyone moved as one group, up the stairs and into the pyramid. 

When the elves and one Urth man stepped in and saw the ancient machines working, many jaws dropped. Eyes widened and even Storm cracked a knowing smirk. Everyone watched as Jon led the three captains around to the control panel. 

For a time, everyone simply watched. It was Rose who spoke up after a few moments. 

“My crew examined this panel several times. They couldn’t understand it or get it to function,” Rose said. 

“I think some things in this city only function to dragons or those with dragon spirits,” Jon explained. “When Lusha tested a theory with me at the Library, she had me take a book beyond the main entrance. I could take it out, but she could not. It’s safe to assume, I can make certain things work in Aza Thule.” 

“You and Cora,” Storm said. 

Lilly moved to the railings edge and looked down. “There is your treasure, Captain Wyther. Are you willing to take part in my plan now?” 

Storm moved to the edge beside Lilly. “It depends. We should discuss the finer details. From what I can see, it may take some time to finish another airship. Longer than we have supplies.” 



“As I said, supplies can be procured and brought back. It may take three to four days, but it will be done.” 

Storm nodded. “With more airships, our trinity will be an unstoppable force.” 

Lilly nodded. “We can, but I will not wait to liberate Hylore. You can stay and watch over your prize until completion. Once you’re ready, as per our blood bond, the three of us will work together to convince the Confederacy of Pirates to topple the Empire.” 

Rose stepped closer to the other captains. “How many airships can be made?” 

Jon spoke up. “The longer I look at the panel, the more I think there are enough supplies to create two airships. One for each of you.” 

Storm turned and faced Lilly. “I’m willing to go along with your plan, if you leave behind one of your crew behind to ensure your return.” 

Lilly’s brow hardened. “No, I will not leave one of my crew with you. I need every one of them if we are to free Hylore.” 

“What is this obsession with Hylore? Castellan chose his fate when he spit in the Emperor’s eye to make Free Waters truly free. 

You go back because of friendship?” 

Lilly smirked and gave a single nod. “That is exactly why I’m going back. I know true friendship is alien to you, but Castellan has been more of a friend than any pirate across the thirteen seas. 

Hylore is home to many and every day they suffer as long as Imperial ships and troops occupy the island and surrounding waters. 

“You forget what we are trying to do here. Freeing Castellan is only part of it. With Hylore free again, it will give everyone across Aquris hope, hope enough to fight the Empire and reclaim our world.” 

Storm’s face was so still, it was as if it were carved from stone. 

“We blood bonded to gather pirates to fight the Empire, not for Hylore. You will have to come up with a better agreement before I commit to any plan.” 

Lilly parted her lips, ready to speak when the mechanical whirl grinded to a halt. Everyone looked over to see the metal arms and claws stop moving. The pyramid grew silent and the three captains turned their attention to Jon. 

Jon’s hand was resting on the large crystal. It was turned back to its former position. Jon glared at Storm with hard eyes and a tight jaw. 

“Enough of this bullshit. I’m sick of this back and forth between the three of you. Lilly came up with a solid plan to help all of us. 

There are no more negotiations! Follow Lilly’s plan or we leave and you never get your airships,” Jon said with a menacing tone. 

Storm maintained his gaze. The entire pyramid was silent for a long moment before Storm bent his head slightly, the tip of his black, wide-rimmed hat covering his eyes. 

“You drive a hard bargain. I will accept Lilly’s proposal if we continue to hold Rabyn Lufina.” 

Lilly shook her head. “He comes with us. Not only does he have a dragon spirit, I need him as a bargaining chip. We all know what he has done to many pirates in the past. The truth is, I don’t trust you to keep him alive and well.” 

Storm opened his mouth to speak when Jon interrupted him. 

“Storm, agree to the plan and anything Lilly wants or no one else gets an airship,” Jon said darkly. 

Storm smirked. “You’ve come a long way, Jon Song. It seems this pirate life speaks very well to you.” 

Jon pulled his hand from the control panel. Storm lifted up his head, his gaze catching Jon’s hand pulling away. 

“We are in agreement,” Captain Wyther said in a small, defeated tone. 



Jon nodded, lifted his hand and touched the large crystal. He turned it and locked it into place. The low mechanical whirl returned. 

Metal arms resumed their work, pieces being attached and welded into place. 

Jon looked at Lilly and she slowly blinked, telling him thank you and that she loved him. It was their secret language as a couple. It warmed Jon’s heart and he nodded. 

“Jon, I’ll finish speaking with our fellow captains about the finer details. Please, return to Syndra and Eryn. After I’m finished here, I will go back to Lusha with some soup.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Jon bowed. 

When Jon stood up, he noticed Storm eyed him with some respect. As he turned, he saw a hungry look in Rose’s eyes and pink in her cheeks. 

 It seems the only thing pirates understand is hard bargains. Just as well, I’m tired of these games. I can’t stand by while they have petty arguments. We have a chance to bring hope back to Aquris and I won’t let them drag us down anymore. 

Jon made his way back to the corridor leading out of the temple. 

Before he could enter, many elves crowded before him. Pirates from Storm and Rose’s crews looked at the Urth man. Their gazes remained for a long moment. Jon wasn’t sure what was happening until they all bowed their heads to him. 

“You and Captain Silk have given us hope again. No matter what happens, we all believe in you,” a pirate from Storm’s crew said in a hushed tone. 

“The gods from above and below have brought you to our world. 

When the time comes, all of us will fight by your side,” a pirate from Rose’s crew whispered. 

Jon bowed to them. “Thank you, but fight for yourselves and each other. The Empire will change or it will fall.” 

“Aye,” said everyone gathered. 



The crowd of pirates parted, keeping their heads bowed. Jon stepped past them and walked the corridor. 

 They all have had so little and have fought for so long, they must be desperate. To believe in me, a man from another world that will save them. I can hardly believe it. I’m no savior. I just want to help. 

Jon’s thoughts swirled in his mind as he reached the pyramid entrance and stepped out into the cool night. He barely noticed the Rotting Sea stench as he made his way down the stairs. He thought about Syndra and Lusha. His thoughts shifted to Eryn, Zelda, Amara, and Pyrah. An image of Lilly appeared in his mind’s eye, her small smile infectious. 

 I love all of them. Together, we can win this. 

A faint memory of Urth filled his thoughts. 

 I don’t have to go back. I can stay here. I can help them rebuild once the Empire is stopped. Aquris can be… is my home. This is where I belong. I belong with the women I love. 

Jon reached the bottom of the stairs and walked through the plaza. A new lightness filled his soul. Storm’s words about the pirate life suiting him hung in his mind, speaking a truth he was always afraid to admit. 

 Some people spend lifetimes to find their destiny. I found mine and I won’t let it go. 

Time lost meaning to the lone man as he walked. Before he knew it, he was before the entrance to the building they claimed. He made his way inside and to the stairs. He climbed them, his heart thudding in his chest, not from exertion, but from contained excitement. When he reached the top floor, he stepped into the bedchamber and quietly opened the door. Jon slipped into the dark room and closed the door behind him. 

The curtains were pulled back from the surrounding balcony glass doors. Starlight shined in, a dim glow lighting the way. On the large round bed, two forms lay under fur blankets. They lay still, unaware of his presence. 

Jon stepped silently across the room to the immense bed. He began to undress while staring at the covered elves. Eryn was on her back in the middle of the bed. Her mouth was open and her breathing shallow. Not too far from her and close to the edge of the bed, Syndra laid on her side, her fist covering her own mouth and her eyes closed. Even in the dim light, she seemed better than how she was when she arrived earlier today. 

Jon removed all of his clothes except for his boxers. He gently climbed into bed and slipped under the fur blankets between the two sleeping elves. He turned and faced Syndra’s bare back. He moved closer until his chest touched her naked back. The shadow elf stirred slightly to his touch. Jon’s hand slipped over her side and touched her stomach. Syndra snuggled to him, a small muffled sound coming from her parted lips. Warm heat glowed between them. Jon felt their connection again. He could feel some of her strength had returned and she was more herself. 

 Why didn’t I feel her when she was in pain? I thought our connection was constant? 

Syndra’s eyes slowly opened as she stayed on her side. 

“Are you okay?” Jon whispered in her ear. 

“I feel better, now that you’re here,” the shadow elf whispered and snuggled into him some more. 

Jon held her close, drinking in her warm scent. Body heat glowed and a stirring touched his loins. It was almost by reflex and something he couldn’t deny if he wanted to. 

“We were very worried,” Jon said, trying to distract himself. 

Syndra was naked against his body, rubbing her bottom against his hardening member. 

“I have to be careful with my spells and mana use. Eryn told me that I have damaged my heart and it may take a very long time to heal,” the mage said in a low tone. 

“Is there anything we can do to help?” Jon asked as his manhood strained against his boxers. 

Syndra stopped rubbing. She turned around and faced Jon. Her crimson eyes glowed in the dark, the rest of her face lost to dark shadows. 

“Being close will help. Our connection will help accelerate the healing process a tiny amount.” 

“Speaking of our connection,” Jon mentioned. 

Syndra closed her eyes, the glow of her eyes gone. “Our connection is through your dragon spirit and my soul. It brings us close, but legends tell of dragons admiring and respecting strength. 

They do not like weakness. It is a flaw that is frowned upon. My weakness may have annoyed your spirit.” 

The mage’s eyes opened again and stared into Jon’s eyes. “Your dragon spirit may have cut off our connection so you would not know or bother with me because of my moment of weakness.” 

Jon’s gaze took on a somber shine. “I’m starting to think dragons are kind of jerks.” 

Syndra gave a small nod. “All powerful creatures and beings despise weakness. The many deities in our pantheon are the same. 

Showing weakness will cause a being to lose favor to them. Some deities are kinder than others, but make no mistake, the weak will be swept away with the tides.” 

Jon gave a small nod and a small smirk appeared. “But you’re the strongest elf I have ever known. To overcome so much, dragons and gods should be worshipping you.” 

Syndra’s black lips curved into a smile. Her head moved closer and the two kissed deeply. Tongues snaked past warm lips. They played with each other before Syndra touched Jon’s rock-hard member and began to stroke him. The two pulled apart, Jon lost to her skilled touch. 



“Jon, I don’t know if I have enough time to overcome this weakness. Our Captain will not wait and nor should she. We must liberate Hylore before the Empire can gather enough strength to stop us.” 

Syndra’s red eyes glistened in the dark. “I want you to always know, I have loved you since we first met. You have shown me what it means to give everything to a lover and partner and know what it was like when they gave everything to me. You have given me your heart. If death comes for me, I will greet it with a smile, my life fulfilled.” 

“You can smile at death when you are very old from a long life. 

Until then, you belong with us. You belong with me and I belong to you.” 

A tear streaked down Syndra’s dark cheek and she smiled in happiness. 

“Now, you need your rest. I’ll take care of you,” Jon said. 

“I’m feeling better…” the words hung in the air as Syndra watched and felt Jon slide down her body. 

The young man touched her shoulder, pushing her onto her back. He climbed over her, his knees kicking her legs open. Syndra smiled as he kissed her stomach, making his way down. When he reached the apex between her legs, he kissed her womanhood before he licked at her. 

Syndra hissed her pleasure. The gentle exploration of his tongue sent shivers along her body. Bumps raised along her skin. When Jon’s mouth clamped on her valley entrance, his tongue gently lashing at nub, her eyes widened a little and her body writhed to his intimate kiss. 

Jon was lost to her scent and taste. Wetness surged as he licked at her. The heat of her body glowed against his skin. A tremble rippled along her and Jon stayed to task. Arms wrapped around her thighs, keeping them opened as he licked her into submission. Wet sounds and small moans rose up like a song. Syndra’s hips moved to Jon’s tongue, the two souls dancing in delight. 

Eryn stirred from her sleep. Her eyes opened, but all she could see were two bright souls in the darkness. The cleric moved closer, pressing her body to Syndra’s side. The shadow elf moaned. A pale hand reached over and gently grabbed Syndra’s breast. A finger swirled along her dark nipple. Eryn kissed at her friend’s neck and Syndra let out a moan. 

Jon closed his eyes as he licked and explored. The scent of sex and rising energies filled the area around them. With his eyes closed, he could feel energies reaching out and touching each other. 

In mere moments, he saw the strands of lights from all three of them. 

Energy snaked along from himself and Eryn. They sank into Syndra’s chest, her own energies swirling. Jon concentrated, feeling the shadow elf’s heart. It beat with reduced strength, a scar over her soul. His energy and Eryn’s energy touched the scar, the end closing. It was small, very small and not enough to heal her completely. Jon wondered if they continued like this, could they heal her heart? 

Syndra took Eryn’s hand into hers. The two elves clutched at each other as Jon whipped the shadow’s elf’s clit with his tongue. 

Eryn licked at her friend’s skin and played with her erect nipple. 

Syndra squeezed her eyes shut as her nerves tightened to nearly the breaking point. Their bodies writhed as the trio were trapped in each other’s sensual power. 

Syndra let out a strained moan, her body betraying her. Her hips moved against Jon’s tongue, bringing her closer to climax. The heat between them tripled. Sweat appeared along their bodies. Eryn pulled away the furs and tossed them away, the cool air in the room bringing some small relief. 

“Jon… Eryn…” Syndra moaned before her eyes opened wide. 

Jon felt it, the flash of lust and love as it blasted his senses. 

Syndra’s mouth made a perfect oval shape. Her eyes rolled into her head as her nerves exploded into magical explosions. Bliss stormed her entire form, her body trembling from feathery sensations filling every cell of her body. 

Wetness squirted into Jon’s mouth. He stayed to task, licking and drinking from Syndra’s private fountain. It tasted different, her love expelling into his mouth. Jon opened his eyes and looked up to Syndra’s quivering form. Eryn kissed and touched the shadow elf as she let out a long, loud moan. 

Sensations glowed with paradise’s light. Syndra’s eyes closed as she became a puddle in the bed. She whimpered when Jon pulled his mouth away. She slowly opened her eyes to see him above her. 

The head of his cock touched her dripping valley entrance. With a whimper, her eyes widened as his cock pushed at her thin slit. Her inner world parted to his invasion. Her arms reached up and curled under his arms. She held onto him as thick inches forced their way in until he reached the hilt. 

The bond glowed as Jon sank down into Syndra’s loving embrace. Eryn watched them, her hand between her thighs and rubbing her clit. She whimpered with desire, watching Jon drive his own needs into the shadow elf. Syndra cried out for more, Jon’s hips moving with slow and deliberate power. The tempo was even, Jon barely pulling back a few inches and driving them back in. The shadow elf squeezed him, her face against his neck. Wet inches appeared and disappeared between their embrace. Breathing quickened and so did the tempo. The swirl of golden bonds clawed into them. Eryn cried out, her body getting closer to climax. 

“Jon… never forget me,” Syndra whispered. 

Jon pulled back and looked at her, his hips continuing their invasion. The shadow elf looked up at him with glowing red eyes, her surrender to him complete. Jon’s cock thickened and she moaned. 

Jon pushed in to the hilt. Needs, urges, and love pushed harder against him until he couldn’t hold back anymore. 



Thick spurts of come filled the tight connection. Syndra’s eyes rolled into her head again, a barrage of orgasms blasting her thoughts to dripping glass. Eryn let out her own, uncontrolled moan as her orgasms flashed. Jon’s hips worked, pushing in another spurt. 

Bliss rose like a cloud between them and when they reached the pinnacle of ecstasy, the three collapsed. 

The trio heaved and huffed. Sweaty bodies stayed where they were. Syndra held onto Jon, keeping him to her. His cock remained buried in her tight valley, their love leaking from their union. 

“Syndra, you will live a long, happy life. I swear it,” Jon whispered in her ear. 

The shadow elf was silent, basking in the heat and touch of his body on hers. 

“We swear it,” Eryn added as she snuggled closer to their joined bodies. 

Syndra moaned as her hips moved, enticing Jon to harden again. 

Jon smiled as his hips moved. His half-hard cock grew thicker with each tight, wet stroke. 

The three of them carried on with a symphony of moans, bliss weaving them together to become one. 


***

Jon stood on a small island in the middle of a vast ocean. 
Thirteen pointed stones stood, surrounding him. Each one held a different runic symbol. Five runes glowed. Eight remained dark. 

“Here again,” Jon sighed as he looked around. 

From behind one of the glowing stones, a small golden dragon the size of a large dog stepped out. It turned its serpent neck, head and eyes to Jon as he stood in the middle of the standing stones. 

The first time Jon had this dream, it was magical and inspiring. 

This time, a small anger vibrated under his skin and filled his eyes. 



“Syndra has given us everything and we will give her everything we have,” Jon stated. 

The dragon’s eyes remained neutral. It sat on its reptilian haunches and kept its gaze on Jon. 

“We have to help her. We have to help heal her,” Jon said, his voice otherworldly. 

The dragon turned its head and long neck. It began nibbling at its scales close to its wings like a cat. 

“Did you hear me?” Jon said in an annoyed tone. 

“What do you want?” came a voice from the side. 

Jon turned his head and looked over at Lilly as she sauntered from behind a standing stone. She made her way closer until she was about three feet away. Her eyes were mischievous and her smirk wicked. Her body language was relaxed, like she didn’t have a care in the world. 

Jon glanced at the gold dragon. “You can’t speak to me so, you’re speaking to me through Lilly’s image?” 

The dragon continued to groom itself like it didn’t hear him. 

“Jon, it’s a simple question. What do you want?” 

Jon looked back to Lilly. “I want Syndra whole again.” 

Lilly smiled. “Jon, what do you want?” 

Veins throbbed along Jon’s temples. “This is not a time for games.” 

Lilly nodded. “The more you resist answering the question, the more suffering you shall have.” 

“What does that mean?” Jon growled. 

Lilly stepped closer and put her arms on Jon’s shoulders. Her green eyes glowed like mossy puddles after a long rain. She may have seemed relaxed, but Jon noticed she was off, like she wasn’t used to the body she was using. 



“We have given you power and yet, you still follow. You follow your heart and your lovers. You waste your gifts. We only ask, what do you want?” 

“On Urth, I have led. On Aquris, I respect my lover’s experience and leadership. That is what a relationship is, working together to your strengths,” Jon said. 

Lilly nodded. “All true, but you still haven’t answered the question. You led on Urth and we admired your strength. On Aquris, you lingered behind other’s decisions. How long before the wick is lit? How long will you follow? What do you want?” 

Jon clenched his jaw. 

 What does this have to do with anything? I’m here to help stop an Empire and free Aquris. That is my purpose. Lilly and I will stop this madness, reunite her with her family and all of us will live long, happy lives. It’s a dream we want. It’s a dream I…

“We can hear your thoughts. No need to be shy here, it’s only us,” Lilly smiled warmly. 

Jon looked at Lilly for a brief moment before looking past her to the golden dragon. 

“I want power,” Jon said with a seething tone. 

The dragon stopped its grooming and looked at Jon with interested eyes. 

“You tasted it when you killed Skorp,” Lilly whispered. 

Jon kept his gaze on the golden dragon. “I did. You have been with me my whole life. You know the pain. You know the torment. 

You know my answer. You know my truth.” 

“We know much, but we don’t know all. You want power. You want those you love to be safe. You seek freedom from a pain that has etched into your soul since that gun clicked against the side of your head.” 



Lilly stepped closer, her lips to Jon’s ear. “Where does your heart belong? Tell us your truth and no power on Urth or Aquris will stop you.” 

Jon’s hands tightened into fists at his sides. A door opened in his mind, heart and soul. A sickly thing crawled out, reaching out for the light. When pale fingers touched it, Jon’s body bloomed with heat and power. 

Jon turned to Lilly. His hand grabbed her waist and pulled her close, the two seeing eye to eye. 

“My heart belongs to those I love. My heart belongs here on Aquris!” Jon said with unrelenting confidence. 

Lilly’s smile beamed with light. The golden dragon leapt into the air, wings flashing out. It circled above, a melodic song rising up from its open maw. Power prickled through the air as Jon stared at Lilly. 

“We welcome you, Jon Song,” Lilly smiled and kissed him on the lips. 

Jon woke with a start. Remaining on his back, eyes moved around to take in his surroundings. He looked up at the ceiling of the room. He glanced over to the glass doors, sunlight pouring into the bedchamber. 

Jon sat up. He looked over to see that the bed was empty, save for himself. Legs swung over the side and Jon sat, his head in his hands. The dream remained, licking at his mind as he continued to wake up. 

 It’s getting harder and harder to tell if the dreams are real or not. 

 Was it just a conversation between my dragon spirit and me or was it just my subconscious? Did I reach some kind of understanding or am I fooling myself? 

Jon’s mind glowed with knowledge and truth. 

 No, it was real. What I said still resonates. I have been running from my pain for so long, I wasn’t sure I could ever be myself. For most of life, I thought evil monsters lurked behind every corner. I tried to fool myself with a simple life, but it was never simple. This is my life. This is my purpose. 

A thought stabbed into Jon’s mind. He looked over at his pirate clothes on the floor. Standing up naked, he took a few long strides until he reached his doublet coat. Reaching down, he pulled aside the flap and reached into the inner pocket. Fingers touched a small book and he took hold. 

Jon stood up, the mysterious book in his hand. He opened it as he made his way to a plush, comfortable chair. He turned around and sat down. Small thoughts crept into his mind, telling him he had to go downstairs to Lilly and the crew. He assumed that after last night, the  Bright Hope was being prepared for a small journey. Those thoughts fell to the background as he looked at the open book in his hands. 

Dragon runes filled every page. Jon stared, drinking in each one, trying to understand what they meant. Some of them looked familiar, Lusha and Eryn pointing them out to him when they talked. Jon never had a knack for other languages. He relied on technology to translate anything he didn’t understand. Aquris didn’t have computers and smartphones. The cellphones they had when they came here were destroyed during the battles or deep underwater. 

Yet, something compelled him to keep looking at the book. 

A haze filled his thoughts. Jon’s eyes half-closed as he looked at the strange runes. The haze grew and filled his head like a warm blanket. The dragon runes began to shift and move, like insects on a page. Jon didn’t blink as he watched the runes twist and reshape. 

Soon, words he understood began to form. 

Jon’s eyes turned into reptilian slits as he gazed on the pages. 

Jon turned a page and looked at the words, each one making sense. He then began reading. 

 The Serendipitous Dragons of Aquris and their Powers. 



 The rarest of dragons, Serendipitous Dragons were idolized for their mischievous and cunning ways. What they lacked in power, they made up for by altering the very fabric of reality. It made them prized among many courts and councils. 

 Like all dragons, Serendipitous Dragons have thirteen degrees to their element, the element of Luck. Below are the very writings from the greatest of luck dragons, Mygyn Goldtooth of the Divine Luck Clan. 

 Luck Runes of the Serendipitous Dragons

 May your luck be agile and nimble, so harm and misfortune may never touch you. 

 May you be quick like the wind to outpace pain, dread, and death. 

 Fortunes will always smile and fill your hordes with treasures from across all realms. 

 Perception and senses will give any clan member the advantage; in battle, love, and diplomacy. 

 Beauty, allure, beguilement, and snaring of hearts can change power and bend it to your will. 

 The gift of luck may be bestowed on allies, friends, and lovers to turn any tide. 

 The curse of blundering mishaps will make the most skilled rival helpless as a newborn hatchling. 

 A sluggish curse to slow your rivals and enemies, allowing fate to do its worst. 

 Misfortune to those with great or meager wealth. Their hordes will be drained and distributed to all but those cursed by our clan. 

 A befuddlement to the mind. Thoughts will loosen and a terrible emptiness will replace a pristine intellect. 



 Vile, disgusting, and foul appearances will repulse all cursed by our clan. 

 The curse of disaster will destroy foundations of character, skill, and knowledge. They will weep for crossing us and our allies. 

 The final degree of power where reality itself will bend to a master’s power. The fabric of the universe is ours to knit into what we desire. Take heed, the thirteenth degree requires balance of mind and soul, or it will shatter a master’s very mind. 

 Only the most skilled, dedicated, and cunning may wield our clan’s abilities and powers. To acquire them is simple. To use them properly will require lifetimes of experience, training, and a dash of luck. 

Jon looked up, his serpent eyes returning to normal. His mind buzzed with power, the very words imprinting on his soul. It was all there, the thirteen abilities for him and his dragon spirit. 

Jon leaned his head back on the chair, trying to comprehend what he just read. 

 My luck abilities correspond with each degree of power. The temples hidden in each ocean will unlock them, but it could take me my entire life to master them. The first six abilities are positive, allowing me to change luck to my favor. The next six, if I read it right, allow me to impart negative luck to others and influence them in different ways. The last one is the strongest, allowing me to change reality. A power like that and we can end the Empire’s influence and bring peace back to Aquris. 

Jon smiled to himself. New energy filled his muscles and soon he was up. He walked over to his clothes and began picking them up. He started to get dressed. After his arms slipped into his coat and tied his bandana on, he picked up the small book and slid it into his inside pocket. 

“Time to get this journey started,” Jon grinned as he turned and walked toward the door to the bedchamber. 



***

White puffy clouds floated along in the azure-colored sky. The Bright Hope hovered about ten feet off the ground. Zelda was on the street, picking up small crates and heaving them up into the air. The crates soared upwards just enough to clear the railing and land on the deck of the airship with a small thud. 

The main deck of the airship was a buzz of activity. Amara and Pyrah grabbed small crates and brought them to the entrance leading to the lower decks. Lusha sat on the deck, a large map of Aquris spread out as she marked down a few spots with a quill. 

Syndra was on the deck, below the command deck. The mage was inspecting two chairs, one red and the other blue. They were anchored to the deck, her hands weaving mana and reshaping the metal underneath each seat so they would not shift or slide. When she was finished with the blue metal chair, her hand rested on the arm rest as she regained her breath. 

Lilly was on the command deck, overseeing everything. Her hands gently touched the helm, the wheel feeling natural in her hands. She glanced to the side, seeing a strange control panel on a small post by the wheel. Different kinds of crystals covered it, some big and others small. 

Eryn stood beside her Captain, her head bowed and eyes staring at nothing. In the darkness of her vision, she watched souls move along. In the distance, she noticed a golden soul, moving closer and getting brighter by the moment. A smile crept into her cheeks as she watched Jon approach. 

Jon looked up at the large airship. It took his breath away, a new excitement filling him as they were finally going to use it. 

Zelda hefted up the last small crate. The seven-foot-tall sea elf turned and gave Jon a sharp smile as he approached. Before he could say a word, her webbed hands reached out and pulled him into her more than ample chest. 



“I feel like we haven’t cuddled enough,” Zelda whispered as she held him tight. 

Jon gave up the struggle, happy to be close to her. Zelda let go and gently lowered him to the floor. 

“We’ll have to make time for cuddles,” Jon winked. 

“Yes, we will,” Zelda grinned and licked her lips. 

Jon’s senses glowed and he turned to the right. Zelda looked up and followed his gaze. 

Cora walked, sheathed axes along her lithe body. She held the end of a chain, the other end leading to a neck collar around Rabyn. 

Cuffs covered his wrists. He looked up at the airship with awe filled eyes. On his other side, Captain Storm Wyther walked with them. 

“Jon, my friend,” Storm said with an amused smile. 

“I’m not your friend, buddy,” Jon smirked. 

Storm lifted a perfect eyebrow. “What is a ‘buddy’?” 

Jon lifted his fist to his mouth to keep from chuckling. “Never mind.” 

Storm continued, “Here is your prisoner, safe and sound.” 

Jon glanced over to Cora. The sun elf looked to him with dark eyes. 

Zelda stepped to Cora and held her hand out. “I’ll take him to the brig. Captain’s orders.” 

Cora nodded and handed over the chain. Zelda gave it a slight tug and Rabyn followed. They reached the rope ladder. Rabyn lifted a boot to step on a rope rung when Zelda grabbed him. Her arms barely bulged as she lifted him up and threw him into the air. The former general gave the sea elf a tired look as he soared over the railing and crashed onto the deck. 

Jon looked to Zelda and she shrugged. 



“He’s fine,” Zelda laughed as she took hold of the ladder and began to climb. 

Cora was about to walk past Jon when he looked at her. She stopped and turned her purple irises to him. 

“Cora, are you okay?” Jon asked with a whisper. 

“I’m okay,” the slender elf said robotically. 

Jon watched as she moved to the rope ladder and began to climb. 

“She hasn’t been the same since she talked to him yesterday,” 

Storm said as he stepped closer. 

Jon remained silent, still watching the elf climb to the top and disappear over the edge of the deck. 

“Jon, I know we have had hard beginnings, but I feel we are reaching a newfound respect…” Storm was cut off. 

“Storm, shut up. Supplies will be brought back. You will get your airship after its completed, you have my word and my honor. We’re not friends. This is a relationship of convenience.” 

Jon turned his gaze from the ship to Storm’s gray eyes. “The next time you try to push your agenda against Lilly’s wishes, I’ll be there to remind you of your place. Are we clear?” 

The stoic captain eyed Jon for a long moment before bowing his head slightly. “Clear as a summer day.” 

Jon nodded, turned and stepped to the rope ladder. He grasped the edges and put his boot on a rung. He climbed his way up and onto the main deck. The moment he stood tall, several elves rushed him. Lusha, Syndra, Amara, and Pyrah hugged the Urth man, holding him tight. When they all pulled back, they smiled with a warm lightness in their eyes. 

“Give our Shullkar some breathing room,” Lilly called out from the upper command deck. 



The elves stepped back and resumed their duties. Jon looked up to Lilly and bowed his head. The Captain looked down with a warm smile and nodded to him. 

“Wait!” came a voice from the side of the airship. 

Jon turned around to see a hand with painted nails grasp the railing. A hat with a large feather in it appeared first. Next was Rose’s huffing face. The pirate captain made her way onto the deck, huffing with her hands on her thighs. Two more of her crew, a pair of beautiful elves climbed up with many heavy bags. Jon rushed to them to help, but they waved him off. The leather bags looked heavy, but it seemed the pair was used to it. 

“Rose, why are you here?” Jon asked. 

Captain Thorn straightened up, fixed her collar and hat and lifted her chin. Her almond shaped eyes took in Jon as he stood a few feet from her and pink touched her cheeks. Jon couldn’t tell if it was from climbing the ladder or seeing him. 

“I have some experience hiding on some civilized islands in the Rotting Sea. Instead of searching the wide ocean, I can get us to a place where we can resupply and perhaps gain a ship. For now, you need me,” Rose said with a wicked gleam in her eyes. 

“We will always need your friendship,” Jon said as he bent forward, took her gloved hand into his and kissed the back of it. 

Rose’s eyes widened and her cheeks flushed red. The moment Jon let go, she fanned her neck with her other hand, stunned and rooted to the spot. 

Jon smiled, turned and walked away. He made his way to the outside stairs leading to the command deck. He climbed them and looked to Lilly as she smiled at him. He crossed the space between them. When he stood before her, he couldn’t contain his smile. 

“Permission to board, Captain?” Jon said. 

Lilly nodded, her own cheeks pink. “Permission granted. Stay by my side as we cast off.” 



“Aye, Captain,” Jon said and moved to her side. 

“Anchor up!” Lilly shouted the command. 

Syndra stepped over to a small panel on the main deck. She touched a crystal and it glowed. Outside of the ship, the magical clawed anchor let go of the metal bar. The chain pulled and the claw closed. It reached the top and locked into place inside of a portal. 

Storm stepped back and many other elves joined his side. They all watched in amazement as the airship began to ascend. 

Lilly looked down at the controls at the side of the helm. She touched a crystal and turned it. From the aft of the ship, metal slid to the side and large metal fans began to swirl. Power from the large mana crystal deep in the ship pulsed, supplying power to the fans. It didn’t take long before the fans surged and wind blasted out. 

The  Bright Hope turned and moved. The moment it pointed to the horizon, it picked up speed. 

Syndra and Cora looked over the railing, seeing the  Dark Heart bobbing in the water by the dock. 

“I’m going to miss our ship,” Cora said in a low tone. 

Syndra turned and hugged the slender elf. “We will miss her, but we can come back to her when this is all over.” 

Cora nodded as she leaned into the shadow elf and hugged her back. 

On the upper command deck, Jon leaned a little closer to Lilly. 

“Is it wise to bring Rose with us?” 

Lilly nodded. “She will be useful. Besides, she nearly begged me to come. She told me that she has information that will help us, but I know the real reason,” Lilly said and gave Jon a wink. 

“How do we feel about that?” Jon smiled. 

“I’ll tell you, after we interrogate her in our own way,” Lilly smiled as she held the wheel. 



The  Bright Hope flew over the edge of the ancient city and over open water. 

“Now, let's change the tide to our favor,” the Captain smiled as the airship glowed in the brilliant morning light. 





Five

Wind flowed over the airship as several figures mulled about on the main deck. The sun hung low in the afternoon sky. Dark green water rushed under the flying airship as it cut across the sky, heading in a northeast direction. The scent of the ocean and a dash of rot filled many noses. 

Jon ignored the faint stench as he took in the breathtaking view. 

Standing toward the bow, his hands rested on the railing and the wind caused what little hair that poked out from under his bandana to move. The moment was exhilarating, flying high above the Rotting Sea. 

The  Bright Hope  was the fastest ship Jon had seen on Aquris. It didn’t match flying planes back on Urth, but it moved as fast as a small, single engine plane. Memories fogged up his mind of his own flying experiences back home, but here it was different. Having the open sea before you and the very wind flowing over you was inspiring and calming. It sang to him of freedom and adventure, a feeling he never wanted to forget. 

A figure moved to Jon’s side. Jon glanced over to see Amara lean forward and rest her elbows on the railing. She looked out, her long ponytail waving in the wind. She didn’t look over, her gaze on the horizon. 

“Never in my life did I ever think I would be in a flying ship,” the Blademaster said with a hint of awe. 

“I never thought I would be on a magical flying ship. This is a first for both of us,” Jon said and he looked out. 

Amara nodded. “This is so magical, it almost helps you forget about the darkness across our realm.” 

Jon smiled for a moment before his smile faded away. “I hadn’t seen you much since the battle on Aza Thule. I know you were doing guard duty and patrols, but you were still missed.” 



Amara looked over at Jon with a small smile. “As were you. If I had my choice, I would have spent the time with you and our dear Captain, but I couldn’t let my guard down. We were surrounded by too many pirates and having that many in one location is enough for concern.” 

The Blademaster looked down with sad eyes. “I haven’t had a drink in over a week and it’s killing me.” 

Jon fought the urge to chuckle. “Was it because you needed your senses sharp?” 

Amara nodded. “If my guard was down, a pirate would have leapt at the chance to cause some chaos. It was better to stay sober and alert.” 

Jon nodded. 

The sun sank a little lower as the pair had a quiet moment. 

Amara broke the silence, “I came over for a few reasons.” 

Jon turned and leaned his side against the railing. He gave the Blademaster his full attention. She continued to stare out, her beauty glowing in the dying daylight. 

“Cora has spent every day visiting her brother. I’m concerned about her. I don’t believe she will betray us and release him, but she has been very sad of late. I haven’t known her as long as you have, but I thought you should know.” 

“I’ll check on her and see if she is okay,” Jon said. 

Amara nodded. “The Captain wants to see you on the command deck.” 

Jon nodded again. He moved to leave the Blademaster’s side when Amara grabbed his arm. The two looked at each other. Jon noticed how strong she was as she held him. 

“I sense the change,” Amara stated. 

“You’ll have to be more specific,” Jon said with a confident smirk. 



Amara let go of Jon’s arm and faced him. Jon glanced at her dragon tattoo along the side of her neck before looking into her eyes. 

“Jon, you know Blademasters follow our dreams. My dreams showed me a golden dragon. They spoke of you from the Urth realm. 

I know my place here in our crew and I have a notion of our destiny. I just want you to know, I feel the change within you and your dragon spirit.” 

“You sound worried.” 

Amara’s expression didn’t change. “I have seen two others with dragon spirits. Their blood tasted my blade, but I didn’t slay them. 

From what I have observed from those two meetings, their dragon spirits had taken normal people and tempted them with power. They awoke to new desires, skills, and strengths. It is enough to cause a kind of madness and awaken a greed.” 

The Blademaster leaned in a little, her eyes betraying a hint of concern that the very gods would be listening in to her. 

“Many legends of the dragons speak to their power and intellect. 

They don’t speak to a dragon’s greed. If you read deep enough, you will know it too. Dragons and the spirits they left behind suffer from the same malady.” 

“You’re afraid I’ll go mad with power and greed?” 

Amara gave a single nod. “Yes, in so many words. I only wish to warn you. If you feel not like yourself, there are ways to counter it. 

Meditation and skill craft are keys to controlling an unruly spirit. 

Working the mind and body brings balance.” 

Jon smiled. “I already practice my fighting styles. They help center me.” 

Amara smiled. “That is a good first step. If I may, I can show you elven meditation. I can further show you how to master a blade.” 

Jon’s eyes took a serious edge. 



 I can see it in her eyes, she’s worried. I don’t feel like I’ve lost any control. As a matter of fact, I feel like I have perfect control. I have studied my family’s dragon fighting technique my entire life. It has centered me until…

Jon’s mind remembered how everything changed when Lilly and crew came to Urth. Their presence and all the fighting caused his dragon spirit to awaken. It began to appear to him in dreams and visions, but it never did that before. 

 Meeting Lilly, the crew and coming to Aquris changed everything. There might be something here that Amara senses, but is unsure of. 

Jon took Amara’s hands into his and kissed the back of them. 

The athletic elf looked down on Jon as he kissed her hands, affection filling her eyes. 

Jon stood up and looked at her, “Amara, I would be honored with anything you have to teach me. I know we may not have a lot of time, but we will make some time for it.” 

Amara bowed her head. “Thank you, my Shullkar.” 

“Thank you,” Jon smiled. 

Jon let go of her hands, turned and walked away. 

The airship weaved slightly as he made his way along the deck. 

Jon glanced up to see Lilly and Zelda on the command deck. The red-haired Captain looked down on Jon with a small smile. 

Before Jon made it to the stairs, Lusha stepped to him and bowed her head. 

“Jon, thank you,” the wood elf said solemnly. 

Jon stopped and looked to the beautiful scholar. 

Lusha continued, “I was… obsessed with what we found in the ancient library. I knew we didn’t have a lot of time and I thought I could learn as much as I could before we departed. 



“You ordering me to sleep may have saved my sanity. When I awoke, Lilly was in bed with me. We talked for a time. She told me that we would return to Aza Thule and I can continue with exploring the endless mysteries of the library.” 

“Is that what you want?” Jon asked. 

Lusha nodded. “Very much. We only touched the surface of the dragon’s secrets. I managed to read about ancient portals and ships that can fly beyond our realm to many others. It will take me decades to learn everything, but what I’ve read only gave me a taste of a greater hunger.” 

Lusha’s eyes welled up and she bowed deeply to Jon. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she squeezed her eyes shut. 

“Jon, I never would have witnessed such knowledge if you didn’t warm my heart. I am proud you are my Shullkar.” 

Jon touched her shoulder. Lusha looked up, tears streaking down her cheeks. She blinked for a moment. Jon wrapped his arms around her and pulled her to him. The wood elf melted into him and snuggled her face at his shoulder. Her shoulders trembled slightly as the pair hugged each other. 

“Lusha, I’m proud you trusted us, joined the crew, and became part of our family. We will always be there for each other and I will always be there for you.” 

The pair parted, but their hands remained on each other’s hips. 

Jon looked into her eyes as he lifted his hand and wiped away a tear. 

Lusha sniffed before she pulled away and smiled. “I have written down a lot of notes. I’ve been going over them. It’s not the same as actually having the books, but I will be ready for when we go back.” 

Jon reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the small book. 

He held it out to the scholar. 

“If we had more time, I would have taken out more books for you to study. Instead, while you were sleeping, I took this one. It’s small but thick. I think you would understand it better than I would,” Jon smiled. 

Lusha lifted her hands, her fingers trembling. She took the book and looked at it. Jon could see her studying the words on the cover. 

The wood elf looked up and hugged the book to her chest. 

“Thank you, Jon. This book will take me weeks to translate and may offer insight to each of the dragon clans and species.” 

Lusha gave Jon a quick kiss on the lips. When she pulled back, she gave him a happy smile, and then turned and marched toward the lower deck entrance. When she reached the door, she looked over her slender shoulder to Jon, gave him a seductive slow blink and made her way below deck. 

Jon’s shoulders deflated where he stood and a small sigh escaped his lips. 

 When this is all over, we are all going to have a very long vacation. 

Jon regained his strength and stood tall again. He made his way to the stairs and climbed them. When he reached the upper deck, he looked at Lilly at the helm and Zelda at her side. The sea elf gave Jon an affectionate glance. 

“First Mate, take the helm while I speak to our dear Shullkar,” 

Lilly ordered. 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda said before reaching out with webbed hands and taking the wheel. 

“Jon, join me for small chat,” the sun elf said as she turned around and walked to the back corner of the deck. 

Jon followed, stepping to Lilly’s side. The Captain leaned against the railing and looked at Jon, a mischievous gleam in her eyes. 

“I know that look. You have another plan of some kind.” Jon smirked. 

Lilly let out a small laugh. “You bet your firm ass I do.” 



Jon sighed. “Okay, out with it.” 

Lilly stepped closer to Jon, her hands around his waist. She looked at him with adoring eyes. 

“First, some things you must be aware of. Rose has given us the name and location of a luna elf colony here on the Rotting Sea. We should reach the island by tomorrow afternoon. She used it as a hideout from Imperial forces. Of the many islands in this sea, the Slumber Isle is the most civilized one among them. Perfectly suited for resupplying and perhaps gaining a ship. 

“Once we sort out the details, we will put Rose and the few crew members she brought along, on a ship and send them back to Aza Thule.” 

“Sounds simple,” Jon smiled. 

Lilly nodded. “It will be, once your luck turns everything to our favor. As you know, we don’t have a lot of gold or much to trade for a ship and supplies. Once we reach the island, you will have to supply us with what we need to ensure Rose can return to Aza Thule.” 

Jon lifted his hand and scratched the back of his head. “I don’t know if it will work like that.” 

“You just have to try and I’m sure everything will work out,” Lilly grinned. 

“Okay, but what does this have to do with your new plans?” 

Lilly’s eyes half-closed in amusement. “Jon, it will always be our plans so pay attention.” 

Jon barked out a laugh. “Okay.” 

Lilly continued, her voice a little lighter, “You remember the blood bond curse performed by Syndra? It bonded Storm and Rose to me in a magical agreement.” 

Jon nodded. “The bond will make sure everyone stays to the agreement or they will begin to waste away.” 




Lilly’s smile grew into an evil leer. “There is no blood bond magic. Syndra and I thought about making a fake curse to help with any deals we may have in the future. Our dear shadow elf used a simple cantrip to help Storm and Rose feel like they were actually being bonded.” 

Jon lifted an eyebrow, but it quickly fell back into place. 

“I wish I could say I was surprised,” Jon laughed. 

Lilly stayed close, her smile diminishing a little. “I meant to tell you, but didn’t want to risk either of them discovering our ruse. Storm and Rose are great captains, but they are both a little superstitious. 

Storm detests magic. That is why he wears that anti-magic amulet. 

Rose knows style and subterfuge, but magic is alien to her.” 

Lilly looked up to Jon, “I thought the ruse would keep them under my influence, but after how Storm began to act, it was clear he wouldn’t be fooled for long. That was when you came in and forced him to stay in our good graces. 

“Jon, you were fantastic in finding out how the machines operate in the pyramid. Storm is a pirate, but for the most part, he is honorable. A prize of an airship will reinforce our alliance and allow us a step closer to gathering a navy to fight the Empire. 

“I dare say, Storm doesn’t call many people friend. It is a sign that he will stand by us when the time is right.” 

“I’m happy that this will help us, but your ex-boyfriend is not my friend,” Jon grumbled. 

Lilly smiled and licked Jon’s chin. Jon kept his gaze on her, seeing her trying to butter him up. 

“Don’t be cross. He respects you because you gave him something he wanted. He will remember that act and we won’t let him forget it.” 

“I feel there is something more you want to accomplish.” 



Lilly kept her small smile. “Indeed, we do. I’ve noticed how Rose has been looking at you.” 

Jon closed his eyes. “Why do I get the feeling you want me to seduce her.” 

“Jon, I would never pimp you out.” 

Jon laughed as he held Lilly close. “Need I remind you that you brought me along to entice Eryn. You also had me seduce Lusha to help convince her to join the crew.” 

“Those were simply intimate negotiations and don’t tell me you didn’t have any fun,” the sun elf said slyly. 

“Lilly, what will you have me do?” 

“My dear Shullkar, it is what we will do. Rose already has a deep affection for me. She is attracted to you. With your abilities, you can snare her heart and have her fall in love with us. After that, she will continue to be our ally until this war is over.” 

“Everyone keeps throwing Shullkar around,” Jon chuckled. 

“Why wouldn’t they? You are dearest to us as we know you cannot resist your own affections. The beauty of you and I is, we can change Aquris for the better. Can you not taste it? We have an airship that can destroy an entire Imperial fleet. We have a crew of powerful pirates, ready to fight.” 

Lilly’s expression turned serious. “Jon, after we gain supplies and send Rose back to Aza Thule, we will set course for Hylore. The Bright Hope is powerful enough to route the Imperial fleet there and retake the island and surrounding sea. At the speed we are travelling, after Slumber Isle, it will take just a few days to reach Free Waters, instead of weeks or months. We have the advantage and I plan on fully using it. 

“Once we regain Hylore and free them from the grip of the Empire, word will spread. Many will flock to our banner. The Confederacy of Pirates will have no choice but to take what we say seriously. They will pledge ships, crews, and allies. We will push north to the Gold Sea and break the heart of the Empire.” 

Lilly pressed the side of her head to Jon’s chest. She closed her eyes and felt his heartbeat drumming to her sensitive pointed ear. 

“We’ll stop the Emperor and bring peace to Aquris. The sea elves will no longer be hunted and used for food. The shadow elves can gain back their ancestral islands. Cora will take the emperor’s place.” 

Lilly hesitated and snuggled to Jon. “And we’ll free my parents,” 

she said softly. 

Jon pressed his lips to her head, holding her close. 

“Jon, we would have never reached this moment without you. 

You know I love you with every beat of my heart. When this is all over, we can retire to anywhere you wish. I will follow you, even if it’s to Urth.” 

“I know we’ve talked about this before, but I feel Aquris is my true home,” Jon said. 

Lilly pulled back and looked to Jon with wide eyes. “Truly?” 

Jon smiled and nodded. “Urth never felt like home to me. When the war is over, Aquris will be our home. My parents will have to come and visit and they will. We might have to go back for a holiday or two. Besides, I’d rather our kids live in their true home.” 

Lilly’s eyes took on a subdued heat. “You have thought of the future.” 

Jon smiled. “I don’t know if people from Urth and Aquris can have children, but I’m willing to try.” 

The Captain gave Jon a wicked smile. “As you know with Eryn, she is a half-breed. It’s not impossible for different races to bear children. We may have to see a witch or two, but it can be done.” 

Jon nodded with a happy smile. 



“I wish we could stay like this forever, but we have a seduction to perform. For this evening, most of the crew will be dining together. 

Rose is of course invited. There will be drinks and some food. Rose enjoys her drink very much and I’m sure she will have her fill.” 

“And when she is liquored up, I turn on the charm,” Jon grinned. 

Lilly nodded. “We bring her to our room and entice her to fall in love with us. I don’t see it being too much trouble since she has a tremendous affection for both of us.” 

“Will the rest of the crew be okay with this?” Jon asked. 

“They will be fine. I had Zelda inform them of the details. Only Rose and her crew don’t know what is to happen. I’m sure she will be pleasantly surprised. 

“Now, let’s get downstairs and prepare.” 

Lilly pulled away and took Jon’s hand. The pair walked past Zelda as she held the wheel. The moment Jon walked past the tall sea elf, a hand smacked him on his ass. Jon turned to see Zelda’s sharp smile. 

“I can’t join you for dinner tonight. That means you belong to me tomorrow,” Zelda said before she licked her lips. 

“The work is never done,” Jon sighed before Lilly pulled him along to the stairs. 


***

The dining room was filled with bodies. Simple plates of food filled the center of a long, rectangular table. Metal goblets stood by each place setting. Elves sat along each long side of the table. Lilly sat at one end, Jon to her right and Syndra to her left. Eryn and Amara sat on the same side as Syndra. Lusha sat next to Jon. Pyrah and Cora moved about the table, placing bottles of ale, rum and whiskey next to plates of food. Their seats were by Lusha. Rose sat at the other end of the table, one of her crew to each side of her. 


The dining room was elegant with engraved symbols running along every wall. Paintings of dragons graced the four walls. The table itself was made of metal, but it felt like smooth stone to the touch. A magical lantern glowed above the center of the chamber, a dim relaxed light filling it. 

Jon sat, noticing that when the sun set, the temperature dropped outside. But inside, the temperature was consistent and comfortable. 

There was no fireplace or heat source as far as he could tell. The whole mood was pleasant and relaxing. 

 Dragons really knew how to live. 

Jon chuckled to himself. The chairs everyone sat in were a little large. If Zelda was there, it would be perfect for her. 

Jon found himself missing the giant sea elf. They hadn’t resumed her training and he was kicking himself for it. She was turning into an excellent student, learning his family’s Dragon Style technique. With her size and power, she would be a force of nature in a fight. She was already skilled to a degree, but with Jon’s teachings, she would be unbeatable. 

Pyrah and Cora finished placing down the last of the drinks and took their seats. The spread was humble, but plentiful for the evening. Simple meats, breads, cheeses, and vegetables made up the main course. 

Lilly lifted her chin slightly and addressed everyone at the table, 

“This is most of the food we have left. Considering how quickly we are travelling, we should be to our destination by tomorrow afternoon. Eat what you can. Anything left over will have to tide us over until we reach the island. 

“Do not fret, we have plenty of drink to hold us over. Today is the maiden voyage of the  Bright Hope and we should be celebrating. Eat and drink your fill. Let the night take us to warm and happy places.” 

Heads nodded in agreement. 



Rose leaned against the armrest to her chair. One of her crew poured a dark, amber liquid into a goblet. When it was full, her other crew member picked it up and placed it in the Captain’s hand. Rose swirled her drink, her gaze across the table to Lilly. 

“May I propose a toast?” Rose smiled. 

Lilly nodded. 

Rose held up her goblet. “What a wondrous adventure we have embarked on. I feel all our previous adventures pale in comparison. 

My heart beats with new life as a new dawn approaches. 

“Captain Silk, it is with great pleasure to be on the maiden voyage of the  Bright Hope.  When we have a fleet of airships, those who oppose us will tremble in their boots at our power and beauty. 

For now, I feel honored to be here. I salute you! May the bards sing of our tales for the next ten thousand years!” 

Everyone grabbed their drink and lifted them up. 

“Aye,” most said in a low, unsure tone. 

Lusha, Cora, and Syndra looked to their Captain. Pyrah and Amara simply looked down. Eryn took a long sip of her drink. Jon raised an eyebrow. Lilly’s expression was blank as a stone wall. 

 Those who oppose us? I really hope I misheard what she said. It sounded like she is ready to go to war with everyone. I knew she was greedy, but I never knew she was power hungry too. 

Jon took a deep sip of whiskey, not taking a chance with elven rum. He remembered how it affected him and the last thing he wanted was to be dancing on the table while the crew threw knives at him. The night on Soul Drink still haunted him and he still felt bad for those elves he beat up and the one he stabbed in the shoulder. 

Lilly leaned back in her chair, “Everyone, please eat.” 

The moment the Captain finished, hands reached out and began scooping food into their plates. 



Captain Silk lazily reached out for her goblet, lifted it up and held it, making no move for the food. The rest of the table began eating in a controlled feeding frenzy. The only other elf not eating right away was Rose. The pink-haired Captain also had her goblet in hand and took small, discreet sips. 

“Those were interesting words used in your toast,” Lilly said as she closed her eyes and took a sip of her drink. 

Rose nodded. “They are the truth. For too long has the Empire kept their boots on our necks. With the dragon tech, we could dismantle the Empire and create island state governments. The wealth can be redistributed, making the rich and powerful carry less influence than before.” 

Lilly opened her eyes and stared down the table to the beautiful captain. “Except for those in possession of such dragon tech.” 

Rose leaned forward, her gaze meeting Lilly’s. “There will always be those with power and those without. If our plan is to convince the Confederacy to join our forces and destroy the Empire, each captain and ally will want their piece. They will not commit to such an offensive without their royal share. 

“I’m surprised, Captain Silk. I thought you already knew this,” 

Rose said and let out a haughty laugh. 

Lilly took a deep sip of her drink as she sat lazily in her chair. “I know every alliance has its sacrifices, but to divide the power structure will create an imbalance. Those who suffered will continue to suffer. Those with power will continue to rule, just on a smaller scale.” 

Rose’s eyes narrowed, but she kept her smile. “You would keep the Empire as it is? Would you sit on the throne?” Rose turned her attention to Cora, “Or have another take the Emperor’s place?” 

Lilly smirked and took a sip. “Cora, it would seem our plan has been found out.” 



The table was silent, everyone watching and listening. Cora looked at her food and didn’t raise her head. Jon slowly chewed on a piece of dried meat, his full attention on the two captains. 

“Captain,” Rose sneered, “Your plan was deciphered a long time ago. Many in our circles talked about you saving the princess. When word spread that she had joined your crew, many speculated you would use her to replace the Emperor. I assume that when you save your parents; you, your crew, and your handsome Shullkar would sail off into the sunset, but we know it could play another way.” 

“What way is that?” Lilly asked with sharp eyes. 

“Cora has taken the pirate oath. We all know what it means when you agree to it. If you put her in the Emperor’s seat and make her empress, she will still bow to you. No one will agree to make Cora, or any other Lufina, to rule over Aquris. You would be the new ruler of our realm.” 

Lilly smiled to herself and took another long sip. “That is an interesting fantasy. Since we are speculating, why does it not occur to anyone that I may hang up my hat and retire to some island?” 

Rose’s elbows touched the table, one hand holding up her drink. 

“Because once you choose this life, you never truly leave it. I admire your honor and kindness, but you are as ruthless and power hungry as any of us in this life. You may go through the motions, freeing Cora of her oath. You may even find an island, build a home, and birth many babies, but all of this will needle you. It will writhe under your skin. You will miss it and you will seek it out again. 

“We live a very long time. After Jon is gone and your children are raised, you will return to this life, call in favors and continue to carve out your destiny.” 

“How do you know this?” Lilly asked with a sardonic tone. 

Rose’s expression softened and she looked down. “It’s because it happened to me.” 



Everyone at the table stopped eating. They all turned their attention to the beautiful Captain at the end of the table. Lilly’s expression remained neutral. 

Rose continued to look down as she spoke, “I had the same fantasies a long time ago. I quietly retired from piracy for fifty years. I found a man I loved and had six children with him on a tiny island. 

Those many years were the most beautiful and painful of my life. 

“Renaud and I told our children many of our adventures. They grew up happy, healthy, and curious. Little did we know we were doing them a disservice. When they grew older, they itched for adventure and living our former life. We tried to dissuade them, but they could be just as strong-willed as my husband and I. When they were adults, one by one, they left our comfortable little island.” 

Rose turned her gaze to the side. “The youngest one was Renaud’s favorite. He didn’t want anything to happen to him, so when Jara left, Renaud went with him. I was left alone to worry and wonder where they all were. A year later, I set to sea to travel and explore Aquris.” 

Rose’s eyes shined before shadows covered her eyes. “Six children, all turned to pirates. I should have been proud, instead, I was scared. One by one, they fell to Imperial traps and battles. Two died from poor decisions when they thought they could cheat others.” 

A single tear streaked down her alabaster cheek from the shadows of her eyes. “Jara and Renaud were killed during a raid on an Imperial outpost. In a matter of a few short years, I lost everything.” 

Rose reached into a small pocket of her corset and pulled out a handkerchief. She wiped under her eyes and lifted her face into the dining room light. A smile returned and she took a long sip from her goblet. She then put it on the table, entwined her fingers and rested her chin on them. 



“As you know, I returned to our ways and continued waging my battle against the Empire. I have taken lovers, but they are only lovers, nothing more. I surround myself with beauty, because that is all there is to life, the beauty of the moments.” 

Rose’s gaze hardened a touch. “No matter what happens, the Empire will be destroyed for taking my family from me. Either by my hand, or our hands.” 

Silence filled the dining chamber. 

Lilly broke the silence, “Rose, I never knew. I’m sorry.” 

“You didn’t know because I didn’t tell you. I’m telling you now because we stand on the edge of changing our entire world. We have a chance to destroy the Illuminous Empire and free everyone from the torment of their rule. 

“I have been a pirate for a very long time. If your plan is to replace a Lufina with another Lufina, I won’t be the only one to question, or perhaps defy it. Madness runs in their veins.” 

Rose turned her attention to Jon, “I would rather follow an Urth man on the throne than another power-hungry elf.” 

Cora stood up and pushed her chair out. She turned, walked the length of the table and stood by Rose's chair. Rose’s crew looked to their Captain, waiting for an order. Rose looked up to the lithe elf, her face a blank mask. 

Cora knelt down to her knees and took Rose’s hand into hers. 

Tears welled up and streaked down the Cabin Mate’s cheeks. 

“I have heard many stories about what my family has done to so many others, each one more horrific than the last. I have seen the madness in my father’s eyes. I’ve seen it infect others. It is something I never wish to happen to me or any other elf on Aquris.” 

Cora closed her eyes and bowed her head to Rose. “If the day comes where I take the throne, I promise to never let it be like how it was. I swear it to the gods above and below the oceans. No one should ever outlive their children. I swear, the Empire will fall and the realm will belong to the people again!” 

Rose’s expression softened. With a motherly look, she touched under Cora’s chin and lifted her face so their gazes could meet. 

“Cora, from the time we have spent together fighting side by side, I see you speaking the truth. You fought your brothers in Aza Thule. You have defended many during many battles. I believe you will keep your word. Do not take what I say as an attack on you. 

Take what I say as the truth. Let it dwell in your mind and heart. Let it aid you in bringing you to your own truth. 

“And in those quiet moments, decide what you want. You don’t have to rule. You don’t have to follow others. You can make your own destiny.” 

Rose bent her head down and kissed Cora’s forehead. 

Cora’s eyes trembled as she looked up to the pink-haired Captain. 

Rose sat up and held out her open hand. A full goblet was put in it. Rose brought the cup between herself and Cora and presented it to the slender elf. 

“Take and drink, for both of our sakes,” Rose smiled. 

Cora stood up, took the goblet. The pair stared at each other for a moment, a new goblet in Rose’s hand. Then, they lifted the cups and drank deeply. 

Many heads nodded across the table. Everyone lifted their goblets, including Lilly. Metal touched lips and spirits and wine spilled down throats. Jon drank deeply, the heaviness touching his very soul. 

Rose lifted her goblet and drank all of its contents. She then stood up and threw her empty goblet to the floor. 

“This is the  Bright Hope’s maiden voyage! We should be celebrating!” 



“Aye!” everyone shouted. 

One of Rose’s crew stood up. She was a thin, beautiful elf. She stepped back and stomped her boot with a rhythm. She then began to sing a shanty, her voice melodic and infectious. It didn’t take long for everyone to be up. Some sang and others drank. Jon stood, lost in the small dancing in which he had no idea how to do. 

Lilly was up. She made her way around the table to Rose and Cora. She spoke to them in hushed tones as the noise of the celebration commenced. Jon was swept up as Amara took his hand and began dancing with him. 

Jon glanced over his shoulder. He watched as Lilly and Rose spoke. Their voices were lost to the singer’s voice and moving bodies. The two women glanced at him as they spoke out the sides of their mouths. 

The singing and dancing continued on as the airship floated on through the night sky. 



Six

The evening swirled into an intoxicated haze. Moments flashed of drinks, dancing and laughter. It bubbled against senses, a lightness of mind and a heaviness of spirits coiling around a foggy dream. 

Jon tried to stay standing. The alcohol sang to him like a siren on the rocks. He had the presence of mind to not drink elven rum, but that didn’t stop the rest of the drinks from turning him into a shambling man trying to stay standing. Chaos reigned as elves snuck in kisses and hugged him. Each kiss caused his already red face to glow redder. The party continued, but Jon suddenly felt like he couldn’t breathe. 

 Need… air. 

Jon stumbled to the door and slid it aside. It moved easily to his touch. When he was out and the door slid closed behind him, he spun around and slammed his back against the opposite wall. Lungs worked as he gulped down air. The entire time spent on Aza Thule was filled with staying alert and helping where needed. Now, he had a moment to relax and the spirits decided to make up for missing time. 

 I should go onto the deck and get some fresh air, but one of two things will happen. One, I’ll lean too far against the railing and fall into the ocean. Two, Zelda will come after me and never let me leave her side. 

Jon blinked. 

 Or three, she will throw me over the side for fun. She’s done it before. 

Jon chuckled to himself at the absurdity of his thoughts. He knew he could sober up in an instant if he needed too. He just didn’t feel like it at this time. The tension knotted his shoulders, Lilly often giving him a massage nightly before they fell into each other’s arms. 



The thought of Lilly caused Jon’s very heart to beat a degree faster. 

 She is always in my thoughts. They all are. I still can’t believe we’ve made it this far. It was sad to hear Rose’s story, but I know we were different. We can make things work. We can make things better. I believe in Lilly, Cora, and everyone else in our family. 

The door to the dining chamber opened. A dark-skinned elf with white hair stepped out. Syndra closed the door behind her and looked at Jon. 

Jon forced himself to stand under his own power. Seeing Syndra made him sober up a little, a deep worry in his heart. 

The mage smiled. “I know that look. You don’t have to worry about me. I’ve limited my magic use and have been feeling better of late.” 

Syndra stepped closer to Jon and looked up into his eyes. Jon couldn’t help himself, placing a hand on her hip. Syndra’s red eyes softened. 

“The Captain told me to tell you not to go too far,” Syndra whispered. 

Jon nodded. “Is there anything I can do for you in the meantime?” 

“Not tonight,” Syndra said softly. “Tomorrow night may be different. Zelda has laid claim to you, but promised to share.” 

“Aye aye,” Jon slurred. 

Syndra gave the Urth man a small shy smile. She then kissed him on the cheek before pulling back. 

“I’ll dream of you tonight. Tomorrow, make the dream a reality,” 

Syndra said with a seductive hiss. 

Jon stared at her beauty. Syndra turned and made her way down the corridor. Jon’s gaze fell to her firm ass and he had a difficult time trying to organize his thoughts. 



The door to the dining room slid open. Lilly and Rose stepped out, each one with an arm over the other’s shoulders. They laughed with a bottle in each of their hands. They picked up their bottles and poured spirits into each other’s mouths. 

Jon watched them as they looked like a living, breathing fountain. 

Bottles were pulled away from open mouths, some spilling onto bare cleavages. They laughed and cackled before turning their attention to Jon who was just standing there. The laughter died and they both looked at him like two succubi in the night. 

“Ladies,” Jon said with a small, drunken swagger. 

Lilly and Rose blinked before they howled in laughter again. Jon smiled as the two of them carried on for a long moment. They wiped away tears of laughter and made a halfhearted attempt to control themselves. 

“Jon, be a dear and show us to our room for the night? I fear we may have drunk a little too much,” Lilly slurred. 

“Yes, Jon, help us delicate souls,” Rose giggled. 

Jon simply lifted his arms when the two elves let go of each other, spun and their backs touched his waiting arms. Lilly looked at Jon with heavy eyelids. Rose cooed to Jon’s strong arm along her back. The two women lifted their bottles and poured to Jon’s mouth. 

Jon was so busy trying to keep his balance, he didn’t react fast enough. He barely parted his lips before two streams of amber spirits splashed against them and down his front. 

Jon shook his head, the whole front of his neck, chest, and stomach soaking wet. 

Lilly and Rose roared with laughter. Jon smiled as he began walking, guiding them along. Lily composed herself, trying to wipe away booze from Jon’s chest and lingering on it. Rose looked over with warm eyes, watching Lilly feel Jon up before her. 



The trio walked along the corridor. Jon vaguely remembered the way to the Captain’s quarters. He had seen it once and looked forward to sleeping in it. When he glanced at Lilly and Rose, he doubted he would be doing much sleeping. 

After a few twists and turns, they reached the ornamental door with crystals in draconic designs. Each gem varied in color, but the design took on the vague shape of a dragon’s skull. As far as Jon knew, this was the only door on the ship like this. 

 Dragons sure like to bling it up. 

The two elves at his sides broke from his arms. Lilly took hold of the door and slid it sideways. 

“Inside!” Lilly said and smacked Jon on the ass. 

Jon stepped in, drinking in the Captain’s quarters. 

The chamber was much larger than the one on the  Dark Heart.  It held a large bed, presumably for a draconic captain. The furs were already there, soft and warm despite being in a pyramid for eons. 

The dragon’s preserving magic seemed to touch everything they once owned. 

Shelves of books lined one wall with a wide, plush couch next to it. A desk and chair were against another wall. The back of the room was half windows from the waist up. Beyond the transparent glass was a starry sky and the faint hues of two moons. Arcane designs filled the walls between furniture. A large rune covered circle filled the middle floor. Velvet purple curtains were at the corners of the glass windows. A sense of calm filled the large chamber. 

Lilly sauntered across the room and stepped to the edge of the bed, she turned around and eyed Jon and Rose before looking down to the rune circle on the floor. 

“Syndra examined this room and the rune circle on the floor. She tells me it's magical, not allowing sound or conversation to leave this room. Someone could be against the outside glass and they wouldn’t hear anything.” 



Rose took a long gulp from her bottle and pulled it away. 

“Sounds like truly a private place on the ship.” 

The pink-haired Captain made her way to the couch by the bookshelf. She turned around and elegantly sat down. She leaned back and looked at the elf and Urth man in the room. 

Jon stayed where he was, unsure if anything had changed. He and Lilly had a plan, but after what Rose said at dinner, he wondered if the plan had changed. 

Lilly smiled. “Rose and I have been talking…” 

“About an alliance that may be beneficial for the three of us,” 

Rose finished. 

Jon stepped over to the chair by the desk. He pulled it out, turned it around and sat it in. He leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and gave the two elves his full attention. 

Lilly kept her smile. “The  Bright Hope and the new airships will change the tide of the war. Since there are only going to be three, as far as we know, we must solidify our alliances.” 

“What about Storm? I’m sure he will want to be a part of this,” 

Jon said before he caught what he was saying. 

Lilly let out a small laugh. “Well, Storm will not be part of this private alliance.” 

Rose spoke up, “After we restock supplies and gain a new ship, I and my few crew members will be sailing back to Aza Thule. Once we are there, it will take some time for the new airships to finish construction. We won’t be ready to assist your liberation of Hylore, but we will be ready when we bring our allies and forces together. 

Rose sat up, and took a long swig from her bottle. She gulped a few times, pulled it away and settled the bottle between her more than ample thighs. 

“Storm will need convincing. Since I will be spending some time with him, I will further our agenda, if tonight goes well.” 



“What do you mean?” Jon asked with a raised eyebrow. 

Lilly looked at Jon, her eyes speaking more than her words. 

“Rose came to me with a proposition. A private alliance between the three of us.” 

Rose nodded, her eyes drinking in Jon’s features. “Our partnership will be an intimate one, a different kind of bonding, but just as deep as our blood bond.” 

Captain Thorn’s gaze moved from Jon to Lilly and back to Jon. 

“Seeing the two of you loving each other has awakened something I haven’t felt in a long time. Some treasures are greater than gold and silver. Sometimes, the treasure of the heart is the most potent magic of all. 

“Jon, you have resisted me and dare I say, your denial has stoked my inner fire. I see the strength and kindness Lilly sees and knows. I have ached for Lilly’ touch and I have ached for yours as well.” 

“Rose wishes for a lover’s partnership. One where we would be a trio, never denying each other,” Lilly smiled. 

Jon gave a slow nod and blinked. “Like, the three of us are dating?” 

Rose let out a warm laugh. “I’m aware of the Urth custom, but no, not like that. A lover’s partnership is often used to create alliances between different parties. It is a verbal agreement, sealed with an intimate touch. Many across Aquris engage in such partnerships. Some are for a predetermined time. Others are open ended. They have simple, but strong terms.” 

“Rose wishes for a lover’s partnership, the three of us aligned until the war is over and the Empire has fallen. I believe we must refine the terms together.” 

Lilly turned her attention to Rose, “I’m willing to agree to our partnership and stay loyal until the end of the war. We have no idea if there will be an Empire or not at the end.” 



Rose eyed Lilly and took another swig from her bottle. “What determines the end of the war?” 

“Death of the Emperor,” Lilly stated. 

Rose tapped a finger against the neck of the bottle in her hand. 

“A strong choice, but there are heirs. Any of them can take over the seat of the throne, including your beautiful Cora. I need something a little more.” 

“Cora will need generals and advisors,” Lilly added. 

Rose shook her head. “When the war is over, so are my days of working for others. No, I think a gold settlement, paid from the Empire’s coffers can sway me.” 

“How much?” 

Rose gave Lilly a greedy smile. “Two million should be enough.” 

Lilly’s gaze remained cool. “It would take several lifetimes to spend that much gold.” 

Rose grinned. “I want several lifetimes to ensure my family line continues. The gold is less about my future and more about securing my family’s legacy. There will be a time where I fall in love again. I will have one or several mates. I know I will have children again and they will not suffer the same fate as my previous children. No, they will be of royal blood. Two million gold will be enough for me to secure a larger island and build on it. There will be a community to grow and nurture my family. They will be safe and never know of piracy and death. That is my price.” 

“If Cora ascends to the throne, you will have your gold,” Lilly said. 

Rose shook her head again. “No. Once the Emperor is dead, I gain my gold and not a coin less. Be grateful that I believe in our cause and in the two of you.” 

Lilly gave Rose a long look before giving a small nod. “Our partnership must remain secret or it will be used against us.” 



Rose giggled. “I will treasure our secret, if all parties agree to it,” 

Rose glanced at Jon. 

Jon looked to the voluptuous elf, “What prevents you from having your cake and betraying us when you’ve had enough?” 

“Why Jon, our agreement. I’m not sure if they do this on Urth, but when an intimate partnership takes place between all consenting parties, that intimacy becomes the string that holds us all together. 

Unlike normal agreements, that can be prone to less truthful and honorable souls. A lover’s partnership gives those wronged the freedom to slay the partners that betrayed them.” 

Rose looked at Lilly, “I know Captain Silk will not hesitate to shoot me dead if I betrayed her and you. Just as Lilly knows that I will not spare a coin or spell shell to end both of your lives. We enter this on agreed terms.” 

Lilly looked to Jon, “These kinds of agreements form deep bonds. Storm would never agree to this, nor would you if he was involved. The blood bond curse will keep us honest for a time, but this agreement will ensure that we are on the same side until the agreement has elapsed.” 

Rose nodded. “Jon, I want this. I want to share our affections, love, and lust together.” 

“What else does it mean? Do we just seal the partnership between us tonight and that’s it?” 

Rose and Lilly let out small laughs. 

Rose spoke up, “Jon, it means, for the length of our partnership, we cannot deny each other what we want. The three of us may enjoy each other’s company, when we want, for as long as we want. In a respect to your world’s customs, we become a family for a duration.” 

“If Rose wants you, she can have you. If I want her, I can have her. If you want one or both of us, we will be there for anything you desire,” Lilly stated simply. 



“Yes, Jon, anything you desire,” Rose said and licked her shapely lips. 

Jon’s head was swimming. His heart thudded in his chest as the mood in the quarters changed into something sultry and decadent. 

Rose slowly stood up. She put the bottle she was holding down on the floor by a sofa leg. Looking at Jon and Lilly, she let out a seductive sigh. 

Jon stared at the voluptuous elf with intrigued eyes. The corset around her middle cinched her waist. Her chest and thighs were larger than most of the elves he had seen. Her skin was pale and contrasted against her alabaster white skin. The pink hair framed her delicate features. The curls and locks gave her an almost regal appearance, despite her eyes dripping with lustful hunger. 

“Lilly, be a dear and undress me. It will be like old times, when we shared a bed for a time,” Rose ordered. 

Lilly let out a laugh. A shadow touched the edge of her gaze and she noticed Jon stepping past the bed. He stopped and stood about five feet from Rose, his gaze taking on a confident gleam. 

Rose looked at Jon and gave him a dreamy smile. “It would seem your Shullkar will be the one undressing me tonight.” 

Jon made a small shake of his head before a rune on his back glowed with power. 

Rose’s eyes widened. She stumbled back a step, a pink hue rising up her neck and into her cheeks. Her lips parted and she gasped for breath. Chest heaving, one hand reached for a sofa armrest and her other hand fanned at her neck. 

“Jon… you’re using that wicked sorcery,” Rose huffed as her thighs trembled. 

“Tell me to stop and I’ll stop,” Jon said with enough confidence to smash a stone with a thought. 



Lilly slipped from bed, stood up and walked to Jon’s side. She watched as Rose had difficulty standing. An arm circled around Jon’s neck and she molded her body against his. 

“Those dragon powers can make any moment more interesting, don’t you think Rose?” Lilly said with a wicked smirk. 

Jon took Lilly’s other hand into his and turned his face to his love, “She isn’t asking me to stop. What shall we do with her?” 

Lilly looked to Jon with half-closed eyes. “Anything we want. 

That is part of the agreement.” 

Rose’s eyes dripped with wanting. She struggled against the waves of attraction whispering to her senses. She barely blinked, seeing Jon nearly glow in her eyes. Lilly was draped on the handsome Urth man and it only added to the moment. 

“Jon…” Rose tried to say as her tone dripped with lust. She fought through the suffocating haze and regained a sliver of control. 

“Jon, you must worship me.” 

Jon’s eyes took on a devilish gleam. “Eventually. For now, I want you to worship us.” 

Rose tried to push away the waves of heat, her willpower falling along her mind in tatters. 

“Undress,” Jon commanded. 

Rose moaned. She stood under her own power. Delicate hands reached behind and slowly unhooked her corset. Her movements were slow and a little clumsy, like she hadn’t undressed herself in a long time. 

The heat in the chamber grew a few degrees. Jon glanced at Lilly and the sun elf seemed to be enjoying the show. She watched with amused eyes as Rose slowly undid her corset and pulled it away. The older elf’s body didn’t change with the corset gone. Her waist was still cinched. It was then when Jon realized her clothes were tailor made for her body and not trying to keep her figure together. They accentuated her form for maximum visual stimulation and she used it to her full advantage. 

“My love, you have no idea how refreshing this is. She always enjoyed when others catered to her. This is something to behold and savor,” Lilly grinned. 

Rose sat down and lifted a boot. She undid the laces at the top and pulled. Rose hissed as she was clearly uncomfortable and prone to their ever-watchful gazes. It took a few moments, but one boot came off and then the other. Rose stood up, her hands grabbing her shirt and opening hidden buttons. Her breathing was heavy as she pulled the shirt open, her heavy breasts free from their confines. 

Jon admired her. Rose’s breasts were large with coin sized nipples. They were pink against her fair skin. Despite their size, they were full and hung unassisted. Rose whined as fingers slipped into the waist of her leggings and snaked her hips out of them. 

Lilly let go of Jon’s hand and touched his chest. Her fingers glided down until she reached his bulge. She cupped him, her fingers giving him a gentle squeeze. His member was already half-hard, but when she touched him, it stiffened further. 

Rose’s tight leggings puddled around her ankles and she stepped out of them. Her thighs were thick and they trembled as she fought to stay standing. 

Jon kept his gaze on the voluptuous elf. Her pale skin was turning pink. Her elfhood was bare and hairless. Pink lips budded and a drop of wetness streaked down her inner thigh. 

Rose let out a whimper and fell to her knees. She swayed as she looked up at Jon. Her eyes pleaded with him to touch her. The madness took hold and she could barely keep a coherent thought. 

Primal needs pushed at her body and let out a long moan. 

“It’s time to unwrap our gifts,” Lilly whispered in Jon’s ear. 

Jon stayed where he was as Lilly pulled out his shirt from his waist. She undid buttons and opened his shirt, exposing his strong chest. The moment Rose saw it, her eyes flickered with sultry desire. 

A hand moved between her thighs, two fingers rubbing along her wet valley entrance. She continued to watch as Lilly playfully and slowly undressed her Shullkar. 

Clothes peeled away. Jon helped a little as Lilly worked. Boots, shirt, and leggings came off and were tossed aside. Boxers were last. Lilly hooked her fingers into the waistband as Jon’s cock stabbed up and against the fabric. Rose watched with intense eyes as the boxers came down and Jon stepped out of them. 

“Damn that delicious cock,” Rose cursed as she rubbed herself into a frenzy. 

The sun elf’s fingers worked furiously between her sensual thighs. Her body quivered as she stared with dreamy heat. 

“It is nice,” Lilly slid down to her knees, gently took hold of Jon’s member and licked the tip into her mouth. 

Heat and desperation filled Rose as she watched Lilly sucking on Jon’s cock. Wet fingers worked her clit as Lilly stayed by Jon’s leg, sucking and licking the tip. The shaft gleamed with her saliva as she took inches and slowly pulled back, her lips moving every vein and the ridge of his head. 

Jon enjoyed the interplay between the three of them. Lilly was showing off and Rose was losing control. Bliss traveled up his body as Lilly sucked on him just the right way. Her warm lips moved with a slow tempo, each sensation causing his own needs to climb to the surface. 

Rose let out a soft moan, her body trembling. She muttered small curses to herself before a deeper moan spilled from her lips. 

Pink touched her chest and wetness dripped from her valley and fingers and onto the floor. The dripping continued as another orgasm caused her to shudder. 

The sensations of bliss were so overwhelming, Rose fell onto all fours, heaving and huffing like she had been running for miles. She looked up at Lilly sucking on Jon’s beautiful cock. One hand and knee moved forward, followed by another hand and knee. She crawled closer until she was with Lilly and Jon’s cock. She moved onto her knees, licking the side of the exposed shaft as Lilly sucked on his head. 

Jon looked down on them, enjoying the view. The two elves licked and suckled on him, needing and wanting more. Lilly took hold of his shaft and pulled Jon’s cock from her mouth. With her other hand, she gently took hold of Rose’s hair and shoved her mouth onto Jon’s throbbing member. Rose let out a seductive whine, Jon’s cock deep in her mouth and throat. Muffled moans rose up between them, the elf Captain’s mouth filled with thick inches. 

“It’s fine to serve on your knees,” Lilly whispered as she let go of Rose and watched. 

Rose became unchained. She took hold of Jon’s shaft and sucked on his cock like a hungry animal. Muffled moans filled the small space between them, every moment growing more and more intense. 

Lilly’s hand reached between Rose’s thighs, her fingers finding and rubbing the other captain’s nub. She made gentle swirls and that only made Rose moan louder. The intimacy grew. Rose closed her eyes as her tongue slid under Jon’s shaft. She made her mouth tight as her head bobbed on Jon. With Lilly’s fingers between her thighs, the blissful sensations grew to a fevered pitch. Her entire body trembled as she could not keep the deluge of ecstasy at bay much longer. 

Lilly moved her lips close to Rose’s pointed ear. “These moments will be ours. Let yourself be free.” 

Rose’s eyes squeezed shut before her body shuddered. Magical explosions rippled along her body. Bliss flared, engulfing her inner world in light. She moaned loudly, Jon’s cock deep in her throat and Lilly massaging her clit to surrender. 



Jon felt the waves of heat pulsing from Rose’s body. Her eyes trembled as her body moved automatically. The sight of her losing herself shattered Jon’s own willpower and his cock thickened. 

A loud grunt filled the room. Rose was barely coming back from the edges of nirvana when Jon’s cock expanded and thick spurts of seed splashed against the back of her throat. The shock of the moment caused her to pull back a few inches. She was rewarded with another thick spurt in her mouth. Rose gulped and opened her mouth, the taste of Jon’s seed sending her over the edge. She shuddered to another orgasm when molten seed struck her chin and the rest landed on her chest. 

Confusion filled Rose’s eyes as she gasped for air. She looked down to find Lilly at her chest, licking up Jon’s seed. Lilly’s tongue against Rose’s skin sent goosebumps along her body, and she leaned back a little so Lilly might take what she wanted. 

Jon huffed lightly, his cock still mostly hard and still standing. 

Bliss curled his wet cock, but his urges wanted more. 

“Get into bed,” Jon said darkly. 

Rose barely heard the words. She made a half attempt to get up, when Lilly helped her up. The come was licked off her chest and chin, but Rose continued to taste Jon in her mouth. The room spun and hands pushed. Rose landed on her stomach. Weakly, she used her knees and elbows to crawl further onto the bed. 

Jon watched her. She appeared weak, but he couldn’t tell if it was an act or she was deep in the throes of ecstasy. After a second, he realized it didn’t matter. He crawled onto the bed as Lilly began pulling her own clothes off and tossing them away. 

“I… I haven’t felt like this… in a long time,” Rose managed before hands grabbed at her. 

The Rubenesque elf was roughly turned onto her back. Rose gasped as she looked up to Jon between her legs. The calm, rational expression he often carried was gone. Instead, a demonic scowl filled his features as he gazed down upon her like a piece of meat. A thrill snaked along her spine. Wetness surged as she eyed his cock like a meaty dagger, ready to slay her urges. 

Jon drank in the mature elf before him. Her thighs quivered as wetness spilled from her slit. She was nearly hairless over her body. 

Jon’s fingers ran down her smooth inner thighs. The sensations caused Rose to moan, but she made no move to hide herself from him. She saw the predatory gaze in Jon’s eyes and found herself unable to deny him. 

Jon knelt down and snuggled between her legs. Rose parted her thighs a little more. She lifted her head just as his mouth kissed her intimate valley. When his tongue caressed her nub, Rose let out a strangled hiss and her head flopped back onto the bed. Her shapely hips moved to his kiss. Eyes closed and she writhed to Jon’s skillful tongue lashing. 

Lilly stood by the edge of the bed. She watched Jon’s head nestled between Rose’s thighs. The scent of bodies rose up to her sensitive nose. Limbs moved as she crawled onto the bed. A hand reached out and ran down Jon’s strong back. She made her way to Rose’s side and looked at her. The older elf could not contain her pleasure, writhing and whispering for more. 

Lilly sank down and moved close to Rose’s side. Her mouth was to the older elf’s ear as her finger grazed a pert nipple. 

“There were so many times where we loved each other,” Lilly whispered. 

Rose continued to dwell in the throes of bliss. 

“Many times, the love was to your liking and rarely to mine,” Lilly hissed and licked along Rose’s pointed ear. 

The lick and Jon’s tongue and mouth caused Rose to moan loudly. Wet sounds filled the air like a private song. Rose’s eyes remained firmly shut as nerves tightened. 



“Tonight, you will lick me into submission,” Lilly said and kissed Rose’s ear. 

Rose could barely comprehend what she heard through the tendrils of bliss. The bed shifted and the elf forced her eyes to slowly open. Shapes took form, a thigh moving across her vision and then Lilly’s dripping slit right before her. A tuft of red hair nearly glowed above her nubile pink line. Lips budded and a drop of lust splashed against Rose’s neck. She looked up to see Lilly looking down at her, over her more than handful breasts. An evil smile appeared before the Captain of the  Bright Hope sat down on Rose’s mouth. 

Lilly’s fingers curled into Rose’s hair. Rose’s mouth clamped on Lilly and her tongue rose up like a sea serpent from the depths. The tip licked at Lilly and she moaned her approval. Wetness surged as pleasure rippled. 

“Lick my clit. Drink from me until you can’t get enough,” Lilly ordered with closed eyes. 

Rose was lost, bliss being her only guiding light. She didn’t know where she ended and Lilly and Jon began. Overwhelmed, she licked and drank Lilly’s juices as they dripped into her mouth. Jon’s tongue whipped her clit. She wanted to beg for mercy, but with her mouth full and she knew she must endure. A shudder and a muffled moan rose up. 

Jon was nestled deep between Rose’s thighs, enjoying her taste. 

He heard Lilly but couldn’t make out what she was saying. Warm thighs crushed the sides of his head as he licked and munched on Rose. Her hips moved to his mouth and tongue and he moved to her. It all fell into a slow dance when Rose moaned loudly. Despite barely hearing it, he felt her body tense and he knew what was happening. Another moan touched the air and a stream of wetness splashed against his mouth. Rose trembled like a leaf, but she kept her thighs clamped to his head. Jon continued to lick, kiss, and suckle on her clit, making it surrender to his whims. 



Rose’s body quivered and trembled as a string of orgasms exploded along her nerves. 

Jon lifted his face from between Rose’s thighs. He looked up to Lilly riding Rose’s face. Her perfect ass moved and she moaned her pleasure. Wetness dripped from Jon’s lower face as he watched Lilly. 

His manhood was hard and throbbing, needing another release. He rose up and crawled closer. His lips touched Lilly’s back and she let out a loving sigh. Jon’s hips were between Rose’s legs and with a slight push, his thick member slid into her dripping opening. Thick inches invaded her tight space and Rose gave a muffled scream. 

“It’s okay. You’ll get used to his girth,” Lilly cooed as she was lost to her own bliss. 

Jon licked at Rose’s nipple as his hips moved with power. Wet inches appeared and disappeared between them. Veins moved against snug lips, driving urges deep. Rose squeezed him and Jon continued his invasion. 

Lilly cried out as Rose licked her just the right away. The Captain looked down and closed her eyes as an inner tremble turned into a magical storm. She opened her eyes, her mouth open and her body heaving from blissful spikes along her senses. She looked down at Rose as the older elf looked up with determined eyes. Rose’s hands clamped onto Lilly’s waist and held her to her mouth. Lilly cried out as the older elf didn’t stop. She tried to pull away, sensitivity growing. 

Rose continued to lash at Lilly, driving her to the point of madness. 

“No… Rose…” Lilly said through tight lips. 

The words were not enough. Rose took control, lapping and licking at Lilly’s abused clit. Pain slowly turned to pleasure again. 

Lilly was trapped, her own needs rising up to the tongue lashing once again. Rose kept the lighter elf on her, her mouth and tongue working hard to break down Lilly’s willpower. 

“Not… again,” Lilly said with a strained tone before her eyes rolled into her head. 



The inner light of her orgasm bloomed and exploded outward. 

Lilly made strange sounds, unable to fight the cannons of paradise firing on the island that is her soul. Each explosion caused her to shudder. Time lost all meaning as she was stuck in the ropes of ecstasy. They pulled and tightened and she was stretched thin. 

They’d had their love affairs when they were together, but in the sea of bliss, Lilly knew her fellow captain was holding back. 

Rose stared as Lilly’s body curled forward. The sun elf was gone, her body a shell of divine ecstasy. It was at that moment that Rose took her revenge. 

The older elf shoved Lilly off of her face. Lilly couldn’t regain her wits as she crashed onto the bed. Her body writhed as bliss continued to push her past her limit. 

Jon looked up as his cock stabbed her deep. Rose smiled evilly as she grabbed his shoulders and pushed. Jon didn’t realize how strong she was until that moment. The two of them turned and Jon landed on his back with Rose on top of him. They never broke their connection, but this time, Rose’s powerful hips moved and slammed down on Jon’s hips. 

Jon’s hands reached for her hips to control the tempo and they were quickly slapped away. When he tried again, Rose pushed her large breasts into his face. The elf’s hips moved like a controlled jackhammer on Jon’ sturdy cock. 

“Keep that fucking fat cock hard! I want to ride it until I feel we’re finished,” Rose commanded with a dark hiss. 

Jon was nearly lost in bliss and heat. Rose’s large, firm breasts pushed against his face and the moment he opened his mouth, a nipple filled it. His mouth latched on and his tongue swirled against her erect nipple. Rose cooed as she slammed down to the hilt. The rough play caused Jon’s cock to nearly vibrate with need. 

Lilly opened her eyes as she took deep breaths. She stayed on her side, watching Rose nearly suffocate Jon with her tits. She looked over to see Rose’s hips crashing down on Jon. His slick cock would appear for barely a moment between them before Rose made it disappear again and again. 

Rose moaned as she closed her eyes. The repeated motion sent her closer and closer to the edge of no return. Jon was trapped under her, unable and unwilling to turn the tables. He remained on his back, sucking and licking at Rose’s creamy breast and squeezing the other one. 

Lilly crawled to them. The blissful sensations remained and she wondered why they had not dissipated. She quivered as she was close, snuggling her face into Jon’s arm. 

“That’s it… that’s the melody,” Rose whispered before she moaned. 

Pressure squeezed Jon’s cock like a vice. Wetness bloomed, spilling between their connection. Rose slowed down for barely a breath before she resumed her relentless pummeling. 

The pink-haired pirate Captain opened her eyes. She looked down on Lilly as the younger elf struggled against the sustained bliss. She hugged Jon’s arm as if she would fly apart at the seams. 

“There are some skills I have learned from Vala, Hexnia, and my own experiences. Enjoy it because you will be drinking my lust next,” 

Rose said with a daunting and loving edge. 

Lilly remained a puddle at Jon’s side. The glow of her orgasm remained, prickling at her senses and not letting go. 

The tight power of Rose’s inner world squeezed Jon to the breaking point. Rose moaned and smiled as she watched Jon weaken. His cock remained hard as metal. She leaned closer, her hips still working. 

“I’m going to drain your seed and fuck you until dawn,” Rose said as her hips moved with caged power. 

The dam cracked and Jon gave his own, muffled grunt. His cock thickened, pushing at Rose’s already tight inner walls. She let out a demonic cackle as she rode Jon hard. She squeezed his already tight-fitting cock and when she slid down, the pair orgasmed at the same time. 

Inner explosions rippled along Rose’s world. Thick jets of come painted her tight space. Several more spurts quickly filled her. Rose straightened her back and used her powerful thighs to ride Jon. Jon grunted as he couldn’t stop himself from coming. He looked to their connection as come and honey spilled from them. Rose’s large breasts bounced to her movements. 

Sensitivity crawled along Jon’s nerves and he sucked air in through his teeth. Rose’s movements prevented him from wilting or retreating from her snug slit. She remained in control, the sensitivity turning to pleasure once again. 

“Oh Jon, keep yourself hard as iron. I have a lot of orgasms to achieve,” Rose said with a sultry whisper. 

Lilly moved close and kissed Jon. He held her, but was unable to turn to her as Rose continued her seductive rampage. 

“Gather your strength my love, we will turn the tables,” Lilly whispered. 

Rose looked down with loving eyes. “Let our battles continue,” 

She said with a wicked grin. 


***

Dark clouds filled the sky from horizon to horizon. The  Bright Hope moved across the gray sky in a north easterly direction. The dark green ocean rippled, undisturbed by the flying airship high above. 
Jon, Lilly, Zelda, and Rose stood on the command deck. Lilly had the helm, Zelda and Jon standing by her. Rose was a little off to the side, humming a happy tune. 

Jon’s muscles burned as he stood. What Rose said during their tryst was no idle threat or flowery words born of wishful thinking. The three of them had gone all night and into the first rays of dawn. Jon had passed out a few times, only to be awakened by Rose or Lilly’s mouth. The two elves were insatiable. They forced him to become hard even before he awoke. Little was said after a time, bodies and desires moving beyond their control. Even when he turned the tables, forcing Rose or Lilly onto all fours and fucking them until their arms and legs trembled, they begged for more. By morning, the mood began to wane and after one last series of orgasms, they collapsed into a heap of tangled limbs and sweaty bodies. 

They did manage to sleep for a few hours, before Cora came in to rouse them. Sore bodies rose up and took hold of clothes. The three of them dressed. Lilly was all smiles. Rose gently talked about the wonderful night together and how she was looking forward to more at another time. Jon could barely keep his mind together with a flood of images of bodies caught in carnal acts. 

 I always knew elves had high sex drives, but last night was obscene. Could I ever do that again? 

Jon glanced at Lilly and Rose and their happy smiles. 

 Yes, I can. 

Rose fixed a lacey cuff around her wrist when she looked up. 

She pointed a gloved hand to something in the distance. 

“There it is, right where I knew it would be,” the Captain said with a smarmy tone. 

Everyone looked out and saw a large island in the distance. 

Trees covered it, their leafy branches reaching for the sky. Behind them, six stone towers stood. Slanted and flat roofs filled the spaces between the towers and slightly above the tree line. The gray sky caused the green trees to stand out against the stone towers. 

“Slumber Isle. A place to rest, relax, and wait out any forces hunting you. It feels like I’ve come home,” Rose said softly. 

Lilly nodded. “First Mate, alert the crew and prepare our party. 

We’re going ashore.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda said and walked toward the stairs. 



Jon stared at the island, a dread caressing his senses. A drop of death touched his spirit as he looked on. The surrounding seas were filled with the light stench of death and decay. The island was different. It exuded an aura of darkness, unseen by any eyes, but felt by his very heart. 

Jon quieted his mind and senses as the airship moved closer to their destination. 



Seven

The  Bright Hope floated closer, approaching the edge of Slumber Isle. An unusual calmness pervaded the area, the ocean gently lapping at the shore and trees lightly waving from the tiny breeze. 

Lilly stared at the town and towers on the other side of the island. Her firm grasp of the wheel kept the airship steady as they approached. The rest of the crew watched as they moved closer. 

“I’m getting a bad feeling,” Jon said as something needled at his senses. 

Before another word could be uttered, cannons slid out of each tower. They turned and aimed at the airship on the other side of the island. Once they were in place, they became still and unmoving, each one targeting the mystical airship. Flags with a crescent moon shape flapped in the small breeze. 

“Drop anchor at the edge of the island,” Lilly ordered. 

Zelda moved to the control panel beside her captain, her finger over a crystal. 

Rose looked out at the towers in mild surprise, “They were never this cautious to bring out their cannons.” 

“I assume they’ve never seen an airship before,” Lilly said. 

Rose shook her head. “No. They get all kinds of strange ships here. It’s a port town where many escape to. Our cannon ports aren’t open and they are a very tolerant people. This is peculiar.” 

Lilly kept her observant gaze on the cannon towers. “Drop anchor.” 

Zelda pressed the crystal and turned it. Toward the bow of the ship, the dragon claw anchor fell. A thick chain rattled as the claw opened. A large outcropping of stone stabbed into the air. The metal claw slammed into it and its points stabbed into the stone, securing the ship. 

“Descend to fifteen feet,” Lilly ordered. 

Zelda ran her finger down a long, rectangular crystal. The airship began to descend, air escaping the balloon. When the ship was about fifteen feet from the sandy beach, it stopped and swayed in the small breeze. 

Lilly let go of the wheel and faced everyone on the command deck. “We didn’t come for a fight. We just want to get supplies and ship. The citizens on this island might be a little more cautious with the taking of Hylore. We will take a small party onshore and travel to the town on foot.” 

Jon glanced to the stairs, seeing the rest of the crew come up from the main deck. It wasn’t long before everyone was gathered around the Captain. 

Lilly addressed everyone, “We will take a small party to investigate the town and attempt to bargain for supplies and a ship. 

Jon, Captain Thorn, Amara, Cora, Eryn, and I will go ashore.” 

Lilly turned to Zelda, “First Mate, you will stay here with Lusha, Pyrah, Syndra, and Rose’s crew and guard the airship. We don’t know what to expect while we’re here and we will not leave the Bright Hope to a chance of being stolen.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda bowed her head. 

Eryn lowered her head. “Captain, I don’t believe I should go with you.” 

Everyone turned their attention to the cleric. 

Eryn continued, “This is a luna elf colony. They do not take kindly to half-breeds. I fear my presence will work against us.” 

Jon eyed Eryn. From what he knew of luna elves, they had white skin and white hair. Eryn was a half-breed, one parent was a luna elf and the other was a sun elf. Her blonde hair would make her stand out like a sore thumb. 

Lilly glanced to Eryn’s hair and then back to the blind elf. “I care not what they think of you. You are part of my crew and they must respect that. You can cover your hair if you wish, but you’re coming with us.” 

The Captain turned her gaze back to the towers and town in the distance. “Jon is right. There is something strange about this place. 

We cannot take a chance of being separated if we run into a fight.” 

Lilly turned back to everyone gathered. “I want everyone armed. 

First Mate, set a watch for the  Bright Hope.  We will scout the town and send word back when we have procured supplies. We leave in ten minutes.” 

Everyone nodded. 

Jon moved to Eryn’s side, reached out and brushed his hand against hers. The blind cleric turned her blank eyes to him with a small smile on her lips. 

“Is it really that bad?” Jon asked. 

Eryn nodded. “Luna elves believe in purity of the race. They have no tolerance for any blending of the races. They will behave normally to every other elf, but when it comes to intimacy between any other races, it is considered taboo. 

“I understand why the Captain wants me to come along. I fear the town may be less than cordial with my presence.” 

“I will make sure they don’t even look at you wrong,” Jon said as he touched her hand. 

“Thank you, Jon, but it's better if we simply complete this mission. I will not dwell on their ignorant hate and neither should you.” 

“We will all do our best,” Jon smiled as his thumb moved along the back of her hand. 



Lilly moved to a locker on the command deck. She opened it and pulled out her two pistols and spell shell bandolier. She put the bandolier over her shoulder and let it hang across her chest and back. Each pistol slid into a thigh holster. 

Zelda moved to another locker. She opened it and pulled out a small sack of gold and threw it to Lilly. The Captain snatched it from the air and tucked the small bag of gold into a belt pouch. 

Zelda turned her attention to Jon and Eryn. “Jon,” she said simply. 

Jon walked over and stood by the tall sea elf. Zelda pointed down to the open locker. Jon looked at what she was pointing at, seeing several single barrel pistols, spell shells, two swords and several daggers. 

“What’s your flavor?” the sea elf smirked. 

Jon hesitated for a moment. He looked down at the weapons, not sure which to choose. 

 I knew this day would come, where I had to choose a weapon or weapons that I will need for a possible fight. I can’t rely on my luck to save me every time. I’m here and if I’m going native, I’m going full native. 

“Sword,” Jon said. 

Zelda reached down and picked up a sheathed sword. She handed it to Jon and he took it from her. 

“Do you know how to use one?” Zelda asked. 

“A little. Amara has shown me some moves. I’ll have to pick up the rest from experience,” Jon answered. 

Amara stepped closer to them, her hand clamping down on Jon’s shoulder. “He has a natural gift to learn anything he tries. I’ve seen it firsthand. He will be fine with a sword.” 

The Blademaster turned her attention to Jon, “But, if I have to defend you, I will.” 



“We will defend each other,” Jon smirked. 

“Of course,” Amara beamed. 

To the side, Cora approached Lilly as she finished taking her weapons and closing the locker. 

“Captain,” Cora began. 

“Cabin Mate, you’re coming with us,” Lilly said with a stern edge. 

Cora’s brow wrinkled. “Captain, I would be better here, helping guard the ship. If I go, someone may recognize me as a Lufina. It could put our whole party in jeopardy.” 

Lilly’s stern gaze softened a hair. “Cora, I don’t believe that for one moment. It’s obvious you want to spend more time with your brother, but I cannot risk having you both together all the time. I haven’t forbidden you from speaking with him, but if I’m not close by, I fear he may take advantage.” 

“Captain, my loyalty is to you and the crew of this ship,” Cora said with a hard edge. 

Lilly’s gaze firmed into stone. “I know where your loyalty lies. Be that as it may, these are my orders. Carry them out. This discussion is over.” 

Cora’s hands formed tight fists at her sides. She bowed her head and mentally forced her hands to relax. 

“Aye, Captain.” 

Jon attached the sheathed, curved sword to his waist. Syndra stepped over and stood by Zelda’s side. The two elves looked at him with subdued gazes. 

“You may escape our clutches for this evening, but that will only make it that much more demanding when we have you back,” 

Syndra said with a wicked smile. 

“You were promised to us after your time last night. We do not forget,” Zelda added. 



Jon nodded. “I haven’t either. I look forward to it. Keep our bed warm and waterskins close by,” Jon winked. 

The two elves nodded, pink touching their cheeks. 

Moments slipped by before the rope ladder unfurled and touched the sandy beach below. One by one, the scouting party descended the rope ladder and leapt onto the sand. When the party was on the beach, the rope ladder coiled up and onto the deck. Zelda was at the helm, with Syndra at her side. The shadow elf touched the rectangular crystal for the altitude control. The  Bright Hope began to rise until it was about fifty feet off the ground. The anchored chain remained clasped to the large stone, keeping the airship in place. 

Jon turned his attention to the small waves splashing against the rocks and shore. His senses vibrated and he found himself moving closer to the water. One rune on his back glowed, the energy tickling along his senses. When he reached the edge were the sea and land meet, he looked down into the murky water. 

An oddness struck Jon as he stared into the water. There were many round stones, packed together. It didn’t seem natural to have so many round stones just under the surface. Faint voices touched his mind and he couldn’t push them away. They mumbled and moaned, but there were no actual words. Jon’s boots touched the small, lapping waves. He was just about in six inches of sea water, round stones a foot away from his boots. 

Jon knelt down and reached out. The mental chatter grew as he touched a round stone. He took hold and pulled. It was lighter than he expected and broke away from the sandy bottom. When he lifted it up, he looked at a skull. 

Jon studied the skull in his hand. It was thinner, with sharper features. It was extremely light in his hand. He turned it around to look it over. Jon glanced to the other round stones and saw that they stretched on beyond what he could see. The island edge was composed of nothing more than elven skulls. 



“There are many islands like this in the Rotting Sea,” Lilly’s voice drifted down from behind Jon. 

Jon put the skull back in its place and stood up. He turned around to see Lilly, Cora, Eryn, Amara, and Rose standing behind him. 

Rose closed her eyes as she spoke, “The luna elves like to return their dead back to the sea. They believe all elves came from the sea and all elves should return to it. It follows some of Kana’s ancient tenements.” 

“Is this why it’s called the Rotting Sea, from all the dead in it?” 

Jon asked. 

“No one knows why the Rotting Sea is as it is,” Eryn said. “There have been plenty of oceans where many have died and none of them are like this ocean. It is believed a foul thing resides deep below, something ancient and evil. Not even Kana can remove it, as far as the legends say.” 

“This is something we can discuss at another time. We must make our way to town,” Lilly said with a sense of mild urgency. 

Jon nodded and was about to take a step closer to the group when a rune along his spine began to burn. The prickling energy caused him to misstep on a stone in the surf. His boot slipped and he stumbled back into the small, ankle deep waves. Amara’s hand shot forward and grabbed his, preventing from falling backwards into the surf. 

Jon’s boot touched something hard and solid. He glanced down, some metal gleaming in the cloudy daylight. 

“I have you,” Amara smiled. 

Jon nodded and let go of her hand. He reached down into the water, his fingers brushing against the metal object. He felt around in the muddy sand. A cloud bloomed underwater and when it settled, wood and metal appeared before him. 



Lilly smiled as she watched Jon dig around in the surf, next to rows of elven skulls. The rest of the group looked on as Jon stood up and pulled something up with him. He turned around with a small chest in his hands. There was no lock. He took hold of the lid and opened it. 

Everyone looked down on a chest filled with gold coins and several gems. They sparkled and glowed. 

 My Fortune Rune has struck again. 

Lilly stepped closer. Her thin fingers dove into the metal and gems and she held up a fistful of them. 

“Jon, you are truly our lucky charm,” the sun elf said with warmth. “There is enough here to buy two ships and fill them with supplies.” 

The rest of the party stepped closer to look at the loot. 

“I’ve noticed that on some of my visits, the luna elves give offerings to the dead to ease their afterlife,” Rose said. 

“Will this be a problem if we walk into town with this?” Jon asked. 

Rose shrugged. “I don’t believe so.” 

“Fortune has smiled on us. We will take our chances in town. 

We’ll use it to buy what we need and be gone before they ask too many questions,” Lilly said and looked to the sky. 

“We are losing the day. Let’s begin our trek to town and be done with our business. I want us back in the air by tomorrow,” Lilly said, turned and began walking. 

The rest followed behind the Captain. Amara took Eryn’s hand and led her along. Rose and Cora followed. Jon hefted the small chest onto his shoulder and followed. He turned around for a moment and looked up at the  Bright Hope.  The rest of the crew looked down at them. Zelda blew Jon a kiss. Lusha smiled. Syndra and Pyrah waved. 



Jon waved back. When he turned away and followed the party, something cut at his heart. He wished they all could go together, but Lilly was right. Some of the crew had to stay behind to guard the airship. It still didn't sit well with him. Their family had grown and a selfish need to keep everyone together was always there in the background of his heart. 

Jon mentally pushed it away. He followed the Captain and their party to a worn-down path and stepped into a jungle-like forest. 

The hike through the forest was uneventful. Jon lugged the small chest on his shoulder. Lilly led the group. No one really talked as they walked and ducked low-hanging branches. The island gave a dark vibration, something Jon couldn’t put his finger on. His senses kept noticing an underlying threat, but he wasn’t sure if it was his rune ability or his general paranoia. 

 Aquris never fails to surprise me. If this feeling doesn’t go away, I don’t think this will be as easy as it seems. 

The group made their way deeper into the thick jungle. Before long, the jungle began to thin and a wall could be seen through the trees. Lilly pressed on and when they emerged from the tree line, the group slowed to take it in. 

A stone wall surrounded the town. Just past the top of the wall, stone and wood buildings stood. Some had flat roofs and others had slanted roofs. The towers with the cannons were integrated into the town and the wall. Cannons were still visible, pointing in the direction they came from. 

The path led to an entrance with a raised portcullis. No guards stood in front or behind the entrance. Lilly continued to walk with confidence as they reached the open gate and crossed the threshold. 

Jon spun a little, taking in the splendor of the port town. The ground was covered in cobblestone. The structures were sturdy with stone first floors. The rest of the buildings had wood and stone combined together as they stood at a few stories. Jon glanced to the side to see the wall extend to the sea. Docks stretched out to the sea and a few ships bobbed in the water. Their masts waved in the distance as the gray sky seemed to get darker. 

Jon looked at the ships until he turned back to the street he walked on. Figures moved about and Jon gained his first real look at a luna elf. He tried to not stare, seeing white elves walk with tired expressions. The townsfolk didn’t even seem to notice the newcomers as they went about their day. No one spoke as they walked past the group. 

Jon’s gaze lingered on the luna elves. Their hair was in various styles, but everyone had pure white hair. Clothing was varied and different like he had seen in other towns on Aquris, but the whiteness of their skin and hair made them look almost alien. Most of the luna elves expressions were blank as they carried on about their day. 

Rose sauntered past Lilly, turned and smiled. The group slowed to a halt before the sun elf. 

“Welcome to Slumber Isle! I know exactly where we need to go and who to talk to. Follow me.” 

Rose grinned, turned around and marched. The group followed, taking in the town. 

Jon looked up to a raised hill on the other side of town. A castle stood, it’s walls integrated with the town’s protective walls. Three of the six towers clustered around the castle, their cannons still pointed in the direction of the  Bright Hope. 

 Someone must have reported that we are in town by now. Why haven’t they pulled back their cannons? This is getting more and more suspicious. 

Rose moved like a knowledgeable tour guide, turning down one street and then onto another. She pointed out a few shops to buy potions and some basic weapons and clothes. They continued on until they turned a corner and Rose pointed to a large building. 



“Welcome to the Pale Feather! This is the best inn and tavern in town. I’ve spent many weeks here, enjoying the hospitality. For the right amount of gold, they will wait hand and foot for you.” 

Rose’s smile glowed. “I didn’t know until now how much I missed it.” 

The group followed Rose. They reached the stairs and climbed them to the front double doors. Rose pushed at the door and it gave easily. Everyone stepped in and looked around. 

The tavern and inn had a large dining area. A bar stood off to the side. A large hearth stood opposite from the bar, unlit and cold. 

Sturdy tables and chairs filled the center with elaborate designs painted across them. The walls held beautiful tapestries of various sea creatures. Chandelier lanterns hung from chains, their warm glow filling the main room. A flight of stairs was towards the back, leading up to the higher floors. 

A luna elf in a fine black robe approached the group. His face was frozen like ice and his eyes were half-closed. He reached the group and bowed to them. 

“Welcome to the Pale Feather. Short or long term?” 

“Short term,” Rose said with a smile. 

“Very good,” the elf said and stood up. 

Jon watched the white elf as he looked to everyone in turn, as if he was studying how they looked. He glanced past Eryn, not giving her a second glance. His gaze returned to Rose and spoke. 

“Your party is in luck. We are mostly empty at this time. You have a pick of the rooms and at a very good price. Shall I prepare the royal suites?” the host asked. 

Rose nodded. “Please do. Only the best for me and my friends.” 

“Very good. I will have them prepared right away. Included in your stay is meals and drinks. If you have a seat, I’ll have the servers take your orders.” 



“I noticed there are a number of ships in your docks, but your inn is nearly empty,” Lilly said. 

The host bowed to Lilly. “Some who visit our island cannot afford staying here. There are less expensive places closer to the docks if this is a concern?” 

Rose let out a haughty laugh. “No, the Pale Feather will do. We expect only the best for our stay here. 

“While I have you, is there an elf by the name of Jurg who still works here? He was a dedicated and trusted procurer here in the inn. We have need of a few things and I would very much like to work with him again.” 

“I do. I will see if I can fetch him. Please, have a seat and drinks will be served,” the host said with a faint, unusual smile. 

Rose led the way to the larger table in the middle. The rest of the group followed and when they reached the table, everyone took a seat. 

Jon placed the chest under the table and by his boot. He looked around as everyone settled down. 

Lilly sat next to him and leaned a little closer. “You feel it too? 

Something is amiss.” 

Jon nodded. “My senses keep feeling like there is something more going on here. I can’t put my finger on it, but the whole area gives off a bad vibration. I’m tempted to see if we can go to another island for supplies?” 

“I doubt it. This is a large port town and they will have more of what we need. We don’t have time to search for another island,” Lilly whispered. 

Jon nodded as a side door opened. Three pale white elves rushed out. They moved with fake smiles to the edge of the table in the center of the room. 

“How may we help you?” all three said in unison. 



“Your finest ale for the table!” Rose smiled brightly. 

The servers bowed to the table before turning around and stepping away. 

Rose looked around in excitement. “All of you will love it here. 

They have hot springs pools in the back. They have rooms dedicated to massages. Their wine selection is extensive and the service is impeccable. Do you think Storm can hold on for an extra day or two?” 

Everyone looked to the excited Captain, but it was Lilly who spoke up. 

“Rose, don’t you get an odd feeling about this place?” 

The pink-haired captain shook her head. “Luna elves are always a little reserved and odd. I’ve been here enough times that I don’t even notice it anymore. For the amount of coin we will be spending, they will treat us like royalty. 

“It’s been so long since I’ve been pampered. One night will not be enough.” 

The group looked to each other, but Jon was swiveling his head around to drink in his surroundings. 

 This place reminds me of those swanky hotels on islands back on Urth. The Southern Sea Islands had dozens of them. I wish I could relax and enjoy it, but something continues to feel off. 

Jon turned his attention to the double door entrance they came through. His gaze focused on the heavy bolts and locks. There was a line of them that ran down the length of one door and a place to slide a metal bar. 

“That seems like a lot of locks,” Jon whispered to Lilly. 

The sun elf looked over and saw what Jon was seeing. “Judging from their cannon towers, the people of Slumber are extra cautious.” 

“Are there many pirate raids here?” 



Lilly slightly shook her head. “If there are, I haven’t heard much about it. The Rotting Sea is not wealthy enough to plunder. 

Populated islands are scarce and some are very secretive. Before Rose mentioned it, I’d never heard of Slumber Isle before.” 

The side door opened, the three servers making their way back to the table with bottles, glasses and plates in their hands. They moved with expert precision, placing glasses down in front of almost everyone. Jon quickly noticed that a glass was not placed before Eryn as she stared at nothing. Ale was poured into glasses. Flagons were placed in the middle, well within reach of everyone. As everyone took hold of their ale filled glasses and lifted them up, a glass was still not in front of Eryn. 

The servers moved at a whirlwind pace. They placed empty plates before everyone except Eryn. Jon and Lilly looked over to one of the servers with still a plate and glass in her hand. The servers were about to rush off when Jon called out to them. 

“Excuse me, you missed one of our party,” Jon said with an even tone. 

The luna elves stopped. The one with the last glass and plate turned and bowed in Jon’s direction. 

“Forgive me, my lord. These are not up to our usual standards. I will bring a new set.” 

Jon’s bullshit meter went off. “It’s okay, I’ll take them.” Jon turned his attention to Eryn on the other side of him. “Here, take my plate and glass.” 

“Thank you, Jon,” Eryn said in a small voice. 

The server kept her bow. “Please, do not give her your plate and glass. We will bring one befitting to her.” 

Lilly stood up. “No, you will not. You will bring our party member exactly what you bring us. Am I clear?” 

The server hesitated and bowed deeper. “Yes, Mistress.” 



The three severs stood up, turned and stepped through the side door. 

“Thank you to you both, but they will only find other ways to make things unpleasant,” Eryn sighed. 

“No, they will not,” Lilly fumed. “You are part of my crew and will be treated with the same respect as all of us,” the Captain said as she sat down. 

A server returned with a new plate and glass. She placed it down in front of Cora before bending slightly, picking up a flagon and filling her glass. Without another word, she stood up and left. 

Jon looked over at Eryn as she sipped her drink. Her white eyes stared off to the side and an uncomfortable look filled her brow. 

 Racism was abolished over a hundred years ago on Urth. It’s a shame it’s still here on Aquris. Maybe this is something Cora can change when she becomes the new Empress? 

Jon looked across the table to Cora. The lithe elf sat with her head bowed. She looked like she was a hundred miles away and Jon couldn’t help but think she was thinking about her brother. 

 Cora has been distant lately. I think having her brother as a prisoner is messing with her. It might be easier to fight the crown when you don’t have to see them. Having her brother might cause her to question many things. I’ll try to talk to her when we have a quiet moment. Maybe she needs a friend to talk to. 

The front door to the inn opened and a white elf stepped in with a big smile. 

Rose’s eyes widened, as did her grin. “Jurg! It has been ages!” 

“Rose! It has been too long!” the elf grinned. 

The elf was dressed in what looked like a leather duster over fine elven clothes. The coat was brown leather, but his shirt, vest and leggings were a mixture of blues and greens. He crossed the small distance, greeted everyone with a wave and a smile before sitting in an empty seat by Rose. The two hugged each other for a long moment before pulling away. 

“Your beauty continues to quicken my heart,” Jurg said. 

“I knew there was a reason I liked seeing you,” Rose said with warm, relaxed eyes. “Have a drink with us. We have much to discuss.” 

“As you will,” Jurg said. 

As if on cue, a server rushed out and placed a plate and glass before the finely dressed luna elf. She lifted a flagon and poured into the glass. The moment Jurg picked up the glass, the server turned and rushed to the side door. 

“What can old Jurg do for the most beautiful Captain of the thirteen seas?” Jurg winked. 

Rose let out a haughty laugh. “I would tell you to stop with the flattery, but I don’t want you to stop,” the Captain said slyly. 

Jon and Lilly looked to each other and smiled, trying to hold back their laughter. Eryn took a sip of her drink. Cora remained silent and Amara downed her glass of ale before picking up the flagon and pouring herself some more. 

Rose leaned in a little closer to Jurg, “We have need of some supplies and a ship. You were always so helpful the last few times I came to visit, I thought this was a perfect time for some new business between us.” 

Jurg nodded, his gaze and smile stuck on the pink-haired captain. “Business in Slumber has been slow of late, thanks to the Empire occupation of Hylore. Everyone is feeling it, not sure if Aquris will slip into chaos. 

“The good news is, it frees me up to procure anything you might need or want, including a ship. Prices might be a little expensive, but I’m sure it's nothing a beautiful captain like yourself will have a problem with.” 



“We need food and water supplies, enough for about fifty individuals for many weeks, even months,” Lilly said across the table. 

“And a light and fast ship to carry it all. We also need it by tomorrow,” Rose added. 

Jurg looked to Lilly and then to Rose. “Easily done. The price, including my generous commission, is three hundred and fifty gold coins, payment upfront.” 

Rose’s eyes took on a dark gleam. “I never had to pay upfront before. What’s changed?” 

Jurg leaned back with relaxed flair, “As I said, times have been tight. I cannot proactively pay for items like I used to. There is the matter of needing it right away. There is no more credit on the island and gold is king. You understand.” 

“Twenty percent, the rest upon delivery,” Rose stated. 

“Thirty,” Jurg smirked. 

“Fifteen percent,” Lilly said with a hard edge. 

Jurg glanced over to Lilly with a raised eyebrow. “That is not how it works.” 

Lilly gave the white elf a sly smile. “Twelve percent. You said it yourself, times are tough. There will be many who will want our gold, especially if we cut out the middle elf and discuss business ourselves.” 

Jurg gave Lilly a measured look. “Twenty percent is fine.” 

Lilly nodded. “Good choice,” the sun elf said before she reached under the table and pulled up the chest from beside Jon’s boot. 

Jurg stared as Lilly opened the top lid and began counting out gold coins. Jon kept his eyes on the pure white elf, seeing the hint of greed in his gaze. He could swear Jurg was going to lick his lips in anticipation. 



After Lilly counted out twenty percent, she slid the small pile of coins across the table. Jurg didn’t count it as he scooped them up and placed them in his pocket. He then stood up and bowed to everyone at the table. 

“Always a pleasure. I’ll have your ship and supplies brought to you early in the morning. Enjoy your evening and I look forward to seeing you tomorrow.” 

Jurg stood up, turned and walked toward the front door. He didn’t glance back as he stepped out and the door closed behind them. 

“Rose, are you sure he can be trusted?” Lilly asked in a low voice. 

The pink-haired Captain gave a small nod. “He’s greedy, but he’s also an elf who gets results. We should have everything by tomorrow.” 

Rose lifted up her drink for everyone to see, “Let’s enjoy our meal and our stay. A good night’s rest will help all of us better handle the difficulties on the morrow. Tonight, we will be treated like royalty.” 

Everyone raised their glasses up in a toast before drinking down the fine ale. 

Jon’s mind buzzed as he glanced at the front door again. He eyed the many locks along the door as something continued to needle at him, whispering something was amiss. 


***

Dinner carried on as the sun set behind the dark skies. Drinks loosened the crew and food filled their bellies. Jon noticed Eryn was in better spirits, smiling and flirting with him, her hand under the table and squeezing his thigh. 
Amara sat and guzzled ale like it was water. Jon glanced at her, seeing some relief in her eyes as she seemed more relaxed after two flagons of ale. Cora spent much of the time silent, eating her food and drinking her ale. She never looked up, her eyes showing she was still many miles away from the present. 

Lilly and Rose talked across the table, their laughing and giggling turning into a weird storm of almost sisterly proportions. Jon often looked at them, seeing them getting along. 

 I wonder if last night was healthy for the two of them? They did have a relationship together for a time. Maybe reconnecting is what they needed. 

Rose let out a haughty laugh before she stood up. The captain weaved on her feet as she snatched a flagon and held it to her. Her eyes were half-closed and her demeanor was light and airy. 

“Well, my loves, it’s time to say goodnight. Travelling back will be treacherous and I need my beauty sleep.” 

Rose stepped away and sauntered over to the stairs. Everyone watched her slowly take the steps up until she disappeared from view. 

Lilly was smiling until Rose was gone. Her smile vanished and she turned to Jon. 

“We should retire early as well,” Lilly said in a whimsical tone. 

Jon’s ears perked up. He knew Lilly well enough that her face spoke more than her words. She sounded light, but her eyes said something else more serious. 

Jon nodded. 

The moment the Captain stood up, the rest of the crew stood. 

They moved as one to the stairs. Lilly curled her arm into Jon’s arm. 

Cora coiled her arm into Eryn’s arm, guiding her along. Amara was up and taking a full flagon of ale with her. She stayed behind them, drinking from the flagon, but her pointed ears listening intently. 

They reached the top of the stairs and walked down a lavish hallway. Street lanterns glowed against closed windows. A dark night had fallen, nearly covering the port town in shadowy darkness. 



“The fish was good. I’m surprised because I thought the sea contaminated everything,” Jon mentioned as they walked. 

“Islands this size have lakes and ponds to support the population. I thought I saw a hint of a large lake in the center of the island when we arrived,” Lilly said. 

The group reached a pair of double doors at the end of the corridor. Lilly opened it and everyone stepped in. 

Jon smiled. The room was higher end, with a bed large enough to sleep ten people. It had a water closet, several sofas and chairs. A shelf with many bottles of liquors, spirits, and wines stood against one wall. Large windows with closed curtains filled the wall behind the headboard of the massive bed. 

The moment the door closed behind them, Lilly turned to everyone with stern eyes. 

“I want everyone to speak freely about their observations,” Lilly said. 

“I sensed an edge of fear from Jurg,” Eryn said. 

Amara nodded. “I could hear the servers whispering beyond the door to the kitchen. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but their tones were high with hints of panic.” 

Cora spoke next, “The cannon towers don’t look like they were used very often. There are no blast marks from repeated use at the end of the barrels. They could clean them, but unlikely. The wall outside and even the buildings are untouched. If they had even a few raids, the marks would be etched into everything in some small way. 

This town has not seen violence in a long time.” 

“If that’s true, it’s odd that they would have so many locks on the doors,” Jon added. 

Lilly listened to everyone before she nodded. “Tonight, we will take turns keeping watch.  I want everyone to remain armed and dressed. Since we are on a tight schedule, if something happens, it will happen tonight.” 



All heads nodded in agreement. 

“I’ll take first watch,” Amara said, her sword pommel visible over her shoulder. 

“I can take the second watch,” Jon said. 

“I’ll take the third watch,” Lilly said before turning to Cora and Eryn. “You both can sleep through the night. If nothing happens, Cora, you will go to the  Bright Hope  and have them come closer and anchor by the dock. I’ll speak with the town government in the morning to reassure them our airship is no threat.” 

Everyone nodded in agreement. 

Jon stepped away to the window. He pulled back the curtain and looked out. He could see one of the cannon towers. Its cannon was still visible and aiming in the direction they came. 

“They know we’re here and they still haven’t pulled in their cannons,” Jon said. 

“It only confirms our suspicions. Something is rotten in this town, that is why everyone must get some rest. Rose’s room is by ours. If we have to leave in a hurry, we grab her and go,” Lilly said. 

All heads nodded in agreement. 

“Let’s get some rest,” Lilly ordered. 


***

The dreamscape writhed like a living thing against Jon’s senses. 
He floated a few feet above an ever-changing ocean. He looked up to see the sky changing hues across the spectrum. Odd white birds circled above, crying out with squawks and screeches. 

Jon turned his attention down to the waters under him. His eyes widened as he saw Lilly and the crew in the churning waters. They reached up with pleading eyes and hands, for him to pull them up. 

Fear took root as he watched the light go out in Syndra’s eyes. 

The shadow elf’s hand sank into the water. She stared at nothing as she sank below the surface and was gone. Eryn cried out in panic. 

She reached for anything she could as she sank lower. She shouted Jon’s name, before water filled her mouth and she was gone. 

Jon floated lower, his hands diving into water and trying to grab them. Cora grabbed Jon’s arm and tried to pull herself up. Jon tried to float higher, but his body didn’t budge. Lilly was pulling Lusha and Pyrah with her, kicking her legs and trying to bring them closer to Jon to save them. 

Amara held her sword and gaze high, a golden aura around her form. 

Zelda sang a haunting melody as she lay on her back, a tear forming and streaking down to the water by her head. 

“Jon! Save them!” Lilly shouted as she treaded water and held onto Lusha and Pyrah. 

Jon’s heart hammered in his chest as he reached out with one hand to Lilly. 

“Jon,” Cora whispered. 

Jon turned his attention to the green-haired elf. A small smile appeared before red wings sprouted from her back. He was stunned as she let go and shot into the air. He couldn’t look away as Lilly called to Jon for help. He simply watched as the lithe elf transformed into a thin, red dragon. 

The red dragon flapped its wings over him. It stared at him for an eternity until its maw opened. Flames leaked from the sides of the dragon’s mouth before a torrent of flames blasted forth, consuming everything in fire. 

Jon woke with a start. He looked over to Amara standing over him, her hand on his shoulder. 

“You were having a nightmare,” Amara whispered. 

Jon lifted his head and looked around. The rest of the crew was in bed, sleeping peacefully. Lilly was at his side. Eryn was behind her and Cora was against the cleric. The faint glow of street lanterns touched the dark room, giving it a small amount of light. 

Amara took a step back as Jon slipped from Lilly’s arm. He slid out of bed and stood up, pushing away the mental cobwebs. 

“Yes, some kind of nightmare,” Jon said in a low mutter. 

Amara took his hand and gently pulled from the bed to a plush chair by the window. She guided him to the seat and Jon sat down. 

The Blademaster sank down by the side of the chair and leaned her arm on his leg. 

“Want to talk about it?” Amara asked with a whisper. 

“Not really. I think it was just an anxiety dream,” Jon whispered as he slowly woke up. 

Amara nodded. “You’ve been asleep for a few hours. I’m still awake and was going to let you sleep longer, but you were fidgeting in your sleep.” 

Jon nodded and looked out through the space between the window edge and curtain. The streets were still and dark. Flames in the street lanterns burned, their flickering light painting the area in a silent glow. 

“If you don’t mind, I would like to stay up with you,” Amara said almost innocently. 

Jon turned his attention to her and smiled. “Of course. I love your company. It feels like we haven’t had a chance to be around each other.” 

Amara’s eyes gleamed in the tiny light. “We haven’t. You have been in my thoughts, especially since we won the battle on Aza Thule.” 

“I hope they were pleasant thoughts?” Jon joked. 

Amara smiled. “Very much so. The battle was a hard one, but we overcame it. There was a moment, a tiny sliver of time where I wondered if I had made a mistake.” 



“What kind of mistake? You were amazing during the battle. I feel we all had our part in turning the tide.” 

Street light glowed against Amara’s sweet expression. “No, you don’t understand. I feel I made a mistake by not spending time together. I know I mentioned that I wanted to know you more before we bonded, but I feel I was being overcautious.” 

Amara faced Jon from the floor and laid the side of her head on his thigh. “I see the love between everyone and for you. Aquris is a hard place, but you bring a sense of protective comfort and understanding not many of us see too often.” 

Jon smiled. “It may be strange, but I feel the same with all of you. I never thought I would meet such beautiful, strong, and loving women in my life. All of you share a special place in my heart. That is why I didn’t push when it came to us. I like things to flow naturally between us. When the time is right, it will be right.” 

“It pleases me to hear your words. Too often, I have denied others because I saw their true intentions. Over many years, I saw the same intentions in everyone’s eyes. It made me cold to intimacy and that is rare for any ember elf. We have a fiery nature, but I couldn’t simply follow my fire. I have followed my dreams, seeing your golden wings long before I met you, but to allow myself to be free with my body was not what I wanted for a time.” 

Amara’s almond shaped eyes slowly blinked as she looked up to Jon. “It is now something I want, with you.” 

Jon lifted his hand and touched her pointed ear. The Blademaster closed her eyes, enjoying his touch. A small sigh fell from her lips as his fingers rubbed her ear just the right way. 

“When we have time, I’m sure we can…” Jon stopped talking when a rune blazed along his back and a needling sensation stabbed at his senses. 

Jon turned his attention to the window and looked out. Amara opened her eyes and lifted her head. 



Jon stared at the street below. For a long moment, there was nothing. Jon held his breath, his gaze scanning every stone and shadow below. When he slowly exhaled, something lurched into view. Inky shadows covered the thing as it took another slow step. 

The darkness behind it began to writhe and shift. Jon’s eyes narrowed, trying to pierce the long shadows. 

A boney leg stepped into the street lantern light. Even at the small distance, Jon could see it was a mossy green. Another skeletal leg stepped out and the rest of the thing walked into the light. The entire skeleton was green, bits of decayed wet cloth hanging from its shoulders and waist. The thing dripped as it slowly turned and walked toward the front entrance of the inn. Just behind it, a dozen skeletons and corpses stepped from the shadows. The corpses were thin and elvish. Some of them had white eyes and pieces of flesh missing from their bodies. A few carried rusty swords. All of them moved toward the tavern and more appeared behind them. 

Jon was to his feet. Amara was up. 

“Wake everyone. I’ll get Rose and check downstairs,” Jon ordered. 

“Jon?” Amara said, as Lilly and the rest of the crew began to stir. 

“We’re under attack,” Jon said and bolted for the door. 

Another rune glowed against his back, his legs blurring as he darted to the door, opened it and rushed through it. He lifted his hand and slammed it hard and fast on Rose’s door. The moment he heard her stir, Jon darted down the corridor and down the stairs. 

Time slowed as he moved. He reached the bottom of the stairs and skidded to a halt as horror gripped him. 

The front doors shuddered and then easily opened. The locks were open and the bar was not in place. The door slowly opened and decayed skeletal hands reached in. 

Jon’s hand fell to the sword pommel at his hip. In one quick motion, he drew his sword. He held it firmly in his hand as the door swung open, a crowd of corpses just beyond the threshold. 

Jon squared his jaw and bolted forward. He reached the door in a blink, his boot striking a ribcage and shattering it. The skeleton disintegrated on impact, but as it fell, Jon grabbed the door to slam it shut. Many decayed and foul-smelling hands reached out and pushed against the door to keep it open. Dripping moans filled the air as the undead horde pushed. 

Jon’s sword sliced down. Two arms were severed at the elbow but the horde behind them pushed harder. Jon grunted as he tried to close the door and fight. His sword rose and fell, slicing through rotting flesh and bone. One corpse fell across the threshold and then another, blocking the entrance and preventing the door from closing. 

A rotting hand reached for Jon and he spun and jumped away. 

The door crashed open and the rotting horde surged in. White or hollow eyes stared as the undead lifted their hands to grab and tear at the living man. 

 We just need enough time for everyone to be up and ready to leave. 

Jon took a sharp inhale. The horde was nearly on him when his sword blurred. Metal sliced across thin necks, sending skulls and decayed heads spinning through the air. Headless bodies continued to move as Jon slashed hard across. For barely a moment, the horde walked to their second deaths by Jon’s sword. In the moment after, they pushed against his attacks. 

Jon’s arm blurred, slicing and cutting undead with furious skill. 

But the more he cut down, the more they were replaced by others. 

Jon backed up to the bottom of the stairs. His sword slashed and stabbed. He twisted his blade, breaking bones, but the dead horde knew nothing of pain or fear. They moaned their distaste for the life in the man and they wanted to consume it to taste life once again. 

Jon backed up on the stairs. His sword sliced a body down the middle and then sliced across, lopping off two heads. 



The dead stormed the inn, filling the main floor. Some of them began to climb up the side of the stairs. Others pushed their fellow dead up the stairs and into Jon’s sword. Depraved indifference filled their hollow eyes as they marched up the stairs. 

Jon sliced and stabbed. A wet skeletal hand grabbed his wrist. 

Jon turned the blade in the corpse and pulled back hard enough for it to shatter into meaty chunks onto the stairs. 

Jon turned and leapt to the top of the stairs. Glancing back, he saw the dead climbing the steps and not slowing down. He turned his gaze to the corridor, everyone gathered at the other end. Lilly held her two pistols. Amara had her sword drawn. Cora had a throwing axe in one hand and Rose had a pistol in hers. Eryn was behind them. 

Jon burst toward them, his body moving in a light blur. “Inside the room, now!” 

The group stepped back into the room just as Jon reached them. 

He spun around, grabbed the door and slammed it shut. He locked it and turned to them. 

“The locks were open and they’re too many. I could only slow them down,” Jon huffed. 

Lilly nodded. “That lock won’t hold them. Everyone, out the window and onto the roof,” Lilly commanded. 

The group moved as one to the windows. Amara reached it first, opened the window and stepped out onto the sloping overhang. She stepped out and looked at the street with subdued horror. Every street was filled with shambling corpses and skeletons. They stretched out as far as the eye could see. Moans and the stench of death rose up. Decayed and skeletal hands reached up to the elf as she sheathed her sword over her shoulder. 

Jon was next, stepping out and looking at the horror-filled streets. He turned around with his hand extended to Eryn. The blind cleric took it and followed Jon’s pull until she was out on the sloping roof. 

Amara moved to the side and began to climb. The long-limbed Blademaster climbed along the tiled roof until she reached an odd landing by a stone chimney. She turned her gaze down, Jon holding Eryn by the waist and helping her up. Cora and Rose were next, climbing up from behind them. Lilly was last, stepping out and pointing her pistols at the horde of undead below. 

“Highest point!” Lilly shouted as she kept her gaze on the dead. 

The Captain holstered one pistol and began her ascent. She followed the group until they all reached a flat area on the roof beside the wide, stone chimney. 

Everyone looked out at the hundreds, if not thousands of corpses filling the streets of Slumber. 

“This was planned,” Lilly and Jon said at the same time. 

Rose’s eyes were wide as she looked at the dead-filled streets. 

“We have to do something! We can’t just stay here!” 

“Eryn, are you okay?” Jon asked as the cleric was close to him, her hand clutching at his coat. 

“So much… death,” Eryn whispered. 

“The dead are overwhelming her senses. We have to start moving before she is incapacitated,” Lilly said. 

“Jon, don’t leave me,” Eryn whispered. 

Amara looked out across the street to a nearby roof. “We could hop across from roof to roof.” 

Rose shook her head. “Not all of us can hop like you can. It’s best if someone goes to get the  Bright Hope and brings it back.” 

Amara nodded. “I’ll get help. Stay here and defend yourselves until I return.” 



Amara was about to leap to the next roof when Lilly’s hand grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back a foot. The Blademaster turned to Lilly’s hard expression, the two women unmoving. 

“No. This is some kind of trap,” Lilly said before a light flashed in the distance. 

Jon’s senses blared to life as he turned and time slowed down. 

Amara’s eyes widened as Lilly tried to move. A lightning bolt glowed into view for barely a microsecond and slammed into Lilly’s shoulder. 

The Captain grunted as Amara slammed her body into the Captain’s body and both of them hit the flat surface. 

“Captain!” Cora shouted as she stepped toward the fallen Lilly and Amara. 

Another flash filled the night. Jon’s hand whipped out to grab Cora. He was several inches away when she lifted her axe and a lightning bolt stuck her hand holding it. Energy blazed as her hand was charred to a crisp. Cora screamed as Jon grabbed her and pulled her down. The Cabin Mate cried out as she clutched her burnt hand to her chest. 

“Hold her still,” Eryn ordered as she lifted her hand. 

Jon held Cora as she writhed in pain. Amara covered Lilly with her body. Another flash filled the night and a lightning bolt blasted a foot over Amara and Lilly’s heads. 

Jon noticed blood leaking from Lilly’s shoulder. She controlled her breathing and gritted her teeth. Amara stayed low, protecting her captain. 

Jon turned his attention to Eryn, her blind eyes wide. He looked at her hand and saw that it didn’t glow with healing light. 

“Vala, aid me. I must heal my friend,” Eryn whispered in disbelief. 

Another flash lit up the sky. Jon covered Eryn and Cora with his body as a lightning bolt hit the edge of the stone chimney and blasted off small shards of stone. 



Jon looked up through the falling stones to see in the distance, a figure leaping from rooftop to rooftop, an insane laughter filling the night air. 



Eight

Lightning bolts streaked through the night air. In rapid succession, they struck a stone chimney and slatted roof, blasting shards of stone into the air and puncturing hardened slats. The smell of mana burn drifted down on the small group huddled on the roof. 

Amara lay on top of Lilly. The Captain kept her head down as her life leaked from her shoulder. Beside the stone chimney, Rose held up her pistol, ready to return fire. Cora clutched her burnt hand to her chest, her moans rising up from the numbing pain. Eryn sat beside the hurt sun elf, her blind eyes wide in fear as she pleaded with her goddess to help her heal her injured friend. 

The chaos stabbed deep into Jon as he stared at the figure racing across rooftops in the distance. Their mad laughter rang out and realization washed over him like cold water. 

“Thallan,” Jon whispered as a lightning bolt struck the roof and exploded nearby. 

Cora’s mad brother who led the attack on Aza Thule filled Jon’s thoughts. The last time they saw him was a week ago when he and Ashlyn destroyed the remaining ships and sailed off after they lost the battle. Everyone thought they would have made a beeline for the heart of the Empire. It seemed they were all mistaken. 

Another lightning bolt exploded nearby. Jon stepped back, knowing deep in his heart that Ashlyn was providing cover fire. 

Amara’s arms circled Lilly and the two rolled until they were by Jon’s feet. The Captain grunted in pain from the shoulder wound, the torment nearly blinding her. She whispered incoherently as blood leaked from her shoulder. 

“Jon! We’re trapped!” Rose said, unable to return fire. 

The tendrils of chaos had them pinned down and Jon’s inner fire glowed hot. Determination surged into his muscles as golden wings flared along his heart. 

 This madness ends tonight! 



Jon sheathed his sword, bent down and scooped Lilly’s pistol into his hand. Lilly stared up through the tormenting pain to see a look in Jon’s eyes. He barely glanced to her and they connected, a simmering rage boiling underneath his skin. 

“Jon,” Lilly whispered, but it was too late. 

“Jon!” Rose shouted as she watched Jon leap across the street and onto another roof. 

Reality fell into sharp moments. Jon’s legs blurred as he darted across a roof. Lightning bolts shot past him, several striking the places where his boots were just a blink before. 

Rose watched as spellfire turned and followed Jon. She peeked past the chimney edge and in the distance, an elf with her hair tied back and a rifle in her arms re-aimed at the fleeing Jon. The Captain aimed her pistol and pulled the trigger. A fireball exploded and streaked through the air. 

Ashlyn glanced to the side from her vantage point and hunkered down behind a short, wide chimney. The fireball slammed into it and exploded into shards of flames. 

Jon pumped his legs, bent them and jumped. His body sailed effortlessly over the thin street to another roof. He glanced down to see hundreds of animated corpses reaching up and wanting his flesh. He turned his attention back to Thallan. The sun elf jumped high into the air, his cackle carrying on the wind. 

“Come and get me Jon!” Thallan howled. 

Jon’s brow made a sharp point as he pushed his body to move faster. The quick rune blazed on his back as he darted forward. Despite the uneven rooftops and Thallan having a greater lead, Jon could see he was catching up. 

The breeze picked up as Jon leapt like a grasshopper from roof to roof. He kept his gaze firmly on the fleeing Lufina. 

Thallan looked over his shoulder and laughed as he watched Jon get closer with every moment. Darkness sprouted from his back and reformed into bat-like wings. They flapped and with one powerful push of his legs, Thallan was airborne. 

Jon sped up, seeing Thallan take flight. Long green hair flowed into the wind as the sun elf banked to the side. He turned his manic gaze to the approaching Jon. Shadows leaked from his hands and formed into black spears. 

“You think I want your airship! No, this façade was so I can kill you, once and for all!” Thallan shouted before pulling back his arm and throwing a black spear. 

The spear shot inhumanly fast. Jon twisted his body, the spear missing him by inches and stabbing into a rooftop. Jon’s body spun as he kept up the momentum. He leapt over another thin street when a second spear flew at his chest. 

“I have you!” Thallan said with a wild grin. 

Jon’s body turned in midair. He ignored the spear as it missed his coat by half an inch. Jon continued to spin as he raised the pistol in his hand. Time slowed down as Jon let the moment guide him. When something tickled against his senses, he pulled the trigger. 

A firebolt blasted out from the barrel of the pistol. Thallan’s grin faded as he spun and dove away. The firebolt glanced off his leg and exploded. Thallan’s body continued to spin until his wings flashed out and caught a thermal. He rose up, his smile slightly muted as Jon landed on a roof, lifted his pistol and aimed. 

Thallan’s black wings flapped as black spears appeared in his hands once again. 

“Your death will end this foolish crusade and return my sister to me. 

Have your moment because it will be your last,” Thallan laughed and began hurtling spears. 

Amara looked into the distance, Jon spinning and dodging black spears. She glanced at Eryn and Cora as Rose continued to fire upon Ashlyn. Lilly moaned as she tried to regain her wits. 

“Vala, I must heal her,” Eryn said as a tear streaked down her cheek. 



“Vala,” Cora cried out as she began to black out. 

As if hearing her plea, white energy engulfed Eryn’s hand. The blind cleric let out a triumphant sob as she pressed her healing hand to Cora’s damaged hand. Energy soaked into the burned and blackened appendage. Blood and skin surged, crawling over the damage and healing it like it was brand new. In a short moment, it was back to normal. 

“Thank you,” Cora whispered and passed out. 

Amara reached out and grabbed Eryn’s wrist. She pulled the cleric closer and placed her glowing hand on Lilly. The moment Eryn touched her Captain, energy flowed. Lilly let out a relieved sigh as burnt, torn muscle and skin began to mend. They flowed together, joining in the middle and smoothing out. 

“Thank Vala,” Eryn moaned. 

“Where’s Jon?” Lilly said as she struggled to sit up. 

An explosion against the roof caused everyone to huddle closer. 

“He’s fighting Thallan and Ashlyn has us pinned down!” Rose shouted as she returned fire. 

Lilly reached for both of her pistols and only felt one. She glanced up, seeing a glint of metal in Jon’s hand as he spun and dodged black spears. 

Lilly’s brow hardened. “We have to keep Ashlyn from firing on Jon while his attention is focused on Thallan.” 

“That’s what I’m trying to do!” Rose shouted when a lightning bolt struck her shoulder as she aimed. 

The pink-haired Captain cried out as she threw herself back and leaned against the stone chimney. Her arm trembled and her pistol fell from her hand. 

“Fuck,” Rose whimpered as Eryn touched her. 

Amara watched everything in slow motion as it happened. Duty, honor, and love formed perfectly against her mind and body. The





Blademaster reached over her shoulder and drew her sword with one single move. 

Before orders could be given, the Blademaster turned and darted across the roof and leapt into the air. 

“Amara!” Lilly shouted as she drew her pistol. 

The athletic elf pumped her legs, her gaze firmly on the enemy elf in the distance. Blade down, she moved with liquid ease, leaping to another roof and charging. 

Ashlyn lifted her rifle and aimed. She spotted the ember elf coming towards her. The shadow enforcer lined up her shot and her finger hovered over the trigger. 

“I am death, feel my touch,” Ashlyn whispered and squeezed the trigger. 

Amara kept her gaze on the shadow enforcer and her rifle. The moment the rifle went off, a lightning bolt blasted out. Flames ran along Amara’s sword and in one smooth move, raised it up and parried the bolt. Lighting arced and slammed into the nearby rooftop. 



Ashlyn’s smirk disappeared. She watched as the Blademaster didn’t slow down and leapt over the street. The shadow enforcer pulled the trigger again, lightning blasting out. Amara landed on the roof edge, lifted her flaming sword and turned it sideways. The energy bolt struck it and reflected away. 

“No,” Ashlyn growled and pulled back on the trigger in quick succession. 

Bolts arced across the distance. Amara’s body flipped into a spin, lightning bolts cutting through the air. She landed, ducked and rolled as bolts shot past her. 

Ashlyn’s rifle clicked empty. 

“NO NO NO!” Ashlyn growled as she pulled out the spell shell chamber with one hand and inserted another in a blink of an eye. 

The shadow enforcer rose up and aimed as Amara was nearly on her. 

“Death to the rebels!” Ashlyn shouted and pulled the trigger. 

The rifle went off, a lightning bolt surging out. Amara turned her body, but kept her sword pointed at the enforcer’s chest. Time slowed to a crawl as lightning passed within millimeters of Amara’s arm, energy arching and burning at her as it slipped by. 

Ashlyn’s eyes widened as she saw the gleam of the Blademaster’s sword. 

Time stopped when burning metal punctured her chest. Ashlyn looked down, the sword buried deep. The tip exited her back and a drop of blood dripped from the point. Her finger weakened as it touched the trigger, the barrel firmly pressed against Amara’s chest. 

“Long live the rebellion,” Amara said and bowed her head. 

Time resumed. The light left Ashlyn’s wide eyes as blood dripped from her mouth and chest. Her finger pulled away from the trigger. 

Amara pulled her sword and made one wide slice across Ashlyn’s neck. Amara sheathed her sword over her shoulder as Ashlyn’s body fell in one direction and her head in another. 



In the distance, Thallan glanced to see Ashlyn fall. 

“Beloved,” he hissed before he roared like a titan. 

A fire bolt touched his senses, slammed into his chest and exploded. Thallan’s body spun like a ragdoll until it hit the roof, bounced twice and slid to a halt. 

Jon looked down on the fallen sun elf, pistol aimed on him. “Stay down.” 

Thallan stirred and soon a manic chuckle touched the air. Small wisps of smoke rose up as Thallan slowly stood up, shadows covering his body and moving like a living skin. His eyes were nearly round and his pupils were pinpoints. His wide smile was jagged and full of terrifying madness. 

“No. I will not stay on my knees before a piece of Urth trash like you,” Thallan stood to his full height. 

Jon kept his aim on Thallan’s chest. “You lost. Surrender and you might live to see another day.” 

Thallan laughed long and hard. “I’m a Lufina! We never lose. We conquer and we control. This is our way. You’re just an obstacle before we achieve peace.” 

Jon’s expression was blank as he kept the pistol in his hand steady. 

Thallan chuckled. “You must know it by now, your piece in this puzzle? You’re the thread that holds this rebellion together. Your death will cause all the other pieces to fall. I knew this after we fought. I know this because it is as obvious as the sun on water. 

“Your dragon spirit of luck will not save you or them. Once you’re dead, I will kill the rest of Captain Silk’s crew and take her airship for my own. I will then drag Cora back to our father and throw her to his feet. 

He will reward me, praise me.” 

Jon’s senses sang as he felt something behind him. 

Thallan lifted his chin and looked at Jon with sardonic eyes. “And when our father has filled Cora’s belly with his seed and a child is on the way, I will fill her with my seed because that is what she deserves for laying with beasts.” 

Jon’s eyes narrowed. “I thought you loved your sister?” 

Thallan nodded. “I do. I love her enough to punish her with my cock. 

I will make her scream for me to stop. Then she will scream for me to continue, like all livestock do when you break them. She will be my slave and plaything, for me to enjoy while she weeps for you.” 

Jon’s body remained relaxed as two shadow creatures fully formed behind him. They were silent as the grave as black claws formed and purple eyes glowed. They charged at Jon’s back and swiped with their claws. 

Jon stepped forward one step, the claws missing him by an inch. 

Cold control blended with absurd luck as his body spun. A hand reached across and grabbed at the pommel of his sheathed sword. The blade slipped out and sliced across a shadow monster’s stomach. The move was so quick, the creature didn’t know it was dead as it raised its clawed hand to strike Jon down and faded away. 

The second creature reached for Jon but he ignored it as he spun around to Thallan. The elf was already advancing with a black sword in his hand. He stabbed for Jon’s belly, the black blade missing him by half an inch and stabbing into the shadow creature. Its purple eyes widened before it disintegrated into black shards. 

“Not so easy,” Thallan whispered as several arms formed from his sides with black blades. 

Jon spun away and took a stance just as several blades stabbed at him. His sword flashed in quick, short bursts, knocking away each one in a blur. Jon’s feet continued to move, his body blurring into sudden stop images as he parried six blades. 

“Our spirits weaken each other! You cannot hope to outlast me!” 

Thallan screeched as he moved like a multi-armed monster. 

“I’m not trying to outlast you. I’m giving you a chance to surrender,” 

Jon said calmly as his sword flashed and parried. 

“What?” Thallan growled. 



Jon turned his sword at an angle as several black blades came down on him. He parried them all with one swing. The clash of blades caused Jon and Thallan’s arms to vibrate with power. 

“Cora will be the next Empress. Surrender and you will live to see a better future,” Jon said unwavering conviction. 

Thallan’s gaze turned crooked. 

“Never!” Thallan roared before a storm of black tentacles lashed out from his body. 

Jon spun away, his sword slashing upwards and severing several tentacles. When the sword came down, one tentacle shot forth and slammed into his chest. Jon grunted as his body was lifted up and thrown. Arms and legs spun before he took control of himself and righted his body. Boots hit the roof but, in a blink, he let out a hard cough. A trickle of blood ran down from the edge of his mouth as he heaved. 

Thallan stood with many black arms and tentacles writhing around him. His gaze was demonic as his smile was ruthless. 

“No, Jon. Aquris belongs to us. No creature or being from another realm will change that. We are the new legends and you will be barely a whisper in history, if at all.” 

Thallan’s body began to vibrate. Dark energy flared as his tentacles and sword arms grew longer. 

Jon stood his ground, sword before him and his other hand hidden behind his leg. 

“I will lick Cora’s tears as she mourns you,” Thallan sneered before every black tentacle shot forward. 

Jon charged into the storm of tentacles with determination in his eyes. Limbs and body moved as if they were possessed. Jon’s heart beat calmly in his chest as he stepped on an incoming tentacle and launched himself upwards. Thallan laughed as tentacles stabbed out in slow motion. Jon stepped on one and another, gaining higher ground. 

Tentacles curled back, trying to grab his ankles, but Jon’s boots slipped from their grasps. The higher Jon climbed, the more Thallan’s eyes widened. When he was over him, Thallan watched in disbelief as Jon’s boots stepped perfectly along the tentacle storm. 

Sword arms slashed upwards and Jon somersaulted into the air. 

Peace filled the Urth man as swords and tentacles missed him. Jon turned and sliced downwards. A row of black tentacles severed from Thallan’s back and shattered into shards of darkness. Thallan turned his gaze first, seeing Jon land behind him and his sword down. A tentacle shot at Jon’s hand and struck the sword at the hilt. The blade spun from Jon’s right hand as Lilly’s pistol in his left hand appeared and the barrel touched Thallan’s writhing back of shadows. 

The trigger clicked and fire blasted out. 

At point-blank-range, the fire bolt struck hard. Flames exploded as Thallan stumbled forward. Fire burned away at his tentacles and arms. 

The sun elf roared before another click touched his senses and pain exploded against his back. 

Thallan stumbled forward, fire and pain rippling along his body. He turned on his heel as he tried to call on his power. Fear touched his eyes as he saw Jon was already to him, the barrel of the pistol touching his stomach. 

“Jon…” Thallan pleaded into Jon’s cold gaze. 

The trigger clicked as the hammer slammed onto the spell shell. 

Flames and smoke burst into an explosion. Thallan was bent and hurtled to the ground. His entire body bounced against the roof and landed with a small slide. 

Thallan groaned as he barely lifted his head. He stared down at horror as his burnt and charred intestines were visible in a gory mess. 

“Well… played,” Thallan whimpered as he laid on his back. 

Jon stood over him, the pistol aimed at Thallan’s chest. “You’re too dangerous to keep alive.” 

Thallan let out a wet, guttural laugh. “I am.” 

Jon’s finger touched the trigger, his eyes firm. 



Thallan’s breathing slowed as he looked up to Jon, the dark sky behind him. “She’ll… never forgive you.” 

Jon nodded and pulled the trigger. 

The hammer cocked back as the last spell shell slid into place. The hammer slammed into the shell, a muted explosion going off. The shell burned away into a thin fire bolt. It shot through the barrel and exploded outwards. It crossed the small distance and struck Thallan’s prone chest. 

Thallan screamed as the small fireball burned through his chest, muscle and bone. It shattered his ribcage, burning everything until it touched his heart. In the barest of moments, the fireball consumed and burned his heart. 

The flames died and Thallan lay with a wide, smoking crater in his chest. His eyes stared at the black sky and his lips were twisted into a rictus grin. 

Jon lowered his pistol, his heart heavy in his chest and shadows covering his eyes. 

In the distance, Cora watched with wide eyes. Lilly and Eryn were on either side of her, each one holding her as a tear streaked her pale cheek. 


***

Light touched the horizon. The dead in the streets turned to the rising sun and moaned their displeasure. The crowded streets of Slumber began to thin, the dark horde walking toward the docks. By the dozens, they sank back into the sea. Their decayed forms disappeared along the lazy tides. After an hour, the streets were empty as the dead had returned to their watery graves. 
The damaged front doors of the Pale Feather stood open. Seaweed and bits of rotting flesh covered the steps as a small group emerged. 

Lilly and Jon led the way, stepping down into the cobblestone street. 

Rose, Cora, Eryn and Amara were behind them. Haggard sunken eyes filled their faces as they looked around, the long night over. 



At the end of the street, a crowd of luna elves walked with urgency. 

A pale white elf in a black robe led them. His eyes were wide and his steps quick. Flanked behind him were elves in uniforms and carrying the crescent moon symbol patch on their arms. There were many other elves with the leader. All of them wore different clothes, some of them shopkeepers and bakers while others wore almost religious robes. 

Jon and Lilly turned to the incoming crowd. The rest of their group stayed behind them, hands close to weapons. 

“Thank you, kind visitors!” the leader shouted with open arms. 

Jon and Lilly glanced at each other before looking back at the robed elf. 

The leader reached them and bowed deeply. He took Jon’s hand into one of his and Lilly’s hand into his other hand. The elf kissed the back of their hands, let go and stood up with relief in his eyes. 

“I am Baron Kunn, leader of Slumber Isle. I cannot tell you how grateful we are for you eliminating Thallan and Ashlyn. They arrived on our island nearly a week ago and have terrorized us since. They made demands and forced us to prepare for your arrival. They threatened to kill us if we didn’t comply.” 

The Baron bowed again. “When we heard of your arrival, he forced our priests to summon our sacred dead to rise up and slay you. Thallan babbled on, knowing you would come this way and wanted to spring a trap. We wanted no part in it, but he insisted that if we didn’t help him, he would have slain everyone on the island. 

“As you can see, we had no choice.” 

Lilly and Jon’s eyes half-closed in tired annoyance. 

 They are trying to cover themselves from what happened. I can’t entirely blame them. Thallan was a monster. Ashlyn too. I’m sure they want all this behind them and us to be out of here. 

Lilly yawned first before looking at Baron Kunn. “It’s been a long night. If you want to make it up to us, bring us the supplies we asked for and some extra. We will need a ship at no cost. That should be payment enough for what happened last night.” 



Baron Kunn bowed again. “Of course, it will be done,” the Baron turned and started giving out orders to those closest to him. 

Rose looked to the group to see Jurg among them. The finely dressed luna elf had a faint smile as he broke from the group and approached the pink-haired Captain. 

“Rose, I’m so sorry this happened. Are you well?” Jurg asked. 

Captain Thorn gave the luna elf a warm smile. She stepped a little closer to him, her demeanor warm and inviting. 

“Oh yes, it was a dreadful experience. I feared for my very life and those closest to me,” Rose said with harrowing flair. 

Jurg nodded with concerned eyes. “I will help gather everything you asked for and more. It’s the least I can do for such a terrible misadventure.” 

“Thank you. That would be most helpful,” Rose smiled. 

Jurg was about to turn away when Rose cleared her throat. 

“Will there be anything else?” Jurg asked. 

Rose kept her smile. “Yes, there is. Judging from what I just heard, everyone on the island was in on this foul plot from the start, including you. You asked for payment upfront. Tell me, my friend, did you think you would make some coin from my death?” 

Jurg’s eyes widened. “Rose, never in the time we have known each other would I wish or plan to profit from you! We have a splendid relationship and I would never want to tarnish…” Jurg stopped abruptly when Rose slammed her gloved fist into his cheek. 

The luna elf stumbled and fell onto his rump. He weaved as he sat on the cobblestone street and rubbed his cheek. 

Rose bent over and looked Jurg in the eyes, her smile gone and her face hawkish. 

“You will bring the supplies we asked for and you will return the gold we paid, immediately. If you wish to repair our friendship, I suggest you dig deep into your pockets and add more gold than what we paid, understood?” 



Jurg gave a slow nod before scrambling to his feet. He continued to rub his cheek as he walked back to the crowd like a whipped dog. 

Rose’s smile returned as she fixed the ruffled lace along her wrist and flexed her gloved fingers. 

“Captain!” came a shout from behind. 

Everyone turned and hearts lifted as Zelda and Pyrah approached. 

Their bodies were covered in slimy gore and the two elves were breathing heavy. Pyrah had her personal cannon and Zelda’s nails were still extended and sharp. 

Lilly rushed to her First Mate and Cannoneer. The Captain lifted her arms and hugged both of them together. 

“We have been fighting for half the night,” Zelda huffed. “We saw the dead swarming the island. The tower cannons were still aimed in our direction and we didn’t want to chance a firefight since we didn’t know what was happening.” 

“Zelda and I decided to fight our way through to see if you needed assistance,” Pyrah added with heavy huff. 

“When the dead retreated to the sea, it was much easier to get here,” Zelda finished. 

Lilly broke the embrace, but kept her hands on their arms. “Thank you, my loves. Better late than never. When we are back on the ship, we’ll tell you all about it. For now, rest as the townspeople of Slumber gather supplies and a ship for us.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda and Pyrah said in unison as their shoulders wilted in exhaustion. 

Jon’s eyes filled with relief as he saw Zelda and Pyrah were unharmed. He turned his attention to everyone else around them. 

Amara sat on the steps of the Pale Feather, a bottle of ale in her hand. 

Eryn stood with Rose, her head bowed with a sorrow etched into her brow. 

Jon searched for Cora and spotted her speaking with what looked like a local shopkeeper. They spoke to each other in quiet conversation. 



The shopkeeper turned and walked away. Cora turned around and looked up. 

For a moment, Jon and Cora stared into each other’s eyes. 

Cora was first to break the connection and look away. She then walked over to Eryn and Rose. She curled her arm around Eryn’s arm. 

The cleric leaned her head onto Cora’s shoulder, the sadness still there in gray eyes. 

Jon looked away to see Zelda standing next to him. The stench of death and seawater surrounded the sea elf as she grinned. She lifted her gore covered arms, wrapped them around Jon and hugged him into her bosom. The smell was much worse as Jon found he had no energy to fight her embrace. 

“We really missed you last night,” Zelda grinned. 

“I missed you too, even if you stink right now,” Jon said as putrid slime painted the side of his face. 

“Yea,” was all Zelda said as she held him tight. 


***

The sun slid into the early afternoon. The port town of Slumber was a buzz with activity. Many luna elves moved with purpose, carrying the last of the crates and placing them on a small ship. 
The  Bright Hope floated about ten feet above another dock. A wide ramp had slid down and supplies were being loaded. Syndra, Pyrah, and Lusha directed and watched the townspeople as they loaded the last of their supplies aboard. The moment any elf lingered or stared too long, Pyrah yelled at them to keep moving, much to the crew’s chagrin. 

Jon and Lilly stood on the dock, watching as the last of the supplies were placed on the ships. Rose sauntered over to the couple, a gleam of happy sadness in her eyes. When she was close, the couple turned to her with a smile. 

“This will be goodbye for now,” Rose said softly. “My crew is aboard our ship and we'll set sail soon. We have enough supplies to keep everyone fed and happy on Aza Thule for some time. I’m sure Storm will be pleased considering he didn’t do a thing.” 



Rose stepped in closer and hugged Jon and Lilly. She kept her arms around them and they hugged her back. 

“Lilly, Jon, reconsider liberating Hylore. Give us enough time to add our airships and all of us can come together to save Free Waters,” Rose whispered. 


Lilly closed her eyes. “We can’t wait any longer. The Empire will dig their claws deeper and Castellan needs us. All of the people of Free Waters need us. We have to take the fight to them, or they will keep taking what little is left.” 

“The  Bright Hope will change the tide in our favor,” Jon added. 

Rose nodded and pulled back. Her hands slipped away from her friends and sorrow touched her eyes. 

“I will keep to our partnership and keep Storm in line.” 

“Thank you, Rose,” Lilly smiled. 

The pink-haired Captain lifted her chin up and pushed away the sorrow in her eyes. “What will you do with Thallan and Ashlyn’s corpses?” 

“They have been loaded onto the  Bright Hope.  Syndra will wrap their bodies to preserve them. Ashlyn may have been our enemy, but she deserves to be returned to her family. Cora asked the same for her brother. There is a royal family graveyard and she wants him to rest with their ancestors.” 

Rose nodded and hugged Lilly again. “Very good.” 

Rose stepped back and looked at Jon with endearing eyes. “Be sure to save some of that youthful energy for when we meet again.” 

Jon smiled and nodded. 

“Be safe, Captain,” Jon said as he took her hand, lifted it up and kissed the back of it. 

Rose’s cheeks burned pink and turned her attention back to Lilly. 

“He is a keeper. Never let him get away.” 

“I’ll shoot him in the legs if that happens,” Lilly smirked. 



Rose let out a haughty laugh. She pulled her hand back, twirled and began walking across the dock toward her new ship. When she reached the gangplank, she turned around to Jon and Lilly and bowed deeply. 

When she stood up, she grinned. “May luck favor the bold and the beautiful. Safe travels!” 

And with that, Captain Rose Thorn turned, marched up the gangplank and onto the main deck. Her few crew members handed their Captain a bottle of fine ale and hugs. She hugged them back before opening the cork top with her teeth, spit out the cork and began drinking like a true pirate. 

Jon and Lilly began walking toward the  Bright Hope.  The mood shifted to a somber gloom. Thoughts needled at him as he tried to push away the darkness touching the edge of his soul. 

“You did what any of us would have done,” Lilly said in a low tone. 

“I know. It’s Cora,” Jon said. 

“She is stronger than she looks. She will understand, with some time,” Lilly said softly. 

Jon nodded. 

The crew waved to the Captain and Jon. The couple climbed aboard. The gangplank ramp rose up and slid into the side of the ship. 

“Crew!” Lilly addressed everyone on deck. 

The whole crew looked at their Captain with attentive eyes and pointed ears. 

“We set a course to a new dawn. Make sure the supplies are tied down. We depart shortly. Are you with me!” 

“Aye!” everyone shouted. 

“Jon, with me,” Lilly ordered and walked to the stairs leading to the command deck. 

Jon followed. The rest of the crew readied to depart. Pyrah, Zelda, and Lusha helped secure some new supplies on the deck. Eryn and Cora were side by side, looking out to the vast ocean. Syndra was down below, tending to the two new corpses. Amara walked with a bottle in her hand. She made her way to a corner, sat down and drank heavily. 

Lilly took hold of the wheel as Jon stood at the controls next to it. He touched a crystal and turned it. The dragon claw anchor let go of the dock and began its steady climb up. When it slid into its proper place, the airship began to drift. Jon touched another crystal. Fans spun to life. 

The  Bright Hope turned to the northeast and began floating higher and higher. 

The elves of Slumber waved at the departing airship. Rose and her crew waved as well. 

“It will take us a few days to reach Hylore, but Lusha informed me that we may find a hidden dragon temple before we leave the Rotting Sea. Are you up for one small adventure before we liberate Hylore?” 

“Aye, Captain,” Jon smiled. 

“Then, let’s make haste,” the Captain grinned in the sun. 

The  Bright Hope finished turning and the fans blurred. A small burst of speed caused the airship to power through the sky with destiny on the horizon. 



Nine

A thick beam of sunlight poured in from a single glass portal. 

The metal around the portal glowed a golden hue as light touched the floor of the cell. Dust motes floated and danced with the light, forming a silent ballet. Each particle spun, dipped and rose to the imperceptible shifts in the air, a microscopic play interpreted by the cell’s lone occupant. 

Rabyn stared at the light and floating particles, his attention caught in its gravity. A lingering dread sniffed along the edges of his mind and he could only keep it at bay by occupying himself. 

The door to the chamber opened and Cora stepped in. Her head was bowed as she made her way in, turned and faced the metal bars separating the siblings. 

Rabyn turned his attention from the private cosmic ballet and looked at his sister. Shadows touched the skin under her eyes and she could not bring herself to lift her gaze. 

“Terrible news?” Rabyn said softly, knowing when his sister was upset. 

Cora glanced to the side, as if to gather the words. It was only for a moment before she lifted her face into the brightness of the chamber and looked directly into her brother’s eyes. 

“Thallan and Ashlyn are dead,” Cora stated simply. 

Rabyn’s eyes remained crystal sharp. No hint of emotion filled his frozen features. He didn’t blink or look away. He simply stared at his youngest sister for a long moment. 

Rabyn closed his eyes and broke the silence. “Ashlyn doesn’t surprise me. She gained results, but was a little too reckless in her methods. Her first failure was not retrieving you from Urth. Her second failure at Aza Thule would have sealed her fate anyway.” 

The white-haired elf looked down, a sliver of emotion touching his eyes before it was gone. “Thallan is a surprise. He was unhinged, volatile and dangerous, but he was also a survivor. When father would punish us, Thallan was the only one who seemed to enjoy it. It gave him purpose and fed into his mental maladies.” 

Cora’s eyes widened a touch. “That’s what you have to say? 

You’re surprised?” 

Rabyn nodded as he sat on the cell bench, his back to the wall. 

“Is there more to say?” 

“He was our brother,” Cora said with a low hiss. 

Rabyn nodded again. “Yes, he was. Now, he has finished his time on this mortal coil. I hope he gains the peace he always sought when he was alive.” 

“Peace?” 

Rabyn smirked but his eyes held a small sadness. “I was able to piece it together as he spoke. You know fools speak while the wise listen. Our brother often spoke of his conquests, cruel acts and how much he loved father. For him, he simply wanted to be loved by our father. He was selfish and greedy for love. When he tapped into his primal urges, Father took notice. The rest, as they say, is history.” 

Rabyn kept his gaze on his sister. “Cora, you didn’t just come here to tell me our brother is dead, did you?” 

Cora looked away. 

“Who was it? Lilly or Jon? Maybe the Blademaster?” 

Cora turned her attention back to her brother, “Jon.” 

Rabyn gave a slow, understanding nod. “You seek advice because your lover killed one of our family?” 

Cora’s brow wrinkled in dismay. “No. I always knew violence would be part of this life. I escaped father’s clutches. I have killed others. I felt free.” 

“You didn’t expect to be present when your adoptive family killed our kin,” Rabyn’s voice drifted softly on the air. 



Cora was silent. 

“You didn’t expect your lover to kill one of us,” Rabyn said with a knowing edge. 

“He’s changed,” Cora said in a low tone, guilt filling her as the words slipped past her lips. 

Rabyn nodded. “We all change, some slower than others. When I first met your Shullkar, I knew he was honorable. It impressed me because a pirate’s life uses honor when it suits them. When we fought again, he continued to fight with honor. I must admit, it was the deciding factor in my surrender. I knew Jon, and Lilly, would know to use me as a bargaining chip better than the other pirates. 

They would have tortured and killed me, not thinking beyond their petty revenge. 

“My educated assumption is Thallan was given the chance to surrender and he didn’t take it. It speaks to Jon’s continued honor and our departed brother’s lack of common sense.” 

Cora’s eyes gleamed as she looked away. 

Rabyn closed his eyes again and sighed. “Sister, you do realize that your Shullkar has a dragon spirit, like the rest of our family? You know there is a certain kind of madness that pervades all of our souls who carry such a spirit. Even a Serendipitous dragon spirit will have urges for violence and greed, just like the very dragons that helped to create our world.” 

Cora looked up with a fire behind her eyes. “That’s not what the legends say. I have read many tomes about the histories of dragons. 

They were benevolent, kind, and keepers of vast knowledge. They created us, nurtured us and left Aquris to us to watch over until they returned.” 

Rabyn waved his hand before him as if he was trying to shoo away an insect. “Fairy tales, every one of them. Have you visited father’s private library? Have you delved deep into the archives in the grand libraries? The information was always there, you just had to search for it.” 

Rabyn lowered his hand and his cold gaze returned. “You weren’t there when father discovered you were gone. For a long moment, he was filled with sorrow. Myself, Thallan, Kymil, and Garald delivered the news, safety in numbers and all that. After Garald finished, we thought father would break down. We were near to reaching out and comforting him. He was devastated at hearing you fled.” 

Rabyn’s cold eyes hardened. “That was before he shifted into a rage. He nearly killed me and Thallan. It took the combined might of Kymil and Garald to restrain him. I remember seeing the fear in their eyes as I laid on the floor, using ice to keep my guts in my body. 

Thallan was unconscious, his face lying in a pool of his own blood.” 

The white-haired elf’s eyes softened. “Father calmed down and composed himself. He summoned the high clerics to come in and heal us. He acted like nothing had happened. When we were healed and back on our feet, he decreed you were to be found and brought back, unharmed.” 

A rare small smile bloomed across Rabyn’s lips. “With the several failures to capture you and bring you back, our dear father, the Emperor of Aquris, wanted you back, dead or alive. He often spoke to the continued corruption of a Lufina among the rabble of this realm and the Urth realm. 

“When I returned to him after not holding the portal and losing several ships to Captain Silk’s daring attack, I was confident I would be killed on the spot. It was just him and I alone. I had prepared and committed my final wishes to paper and trusted advisors. Father was never happy with my weakness, but no matter how cold or calculating I had become, he still remembered me as his weakest son. Do you know what he did next, sister?” 

Cora listened and remained silent. 



“He embraced me,” Rabyn chuckled. “He apologized for the hurt and pain he inflicted on me to make me stronger. You think that would be enough to forgive him for all the pain. It wasn’t. His madness changed him into a creature of intelligent chaos. A being who uses everything and anything to further his own ends. 

“After he embraced me, he said he lost confidence in my abilities and skills. He paired me with Thallan and gave us new orders. We were to ready ourselves for your return and bring you back, dead or alive. He muttered that your return would complete the circle of destiny and bring Aquris into a new age, under his rule.” 

Cora blinked. “Father already controls most of Aquris. What else would he need to rule? Urth?” 

Rabyn stared with cold eyes. “I don’t know. He has kept that piece of the puzzle to himself, but it did pique my curiosity. You know the libraries and archives I mentioned? Since I had some time before we departed to claim Hylore and Free Waters for the Empire, I set about searching some of the old texts.” 

Rabyn looked to the beam of sunlight in his cell. “We live in a dream. Even with all the death and fighting, we live in a paradise. 

The dragons that created us didn’t do it to create friendships and caretakers after they were gone. They created us to be their slaves and playthings.” 

Cora’s brow wrinkled and she crossed her arms. “I find that hard to believe. Why would they do that and leave us behind? Why create our world, populate it and leave for the stars? It doesn’t make sense.” 

“That is the question scholars have been debating for millions of years. I doubt father truly knows himself. His delusions have overtaken his wits. I found no legend remotely speaking to some destiny of the youngest of our family or father’s further rule. All I could find were stories in ancient elvish, speaking of our dragon creators making many peoples and letting some of them explore the world. The rest stayed to please their every urge and desire, from blood to sex.” 

Cora’s brow softened as she looked at her brother. “Why are you telling me this now? I have visited you every day since your capture and you have told me little to nothing. Why now? What’s changed?” 

Rabyn kept his gaze on the beam of sunlight as he spoke, “I can feel the turmoil in your heart. I may appear cold, but I still feel. I mourn Thallan’s death, no matter how cruel he was. He was still our family, just like you are still our family. 

“I also feel the war inside you when it comes to your Shullkar. 

You love him and I know he loves you. He made a painful decision and you had no say in it. The impulse is there, to hurt him and love him. He is a good Urth man, but his spirit is that of a dragon. He is most likely conflicted, not because he took Thallan’s life, but because he hurt you in the process.” 

Cora’s eyes gleamed wet. Her knees trembled. The sun elf sank down to her knees and bowed her head to her brother, fighting back the tears. 

“Brother, what do I do?” 

Rabyn stood up, walked across the cell to the bars. He looked down on his sister with cold, unfeeling eyes. He slowly sank down until he was on the floor. He leaned his head forward and touched his forehead to the bars. Eyes closed and he let out a calming sigh. 

“Cora, understand, Jon will always be the good man you fell in love with. Some of his actions may burn your heart, but he will always be the good, honorable man you love. I have never permitted my heart to love because it was a weakness that could be exploited, but that doesn’t mean I cannot cheer my beautiful baby sister to love another and find happiness.” 

Cora looked up, tears in her eyes. 

“A Lufina never cries or shows emotion. Do not fret, I’ll keep your secret between us,” Rabyn smirked. 



Cora let out a happy laugh and wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes. 

Rabyn’s eyes half-closed and his tiny smile faded away. “I have something to ask.” 

Cora blinked. 

“Come closer and press your head to the bars,” Rabyn said without emotion. 

Cora eyed him, unable to read his expression. She opened her spirit, her dragon connecting to his. The two spirits circled and touched each other’s claws. 

Cora leaned forward and pressed her head to the bars. Rabyn moved closer and kissed her forehead. 

Cora looked down with wide eyes, the unfamiliar affection shattering her brother’s cold exterior. She pulled back and looked up to see his small smile return. 

“We all make mistakes. Some of us are just slower than others to realize them,” Rabyn said with a simple, implied meaning. 

Cora nodded and smiled. 

“It won’t be long before others realize you’re down here with me. 

Let’s spend the time reminiscing about our youth and any fond memories we have of Thallan,” Rabyn smiled. 


***

The dreamy darkness parted to subdued brightness. Jon’s eyes slowly opened as he fell back into his body and emerged into reality. 
A faint soreness filled his limbs and back. He tried to move and found it impossible to do. The young man blinked and realized a large blue breast partially rested against his cheek. 

Jon stirred slightly; his head immobile but his eyes glancing from left to right. To one side, Zelda nearly engulfed him with her body. 

She partially laid on him, her arm and leg curled around him. To his right, Syndra was snuggled close, her arms holding his arm and her leg on top of Zelda’s leg. The shadow and sea elf sandwiched him between them and did not leave any room for escape. 

Jon stopped moving and simply stayed in the beautiful trap between them. Memories washed on the shores of his waking mind, sensual and lewd acts painting arousing images. There was little rest between the three of them, the two elves making good on their promise to have him any way they wanted. Jon complied in earnest, at first, but as the evening continued, he found his mind drifting to Cora between orgasms. A dread filled him, but he couldn’t dwell on it, Syndra and Zelda wouldn’t let him. 

Toward the middle of the night, he shifted into pushing the dread away with bliss. Zelda and Syndra’s moans sang louder to Jon’s blazing appetites. It caused a bliss cycle between them that lasted until they all passed out at the same time. 

Jon sighed as his already abused manhood began to rise to the memories of moans and naked bodies. 

Syndra’s eyes opened to Jon staring at the ceiling. Her hand drifted down to his rising member, took hold and began to stroke. 

Jon sucked in a quick inhale, unable to stop what was already in motion. 

Zelda stirred, her eyes slowly opening. She felt the motion by her leg. She looked down to Syndra’s hand wrapped around Jon’s cock and stroking it. The sea elf looked back up and snuggled closer. 

She closed her eyes and pressed her chest further into Jon’s face. 

The overflow nearly suffocating him. 

“We will have to be quick. I have to relieve the Captain,” Zelda said in a low tone. 

“I don’t think it will be quick,” Jon managed as his mouth was free. 

Syndra cuddled closer. “I don’t know if I can go again. Last night didn’t allow me to fully rest and I feel a little weak.” 



The mage stopped her masterful stroking, let go and stayed close to Jon. Zelda pulled back a little, the sea elf’s breast not resting on his face anymore. 

Jon fought through the soreness and sat up. He looked from side to side at their naked bodies. 

“True, Captain may want a piece of him,” Zelda mentioned and yawned. 

“I’m more than a piece of meat,” Jon smirked. 

“Sometimes you’re just a piece of meat,” Zelda grinned her razor smile. 

“Sometimes we’re just timid elves worshipping your great, Urthly might and power,” Syndra said with a loud laugh. 

“Hey, that was your idea to roleplay,” Jon laughed. 

“I want to be the princess next time,” Zelda said with a tired edge. 

“I can be the cruel queen who must teach you a lesson by having Jon take your virginity,” Syndra said as she sat up and stretched her arms. 

“I never asked, but when did the two of you get into roleplaying?” 

“Lusha,” Zelda and Syndra said at the same time. 

“I should have known,” Jon shook his head. 

“She studied many Urth customs of dating and relationships. 

She grew comfortable enough to tell us about her private time with you, Lord Dragon,” Syndra said simply. 

“She also told us that roleplay helps spice up the bedroom, not that we need it, but it is fun,” Zelda added. 

Jon nodded. “Next time, talk to me about it before springing it on me. Communication is part of anything we do.” 

A thought stabbed into Jon’s mind. “Wait, she talked to you both about it? Did she speak to the entire crew?” 



Zelda and Syndra nodded. 

“Before we left Aza Thule, Eryn confided in me that she had some ideas,” Syndra said as she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. 

Zelda flopped onto her back. “Pyrah wants me to help her kidnap you.” 

Jon blinked before a sinister look filled his eyes. “What if I have my own ideas?” 

Syndra turned around and looked at Jon with curious crimson eyes. Zelda sat up and looked to their Shullkar with her full attention. 

“We thought you were just happy having sex,” Zelda said. 

A small, wicked smirk formed along Syndra’s black lips. “If it is anything like those step-taboo videos you used to watch on your computer, I’m very interested.” 

Heat rushed into Jon’s face. “We may have to talk about it some more, but yes, maybe we should try a few new things.” 

Zelda slipped out of bed and stood up. “I’ll let the rest of the crew know.” 

“Um, wait a second,” Jon began. 

“I want to be the horny aunt,” Syndra said plainly. 

“I can be the horny step-sister,” Zelda smiled before she raised an eyebrow in thought. “Why do I have to be a step-sibling? Can’t I just pretend to be your sister?” 

Jon’s face turned bright red before he exploded into laughter. 

The two elves looked to him with happy eyes as he clutched at his stomach and laughed long and hard. When the laughter died and he leaned back onto his hands, he looked to them with loving eyes. 

“We’ll work it out, but don’t start telling the rest of the crew just yet. I need time to think about it.” 



Syndra picked up her black robe, spun it onto her shoulders and it settled over her body. Jon couldn’t help but look at her open robe, dark breasts half exposed and her elfhood with a white tuft of hair above it plainly visible. 

“We cannot keep that promise,” the mage said with a wicked smile. 

Zelda’s seven-foot frame moved with liquid ease as she began putting clothes on. 

“No crew can keep a secret from within the crew. You know this Jon,” Zelda smiled before putting on her shirt. 

“I know. I was just hoping for a moment,” Jon said as he remained in bed. 

Syndra closed up her robe. “We have duties to attend to. Don’t stay in here too long or the Captain won’t let you leave.” 

“I think he’s fine with that,” Zelda said as she fixed her belt. 

Jon grew quiet. The two elves crawled into bed and each one kissed him on the cheek. They slipped back to the floor and walked to the main cabin doors. Syndra left first and Zelda followed. She shot Jon a warm look before leaving and closing the door behind her. 

Jon stayed on the bed, the body soreness vanishing after a short time. He looked over to the bathroom, or as they called it on Aquris, a water closet. They often had simple plumping and a big tub to bathe in. Some of them magically filled with water and others had to have water poured into them. Jon remembered that there were many elves that simply bathed in the sea. 

Jon had used the facilities in the rest of the ship, but he hadn’t used the one in the Captain’s quarters and curiosity killed his cat. 

Jon slipped out of bed and stood in his naked glory. He crossed the room and reached the door. He took hold of the sliding door and pulled it aside. When he looked in, his eyes widened a hair in stark amazement. 



The bathroom chamber was very large. Everything inside looked oversized, Jon assumed to fit dragon physiology. A mirror took up one wall. An oversized tub filled the other side. What looked like a shower filled the opposite wall and a small closet was to his left and what looked like a big toilet. It reminded him a little of his gigantic bathroom back on Urth, but with one key difference. His bathroom had blue and white tiles. This bathroom had a mosaic of tiles in patterns of that of dragons in water. Some spit water into the air while others swam. It was a kaleidoscope of colors and patterns, making the bathroom more like a work of art. 

Feeling the grime, sweat and love juices all over his body, a shower was in order. Jon crossed the chamber until he stepped into what looked like a shower. There was what looked like a nozzle above his head, but instead of a place for water to shoot out, it had a large blue crystal attached to it. He looked at the crystal for a moment before looking down to see a drain in the middle. Scratching his head, he had no idea where the water would go or come from. 

 The dragons must have thought of everything. I should just see if it works. 

Jon glanced to the wall and saw a round crystal sticking out of it. 

With a shrug, he reached over to grab it and turn it. The moment he touched it, it glowed with a gentle blue light. The crystal above his head shined before water blasted out. Jon looked up just as a torrent of water slammed into his face and caused him to stumble back a few paces. 

“It must be strong to clean dragon bodies,” Jon whispered and laughed. 

As if the very shower heard him, the torrent turned into streams of water. The power lessened but remained strong. Jon stepped into the hot water and his muscles instantly relaxed. Waves of heat and hot water washed over him. It soothed away any slivers of soreness and he basked in it. 



“I can get used to this,” Jon said before lifting his face to the water. 

Hot steam began to rise as Jon scrubbed his face with his hands. He glanced around and laughed at himself, no sign of soap to be seen. 

“I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a bar of soap on Aquris,” Jon muttered before turning his attention back to the water. 

Steam billowed and filled the air. Jon was lost to the hot water, not noticing the door to the water closet sliding open and closing. A lithe figure stepped through the mist; their outline barely seen. They reached the edge of the shower and looked in, Jon’s back to them. 

“This is amazing,” Jon said to himself as the water flowed over him. 

The figure lifted a long leg and stepped in. A tiny splash of a foot touching water caused Jon’s eyes to open. He turned around and stood, stunned. 

Amara froze, her naked body still as a statue. One long leg was in the shower edge and the rest of her stood in the steamy mists. 

Jon’s gaze fell to her body. Her form was long and tattoos covered many parts of her body. Each one was a different dragon, inked into her very skin and with different colors. His gaze shifted to entire her form. The longer Jon stared, the more he saw her small curves. Her legs were strong, but not exaggerated like toned athletes. Her hips were slightly sharp, the bones pushing slightly at the skin. Her elfhood had a thin tuft of hair. The base of the hairs was black, but the tips were a fiery red. It looked like an actual flame. 

Jon’s gaze slowly glided up to her firm, flat stomach. His eyes looked up further to her breasts. They were tear-shaped and enough to fill his hands. Her light brown nipples stood erect. Jon lingered on the creamy skin of her breasts and the slightly tan skin along the rest of her body. She wasn’t tanned like Lusha, but she did have some color. 



Jon looked up to her thin strong shoulders and neck. He then gazed up to her almond-shaped eyes. A fire burned behind them. 

Her gaze spoke of an all-consuming hunger. 

Jon’s internal heat spiked in the hot water and a familiar rise filled his manhood. It would not be denied, seeing the beautiful elf by the shower’s edge. 

Mist flowed over Amara as she moved again. She stepped in and crossed the small distance between them. She looked down at Jon’s member as it stood under its own power. Veins rose along the shaft as it throbbed with powerful urges. 

The two stood close, but did not touch. Jon thought the soreness from the night would have returned, but it didn’t. Amara gazed into his eyes and her body trembled in the hot shower. 

An unseen signal struck both of them. It matched perfectly with their desires and the pair crashed into each other with mind-numbing urges. Hands grabbed and held each other close. Lips touched and tongues slid into mouths. Eyes closed as water cascaded down their close bodies. The heat bloomed, causing a fever to take root. 

Neither of them questioned it, hands sliding over wet skin. 

Jon’s hand drifted to her ass and grabbed it. He held her close and she molded into his body. Amara’s body trapped Jon’s cock between them. She moved, sliding against it as water spilled down between them. He was not inside her, but the closeness and skin on skin contact caused a moan to rise up her throat. 

The kiss was broken, but the two held each other. Jon’s mind swirled into a foggy dream. He looked at Amara as water rushed down her body and her mouth hung open with heavy breath. She continued to writhe against him, teasing and pushing him to the brink. Jon’s own moan flowed into the misty shower, barely keeping a sliver of his sanity together. 

Amara pulled back slightly and both hands took hold of Jon’s cock. He kept his gaze on her as she stroked him. Her touch was firm enough to enjoy. He seethed as she handled his sword with the skill of a master. One hand stroked him while her fingers gently glided along sensitive spots and the ridge of his purple head. The combination of touches and strokes caused Jon to take control of his body before he came. 

Amara gave him a mischievous smile before she sank down. Jon watched her as she knelt in the hot shower, her form nearly blending with the mist. Her lips kissed his throbbing member before she gently sucked on the tip. Her tongue flicked under a ridge, lingering with her intimate kiss. 

Jon’s urges roared in his ears. The gentle sucking grew deeper, the sounds blending with the sound of shower water. Amara looked up with adoring eyes as her mouth hungrily took several more inches. Her tongue worked as her lips smoothed over the shaft. 

Madness took hold of Jon. He took hold of her shoulders and gently pulled. Amara opened her mouth, Jon’s thick cock spilling out and followed his touch. She stood up with wide eyes before Jon pushed her to the shower wall. She let out a yelp before it turned into a moan. Jon pushed his body against hers, trapping her to the wall. 

His cock begged to enter her sacred valley. Instead, his fingers lightly touched her. The ember elf let out a small moan as Jon’s fingers touched and explored her. They sank between her pink, budding lips and rose up. When a finger grazed her nub, Amara let out a low sultry exhale. 

Jon’s eyes and brow took on the gleam of a predator with trapped prey. Amara surrendered to his touch, her hips moving and making no attempt to stop him. The two found their rhythm, Jon touching her clit and Amara moving against it like a rutting animal. 

The breathing between them grew. Jon couldn’t stop looking at her naked body. She quivered to his touch. Water flowed over her smooth skin and her nipples begged to be sucked on. 

“Jon… stab me with your sword,” Amara begged with a sultry whisper. 



Jon pulled his hand back and moved in. Amara grabbed his shoulders and with a flick of athletic skill, her legs were up and curled around his hips. Jon pushed Amara’s back against the shower wall, his cock touching her wet slit. With perfect control, he touched her and gently pushed. 

“Oh… Jon,” Amara hissed as thick inches spread her valley entrance. 

The invasion continued with his pulsating thickness forcing her inner world to open to him. Amara clutched to Jon, her eyes rolling into her head and her mouth making a perfect oval. The two met in the middle for a long moment before Jon’s hips began to move. 

Gentle thrusts turned into fevered pushes. Amara moved to the private symphony, holding onto Jon as she rode his cock. Wet, hot bodies touched as they two were lost to blissful sensations. Amara’s toes curled and Jon was possessed, unable to stop himself, even if he wanted to. The tug and pull between them caused moans to grow louder. Amara squeezed him and Jon’s cock responded by becoming diamond hard. 

Amara bit his shoulder as her body bounced to Jon’s thrusts. 

The Blademaster seethed and writhed. Jon drove the blunted point of his love and affection deep within the elf. The two remained joined, barely a few inches appearing and disappearing between their union. 

Jon growled as Amara squeezed him like a vice. She was incoherent, mumbling while she bit his shoulder and suckled on his wet skin. 

Amara let go of Jon’s shoulder and put her head against the tiled wall. She moaned louder and her eyes squeezed shut. Jon pumped and pumped into her trembling body until heat flashed between them. 

Amara’s mouth hung open before her eyes opened, rolled into her head and she let out a small scream. 



Jon’s senses dialed beyond the normal world and a rune glowed along his back. He felt it as the pulses within Amara reached a tipping point. Her heart raced as magical explosions rocked her form. 

A string of orgasms rippled. Amara trembled as her eyes remained firmly in her head. It was all too much for Jon’s willpower and he surrendered. 

Thick spurts of seed thundered into the intimate space between them. Despite the marathon night of lovemaking, his body fully recovered as bliss blasted his senses. Several more spurts filled Amara’s full valley. Jon pushed to the hilt, his urges whipping at him for more. Another volley of spurts followed and soon their connection dripped from his come and her honey. 

“Jon…” was all Amara could say before she went slack in his arms. 

Jon looked at the tall, thin elf as she passed out. Her legs let go of his hips and she would have fell if he didn’t hold her. Jon panicked. He reached with one arm and scooped up her legs. He held her up to him, the thin elf light in his arms. He looked at her and her eyes fluttered. 

Jon stepped out of the shower, the water turning off on its own. 

He stepped across the bathroom and pulled the sliding door open. 

He stepped into the Captain’s quarters to see Lilly in bed. The Captain was laying on her side, naked and a fur blanket covering her from the waist down. She barely opened her eyes and saw Jon with Amara in his arms. 

“Put her in bed beside me,” Lilly said in a tired voice. 

“Something’s wrong. I think I have to take her to Eryn,” Jon said with wide eyes. 

Lilly yawned. “No, she’s fine. She told me this happens to her. 

She passes out after really good orgasms. She just needs some rest.” 

The panic left Jon’s eyes. “When did you learn this?” 



Lilly snuggled into her pillow. “She told me as we came down together.” 

Jon’s shocked expression slid into a smile. 

 No secrets within the crew. 

Jon moved to the other side of the large bed. He gently placed Amara onto it and pulled a fur over her body. She continued to lay, her eyes fluttering in bliss. 

Jon watched her for a moment before glancing at Lilly. He made his way around to the sleepy elf. 

Lilly opened her eyes again and looked to Jon’s hanging wet cock. “I need you in bed with me.” 

“Are you talking to me or my cock?” Jon smiled. 

“Both of you, but if you don’t do as I say, I will have to order your cock to stay.” 

Jon laughed. “We are kind of a team.” 

Lilly gave a tired nod. “Then I need the team here.” 

“I’m still wet,” Jon said as water dripped down his body. 

“I’m wet too,” Lilly said in a sleepy tone. 

Jon had heard enough. He crawled into bed and over Lilly. He slid under the furs and pulled it over them. His cock thickened once again as it touched her firm, bubble butt. 

The couple snuggled together in the large bed as thin rays of sunlight poked through the curtains along glass windows. 


***

Eryn leaned on the edge of the railing, her face basking in the setting sun. The cleric sighed as wind and sun caressed her features. 
Lusha stepped along the main deck, approaching the cleric from behind. She cleared her throat to let Eryn know she was there, but the blind elf didn’t move or speak to acknowledge her. 

The wood elf moved to her side and leaned on the railing, looking out at the setting sun and the vast ocean. Water rushed under them as the airship moved at a fantastic speed. The air still carried the scent of the Rotting Sea, but Lusha ignored it, continuing to enjoy the air and beauty as the  Bright Hope sped along. 

“You’ve been out here all day,” Lusha said with a friendly tone. 

Eryn remained silent. 

The horizon’s beauty reflected in her eyes. “We spent a lot of time together on Soul Drink Island. I came to you when things were hard and I needed a release. You followed Vala’s ways, keeping our sessions secret and letting me be submissive to you for greater pleasure. 

“It would be wrong if I wasn’t there for you when things become difficult. I never thought our relationship was one-sided. You have always been special to me. If you need to unburden something troubling you, I’m here for you.” 

Eryn’s gray eyed lowered. “Can you keep a secret? A true secret between us? I know the crew talks and secrets can pass easily between all of us. I cannot speak of this to anyone because it could damage all of us, in some way.” 

Lusha looked over to her friend. “I’m here for you. I can carry your secrets and not speak of them to another. You have my word and my friendship.” 

Eryn turned her face slightly as her blank eyes stared at nothing. 

“I fear Vala is abandoning me.” 

Lusha moved closer so they could speak without prying pointed ears. “You have been devoted to Vala since you joined her religion. 

You have been a loyal servant to her ways. There is no reason for her to abandon her most faithful.” 

The cleric let out a small sigh. “In the town of Slumber, during the rooftop battle, Cora’s hand was burned and blackened. She was in great pain. I tried to heal her and the goddess didn’t answer. I pleaded with her, yet my healing power did not come. When Cora pleaded with me and Vala, only then did my healing power appear and I was able to mend her burnt hand.” 

Eryn sank down, resting her chin on her folded arms on the railing. “My power didn’t hesitate when I healed our Captain.” 

“The deities often test us at the worst time. I’ve read countless stories of gods and goddesses abandoning their chosen so they learn that they had to rely on themselves and not from powers above. Perhaps Vala was allowing you a chance to prove your loyalty?” 

Eryn shook her head slightly. “If this was the only time, I might believe that.” 

The cleric stood back up and faced the wood elf. “What I tell you next must remain between us until I understand what is happening. 

My healing gifts have faltered with Syndra and with Jon. There was also a dream.” 

Lusha listened with attentive ears. 

Eryn closed her eyes. “I had a dream I stabbed Jon in the stomach. It was just before we reached Aza Thule. The dream was horrifying because it felt real. I felt his blood touch my hand. I saw the dagger in his gut. I could see the pain in his eyes.” 

“You saw this in a dream?” 

Eryn nodded. “I’ve never seen the real world. I have only seen souls floating in the darkness. I have had visions. I can only assume they came from Vala herself, a small gift of dreamy sight. I don’t know. But all of it has haunted me. I have spent every chance I could to think upon it and understand Vala’s puzzle. This morning, I found the common thread as I woke up. 

“Jon and Cora have dragon spirits. Syndra bonded her soul to Jon’s dragon’s spirit. The three of them share this power in different ways. They have been the only ones where my healing gifts have not worked properly. I fear Vala may not be pleased with me by associating with the people I love.” 

Lusha reached over and placed her hand over the cleric’s hand. 

“Do you believe this? Do you believe Vala is punishing you for helping and healing them?” 

Eryn’s eyes sagged. “I can’t say for certain. Joining the crew and having our grand adventure has filled me with purpose again. Now, I feel I may be a hindrance to our mission to free Aquris. If the Captain finds out, she may question if I can stay. I want to be here. I want to help and make a difference. I just don’t know what to do.” 

“The goddess Vala moves in mysterious ways. Stress and despair can play tricks on the mind and the heart. I have never seen you in love before, until I saw you with Jon and Syndra,” Lusha said and squeezed Eryn’s hand. 

“I feel that way with you too,” Eryn said with a small smile. 

Lusha smiled as she looked at her friend. “Love is the cornerstone of Vala’s power. She will not abandon you in your time of need. As for your vision, it could have been just a dream. I’m not trying to belittle what you’ve said. I only offer a counterpoint to your concerns. There are always many sides to every feeling, thought and dream.” 

“I pray you’re right,” Eryn whispered. 

Lusha eyed her friend. “How about I stay by you when things get rough? I can help guide you and be there to witness any of these misgivings.” 

Eryn’s small smile remained. “I would like that very much.” 

The sound of boots filled the deck near the two friends. Lusha and Eryn turned to see Cora approach. The short, thin elf smiled as she reached them. 

“Is all well?” Cora asked. 

Lusha and Eryn nodded. 



“We were only chatting about what to expect when we reach Hylore,” Lusha said. 

Cora nodded. “Zelda wanted to know how long before we reach the Rotting Sea Dragon Temple.” 

Cora’s eyes widened the moment the last words left her lips. 

Something deep within the elf pulsed hard against her spirit. She weaved slightly before regaining her wits and her balance. 

“We’ve arrived,” Cora said with an edge. 

The sun touched the horizon. The sky slowly shifted from a deep blue into a calming pinkish red. 

“Let’s tell the Captain,” Lusha said as she held Eryn’s hand and led the way back along the deck. 

Cora followed. Her head turned to the side and looked at the setting sun. Anxiety curled along her heart as planned thoughts fell into motion. 



Ten

The last rays of light glowed against the darkening sky. Stars appeared like twinkling dots across the celestial cosmos. The dying sunlight glowed like embers against the horizon. Night’s cloak flowed over the world and a single airship floated twenty feet above calm waters. A crew of elves and one man stood on the main deck as their voices carried on the tiny evening breeze. 

Captain Silk addressed the entire crew as they looked to her, 

“This will be our last stop before we make our way to Hylore. That means we will discuss strategies and battle plans over the coming few days. 

“Below us is the Rotting Sea Dragon Temple. It is much too late to go diving since it is evening time and we are close to the border of the Misty Sea. That means some of the larger creatures may come this way and I would rather not have our away party swallowed in one gulp.” 

Zelda clamped her webbed hand on Jon’s shoulder as he stood next to her. “I don’t think any monster is big enough or hungry enough to handle Jon’s enormous balls!” 

The entire crew burst into laughter, including Jon. It lasted for a long moment before Lilly waved her hand and composed herself. 

Zelda looked to Jon and he looked up to her, the pair of them grinning

 It still feels so unreal that our friendship has grown so much. I never want it to end. 

The Captain continued, “Tonight may be the only time we may gain some rest. That means I want everyone to take it easy tonight. 

Eat well, have a few drinks and go to bed early. Zelda and I will be alternating shifts on the command deck through the night.” 

Lilly turned her attention to Syndra, “That means a restful sleep for you. We will need you in the morning.” 



“Aye, Captain,” Syndra nodded. 

Lilly looked back to the gathered crew, “At first light, we will dive to the temple and activate Jon and Cora’s next abilities. There may be a guardian in or around the temple so we must remain vigilant. 

Afterwards, we will return to the ship and make our last preparations before setting a direct course to Hylore. We must keep the element of surprise on our side. That means no stopping on islands. We will use the full power of the  Bright Hope to reach Free Waters and end the Empire’s control. Is this understood?” 

“Aye Captain!” the crew said in unison. 

Lilly smiled. “Let’s enjoy our dinner and ready ourselves for the morning.” 

The small band of pirates turned and moved as one. They reached the door to the lower deck and began filing down. Zelda stepped away and took the stairs to the command deck. She moved to the aft railing and leaned against it. Her dark eyes looked up at the celestial sky and she drank in its beauty. 

The next two hours below deck was Jon, Lilly, and the crew dining, drinking, and talking. Lusha and Eryn sat side by side, talking in low whispers. Pyrah and Amara laughed, drank and ate, talking about their many adventures. Syndra was close to Pyrah, listening to the stories and smiling. Cora was to herself, eating her meal and taking sips of her rum. She sometimes glanced up to see Jon and Lilly talking and holding each other’s hand. 

Jon listened as Lilly talked about this morning in decadent detail. 

It normally would have kept his attention. They often spoke of their trysts and what they could try next. Thoughts slipped across his mind and he found his eyes wandering to Cora sitting on the other side of the table. 

 Cora has been distant and I can’t blame her. My parent’s disappointment was obvious when I killed Skorp, but he was an evil bastard who tried to kill all of us. Thallan was evil too, but he was her brother. Maybe it should have been something she had to do. I don’t know, it’s all muddled and clear at the same time. He was too dangerous to live and he wouldn’t stop. I did the right thing, but why do I feel awful about it? 

Cora glanced at Jon. Her purple eyes shined for a second before she looked down to her food again. 

 I feel awful because I love her. I love all of them. I can’t take back what I did. I can only hope she will forgive me. 

“Jon, are you listening?” Lilly asked. 

Jon’s eyes widened a little and he nodded. “I’m always listening.” 

The Captain’s eyes narrowed and she smirked. “Un huh. 

Listening while you were staring at Cora.” 

Jon’s head tilted forward in defeat. “Sorry. What happened on Slumber Isle is still fresh.” 

Lilly nodded and leaned in a little closer to her Shullkar. “My love, you did the right thing. Cora is part of the crew and she will understand with time. Be patient and she will come to you to talk about it.” 

“Have you ever done something that pushed the boundaries of your relationships?” Jon asked in a low tone. 

Lilly nodded. “Too many to list. I’ve killed Imperial soldiers who begged for their lives. They would tell me about their loved ones and how they needed to live to be with them again. I knew I couldn’t let them go. I never showed it, but it saddened me a little when I saw the light fade from their eyes and tossed their bodies into the unforgiving sea. The number of families I have destroyed because they were on the wrong side will haunt me for the rest of my life, but I knew it had to be done.” 

Lilly reached across the corner of the table and touched Jon’s hand with hers. “I know it's not the same as what you and Cora are going through, but it’s the closest I can come with my own experiences. You killed her brother. I destroyed many families. 

Husbands and wives will not return to their loved ones. Young soldiers will never see their parents again. This life on Aquris can be cruel, but we all hold hope for a better future.” 

Lilly brought her lips close to Jon’s ear. “Cora will be the new future. She will rule, not from innocence, but from tough experiences. 

With Thallan dead and Rabyn in our custody, the Emperor will have to listen to us. He will step down and pay for his crimes, or he will end up like his son Thallan.” 

Lilly pulled back and tapped her hand on Jon’s hand. “We heal in different ways and time dulls the pain. When this is all over, I want it all to be a distant memory as we drink rum on a deserted beach and make love for the rest of our days.” 

Jon nodded. 

Cora stood up from her seat. The lithe elf excused herself and left the dining room table. Jon watched her go, his heart sinking in his chest. 

Lilly eyed Jon for a moment and smiled. “So, as I was saying before you drifted away from the earlier conversation, the crew has been discussing adding roleplaying to our intimate adventures. 

Lusha has been a wealth of knowledge on the subject.” 

Jon grinned. “Has everyone gotten bored with our sex life?” 

Lilly let out a small laugh. “Quite the opposite. Spice is spice and we do love some spice, as do you.” 

Jon eyed the beautiful elf, “Have you become bored with me?” 

Lilly’s eyes shined with a wicked gleam. “Jon, I will never tire of you. Your touch sends me to realms of bliss every single time. Love on Aquris is true, bold, tender, and beautiful. Some relationships are for a season and others are for lifetimes. You can guess which one is ours.” 

Jon smiled. “Good, because I have my own ideas for in and out of the bedroom.” 

Lilly licked her lips. “Do tell. I’m all ears.” 



***

The ale sloshed in Jon’s full stomach as he stepped out onto the main deck. Heat glowed along his face from the drink and meal until the cool night air washed over him. The door closed behind him and let out a long, relaxed exhale. 

 Drink, food, and dirty talk, yo ho ho. 

Jon chuckled to himself as he stepped out a little further onto the main deck. The sky caught his attention along the edges of the oval balloon holding the ship up and he looked up and to the side, a sea of stars touching from horizon to horizon. It took his breath away as he stared in awe. Most of the stars were white, but there were others that were blue, red, and yellow. Hints of four moons began to rise from the south, their light joining the dazzling display of the cosmos. 

“It is beautiful,” Zelda called down. 

Jon spun around to see the tall sea elf at the front railing of the command deck. She leaned forward with a wide smile and looked down on Jon. 

“It pales to your beauty,” Jon said with a relaxed soul. 

 What the hell? Is it the ale or I’m just really relaxed around them? 

Zelda looked down with warm eyes, an inner heat growing. 

“I just came up for some air,” Jon smiled. 

“I would have you keep me company, but I think someone else needs you more,” Zelda said and pointed forward with her chin. 

Jon turned around to see Cora toward the bow of the ship. The thin elf leaned against the railing, the back of her head facing him. 

Jon nodded and walked the length of the deck. The cool night air caressed his warm senses as he approached the sun elf. Cora was wearing a jacket, leather leggings and her short boots. Jon noticed a pack by her feet when the sun elf turned slightly to him and smiled. 



“Hi Jon,” Cora said and turned back to the railing and starry sky. 

Jon stepped closer and leaned on the railing next to her. “Want some company?” 

Cora smirked. “I do. It’s a beautiful night and it's better to enjoy it with someone.” 

Jon nodded and took in a deep inhale of air through his nose. 

When the Rotting Sea stench touched the back of his throat, he coughed in disgust. 

“Nights like these are best enjoyed in almost any other ocean but this one.” 

“You’re right,” Jon coughed and composed himself. 

The two leaned against the railing in subdued silence. The sky seemed to move and shift with the rotation of the planet as they looked on. The couple stood side by side, but they didn’t touch each other, their bodies about eight inches apart. 

 Now or never. 

“Cora, I think we should talk,” Jon said in a low tone. 

Cora nodded. “I think we do need to talk, but first, we should have a drink.” 

The thin elf reached down to the pack, pulled aside the flap and pulled out a black bottle. She pulled the cork, lifted it to her lips and took a deep swig. Jon watched her throat move as liquid travelled to her stomach. 

Cora pulled it away and held it to Jon. Jon took it and eyed her for a moment. Cora simply turned back to the railing and looked out to the sky. 

Jon pushed away the sliver of concern and drank from the bottle. 

The ale was delicious, but there was an odd aftertaste. He drank a little more and the odd taste stayed. 

“Jon, I do want us to talk, but first, I have a present for Zelda.” 



Cora reached into the pack and pulled out another black bottle. 

Jon turned and watched the sun elf walk the deck and reach the stairs. She climbed them to the command deck and stepped over to the First Mate. Cora handed the bottle to Zelda and the sea elf smiled before she embraced the smaller elf. When she let go, she pulled out the cork and lifted it to her lips. She took a long drink as Cora turned and walked away. 

Jon stared as Cora walked back and resumed her place next to him. 

“I was given some of this rare ale on Slumber Isle. I talked to a shopkeeper and he wanted to make amends, just like everyone else on the island. He gave me a few bottles and I wanted to share them.” 

Jon nodded and took another swig before passing it to Cora. 

Cora took the bottle and placed it on the deck by her boots before standing up again. 

“Jon, I’m hurting,” Cora said with emotion. 

Jon studied her, seeing that her walls were further breaking down. When he first met her, her royal upbringing prevented her from showing true emotion. It was beneath her status to act like anyone other than royal blood. The time they had spent together had changed her, opening her emotions and desires like she never experienced before. Jon braced himself because that freedom brought a lot of bliss and pain with it. 

“Cora, what happened on Slumber was difficult for all of us, especially you. If I saw another way, I would have taken it. I can’t say anything other than the truth. Thallan was too dangerous to take hostage. His power would have allowed him to escape and perhaps hurt everyone we love on this ship. I gave him a chance to surrender and he denied it.” 

Shadows covered Cora’s eyes. “I know. I know you did everything you could. I know my brother was a monster. I know I have chosen the side I will stay with for the rest of my life. I betrayed my family for another family. I cannot go back and I don’t want to. 

“The pain that remains is the severing of bonds. He was my brother and he will always be my brother.” 

Burning grief for Cora swirled along Jon’s stomach. A distant thud touched Jon’s senses and he turned his gaze to the command deck. Zelda had slumped down by the railing and was very still. 

Jon's eyes widened when Cora spoke directly to him. 

“She will be fine. The ale was meant to put her to sleep for a few hours. That should be enough time for what we have to do.” 

Jon turned his attention back to Cora as she knelt down to the pack and began rummaging through it. 

“You drugged her. You drugged me?” Jon said as he stood in disbelief. 

“I didn’t drug you. We drank from the bottle with the water breathing potion mixed with ale,” Cora said as she pulled out a holstered pistol and a belt with a dozen spell shells. 

The Cabin Mate held the belt and pistol before Jon and bowed slightly at the hip. “This is one of Ashlyn’s pistols and her spell shell belt. She won’t be using it anymore and I think you would get better use of it.” 

Jon hesitated. Cora pushed the items to his chest and let go. 

Jon caught them and held them. 

“Cora, what is happening right now?” 

The Cabin Mate pulled out another belt and holstered pistol. She wrapped it around her waist and clicked the buckle in place. 

“We don’t have a lot of time. One of the crew may appear at any moment and we have work to do,” Cora said as she pulled a throwing axe from the pack and secured it to her belt. 

“Cora,” Jon whispered. 



The sun elf looked at Jon with a no-nonsense look. “Listen carefully. You and I will be going down to the Dragon Temple together. We will gain our new ability and have a moment to ourselves. No captain. No crew. No one but us. If you want to talk about what happened, you will follow me into the sea.” 

Cora’s eyes took on a deadly series edge. “If you stay, or get the rest of the crew involved, I will never speak to you again.” 

Before Jon could say a word, Cora dipped down and grabbed something from the pack. She stood up, took hold of the railing and vaulted over it. Jon turned to see the thin elf turn her body into a dive and splashed into the sea below. 

“Fuck!” Jon growled as he buckled the belt around his waist. 

Hands fumbled until the buckle clicked into place. He didn’t have his sword, or any other weapon for that matter. 

Jon took a deep breath, grabbed the railing and vaulted over. He braced himself as the water rushed up to him and he splashed into it. 

Cold water stunned his senses as he drifted down. The watery abyss stretched on and Cora was nowhere in sight. Jon opened his mouth and took a deep breath. Water rushed into his lungs and burned. He grunted until he began to breath under water. 

A small light glowed in the inky darkness. Cora’s form was barely visible as she kicked her legs and swam deeper down into the abyss. 

Jon’s arms and legs worked. He swam downwards, following the light coming from Cora’s hand. The darkness consumed all and after a time, Jon couldn’t tell which way was up. A confused disorientation took root with only Cora’s light as his guide. 

Time slowed, the pair making their way deeper into the inky darkness. Jon kept up, his arms and legs moving in a skilled rhythm. 

Cora remained ahead of him. She never looked back as she made her way deeper. 



Something big moved by the glow of Cora’s light. From Jon’s vantage point, he watched in silent horror as an eye as big as a small ship looked at Cora and then turned upwards to Jon. The rest of the creature was obscured by the darkness, but it’s eye alone was enough to haunt Jon’s nightmares. 

The eye closed and the massive thing seemed to swim away. 

 I hope it doesn’t circle back and eat us in one gulp. 

The void yawned as the pair continued their descent. Jon kept his senses sharp, but it was of little use this deep in the black ocean. 

When it seemed like they would simply swim forever, a glow appeared in the distance. 

Jon smiled as he kicked his legs. A small pyramid appeared out of the murky gloom. The familiar four pillars at each corner of the pyramid glowed with mystical light, beacons for the two of them to follow. Ancient dragon runes glowed with green and gray lines, calling to Jon and Cora’s spirits. 

Cora swam down until she hovered above the murky bottom surrounding the temple. She kicked with her legs, making her way toward the entrance. 

Jon kicked furiously, trying to catch up. He made it to the bottom just as Cora swam and stepped through the shimmering water of the entrance. 

Gravity took hold as Cora stepped into the air-filled main chamber. She bent forward, seawater surging up from her lungs and spilling onto the floor. She heaved for a few seconds before looking up. 

Inside the temple looked very much like the previous ones they explored. A pillar with glowing runes stood in the middle. Maps, symbolic dragon designs, and runes covered the inner sloping walls. 

The air contained a musty smell as Cora took another step forward. 

She glanced around and froze on the spot as something was not quite right. 



Along a sloping corner, past the middle mystical pillar, a warped mass clung to the walls. Strands stretched out, connecting it to the rune covered walls and in the middle of the corner was a dark gray cocoon or nest. It didn’t mesh with its surroundings, giving it an alien appearance. 

Cora held her breath as the entire thing seemed to tremble. A hole along the side pulsed and something big crawled out. 

Cora’s hand reached for the pistol at her hip as a long, worm-like creature skittered out. The body was a pale gray with segmented rings. Spider-like legs ran along the length of its body, the worm creature moving effortlessly from its nest. The thing had a face as it turned dark eyes in Cora’s direction. 

Horror filled Cora’s eyes as a deformed elven face stared back. 

Its eyes were black as pitch. It’s pointed ears were very long and stabbed up like horns at the sides of its head. The chin and forehead were long and sharp, giving the face a crescent moon shape. 

The thing didn’t make a sound as it crawled onto the floor. Cora noted that it was large, bigger than one of Urth’s horses. Its lips curled back and rows of sharp teeth gleamed in the small light. 

For a breath, Cora and the monster stared at each other, her hand resting on her pistol. 

The thing hissed and charged. Cora pulled her pistol when something shot from the creature’s mouth. A white glob shot across the chamber and struck her hand with the pistol in it. It was wet and sticky, engulfing her hand. 

Cora tried to aim and pulled the trigger. The glop prevented the hammer from falling. The thing skittered across the chamber, raising up with its mouth open impossibly large. 

Cora summoned her fire ability, flames slicing through sticky webbing covering her hand, when a fireball streaked across the chamber and struck the monster. Cora turned her attention to Jon as he stepped forward with calm confidence. He aimed his pistol as the monster screeched in pain. 

Jon kept his steely gaze and he pulled back on the trigger several times. A stream of fireballs crossed the chamber, slamming into the creature and hurtling it back. Flames punched holes and burned putrid flesh. The thing writhed as several more fireballs slammed into it. Explosions rocked the temple as the thing burned. 

Its skin boiled and sloshed off. The twisted elven face cried out in torment. It tried to climb back to its nest before falling to the temple floor. It succumbed to the flames and didn’t move. 

The glob burned away from Cora’s hand. She then raised her other hand, taking control of the flaming monster and extinguishing the flames. Thin wisps of smoke rose up from the dead monster and dissipated. 

Jon stepped to Cora’s side and looked at her. He holstered his pistol and stood, water dripping off of him. 

Cora didn’t look at him. A darkness remained in her eyes, as if she couldn’t bring herself to glance in his direction. Instead, she walked forward until she reached the large middle pillar. She lifted her hand and held it inches from the rune covered surface. 

“Let’s get this over with,” Cora said with a dark edge. 

Jon walked to her side and lifted his hand, keeping it inches from the surface. “After we gain our new ability, are we going to talk?” 

Cora remained silent. She simply pressed her hand to the pillar. 

Jon did the same and the runes slowly changed from a dark blue to a velvet red. 

Power surged along the pillar as the man and elf touched it. The inner chamber glowed to their presence. Tendrils of energy latched onto their hands before a surge blasted at their bodies. Jon and Cora’s eyes glowed white as the energy snaked along their arms and into their spines. It crawled up, caressing their previous runes along their backs and adding a new one. Different runes formed below their previous ones and burned into place. 

The energy overwhelmed the pair before it slammed into them and they let go. Jon and Cora stumbled back and fell onto the temple floor. They fought to stay conscious when darkness overcame them and reality was gone. 

Jon floated in the abyss. He looked around, seeing nothing but black. A sigh fell from his lips and golden wings glowed in the distance. He looked at them, seeing his small golden dragon spirit hovering in the dark. The dragon gave him a nod of its serpent head and a mischievous smirk. Jon smirked back. 

The little dragon opened its small maw, golden energy leaking from it. It took a deep breath and blasted out an impossibly large cone of golden light. The light struck Jon and he basked in it. There was no pain or torment. It engulfed him in such a way, it felt like he touched paradise. 

The light died and Jon felt like he was in his body again. His eyes fluttered open and he looked up to see Cora beside him. She looked down on him with shadows covering her eyes. 

The silence was deafening. Jon spread out his senses and all he could hear was his heart and Cora’s pulse. 

“Get up,” Cora said darkly and stood up on her own feet. 

Jon curled up and stood up. He thought he would be weak from the ordeal, but instead, he felt energized. It was like he had some of the best sleep of his life. He might have enjoyed it, except for Cora’s gaze. Emotion boiled behind her eyes as she looked to Jon with simmering rage. 

“Jon,” Cora began. 

Jon stood patiently, waiting for what needed to be said. 

“You have brought me to a place I didn’t know I could be,” Cora’s lip quivering. “I found a love I never thought I would experience. I have known passion that could burn for a thousand years and it would never weaken or burn low.” 

The dark edge touched her eyes as she continued, “You also brought me to a place I never would have wanted to venture. A dark place, where I mourn for my brother. I always knew there would be a time where Lilly, or any of the other crew, might kill one or more of my family. I just never thought it would be you.” 

Cora’s eyes watered as she fought to control her emotions. “You didn’t kill Rabyn. That act was enough to think the best of you and our worlds. Once you showed your strength and compassion, I held a flame of hope that maybe you could convince Lilly to spare my family and imprison them. It was a foolish wish that died when you killed Thallan.” 

Jon stood silently, shadows covering his eyes. 

Cora wiped away a small tear. “I know he was a monster. I know he has done terrible things to many. He was still my brother. My blood.” 

Cora’s eyes hardened into pinpoints. “And I know, you’re my love. You are my Shullkar. The other half of my soul. I love you and I want to hurt you.” 

Jon bowed his head to her. 

Cora’s eyes smoldered. “No. No, you don’t get to be absolved for what you did. I won’t push down my pain anymore. I won’t be a silent lover to the man who killed my brother!” 

Jon watched as Cora pulled back a tight fist and threw it, aiming for his cheek. Jon stayed very still. Before the punch could connect, Cora’s boot shifted and her swing missed Jon’s face by an inch. 

“No! No!” Cora screamed as she pulled back and threw another punch. 

This time, the fist connected with Jon’s cheek. The force was strong enough for him to stumble back a step. Pain bloomed just under his eye. He didn’t blink as Cora unleashed a flurry of attacks. 



Small fists and kicks flashed at him. Jon moved, subtly dodging each one. Cora continued to scream with a wild fury in her eyes. She grew more and more unhinged as she continued with her barrage. 

Cora’s heel slammed into Jon’s hip, knocking him slightly off balance. The lithe elf leapt onto him, one hand clamping onto his ear and her fist cocked back. Jon stared at her as the fist came for his eyes. Jon’s hand shot up and caught her punch in mid-swing. He grabbed her with his other hand and swung his body hard. 

Cora couldn’t hold on. Her body separated from Jon, flipped through the air and landed on her feet. Her small shoulders heaved as tears streaked down her cheeks. She made a demonic growl before bursting forward. 

Jon’s arms and legs moved with precision and speed. He blocked and parried every incoming attack. Cora screamed like a monster crawling up from the abyss. Blinded by tears, her attacks were clumsy and Jon easily parried them. Despite the ease of keeping her at bay, his heart sank deeper down into darkness. 

A faint memory touched Jon’s mind of the rage he felt after he was rescued from Skorp. It burned at him, causing him to fight and practice for years. How he wished it never happened. How he never felt true relief until he drove his dagger under Skorp’s chin. The closure was blissful, the long chapter in his life now closed forever. 

 She needs closure or she will resent me for the rest of her life. 

Jon’s arms dropped to his sides. Cora moved in her blind fury, her fist striking Jon’s eye. The blow was enough for him to stumble back. Cora leapt at him, driving her knee into his stomach. The strike was hard, causing all of the air in Jon’s lung to be expelled with a long exhale. He stumbled back further and another punch hit him in the side of his face. The blow was perfect, sending Jon to the floor. 

Cora’s screams echoed before she suddenly stopped. Her hand reached for her pistol, drew it and aimed at Jon as he was on the floor. 



Jon looked up to her wet eyes. “There is nothing I can say that will ease your pain. All I can ask is for forgiveness.” 

Tears flowed as Cora’s pistol hand began to tremble. She looked down on Jon through thick tears, her emotions in a tailspin. The image of her brother appeared in her mind and then it faded away. 

The hand with the pistol fell to Cora’s side. Fingers loosened, the pistol falling and clattering against the stone floor. Cora slowly fell to her knees, sobs filling the temple chamber. 

Heat and small throbbing pain filled Jon as he crawled over to her. A sobbing moan dripped from Cora’s mouth. Jon sat beside her and touched her shoulder. The sun elf threw herself into his arms, sobbing against his chest as he held her close. 

“I… forgive you,” Cora said through sobbing tears. 

Jon remained silent, holding her close to him. The sobs slowly began to fade. Time stood still, the couple quietly holding each other. 

Cora lifted her head and looked at Jon’s face. She saw the bruise under and around his eye. 

Jon watched as fear, regret, and sanity returned to her. Sadness bloomed in her purple-colored eyes. She touched his chest, her tears drying up. Heat filled her face as she stared at Jon. 

“We should…” Jon began before Cora pressed her lips to his. 

The heat between them grew as tongues swirled. Cora pulled down on his shirt, her body writhing against him. Jon held her close, the intimate space between them growing warmer by the second. 

The pain faded away the longer they kissed. Jon’s mind swirled with dripping heat. A pulse pushed against his entire body as Cora continued to tug and pull at his clothes. She made animalistic moans, her nails clawing at him. The mood grew hotter and Cora pulled back and began to pull off her wet jacket. It fell to the floor with a wet slop. Her shirt was next. 



Jon watched her as she fought with her wet clothes. Cora scrambled, taking off pieces of clothes and throwing them aside. Jon grabbed his own jacket and pulled it off. When he grabbed his shirt, Cora was on him, helping him take it off. Belt buckles opened and leggings were pulled off. Boots were tossed aside. 

Cora placed a hand on Jon’s bare chest and pushed. Jon fell onto his back and he looked up at the thin elf. Her small breasts bobbed as she snaked her hips from her small clothes. When she stood over him, Jon admired her beautiful body. 

Cora looked down on Jon’s manhood, fully risen to the occasion. 

She knelt down between his legs and took it into her mouth. Tight lips smoothed up and down the shaft as she hungrily sucked on him. 

The fullness of Jon’s cock filled her mouth and muffled moans rose up. Jon lifted his head and watched as wet inches appeared and disappeared between them. Cora sucked on him with a frenzy of moans. She licked and slathered along his manhood. 

Jon continued to watch her deepthroat his rock-hard member. 

When the tempo nearly reached its zenith, Cora lifted her head and let out a long, needful moan. She crawled along Jon until they were eye to eye. She took hold of his member and pressed it to her wet elfhood. She cried out and she impaled herself on his member, the girth forcing her open. Wetness surged as it dripped down Jon’s cock to the hilt. A short moment later, Cora reached the hilt and stayed there. 

Jon looked up at her. Cora’s eyes were dreamy and filled with sultry desire. They didn’t need to speak, each one knowing each other’s body. Jon’s hands touched her hips and she began to move. 

The connection between them blazed bright as their bodies writhed and pumped. Cora let out a whimpering moan, bliss clouding away every thought in her head. Jon moaned as she tightly stroked his cock with long, even strokes. 

Cora pressed her palms to Jon’s strong chest, her back and hips moving like a whip to his diamond hard manhood. She moaned louder and louder, lost to the deepening cloud of paradise. 



Jon’s hands held her, the two caught in a perfect rhythm and tempo. Emotions surged as their bodies betrayed them. The wet union of their burning hot bodies continued with each push and pull. 

Cora squeezed him and Jon’s hands firmly held her. The tempo grew as the couple slowly reached for blinding ecstasy. 

Jon sat up and held Cora to him. The sun elf moved her hips and cuddled into his strong arms. She looked up and they kissed as their bodies continued their intimate dance. Their hearts hammered in their chests as the couple broke their kiss. Their foreheads touched as their bodies moved. Cora clutched to him as he held her. 

Wetness surged as Jon’s cock thickened. 

Time stopped as Jon and Cora lost the dividing line where one began and the other ended. Their souls melted together as body heat surged. The walls of restraint and willpower shattered and their bodies cried out for release. 

Cora let out a low, sultry moan as magical explosions rippled along her tight nerves. A tidal wave of bliss crested and slammed into her. She was swept away as orgasm after orgasm blasted her nerves to dust. The moan grew louder as ecstasy and love glowed. 

Jon’s cock thickened and vibrated before jets of thick come filled the tight space between them. Cora squeezed and barely moved, her valley trying to pull every drop of seed from his loins. Jon held her to him, his hips thrusting up slightly as she slid down. The shockwaves of the orgasm forced Jon to push another spurt and another. Wet sounds rose up from their union, come and Cora’s dripping honey forming a mixture of physical and spiritual love. 

After the last drop of bliss flared along their bodies, Jon fell onto his back with Cora against his chest. Both huffed with heavy breath, their nerves and senses still trying to pick up the pieces. 

Cora slowly lifted her upper body and looked down at Jon. He stared into her eyes, seeing the slivers of regret and sorrow. Cora’s eyes watered and a tear fell. It splashed against Jon’s neck and she looked down on him. 



“I’m sorry,” she said with a defeated whisper. 

“I’m sorry too,” Jon whispered back. 

The two stared into each other’s eyes. 

“I love you,” Cora and Jon said at the same time. 

Small smiles bloomed between them. 

Water splashed from the entrance. Jon and Cora turned their attention to Lilly and Lusha stepping in with pistols in their hands. 

The entrance splashed again, Syndra stepping in. 

When the three elves saw Jon and Cora in a compromising position, they lowered their pistols, bent forward and let their lungs expel sea water. It was quick, the three elves barely making a face as they kept their attention on the pair on the floor. 

Lilly’s brow wrinkled in anger. She holstered her pistols and looked down on Jon and Cora. 

“Get dressed. We’re going back to the ship for a long conversation,” Lilly said with a hard tone. 





Eleven

The stars glowed across the heavens. The air was cool as it flowed across the main deck of the  Bright Hope, where most of the crew stood. Water dripped from some of their bodies. Fur blankets wrapped around cold bodies and the mood was somber. 

Jon and Cora sat on the deck, side by side. They shivered slightly as their bodies attempted to warm up. Lilly, Lusha, and Syndra stood before them, blankets around their shoulders and covering their bodies. Lusha and Syndra held blank expressions. 

Lilly on the other hand continued to look at the pair sitting on the deck, her eyes filled with restrained anger. 

Zelda stood, her hand rubbing the side of her head as she continued to shake off the effects of the drink. Pyrah was close to the sea elf, helping her to stand and remain steady. Eryn was on the other side of Lilly, Lusha, and Syndra, her head bowed. Amara was beside the blind cleric, her arms crossed and her gaze soft. 

The swim back was quick. They all crawled up to the deck as some of the crew rushed to them with blankets. When everyone settled down, it was Lilly who seemed to seethe with annoyance. 

Jon explained much of what happened. Cora spoke very little. 

Her head was bowed and she couldn’t look up at the crew, especially Lilly and Zelda. When Jon finished, the deck was quiet for a long moment before the fire in Lilly’s eyes blazed a little brighter. 

“I should brand an X on your skin for such a reckless and selfish series of mistakes,” Lilly said in a low, menacing tone toward Cora. 

Cora bowed her head another inch. 

“It’s partly my fault too. I should have stopped her,” Jon said. 

Lilly closed her eyes as if to fight back the tidal wave of disappointment. “Both of you are at fault. Drugging a fellow crewmember. Not raising the alarm. Diving into the sea at night. You both could have been swallowed up by any monster and we would have never known what truly happened.” 

“Luck was on our side,” Jon smirked. 

Lilly opened her eyes and shot Jon a glare. 

Jon stood up and his smirk disappeared. “I’m sorry, but we had to work it out between us. Cora was hurting and some things needed to be said.” 

“It could have been said here!” Lilly’s voice rose an octave before she took control of herself. 

The Captain composed herself, her anger sliding away and replaced with annoyance again. “We are not just a crew, but a family. 

We could have talked it out here in safety. If you two needed space to settle your differences, we would have given you the room to do it. 

Not take such a reckless risk.” 

Cora looked away. 

Jon nodded. “You’re right, Captain. It could have been different, but it wouldn’t have been what Cora wanted or needed. She needed to have me to herself so we could talk it out.” 

Lilly glanced at Jon's black eye. “It appears you did more than talk.” 

Jon gave a small nod. 

Lilly looked down on Cora. “We have talked many times in private. You told me your brother was a monster. I knew him from his reputation. That alone is enough to seal his fate. Jon did the right thing. He killed a monster. I don’t say it lightly because you used that exact word to describe him many times. I’m starting to think the times you have snuck in to talk to Rabyn have clouded your judgement. 

“From this point on, you are not to talk to Rabyn without myself or one of the crew present. If you do speak to him, it must be reported directly to me, understood?” 



Cora was silent. 

“Stand up and answer me!” Lilly shouted. 

Cora slowly stood up, bowed her head and nodded. “Yes, Captain,” she said in a low tone. 

“Lilly,” Jon began. 

“Captain,” Lilly corrected. 

It felt like an arrow to Jon’s heart. He firmed up and nodded. 

“Captain, she is still young and has been sheltered for most of her life.” 

Lilly gave Jon a sideways glance. “If she was just taken from the palace, I would have agreed. But she wasn’t. She has been part of this crew, this family for a long time now. She knows she pushed her boundaries. She knows she did something that would normally get a crew branded or beaten by the offended party. Zelda has the right to return punishment for Cora’s actions. All of this does not sit well with me!” 

Lilly’s eyes trembled in rage before she closed them, trying to soothe away her anger. “I’m disappointed in both of you. We have fought so hard and for so long together, to have such a stain between us. Nothing is perfect, but this is hard to forgive and forget.” 

The Captain turned her attention to Zelda. “First Mate, you have the choice to brand Cora or beat her until you deem the offense rectified.” 

Jon looked to Zelda. The tall sea elf looked down with heavy eyes. Zelda was strong enough to break bones if it came to a fight between them. 

“I will stand in Cora’s place,” Jon blurted out. 

Lilly gave Jon a droll glance. “No Jon. This isn’t a time where you can defend her. She masterminded the offense. She drugged my First Mate and disobeyed my orders. Cora must stand on her own with this.” 



Jon turned to Cora. She turned to him, looked up and smiled. 

She lifted a hand and touched his cheek. 

“It’s okay Jon. I knew what I was doing. I’m sorry I dragged you into it, but I’m happy we were able to work through it.” 

Cora pulled away her hand, turned and stepped to Zelda. The short sun elf looked up the tall sea elf, no fear in her eyes. 

“Zelda, you are a sister to me, more so than much of my actual blood. I’m sorry for what I did to you, but I do not regret my choice. I had to fix things between me and Jon or we would never be the same. With time, I hope you can forgive me.” 

Cora bowed her head, long shadows covering her eyes. 

Zelda looked down on the small elf. Her eyes held pain as she knew she had to hand punishment to her sister and friend. Zelda lifted her webbed hand and raised it high. Cora continued to bow her head, giving herself to her punishment. 

Jon’s hands formed fists and vibrated at his sides. Lilly stepped closer to him and grabbed a wrist. Jon looked at her and she shook her head with a knowing gaze. 

Zelda brought her hand down in a blur, aiming for the side of the Cora’s head. Jon fought every instinct to block it, his entire body crying out. 

Zelda’s hand stopped short of Cora’s cheek and gave it a small tap. 

Cora’s eyes opened wide. She lifted her head to see Zelda’s grinning, pointed smile. 

“That should be enough, if you promise to never do anything like that to me or the rest of the crew again.” 

Cora’s eyes gleamed and a small smile appeared. “I promise to never do that to you or the crew, ever again.” 

Zelda nodded. “Punishment served.” 



The sea elf reached down, grabbed the thin sun elf and hugged her tightly. Cora hugged her back, the two women in a tight embrace. 

The rest of the crew smiled. 

“Cleric, heal Jon,” Lilly ordered. 

Eryn stepped closer, fear in her eyes. She reached out and touched Jon’s arms. She prayed to the goddess and the goddess answered. Healing energy flowed from her hand and into Jon. The bruise around his eye and cheek faded away. 

“Vala heard me,” Eryn said in light astonishment. 

Lusha stepped to her friend and hugged her. “The goddess was testing you and I think you passed.” 

Eryn turned and hugged the wood elf. 

Lilly stepped to Jon. She reached over and took his hands into hers. “You are also to be punished. You could have stopped it before her plan began.” 

Jon nodded. “I understand.” 

Lilly looked into Jon’s eyes, “You are indebted to me for twenty-five backrubs, when I want it and how I want it.” 

Jon lifted an eyebrow and soon a small smile bloomed. “Only twenty-five?” 

Lilly smiled. “Failure to follow my orders will cause the debt to grow. There may be some whipping in there as well. You’re getting off easy, but don’t test me.” 

Aye, Captain,” Jon smiled. 

Lilly let go and turned to the crew. “At first light, we will power through to Hylore. From here, the journey may take two days by air. 

Get some rest.” 

The crew nodded. Zelda and Cora broke their embrace. The sun elf took Zelda’s webbed hand and led her to the entrance to the lower decks. The rest of the crew followed. 



Lilly grabbed Jon’s hand and pulled. “Your punishment starts now. The tension along my body is abysmal.” 

Jon’s smile grew wider. “Aye aye, Captain,” he said as he followed the beautiful captain. 


***

White, puffy clouds filled the upper heavens. Beyond their brightness, a blue sky stretched on. The sun’s brilliance washed over the layer of clouds, a shifting and dreamy landscape few have seen very often. 
The clouds parted as an airship rose up. Streams of mists flowed around the  Bright Hope as it rose above the cloudy layer. It pressed on into the cool sky. When the airship leveled off, the crew on the main deck gathered in the middle, the Captain addressing everyone. 

“At our current speed, we should reach Free Waters and Hylore by midday tomorrow. Once we arrive, we will engage the Imperial fleet and retake Hylore,” Lilly said to the gathered crew. 

Everyone acknowledged the Captain with a nod. 

Lilly’s expression turned from neutral to extremely serious. “This will not be a battle to escape. We will directly dismantle the enemy fleet and free the people from Imperial rule. 

“We will not hold back on what we are trying to accomplish. The Empire made it clear when they blasted half the island with spell cannon fire. We will show them the same kindness they showed the innocent people of Hylore. 

“I want everyone to bring your thoughts, abilities, skills and information together. We are a single crew and what we do tomorrow will change much of Aquris. When we have victory, we will embolden the people and make the Empire reconsider what we’ve shouted for so long. They will have to hear us, notice us, and know that we will not back down until all of Aquris is free from their Imperial rule.” 

Lilly’s expression softened and looked to Cora, “Let’s begin. 

Cabin Mate, can you tell us what we can expect from the Lufina members that may be on Hylore?” 

Cora nodded. “One of my two brothers will most likely be on Hylore to oversee the occupation. Rabyn and Thallan were sent to hunt me down. Kymil and Garald are higher ranking generals. Garald has devoted himself to the light and the god Drogoss. He has always stayed close to the heart of the Empire and our father to protect him. 

It means, Kymil will most likely be on Hylore.” 

Zelda’s head dipped forward and she crossed her arms. She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Kymil has destroyed many sea elves' lives. Stories of him challenging strong sea elves to test their strength always ended with him killing his challengers and then murdering the rest of the pods or clans.” 

Cora’s expression remained neutral. “Kymil has always been obsessed about his strength. It is one of his main focuses. He would often fight challengers who came to the palace. It was always sport to him and he never lost a single challenge.” 

Lilly nodded as the wind flowed through her dark red hair. “His misdeeds have touched the thirteen seas in one way or another. If he is as strong and dangerous as his reputation, we will have to attack him as a combined force.” 

Lilly clasped her hands behind her and she began to pace from side to side. “The  Bright Hope will descend from the cloud cover. 

Pyrah will be in the cannon command chair and direct cannon fire on the fleet. With the element of surprise, we should easily defeat them with our firepower.” 

The Captain looked to the Cannoneer, “When I give the command, fire on as many ships as you can, but do not fire on the island itself. We don’t know what condition the island is in right now and there might be innocent people living there and being held hostage.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Pyrah nodded. 



Lilly continued, “When the fleet is in tatters, we will maneuver the Bright Hope to the very keep and tower of Hylore. I want ropes with hooks on deck and ready to deploy once we are in range. 

“When the airship is secure, our main force will disembark and raid the tower. We will fight our way down into the keep. Our mission is to find Castellan and Kymil. If Castellan is still alive, some of our party is to return him to the airship. If we come into contact with Kymil first, he is to be subdued. If he cannot be subdued, we must ensure he doesn’t hurt anyone ever again.” 

Jon glanced at Cora and her face was a cold, unfeeling mask. 

“We are going to try and take him alive?” Jon asked. 

Lilly nodded. “I’d rather have him in chains and our prisoner than his death. He would be valuable in helping convince the Confederacy to align with our goals. Having one Lufina as a prisoner is tantalizing, having two will solidify our determination.” 

“Kymil is not weak,” Cora added. “I’ve seen him break dozens of chains with just his hands. He’s big, almost as tall as Zelda and much wider. He is very skilled in fighting. He will not be easy to capture or contain.” 

“He may be skilled, but he is not trained in the Urth Dragon fighting style. Jon and I will have the advantage,” Zelda said with a sharp grin. 

“The Aquris fighting styles are good, but I’ve noticed they’re much too rigid. We might have the upper hand in a hand-to-hand fight,” Jon explained. 

Lilly nodded. “I'd rather we never reach that point. We’re not here to challenge the Empire to a fair fight. I want everyone armed with pistols, swords, daggers, anything you feel you can use in a fight. Save the hand-to-hand for when you have nothing left.” 

The Captain looked at Cora and Jon in turn as she spoke. “You both have your dragon abilities, but I want you both armed. Ashlyn’s pistols are now yours. Six-chamber pistols are hard to come by and we will use them to their full advantage.” 

Jon and Cora nodded. 

Lusha stepped from the group and stood by the Captain, 

“Speaking of abilities, you both received new runes. We should inspect them now, so we know what you can do during the battle.” 

Jon and Cora nodded again before pulling off their jackets. The pair raised up their shirts and stood topless. Jon shivered from the cold air, but ignored it as he and Cora turned their backs to the scholar. 

Lusha stepped closer, her gaze seeing Jon’s new rune. It had several stars clustered together and lines connecting to each other. 

Lusha made mental notes of ancient meanings before turning her attention to Cora’s back. 

The rest of the crew waited patiently as Lusha continued her inspection. When she was finished, she nodded and stepped back to Lilly’s side. 

“You can put your shirts and jackets back on,” Lusha ordered. 

Jon and Cora put their shirts back on and slipped their pirate jackets over their shoulders. 

“Jon, your rune is familiar because I saw it several times in my studies at the Aza Thule Library and from my own studies. The rune means Gift of Luck. From what I understand, you can impart some of your luck onto others. This can be a great boon with anything we need to accomplish.” 

Lusha turned her attention to Cora, “Your rune was a little harder to decipher, but I believe it means to create explosive fireballs. It shows what looks like fingers or claws coming together and small stars around it. The fingers are at an odd angle.” 

Cora nodded. “I think I know what it means. After I touched the pillar, I had a vision of a red dragon snapping their claws.” 



The Cabin Mate made her way from the gathered crew and stood by the portside railing. Everyone watched as she lifted her hand and looked out the sea of white clouds. Fingers came together and the sun elf snapped. 

Nothing happened. 

Cora’s brow lowered a little and tried to concentrate. She brought her fingers together again. She focused on a point in the air about forty feet away. Fire bloomed along her spirit and red wings unfolded. Cora took a small inhale and snapped her fingers again. 

Forty feet away from the airship portside, a small ball of flames appeared out of thin air. It shuddered and trembled for barely a moment and exploded. Shards of fire flew into the sky and winked out. 

Smiles bloomed across the crew. Cora turned to them with her own, wicked smile. 

“I can make explosions,” the Cabin Mate said with bright eyes as she rejoined the crew. 

Lilly turned her attention to Pyrah, “Cannoneer, what is the  Bright Hope’s armament and defenses?” 

Pyrah bowed to the Captain before addressing the crew. “The Bright Hope has a total of sixteen cannons. Our supply hold has hundreds of rounds with the four basic elements: air, water, stone, and fire. The water rounds turn to ice shards or blunted water bolts, depending on how they are loaded and which magical rune connects with the trigger. Since the command chair allows the user to manipulate many different things at once, I will be able to control every round and fire it in any direction we need.” 

Pyrah’s excitement glowed in her eyes as she continued, “There are small crystals along the airship. Each one allows anyone using the command chair to see in many directions. It takes a little getting used to, but I’m sure any of the crew will be able to manage. 



“The airship has many other secrets I haven’t discovered yet, but something that will be a great benefit to us is the mana shield. The control panel on the command deck and the command chair will both have access to activating and deactivating the mana shield. From Syndra’s inspection of its power output and strength, the  Bright Hope can take on possibly over a dozen direct hits before the shield fails. 

The crystals that power it will need to regenerate their energy once it is exhausted.” 

Syndra spoke up, “From what I could understand, there is an added benefit to it. If the mana shield is exhausted and the crystals drained, it will take some time to bring the shield back up. But if we cut the shield and there is some mana left, it will regenerate at a faster rate. Instead of hours, it could take minutes to let the shield regenerate some of its power if we use it sparingly.” 

Shadows touched Cora’s eyes. “That will be useful, especially since there might be a high mage with Kymil.” 

Everyone turned their attention to the Cabin Mate. 

“Kymil likes to use physical force, but he knows he must have some kind of magical defenses. Rutkarr the Mind, is a powerful and skilled high mage. He is a master of most of the elements and Kymil’s equal in power. They have been friends for many years and rarely travel separately. He will most likely be there to assist Kymil.” 

Lilly nodded and turned her attention to Syndra. The mage stood with confidence in her eyes. 

“Syndra, is there any advantage we can take against a high mage?” Lilly asked. 

The shadow elf nodded. “All magic is based on focus and harnessing mana. It requires great concentration to do both and remain aware during a battle. If he is as skilled as Cora has mentioned, we may still be able to exploit a weakness all mages suffer.” 



Syndra lifted a dark hand and magical energies appeared above it. A shield and a spear formed. 

“Armor and shields are effective on glancing blows,” Syndra said as the magical little spear made wide arcs and bounced off the small magical shield. 

Syndra’s eyes narrowed as she continued, “But, like most armors and shields, direct blows have a greater chance of penetrating.” 

The spear pointed at the shield. It flew like an arrow, puncturing the shield and leaving the tip gleaming on the other side. Syndra closed her hand and lowered it, the little spear and shield disappearing from view. 

“Rutkarr will most likely use a mana shield for his own defense. 

A focused magical attack could crack it and even penetrate it.” 

“The same goes for our own ship’s mana shield,” Lusha added. 

Syndra nodded. “The difference between our airship and the high mage is movement. Mages are terribly overconfident in their abilities and skills. They often stand like statues in battle. They use their tremendous focus to aid them in offense and defense. 

“The  Bright Hope doesn’t need to focus. As long as we keep moving, we shouldn’t be concerned with anything penetrating the shield. Even a high mage would find it difficult to stand their ground against spell cannons and attacks.” 

Lilly spoke up, “Once we lose the element of surprise, the Imperial mages will regroup and attempt to counter attack. They will hamper our advancement and need to be surgically removed from battle.” 

The Captain turned and sauntered across the deck to below the command deck. To her right and left were Dragon Armor chairs, one red and one blue. Lilly turned around and placed her hands on each one. 



The crew stepped closer and looked to each chair and the Captain. 

The Captain continued, “I will be using the Red Dragon Armor when we are over Hylore. Lusha, you will take the helm and keep us steady and on course to the main keep.” 

Lilly turned her attention to the shadow elf. “Syndra, you will pilot the Blue Dragon Armor, aid in the airship’s defense and take down any mages entering the battle.” 

Syndra’s crimson eyes widened a hair. “Captain, I’ll be more useful on the main deck to aid with spells.” 

Lilly looked to her mage with understanding eyes. “I know you can in spirit, but we cannot afford to push your limits. Fighting magical attacks have hurt your heart and we want you to live a long time. Using the armor will allow you to assist and not put any strain on your heart.” 

Syndra’s eyes narrowed. “Captain, my heart is healing. I can fight.” 

Eryn stepped forward and stood by her friend’s side. “She cannot. The injury to her heart is still there. She needs weeks and maybe months before it is fully healed. The greater the spells used, the longer it will take for your heart to heal. If you push yourself too far, your heart may not withstand the strain.” 

Syndra’s hands tightened into fists as her sides. “I’m not some welp magic user. I can wield greater power now.” 

Lilly stepped closer to the shadow elf. Kindness and understanding filled her eyes as she spoke to Syndra. 

“We know you can, that is not what’s in dispute. I’d rather you conserve your power for if we really need it. Piloting the armor will aid greatly in the battle. I need your eyes on enemy mages so we may stop them before their counter attacks. I trust you to find and stop them.” 



The tension in Syndra’s hands loosened. She politely bowed her head to her Captain. 

“I understand, Captain,” Syndra said sadly. 

Eryn touched Syndra’s hand. Jon was next, touching her shoulder. The rest of the crew reached out and touched the mage. 

Syndra’s expression softened. Lilly stepped closer and kissed the mage on the lips. When she pulled back, she smiled. 

“You’re very important to all of us. I cannot risk losing any of you, especially my mage.” 

“Nor can we lose our Captain,” Syndra smiled. 

Lilly nodded and turned her attention to the crew. “With defenses in place, when we reach the keep, Jon, Zelda, Amara, and Cora will lead the attack in. You four will begin your search for Kymil and Castellan. Jon’s luck, skills, and abilities will strengthen your group. 

Zelda’s strength and Amara’s sword skills will assist. Cora’s abilities and knowledge of her brother should give the four of you the edge when you enter. 

“Once the area is secure, Syndra will return to the main deck of the  Bright Hope and aid in its defense .  Lusha will be at the helm. I’ll return to the airship, pick up Eryn and bring her with me to aid in healing. Pyrah will have control of the  Bright Hope’s defenses and keep any Imperial soldiers from reaching the keep to assist.” 

The Captain eyed the gathered crew with a solemn gaze. 

“Battles never go according to plan. We must make every effort to make it to the keep, confront General Kymil and his forces, and defeat them. 

“Once we’ve taken the island, we will raise our pirate flag for all to see.” 

Heads nodded in agreement. 

“I want the ship fully prepared for battle. First thing tomorrow, I want everyone armed and ready. Once we begin our attack run, there will be no turning back. We must take back Hylore at all costs. 



It will be the only way to show all of Aquris that we will no longer kneel to a greedy Empire. 

“If there are no more questions, everyone is dismissed to their duties,” Lilly finished. 

“Aye, Captain,” the crew nearly shouted before breaking off. 

Jon was about to leave with Syndra when Lilly touched his hand. 

Jon looked into her green eyes and she glanced to the side. The Captain walked to the railing and put her hands on it. Jon moved to her side, the couple staring out at a sea of clouds. 

When the crew dispersed, Lilly leaned a little closer to Jon, her hand touching his and fingers entwining. 

“This is it,” Lilly said in a low tone, her voice nearly lost to the wind. 

Jon nodded. “I’m nervous too.” 

The beautiful Captain turned to Jon, her eyes containing a sliver of darkness. “Jon, there will be a lot of moving pieces on the board. 

We will all rely heavily on your luck to see us through.” 

Jon’s ears caught the meaning behind Lilly’s words. “You’re worried I may hold back.” 

Lilly’s expression didn’t change. “The Imperials will give us no quarter. They will shoot to kill. If there was another way to reason with them, I would pursue it.” 

“I would have already said something if I didn’t agree with the plan. I also know that the time for diplomacy is over. The Imperials fired on a defenseless island in neutral waters. They tried to slay us at Aza Thule and return Cora back to her twisted father. 

“You don’t have to worry or be concerned. I won’t hold back. The line in the sand has been drawn and we fight for peace. This isn’t Urth, but it is my home now. You and the crew are my family,” Jon said with confidence. 



Lilly stepped closer, her arms sliding around his waist and resting her head on his shoulder. Jon held the beautiful elf to him, the embrace comforting. 

“Jon, I don’t want to take any more lives than I have to. The toll is too great on the spirit, but it will not stop us from liberating our world. When the last enemy has fallen and we finish licking our wounds, I want us to wash away the blood on our hands. I want us to put all of this behind us and treat it like a bad dream,” Lilly whispered. 

The sun elf turned her head and looked up into Jon’s eyes. “Jon, my love, I have to ask something of you.” 

“Anything,” Jon said as he held her close. 

Lilly’s eyes trembled in the sunlight. Her heart hammered in her chest, the pulse touching Jon’s chest. 

 I’ve never seen her like this. It’s almost like she’s afraid. Afraid to ask something that may break her heart, or mine. 

“Jon, I have escaped death’s cold embrace many times. Some would say too many times. On Urth, a bullet grazed my head. On Aquris, Ashlyn’s aim nearly killed me. There have been numerous times where I have cheated death before I met you. I sometimes wonder if I have outlived my own luck.” 

Lilly’s eyes firmed up. “If my end comes, I want you to take over as Captain of the crew and the ship. The crew loves and respects you. They will follow you. Complete our work. Free Aquris and my parents. Put Cora on the throne and lead a happy life.” 

Jon stared into the emerald green pools of Lilly’s eyes. “All of us will lead a happy life, alive and together.” 

“Jon, we are flying to a battle that may change history. We have truly been lucky, but as you know with your own luck, there must be a balance. One day, all of our luck will run out. I just hope that day will be after everyone is free.” 



“Lilly, I know the stakes. I know what we’re doing here. I also know, it's okay to be afraid. But we will not let fear control us. We will win this fight and many more.” 

Lilly drank in Jon’s handsome features and his confidence. A small smile appeared across her lips and she eyed Jon with loving affection. 

“How far we’ve come since the moment we met on my ship,” Lilly whispered. 

Jon smirked. “I remember pulling you close so a seagull didn’t poop on you.” 

“I remember you pulling me close and I couldn’t resist your touch. In that moment, I knew I had to kiss you.” 

“I still remember it, and every one since,” Jon said as he ran the backs of his fingers against her smooth cheek. 

Lilly took hold of his hand and kissed his fingers. “I love you, my Shullkar.” 

Jon smiled. “I love you, my Captain.” 

“Tomorrow, we will change the world,” Lilly smiled. 

Jon smiled and nodded. 

The couple pressed their lips together as love burned deep. The wind flowed over their bodies as they held each other. The sun covered the clouds, airship, and lovers in warm brilliance as the Bright Hope sped across the heavens. 





Twelve

A thick layer of clouds drifted slowly across the sky. Sunlight peeked from the edge of moving clouds and beams of brilliance touched deep blue waters. Hylore stood, the long shadowy cloak across the island city and surrounding waters moving away and light dancing on calm waters. 

The wind was nothing more than a breeze. Over two dozen Imperial ships surrounded the island nation, now under control of the Empire. Anchors kept the ships in place. Soldiers and sailors mulled about and handled their daily tasks. 

Golden yellow hues painted the newly constructed city of Hylore. 

Stone and wood buildings nearly glowed in the emerging sun. Elves and several other races went about their day and running errands. 

The mood was light, except for a sliver of fear the citizens felt when they came across patrol squads on the streets. Imperial soldiers marched in perfect, small formations. They carried spell rifles with each one leaning against a shoulder. Impeccable blue and white uniforms covered their thin frames. The soldiers marched on, often eyeing the sparse populace with a judgmental glance. Citizens often bowed to them and quickly scurried off, not wishing to be detained by less than kind soldiers. 

Birds flew on slight thermals, eyeing the occupation and searching for food. 

Despite the beautiful sun emerging from the cloud cover, the mood across the island was that of sorrow and hopelessness. Many remaining residents spoke in hushed tones when soldiers were not within earshot, speaking of how they survived the attack that nearly leveled the entire island. They spoke to each other about lost loved ones and searched rumors to see if they may have survived that awful night, when the Empire took control of the neutral island nation. 



At the highest point of the island, a squarish keep and a tall, medieval tower stood. Repairs to the damaged structure were perfect, the keep and tower appearing as if it was untouched from the invasion. The only difference was the light that often blazed up from the tower had not returned. It was a beacon to all, a light to guide lost souls to Hylore’s protective waters. The light blinked out the night of the attack and had not returned, much to the survivor’s sorrow. The beacon had stabbed into the sky for hundreds of years, night or day. Its silence spoke to the despair of the once free sea waters. 

A soldier stared out at the vast ocean, watching the cloak of clouds pull further away. Sunlight touched his pale features and he smiled slightly as it warmed his skin. The cleansing scent of the sea filled his pointed nose, basking in his small moment of respite of his duties. Sailors and soldiers moved past him, fulfilling mundane tasks. 

The lone soldier continued to stare out, admiring the natural beauty of the world and peace surrounding his heart. 

The edge of the retreating cloud cover bulged slightly. 

The soldier looked up at it, raising a thin eyebrow. He stared with slowly blinking eyes, trying to make sense of what he was seeing. 

The slight bulge of the clouds pulled away, the white mists streaming alongside a ship in the sky. 

The soldier blinked again, sunlight reflecting off gold and metal on the flying ship. An oval balloon was above the strange ship. Thick chains held the odd ship to the oval balloon. It began to descend, the bow pointed in the soldier’s direction. 

“Am I dreaming?” the soldier said. 

Two soldiers were walking by the lone soldier. He continued to look up as he signaled to his fellow soldiers with a small hand wave. 

The two soldiers stopped in their tracks and moved to their fellow soldier’s side. They looked at him as he looked up. 

“Do you see what I see?” the soldier muttered. 



The two soldiers turned their attention skyward, all three of them seeing the incoming floating ship. 

Reality and awe struck their senses like hammers on metal blocks. The clang of realization spread out across them as their hearts nearly stopped and their eyes widened to the size of saucers. 

Hands trembled as they gathered the energy to alert their fellow crewmates. When the awe and fear reached its peak, the three soldiers began shouting. 

“INCOMING!” the three soldiers shouted as they turned to the rest of their crew. 

Shouts filled the air. Ship by ship, the noise reached sensitive pointed ears. Some looked up in astonishment. Others rushed to superior officers and pointed to the sky. The stunned shock melted away as crews moved like worker ants to stations. Captains shouted commands as the entire fleet surrounding Hylore woke up to the incoming magical ship in the sky. 

Lilly’s mouth was twisted into a snarling grin. Her green eyes were sharp as the  Bright Hope dived down from the cloud cover. 

Zelda stood at her side and by the airship’s controls. A pirate flag billowed in the air behind the Captain and First Mate. 

On the main deck, Jon, Cora, Amara, Syndra, and Lusha stood. 

Jon stared down with calm eyes, his hand resting on the pommel of his sword. Against his other hip was his new spell pistol and spell shells lining the belt around his waist. Behind his back and under his coat, his dagger was sheathed to his belt. An elf skull and crossbones bandana covered his head. 

Cora stood by Jon, throwing axes sheathed and affixed along her back, thighs, and shins. She wore a similar bandana as Jon and a spell pistol at her hip. The sun elf stared down at the enemy fleet with cold, dark eyes. 

Amara and Syndra stood side by side, drinking in the image below and committing points of tactical interest to their memories. 

The Blademaster’s sword handle poked over her shoulder. Black and red leather armor covered some of her arms, chest, stomach, thighs, and shins. It was enough to protect her and give her some flexibility. 

Syndra mentally ran through her spells and possible tactics if she was forced to use her magic. Departing from her normal mage’s robe, the shadow elf wore black leather armor procured from Slumber Isle. The luna elves were so afraid of some kind of backlash for their part in Thallan’s plan that they were extra generous with supplies, spell shells, and armor. 

Lusha looked down on the island with a heavy heart. The scholar called the island home for most of her life. She studied it, seeing that much of the destroyed city had been re-built. It filled her with a sense of hope that they could retake the island. Her thoughts drifted to Castellan and she silently prayed to the gods and goddesses that he was still alive. 

Below deck, Pyrah stood by the command chair. The short ember elf eyed it before turning her back to it and seeing the rows of dragon cannons. They had already been loaded and ready. The cannoneer went over every cannon and lovingly spent the night preparing each one. She grinned as she looked at each golden cannon, like a lover at midnight. 

Eryn was in her bedchamber. The blind elf was on her knees, head bowed and hands clasped before her. Sunlight poured in from the small portal, touching her hands as she prayed. 

“Vala, please give us the guidance and healing light we need for what is to come. You have tested me and I pray I passed your test. 

My friends will need every drop of your power to survive this day. I pray we succeed. I pray we live to see another day,” Eryn said quietly as her heart thudded in her chest. 

On the command deck, Lilly looked down at the Imperial fleet. 

Soldiers moved like insects across the decks. Even at the great distance between them, the reflected gleam of cannons stabbed out from sides of ships. Many of them tilted upwards, but not enough to gain a clear shot at the incoming airship. 

Lilly’s eyes took on a manic edge. “Crew! We are beginning our run. I want everyone secured to the railings!” 

Jon reached down and picked up a rope with metal clips at the ends. He secured one clip to his belt and the other to the metal railing. The rest of the crew at his side did the same, metal clicking against metal as everyone secured themselves. By Jon and the rest of the crew’s boots, heaps of coiled thick ropes ran along the edges of the main deck. Tri-prong hooks laid on the top of the rope mounds, light gleaming off them. 

Lilly reached over from the wheel and touched a crystal on the small control panel. “Cannoneer, ready our cannons.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Pyrah’s voice floated up from the control panel. 

Below decks, Pyrah sat down on the command chair. Magical energy glowed along carved runes. The chair pulsed with mana as Pyrah’s senses expanded. The sky and sea below filled her mind. 

She sorted through the barrage of images, taking hold and command of the chair. The cannons glowed at the edges of her mind and she mentally sent commands. 

Cannon ports opened along the bow and sides of the  Bright Hope.  Golden cannons slid out, the ends long ago carved into open dragon mouths. The cannons positioned and re-positioned to Pyrah’s thoughts, each one taking aim at the Imperial ships. 

“Cannon’s ready,” Pyrah’s voice floating up from the control panel. 

Captain Silk nodded. “First Mate, please activate the mana shield.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Zelda smiled as she touched a crystal and turned it. 

A faint, barely visible blue light surrounded the entire airship in a mystical bubble. 



Lilly watched the subdued panic of the Imperial ships as they couldn’t angle their cannons high enough to their approach. 

“Crew!” Lilly shouted. 

Everyone on the main deck turned and looked at the Captain. 

“This is the moment we take back Hylore from the Empire! We will break their iron grip on our freedom! We will scatter their fleet to the thirteen seas! We will show the Emperor just how tenacious and hungry we are to take back our world! Are you with me!” 

“Aye!” the crew shouted. 

“Are you with me!” Lilly shouted louder. 

“AYE!” fists pumped into the air. 

Jon looked at Lilly on the command deck. Golden wings spread out from his heart as the Captain looked like a mythical legend come to life. Lilly’s red hair framed her beautiful face. Her eyes shined with confidence and commitment. Her stance was powerful and wide as she held the wheel to  Bright Hope like a titan. 

 Today is the first step to freeing Aquris from the Empire. Today, we become heroes. 

Jon turned back to the fleet and island below. His heart hammered in his chest, not in fear, but from contained excitement as they took the next step to change the tide of the rebellion and the war. 

Fans to the aft of the airship spun faster. The  Bright Hope turned its nose down as magical energy pulsed along the entire ship. 

Cannons shifted and re-aimed as the ship dived down. 

“Pyrah, fire on my command!” Lilly shouted. 

“Aye, aye,” the Cannoneer’s voice was calm. 

On the sea’s surface, Imperial ship anchors rose up. Sails shifted, each ship trying to move to gain a better angle. Imperial mages rushed onto decks, arcane words spilling from their lips. 



On Hylore, citizens emerged from their homes. Many of them looked up and pointed, the strange airship diving toward the Imperial fleet. Shouts and gasps of wonder rippled along the streets as soldiers unslung rifles and shouted orders to each other. 

Cool air flowed over Lilly as she watched her ship move closer to the fleet and sea below them. She glanced to the side as wisps of white wind began to flow together. Mages on the ship decks focused their power and released spells, harnessing the air. 

“So turns the tide,” Lilly whispered to herself. 

The winds shifted and began to form air constructs. 

“FIRE!” Lilly shouted with demonic power. 

Pyrah licked her lips before mentally sending the command. 

Golden cannons each targeted a ship. Magical energy glowed at the end of cannon barrels. The dragon’s eyes carved into the sides of each cannon glowed with frightening power. The air was still for a long moment when thick flashes of light stabbed out from each cannon. 

Soldiers aimed rifles at the incoming airship while below decks, cannoneers tried to maneuver their cannons upwards. Never had they had to fight such a ship and at such a steep incline. They cursed and shouted in frustration as streams of fireballs streaked down from the sky. 

The Imperial fleet held its breath as fireballs filled the sky. 

Jon watched with wide eyes as fireballs crossed the distance and slammed into ship decks. 

Explosions rippled along the gathered fleet, a symphony of carnage and destruction. Fiery blooms exploded, each fireball striking their intended target. Imperial soldiers were tossed like ragdolls into the air and into the sea. Flames leapt up, burning sails. 

Several ships cracked in half, each side smoking and sinking. Cries, shouts, and screams rose up, blending with the shattering explosions. A cacophony or fire and smoke billowed. 



Lilly glanced at the sides of her airship, the magical air constructs winking out as many mages on the decks of ships were hurtled and killed from the explosions. 

Lilly turned her gaze forward, seeing half the enemy fleet in flames and about a half a dozen ships sinking into the water. 

“Another volley!” Lilly commanded. 

Pyrah remained in the command chair. She mentally repositioned the cannons as metal dragon arms and claws reloaded them. The movements of the cannons and reloading was precise and mechanical, like a well-rehearsed play. Power and confidence filled the short ember elf’s frame as the cannons were reloaded and re-aimed. With another thought, she unleashed demon fire on the enemy fleet. 

Several Imperial ships managed to reposition themselves, aimed their cannons upwards and fired. Fireballs and lightning streaked upwards, missing the airship as it sped down to them. Lilly kept firm control of the helm as enemy cannons bloomed with power and magical rounds streaked upwards. 

The  Bright Hope’s cannons flashed, another volley of fireballs streaking down. Magical bolts streamed past each other. Fireballs slammed into Imperial ships and explosive shockwaves filled the sea around them. Burning bodies and ships filled the waters. Listing ships appeared among the destructive attack, most of their crews’

dead or dying. 

A lightning round and fireball grazed the  Bright Hope’s mana shield, causing it to flare and the magical energies of the attacks winking out. 

“Shield status?” Lilly asked. 

“Still strong, Captain.” Zelda responded. 

“Just like us,” Lilly smirked. 

Jon watched the spectacle below. From two cannon volleys, more than half of the Imperial fleet was burning or sinking. The other half scrambled, the ships moving away from each other to create smaller targets. They harnessed the wind to maneuver and return fire. 

Jon’s gaze shifted to Hylore. Many people watched, but there were many more soldiers with weapons pointed, but they had not fired. 

On the command deck, Pyrah’s voice rose up from the control panel. 

“Captain, I can see the remainder of the fleet scattering. They are trying to re-position so we are in view of their cannons.” 

Lilly looked ahead to see ships moving in many different directions. An idea formed and she smiled. 

“Pyrah, have the portside cannons ready. When I give the command, keep firing those cannons at anything in range.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Pyrah’s voice floated up. 

“Crew! Brace yourself!” the Captain shouted. 

Everyone on deck grabbed the railing and held on tight. 

“First Mate, when we are forty feet above the sea, maintain our speed,” Lilly ordered. 

“Aye, Captain,” the sea elf smiled. 

“Hold on!” Lilly shouted as she spun the wheel. 

The  Bright Hope continued its dive. Rudders turned against the air flowing from the fans. As the airship reached about fifty feet above the sea, it began to turn as its portside cannons came to bear. 

The magical airship leveled off and moved with impossible speed for a ship its size. Pyrah watched with mystical senses as the portside cannons had a direct line of sight as many of the Imperial ships as they tried to scatter. Billowing plumes of black smoke and burning ships obscured part of her gaze, but it wasn’t enough to hide the rest of the Imperial fleet. 



“Cannoneer, fire at will,” Lilly said simply. 

Six portside cannons aimed and barrels exploded outward. 

Streaming fireballs shot above the now choppy waters. Imperial soldiers, sailors, and commanders shouted to each other, many of them abandoning ships before fireballs struck them and exploded. 

The  Bright Hope’s cannons continued to unleash round after round. 

A line of ships shattered into shards of wood and metal. Sails with the Imperial symbol burned as the fleet was decimated. 

Jon watched as the last of the Imperial fleet was blown to pieces. The nearly thirty ships burned and sank into the waters. 

Elves swam and called out to others. Bodies and debris littered the waters. The carnage was extensive, shock filling the survivors as they tried to save their lives. 

“First Mate, increase our altitude and prepare to dock with the Keep,” Lilly instructed. 

“Aye!” Zelda said as she turned a crystal. 

The  Bright Hope began to rise once again and flew between pillars of smoke filling the area. 

“Lusha! To my side. Prepare to take over the helm!” Lilly shouted. 

Lusha unhooked herself from the railing and rushed to the command deck stairs. 

Jon looked out at Hylore. Soldiers remained in formations along the rising city streets. Many of the citizens that were watching had now fled for cover. The airship flew over the burning sea. 

Jon’s eyes narrowed as he saw robed elves appear on the streets. Even in the great distance, he could see their hands moving in arcane gestures. 

“Captain! Mages!” Jon and Syndra shouted at the same time. 

Lilly nodded. “Syndra, to the Dragon Armor!” 



Syndra nodded and took hold of the ropes securing her to the railing. The moment she unhooked it, water surged up around the airship. 

Thick white plumes of water rose up hundreds of feet high into the sky. They flowed and shifted in undulating patterns. The plumes reformed and took on humanoid shapes. 

Lilly watched with a steely gaze as three figures solidified into male elves, hundreds of feet tall. Their bodies were composed of water with debris and bodies swirling inside them. Their fingers curled into thick, watery fists. Sea spray filled the area as the three water constructs focused on the flying airship and pulled back large fists. 

“Hold on!” Lilly shouted as she spun the wheel. 

The  Bright Hope turned to the side as a watery fist punched out and missed. Another fist came from the opposite direction and slammed into the airship’s mana shield. 

A pale blue aura flared. The ship shuddered and was pushed away from the blow. Zelda looked down on the control panel, the crystal for the mana shield flickering. 

A water hand opened and came down. Fingers tried to grab the ship, its fingers sliding off the shield. The airship bounced and rocked from the attacks, the crew barely holding on. 

Lusha rushed to Lilly’s side. The Captain stayed at the helm, holding the wheel and spinning in back and forth. The airship weaved through the attacks as the three water constructs walked along with it. Fists and hands stretched out. Fists connected, causing the shield to flare again. When the fists pulled back, hands tried to grab the airship from the air. 

“Pyrah! Alternate rounds with fire and ice!” Lilly shouted as water sprayed through the air and chaos. 

Dragon cannons came to bear and stabbed out with light and smoke. Fiery explosions rippled along the constructs at first. A second volley of ice shards slammed into the towering water elves. 

Ice spread out along their bodies, slowing the giant water elementals down, but not stopping them. 

Syndra darted across the deck as water splashed. The shadow elf kept her gaze on the blue metal chair below the command deck. 

Pumping her legs, she was about thirty feet from it when the airship rocked to the side. Syndra’s eyes widened as she slid across the deck. 

Time slowed down as Jon unhooked himself from the railing. His body hummed with magical power as he darted across the careening airship. Runes glowed on his back, the quickness rune dimming the nimble rune glowing. Jon’s body moved like gravity was merely a suggestion. He raced along the tilting airship, his hand out. Syndra’s hands spun as she slid toward the starboard railing. The shadow elf lifted her hands to grab the railing when Jon’s hand touched her arm and grabbed her. 

“A little luck for the beautiful mage,” Jon said with glowing confidence. 

Syndra’s eyes widened as a light and full feeling filled her. The moment of uncertainty shifted into simple reality. The shadow elf’s boots turned and somehow had regained her footing as the airship righted itself. 

“Let me get you to your armor,” Jon smiled as he spun on his heels. 

Syndra smiled as the two spun like dancers on the floor. The spraying water across the deck made it slippery. Jon spun with Syndra three times until he let go. The shadow elf slid across the deck. Her body turned and she practically fell directly into the Dragon Armor chair. 

Jon spun to a halt, seeing Syndra’s wicked smile before the chair spun, whirled and shifted around her. Metal sheets curved and clamped down along her body. Metal wings stretched out. Armor cascaded around the shadow elf’s head and a metal dragon head covered it. Oval eyes glowed with blue light as the humanoid dragon armor stood up. The air rippled with power and Syndra leapt into the air and took flight. 

Syndra kept her smile as a small image of a humanoid dragon appeared by her face. 

“Welcome pilot. How may I assist in the battle?” The glowing blue dragon said simply. 

“Can you tell me how much mana each water construct has?” 

Syndra said. 

The glowing dragon nodded. “I can tell you in percentages or simplify to strong, average, or weak.” 

“Simplify. I want constant feedback as I attack and defend,” 

Syndra said. 

“Understood,” the glowing blue dragon nodded. 

The blue dragon armor soared through the air. One water construct reached for the flying armor. Syndra’s body banked to the side and dived down, the hand missing her. She turned and aimed clawed hands. Blue energy engulfed them before shards of ice fired. 

The water construct continued to try and grab the flying armor as streams of ice shards struck it. Water froze from each stream, slowing the elemental down. The construct raised an open hand and brought it down, trying to swat Syndra from the air. The blue dragon armor bolted through the air, the swat missing as it came down. 

Syndra pointed her armored hands and released two streams of ice shards at the elemental’s face. 

Cannons stabbed out with fire and ice. The two elementals, one on each side of the  Bright Hope, continued to punch at the airship’s mana shield. 

“Lusha, the helm!” Lilly shouted and let go of the wheel. 

The wood elf grabbed the wheel and held it steady as Lilly darted across the command deck. 



Lilly leapt up with one boot touching the command deck railing. 

She managed to jump off as a watery fist struck the shield and the airship shuddered and tilted. Lilly’s legs kicked as she flew through the air. She looked down at Jon, waiting with open arms. 

Jon smiled as he kept his balance on the rocking airship. Lilly landed in his arms and he spun with her. The sun elf and Urth man smiled with loving affection before Jon imparted some luck to the beautiful Captain and let go. 

Lilly’s boots hit the deck and she slid backwards. Her rump slammed into the red dragon chair. Jon and Lilly stared at each other as the chair shifted. Metal slid over Lilly’s body and before it covered her face, she blew Jon a kiss. 

Red armor plates secured along Lilly’s frame. A metal dragon head flipped from behind and covered her entire head. Red metal wings slid out. The armor hummed with power and the Captain leapt into the air and took flight. 

A glowing red dragon humanoid stood off to the side of Lilly’s vision. “Welcome back Lilly. I assume we are ready for combat.” 

Lilly nodded and she streaked across the sky. Flaming orbs filled her mechanical dragon claws as she circled the area and watched the battle. 

“Yes, we are,” Lilly responded. 

“Before we engage, you mentioned you would give me a name,” 

the dragon said simply. 

Lilly nodded. “How does Discord sound? It is the name of an honorable man my father once met a long time ago.” 

The glowing dragon nodded. “It sounds interesting and adequate. I accept.” 

“Alright Discord, let’s change the tide of the battle.” 

“Agreed,” Discord said. 



Syndra flew through the air, a watery hand missing her. She continued to blast ice at the elemental. It slowed down, but it wasn’t fully slowing down. 

“There are several mages channeling power to the constructs. 

Despite your attacks and those of the airship cannons, their mana is still very strong,” the blue dragon stated. 

Syndra watched as a red dragon armor streaked through the air. 

Fireballs appeared in the red armor’s hands and it began hurling them. Explosions from the fireballs and the cannons filled the sky and across the water constructs. 

Jon watched the battle as the airship rocked from side to side. 

The three constructs reminded Jon of the Maiden that Syndra would summon. Explosions and shards of ice slammed into them, but all it seemed to do was slow them down. Jon glanced to the bow, Cora and Amara holding onto the railing and the ropes connecting them, for dear life. 

On the command deck, Lusha spun the wheel as Zelda clutched at the sides of the standing control panel and kept her balance. The sea elf looked down on the crystal for the mana shield as if flickered in rapid succession. 

“The mana shield is weakening,” Zelda said as a watery fist struck the side of the ship and sent sea spray over them. 

“Shut it off! We can’t risk losing it completely! We will have to use evasive maneuvers,” Lusha said and spun the wheel. 

Zelda turned the crystal. The mana shield faded away as the airship turned. A watery fist reached for the airship. Lusha gritted her teeth as Zelda increased mana to the fans. The  Bright Hope lurched forward, the elemental’s fist clipping the aft side of the ship. 

The hull held as the entire airship bounced and turned from the blow. The strike was so powerful, Jon was knocked into the air. The world around him seemed to float as his arms and legs spun. He looked to grab anything as the airship tilted and tried to right itself. 



Gravity took hold and Jon began to fall. His body swung sideways and he crashed into the deck and bounced. The airship fought to stay level when another fist struck it. Metal groaned as the airship shuddered hard. 

Jon bounced on the deck and flew into the air. He fell backwards as the airship moved around him. He barely turned a little when his lower back struck the railing. Jon grunted as pain exploded. His hand whipped out as his body spun. Somehow, his palm slammed onto the railing and his fingers curled around it. The sudden grab stopped him from falling into the sea below. The airship righted itself and Jon clung to the outside railing of the ship. His body crashed into the edge of the deck and he grunted in pain. 

“Jon!” Cora shouted as she saw Jon clinging to the railing. 

Lusha glanced over to Jon, her heart leaping into her chest. 

“Mana shield is regenerating!” Zelda shouted over the sound of cannon fire. 

Jon fought through the blinding pain as he tried to pull himself up. One of the water elementals looked down on Jon struggling to climb. It opened its hand and reached for him. 

Not far away, something big moved underwater. It listened to the battle, but remained focused on one, single heartbeat. The giant creature was tired, following the heartbeat for such a vast distance, but it didn’t slow down until explosions and the sounds of battle touched its senses. 

When it felt the quickening heartbeat and the faint grunt of pain, the giant creature swam upwards with protective energy filling its ancient form. 

Jon struggled to pull himself up when a roar caused him to turn his head. 

A massive plume of white water shot into the air. The water reached its zenith and began to fall. An immense shadow stepped from the falling plume of water. A long, vertical head splashed out of the falling water. Oval eyes held a cosmic rage as the rest of its body emerged. Large white breasts with no nipples bounced. The slender upper body appeared and long arms reached out. From the waist down, tentacles writhed into view, propelling the deep one toward the airship and three water elementals. A horrid screech filled the air as the giant feminine form rushed into battle. 

“Debbie!” Jon shouted with a smile. 

An elemental turned to the approaching deep one. Debbie screeched as she reached the elemental and stabbed her three-fingered hands into it. The elemental reared back a fist and slammed it into her cheek. Debbie’s head shuddered from the blow, but she didn’t let go. Energy latched onto the construct’s mana and took a firm hold. Debbie gave a low growl before she pulled her hands apart. The elemental’s eyes widened as mystical energies burned and cracked. 

Jon watched with wide eyes as Debbie gave an inhuman roar and ripped the elemental in half. Mana surged and exploded, the elemental’s body bursting into sprays of water and crashing down into the sea. 

“A deep one. A deep one,” chanted from the citizens on Hylore, seeing the creature from myth and legend come to life. 

Debbie lifted her hand under Jon and gently scooped him up. 

She tilted her hand and Jon slid onto the deck of the airship. 

“Debbie, thank you!” Jon shouted with a smile. 

The deep one’s pale lips curved into a small smile before a thick stream of lightning struck the side of her elongated head. 

Jon’s smile vanished as Debbie let out a painful cry. She lifted a hand and clutched at the side of her head. A water elemental came around the airship, raising a fist and ready to punch the ancient creature. 

Jon glanced to the side to see a robed figure standing on the tower of the main keep. They held up their hands, magical energy glowing and crackling in their palms. They looked onto Debbie in the distance with disdain and magical energies glowed brighter. 

Lusha looked over, the water’s elemental’s back to the ship's cannons as it approached the hurt deep one. 

“Pyrah! Fire all portside cannons!” Lusha shouted. 

Pyrah nodded as the cannons aimed and fired. 

Fireballs struck the elemental’s back and exploded. The force of the combined explosions caused the elemental to stumble forward. 

Debbie turned to the incoming elemental, her fingers tightening into fists. The deep one screeched as she charged the stumbling elemental and slammed her own fist into its face. Energies surged as she took hold. Debbie growled as she pulled her closed hand back, pulling and breaking invisible strands of mana. 

The elemental’s form vibrated before it burst into falling water and debris. 

“Syndra! We have to take out the high mage!” Lilly’s voice boomed from her armor. 

“I’m with you!” the shadow elf responded. 

The red and blue dragon armor turned and flew in unison, on a direct course to the Tower of Hylore. 

Lusha watched as Debbie slinked back in the water, clutching the side of her head again. On the starboard side, the last elemental pulled back a fist. 

“Pyrah! Magic disrupts magic! Load fireball rounds to the forward cannons!” 


“Aye!” Pyrah’s voice floated up. 

“What are you doing?” Zelda asked as she hung onto the side of the control panel. 

Lusha’s eyes narrowed. “Something we should have done in the first place. Ramming speed!” 



Zelda’s eyes widened as she turned a crystal. 

The aft fans spun at impossible speeds. The  Bright Hope turned to the last remaining elemental and sped directly for it. The elemental threw a fist as the approaching airship, ready to knock it from the sky. 

Cora was holding on as she saw the approaching elemental and raised fist. She lifted her hand and concentrated on the elemental’s eyes. She touched her fingers together and snapped. 

A trembling fireball appeared before the construct’s eyes and a breath later, it exploded. 

Mages on the island cried out as they were temporarily blinded from the magical feedback. 

The elemental’s strike faltered. 

“Brace yourselves!” Lusha shouted. 

The pointed bow of the  Bright Hope stabbed into the elemental’s chest. Cora and Amara held their breaths before they were submerged with the rest of the bow in the construct’s chest. 

Lusha’s heart skipped a beat when she yelled “Fire!” 

The forward cannons glowed and exploded outwards. Magical fire and energies clashed with the mana streams holding the giant water elemental together. It’s whole back bulged from the explosions within its body. In a blink, it shattered into large shards of falling water. 

As the water fell away, Cora and Amara took a quick inhale of air. 

On Hylore, many mages fought to regain their senses. Many of them stared in disbelief as their water constructs were destroyed. 

Many of them began the strings of arcane words to combine their mystical power and create new ones. Only a handful caught sight of two metallic humanoid dragons as they streaked toward them. 



“Stop them!” a mage shouted as nearby Imperial soldiers aimed their rifles. 

“Discord, how many mages and soldiers?” Lilly asked. 

“I count thirty visible mages and six hundred and twelve soldiers,” Discord stated. 

“Who has the advantage?” Lilly asked. 

“We do,” Discord said. 

Lilly smirked. “I thought so, but it sounded better coming from you.” 

The red and blue dragon armors banked to the sides, aimed their armored clawed hands and unleashed fireballs and streams of ice. 

Imperial soldiers took aim at the flying armors and pulled triggers. The sky was filled with bolts of ice, fire, lightning, and stones. Spell shells exploded into different elemental bolts, raining upwards. Lilly and Syndra blurred through the air like agile birds. 

Their armored bodies spun and dove, spell rounds missing them by several feet. Their armored claws blasted out fire and ice. 

Many soldiers kept their positions until shards of ice stabbed into their bodies and fireballs exploded. The streets rippled as two dragon armors flew low and unleashed streams of attacks. 

Citizens on the streets retreated for safety as screams and explosions filled the air. Rifles went off and mages unleashed spells. 

The exchange filled the area as Lilly and Syndra darted across the sky. 

“Syndra, take out the mages so they don’t summon any more water elementals. I’ll take out the soldiers.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Syndra said. 

The two dragon armors streaked through the air, laying waste to mages and soldiers who didn’t flee for cover. 



In the air, Lusha spun the wheel. The  Bright Hope’s bow pointed to the main keep and tower at the highest point of Hylore. 

“Activate the mana shield,” Lusha ordered. 

Zelda turned a crystal. A pale blue light surrounded the airship. 

“It hasn’t fully regenerated,” the First Mate informed her. 

“It will have to hold,” Lusha said before shouting to the crew on the deck, “We are proceeding to the tower! Ready the mooring hooks and lines!” 

Jon rushed to a coiled pile of robe and picked up a tri-pronged metal hook. Cora and Amara unhooked themselves from the railing and rushed to coiled piles of rope. Each one did the same as Jon, grabbing hooks and holding them at the ready. 

On Hylore Tower, a robed high mage stared at the incoming airship in the distance. A sneer formed across his lips as he watched the odd ship power toward him. 

“No ancient technology can stand up to my power,” the high mage muttered before arcane words dripped from his lips. 

Mana prickled along the air before flowing into the high mage’s open hands. His dark blue robe with mystical runes began to billow and move to the rising power. Shards of energy appeared and flowed directly into his open hands. 

The high mage lifted his hand and pointed them at the approaching airship. He aimed both hands at the oval balloon keeping it in the air. The sneer remained as he readied the command word. 

On the  Bright Hope, Lusha held her steady. Zelda rushed down the stairs to join the rest of the boarding party. She charged to a pile of ropes and scooped up a metal hook. 

Jon stood at the ready when he saw the flickering energy at the top of Hylore Tower. 

 He’s going to fire on us! 



Jon looked at the ship around him. 

 Can I impart luck to the ship? 

Jon dropped the hook from his hands and rushed to the pointed bow of the ship. He clamped his hands onto the railing and looked out. 

“Jon?” Cora shouted. 

“Hold on!” Jon shouted over his shoulder. 

A rune glowed along Jon’s spine and he pushed the bright feeling into the ship. 

The high mage whispered the command words and magical energy surged. Light engulfed his hands before two thick streams of lightning blasted out. The power was enough to force the very air away as two streams of lightning snaked across the sky. 

Lusha’s eyes widened as two streams of lightning crossed the distance between them. A lightness touched her hands and without thinking, she spun the wheel. The wood elf continued to spin the wheel as the twin streams of lightning reached them. 

Jon held steadfast as the  Bright Hope  turned. Fans along the side of the ship opened and blasted out air. The airship turned and shifted. One stream of lightning missed the  Bright Hope by several feet. The other struck the mana shield and reflected off. 

Mana surged and exploded off the shield as the stream remained. Energy feedback slammed into Pyrah’s head and she let out a grunt in pain. The Cannoneer held it together as magical energy prickled along her mind and body. 

The  Bright Hope shuddered and the mana shield collapsed. 

Lusha looked at the control panel at her side, seeing the light within a crystal fade to darkness. 

“We lost the shield!” Lusha shouted out. 



The streams of lightning died. Lusha spun the wheel again and resumed course to the tower. 

“We won’t survive another attack like that!” Lusha shouted to the crew. 

Jon’s body weakened as he held onto the railing. 

 I don’t know if I can do that again so quickly. 

Syndra’s ice shards cut down several mages and soldiers when she felt mana touch her senses. She turned her armored head to the tower, seeing the high mage gathering mana again for another attack. 

Metal wings shifted and Syndra burst upwards like a comet to the tower. The shadow elf looked up with conviction as she soared upwards. Wings flashed out and she hovered high in the air, a hundred feet from the high mage on the tower top. 

“Rutkarr!” Syndra shouted as she aimed her armored hands and unleashed two torrents of ice shards. 

The high mage barely glanced in her direction as the ice streams struck his mana shield, but did not penetrate it. 

“Interesting armor. I’ll be sure to study it when we pull it off your corpse,” the high mage sneered as lightning filled his hand. 

Syndra maintained two streams of ice when lightning curled over the high mage’s head. With a flick of his wrist, the lightning shot out, snaking across the distance. Syndra dove to the side while unleashing streams of ice when the lightning bolt snaked after her and curled around her armored neck. 

Energy surged and burned. Heat filled the armor as sparks appeared. Syndra stopped her attacks, reached up and grabbed the lightning whip. Rutkarr kept his smile as the lightning whip glowed brighter. Heat spiked and began to suffocate the shadow elf. Blue armor blackened around her neck and her hand as she tried to break the lightning. 



“Technology is a crutch used by the weak. True power comes from within,” Rutkarr laughed. 

Syndra’s eyes widened as she struggled to breathe. Smoke rose up inside the armor and the heat burned at her, neck, chest, and right hand. She tried to ignore it, pulling with all the strength of the armor, but the lightning whip didn’t budge. 

Rutkarr pulled slightly, ready to bring her closer and finish the job when something red and metallic shot up from below. A red wing sliced through the lightning whip, causing it to shatter and vanish. 

Lilly turned her head to see Syndra begin to fall. Smoke trailed from her armor as she fell like a stone for the street at the base of the keep. 

Lilly turned and shot down with her arms out. She snatched Syndra’s armor in midair and flew off. 

“Syndra? Syndra!” Lilly shouted as she flew like an arrow to the Bright Hope. 

“Captain,” came back a weak whisper. 

Jon watched as the red dragon armor carried the blue one. They streaked to the ship and landed on the deck with a small thud. 

“Open,” Syndra coughed. 

The blue dragon armor began shifting and moving. It flowed upwards and reformed into a blue, metal chair several feet from the shadow elf on the deck. 

Lilly bent down in her armor, reached out and touched Syndra’s cheek with metal claws. 

The shadow elf coughed and struggled to sit up. “Captain, I’m okay. I just need a moment.” 

Lusha stayed at the helm of the airship, her gaze shifting from the crew on the deck to the mage on the tower. Rutkarr lifted his hands, blue energy filling them. 



Below deck, Pyrah watched the elven mage as he prepared for another attack. One forward cannon turned and aimed at the mage. 

“Lusha, I can take the shot,” Pyrah said with confidence. 

The scholar stared as the airship moved closer and provided a larger target for the mage. 

“Fire one cannon!” Lusha shouted. 

Pyrah nodded and activated the command. 

A pulse shot to the portside front cannon and the barrel exploded outwards. A larger fireball streaked across the air and toward the mage at the top of the tower. 

Rutkarr’s expression remained still as stone when the fireball crossed the small distance and exploded against his mana shield. 

Fire and smoke erupted and filled the air. 

Lilly lifted her armored head and looked over her shoulder. The rest of the crew turned to eye the damage. The smoke began to thin and two thick streams of lightning stabbed out. The smoke parted as the streams arced. One lightning bolt slammed into the cannon, blasting it back into the portal. The feedback slammed into Pyrah and she cried out in pain. 

The second lightning bolt slammed into the side of the hull, explosions rippling along the starboard side and knocking the ship into a tilt. Rutkarr smirked as he poured on lightning, explosions bubbling along the hull. 

The  Bright Hope shifted and veered to the side. Jon’s senses were alive as the deck tilted and everyone began sliding. Lilly grabbed Syndra. Zelda grabbed Cora with one hand and took hold of the railing with the other. 

Jon’s gaze shifted to Amara as she slipped off the deck and fell toward the portside railing. Her eyes were wide as she tried to turn her body to grab at anything. Explosions arced and blasted at the airship. The entire ship shuddered as Amara reached for the railing. 



Time slowed down as Jon watched the Blademaster’s fingers touch the railing and slip away. Her eyes widened as she fell off the airship and was airborne. 

Jon’s legs were already moving. The airship fought to right itself. 

Jon’s boots impossibly stayed on the deck as he blurred to the railing. His hand grabbed a three-pronged hook and he leapt over the side. 

Amara looked up as Jon dived over the side, a rope trailing behind him. He pointed his body down, his gaze locked on the ember elf. Like a spear, he flew down as Amara fell for the stone streets of Hylore below. 

The Blademaster’s heart thudded in her chest as she reached up for Jon. Jon’s hand reached for her, the wind howling in his ears. 

The two stretched, fingers inches apart. The street raced up to greet them with pain and death. Jon’s eyes filled with determination and his hand touched Amara’s hand. 

Zelda rushed across the deck and jumped. She dove for the rope, took hold and pulled. 

Jon’s hand grabbed at Amara’s wrist. Amara grabbed at his wrist. The moment they connected, the rope went taut. The sudden stop caused Jon to grunt before their bodies swung. Amara clamped her other hand to Jon’s arm, her legs swinging. Jon growled as their bodies swung from the momentum. Jon let go and their bodies hung suspended in the air. 

Gravity took hold and the pair fell the last eight feet to the street. 

Amara landed on her feet, tucked into a roll and leapt back up into a stance. Her hand reached up over her shoulder and took hold of her blade. 

Jon landed on his feet, knees bending until they just about touched the street. Strength filled him as he slowly stood up. 

A sudden drumming of boots filled the area. Amara drew her sword. Jon turned, his back to Amara’s back. They slowly turned around as dozens of Imperial soldiers appeared from the main entrance to the keep and more appeared from the edge of town. The sloping street grew crowded on both sides as elven soldiers lifted spell rifles and pistols. A row of them bent to one knee and aimed. A second row stood behind them with rifles aiming. Spell pistols and swords were at the ready as Jon and Amara were surrounded. 

Zelda looked over the side to see Jon and Amara trapped between a flood of Imperials. 

“We have to…” She managed to say before lightning struck the Bright Hope  and the ship shifted. 

Lilly fought to keep her balance. Syndra waved her off and the Captain let go of her. Lilly stood up and turned her attention to Rutkarr as his mana shield remained and lightning poured from his hands and struck the airship. 

Magical lightning crashed into Pyrah’s senses as she fought to stay connected. Cracks appeared along the hull. The ember elf screamed as energy spiked into her mind. The sound of groaning metal was everywhere as the airship slowed its advance. 

“We have to take out that mage!” Lilly shouted and flew into the air. 

Metal wings spread out as Lilly circled around. Balls of fire appeared in her metal hands as she readied for a counter attack. 

“Pyrah! Fire the other cannon!” Lusha shouted and listened in horror as Pyrah’s screams rose up from the control panel. 

“Captain! Pyrah can’t…” Lusha shouted before the entire airship shuddered again. 

Lightning arced and slammed into one of the chains connecting the balloon to the ship. Metal glowed red hot as pure energy slammed into it. 

Cora grabbed the railing and lifted a hand. She snapped her fingers. A ball of fire appeared by the mana shield. It trembled and glowed before it exploded. The flash of fire and smoke was small, the mage’s mana shield remaining. 

Rutkarr kept his focus on the thick chain, thick lightning slamming into it. 

Eryn rushed up to the main deck, souls hovering in the darkness. 

Syndra sat up and looked at the stream of lightning. 

Eryn spotted Syndra’s soul in the abyss. It began to glow brighter and brighter. 

“Syndra, NO!” the cleric shouted over the sounds of battle. 

In the air, Lilly pointed both armored hands and unleashed torrents of fire. Each stream struck the mana shield and burned. 

Rutkarr kept one thick stream of lightning on the chain and turned his attention to the flying dragon armor. 

“You overestimated your chances,” Rutkarr sneered and made several quick arcane gestures with his hand. 

Lilly poured on the fire when the wind and air shifted. 

“Incoming magical attack,” Discord said calmly. 

The Captain glanced to the side to see a large, white hammer appear. It swung into a spin. Lilly called off her attack and shot up into the air. The spinning white hammer flashed up and pulled back. 

Lilly crossed her arms as the hammer struck her. Sparks flew into the air and the armor groaned. The force behind the strike blasted her armored form. 

Energy sparked into her face. The sun elf closed her eyes as her body spun out of control. 

“Captain!” Zelda rushed across the deck to the spinning armor. 

Webbed hands reached up. The dragon armor struck the sea elf hard and sent both of them crashing to the deck floor. 

“Foolish,” Rutkarr laughed. 



The lightning against the chain surged. The metal link was white hot when it cracked and snapped. 

The  Bright Hope shifted as one of its four chains was broken. 

Lusha held onto the helm. Eryn grabbed the edges to the main doors. Zelda moaned as she rolled to the side, her large form slamming into the railing. Lilly’s dragon armor slid across the deck and slammed into the railing next to Zelda. Cora fought to hold onto the railing. 

On the street below, Jon and Amara glanced up to the explosions and the airship tilting slightly to one side. 

“Urth Jon! Surrender and be escorted to General Kymil as our prisoner,” shouted an elf in what looked like an officer’s uniform. 

“Jon, it was an honor to serve at your side for a time,” Amara said as she held her sword before her. 

Jon eyed the many Imperial soldiers. 

 No holding back. 

Jon lifted his hands. Fingers fell on triggers as a nervous vibration filled the Imperial ranks, but they didn’t fire. 

Jon pulled back on his coat sleeve and exposed his forearm. 

“Amara, I’m not sure if I can impart enough luck for both of us to survive.” 

Amara glanced over her shoulder to see Jon sticking out his arm with the sleeve pulled back. 

Jon smiled as his gaze remained firm on the Imperial soldiers. 

“My luck is yours, if you want it.” 

The Blademaster’s heart beat steadily in her chest. She glanced to the arm again. The moment was frozen in time as dozens of barrels aimed in their direction and fingers touched triggers. 

“Thank you, Jon,” Amara whispered. 

“Surrender,” the officer shouted and his eyes widened. 



Amara turned and her sword flashed up and then down in one quick blur. Jon felt the touch of the tip of her blade. He smiled as a drop of golden energy escaped his body. The tiny cut along his forearm dripped another drop of blood. The first drop slid down Amara’s sword. 

The Blademaster’s connection to her mystical sword glowed. 

The thirteen crystal marks along the handle glowed. The third one glowed a golden color as the magic of Jon’s dragon spirit and blood imbued the sword with power. 

Amara activated the power of luck and the world around her took on a bright, dreamy edge. 

Jon’s hand gently fell to the pistol holstered at his hip. 

 Gravity is not as strong here on Aquris. Use it to your advantage and don’t hold back. 

The officer’s eyes narrowed as he aimed his spell pistol. “What will it be, Urth Jon?” 

“Call me the Dragon,” Jon smirked as a golden aura engulfed him. 

Soldiers watched in disbelief as Jon’s eyes turned into serpent slits. Jon lifted up one boot and slammed it down. Power rumbled as the area vibrated from the stomp. It was enough for the entire force to hesitate. 

 Now! 

Jon blurred forward as he drew his pistol and sword. Lines of elves pulled back on triggers. Some rifles didn’t fire. Others went off, lightning, fire, and ice blasting out. Jon took several steps and jumped. The street lit up with magical explosions as Jon somersaulted over the waves of spellfire. When he landed a foot from the front line, he flashed a smile before slicing two rifles in half and firing his pistol at point-blank range. 

Chaos bloomed and the front line was immediately broken. Jon stepped into the bedlam, his pistol flashing with spellfire and his sword slicing. He spun as spell rounds missed him by inches and struck fellow Imperial soldiers. Blood burst and bloomed from some and others cried out before their faces caved in from close range friendly fire. Elves scrambled as Jon spun, sliced and fired. 

Amara smirked as she darted toward the opposite lines of Imperial soldiers. Lightness and power filled every cell as she charged in. Rifles aimed and fingers pulled triggers. Several rifles and pistols didn’t fire. A dozen more spell rounds went off. 

Amara’s sword turned sideways and a glowing golden light guided it. Her body and arm moved like she was in control and not in control at the same time. A lightning bolt reflected off the edge of her blade, and slammed into an Imperial elf, blowing off their arm. Her body moved and spun like a ballerina in a hurricane. Amara’s sword moved, blocking incoming spell rounds and sending them back in different directions. Other rounds missed her moving body by inches. 

The dreamy chaos further bloomed as she cut into the lines of soldiers like a surgeon in a butcher’s shop. 

Limbs and screams turned into a chorus as each of Amara’s swings were deadly accurate. Blood splashed against her face as she took off a head and an arm from another elf. Her attacks turned into a whirlwind, slicing with perfect and lethal skill and finesse. 

Jon’s body continued to move as the Imperial elves fired at close range and somehow missed. Their fellow brothers and sisters in arms cried out and friendly fire rippled among their ranks. Jon’s eyes were cold as he shoved the barrel of his pistol into an attacking elf and pulled the trigger. A lightning round flashed out, caving in the elf’s face and exploding out the back of its head. The lightning bolt continued, striking another in the same fashion. 

“You may surrender at any time,” Jon said loudly as he shot and sliced through the crowd of elves. 

Shouting and the sounds of rifles going off peppered the area. 

The Imperial officer grabbed one of his own men and shoved him at Jon. Jon used the flat side of his sword as he knocked away the panicking soldier and sent them crashing to the floor. The officer lifted his pistol and pulled the trigger. Jon’s body moved with a steady rhythm as he advanced. He tilted his head to the side slightly, the fireball missing him and heat touching his cheek. Jon continued to advance as the officer cried out in panic. 

“No!” the officer shouted as he tripped over a dead soldier’s body. 

The officer fell backwards, but Jon was already too him, pressing the barrel of his pistol to the falling officer’s chest. Time slowed as Jon pulled the trigger. The lightning bolt punched into the officer’s chest and his body slammed down to the ground. Smoke rose from his open chest as his oval eyes stared up at the sky. 

Jon’s heart remained calmed as he continued to advance. Spell rounds went off. Fire, ice, and lightning missed him as he walked. 

Jon sheathed his sword in the storm and plucked several spell shells from his belt at once. He methodically loaded his pistol as he walked along, untouched by the spell rounds and retreating Imperial soldiers. 

The glow remained in Jon’s senses as golden dragon wings flared along his heart. The battle was simple. Everything was simple as he walked through the chaos. Elven soldiers retreated, the horror of not landing a hit on the man from another world stabbed deep into their psyches. Logic burned away and survival instincts kicked in as they dove for cover. 

Jon finished reloading, his expression a calm mask of peace. He clicked the chamber back in place and looked around him. Many Imperial soldiers had turned and ran. Others stayed down and threw away their weapons. Some continued to aim and pull triggers, their hands shaking and trembling. Spell bolts cracked the stone street and sent up small plumes of dust and debris, but Jon walked further into them, lifting his pistol and giving a few soldiers a wink. 

Elves cried out as they saw death in Jon’s eyes. Shaky hands dropped their weapons and many more turned tail and ran. 



Amara’s blade was wet with blood as she sliced into the Imperial soldiers. She became a whirling dervish, her body constantly moving. Her skills matched with the power of luck, turning her into a machine in the battle. Much like the elves attacking Jon, soldiers trying to keep back the Blademaster began to turn and run. 

One soldier closed his eyes and pulled the trigger to his pistol. A stone round flashed. 

Pain sliced across Amara’s thigh. Her attack slowed as she looked down and blood oozed from a line across her thigh. 

The soldier opened his eyes to Amara on him and her sword raised. He watched as the point of the blade blurred and entered his eye. He cried out before the blade continued into his brain. His shout stopped abruptly and his body fell like a ragdoll. 

Amara ignored the pain as she turned and parried spell bolts from the air. The glow of luck began to dim the longer she fought. 

Jon glanced over his shoulder to see Amara in the thick of it, her blade slicing and cutting at moving bodies. When he caught sight of red on her thigh, he turned and blurred into a charge. 

Amara’s sword stabbed into a soldier’s shoulder. She pushed at him and he screamed. The soldier lifted the butt of his spent pistol and rammed it against the Blademaster’s cheek. Amara grunted and pulled back, drawing her sword from his shoulder. Jon appeared next to her, the barrel of his pistol pressing against the chest of the bleeding elf and pulling the trigger. Fire and smoke flashed and the elf’s corpse landed hard on the stone street. 

Jon and Amara swirled around each other as the last of the brave Imperials rushed to their own deaths. 

Above the carnage on the street, the  Bright Hope was listing to the side. Smoke rose up as metal groaned. The high mage on the tower muttered arcane words as blue energy filled his hands again. 

Lusha pulled her pistol, aimed and pulled the trigger. Lightning blasted out and struck the mana shield with an impotent explosion. 



Zelda and Lilly struggled to get up. Cora continued to hold on to the railing with one hand and snapping her fingers with the other. 

Fireballs appeared by the mana shield and exploded. The blue magical shield glowed, but it did not break. 

Syndra was to her feet, her crimson eyes like flaming embers. 

“He’s channeling most of his mana into the shield! Once it’s down, hit him with everything you have!” the shadow elf shouted before her own mana glowed along her heart. 

Eryn held onto the edge of the entrance, seeing Syndra’s mana glowing brighter and brighter around her soul. 

“Syndra, no,” the blind cleric whispered as she tried to hold on. 

The shadow elf’s mana blazed bright from deep within. Magical energy poured into her body as her heart beat like a drum. 

Incantations spilled from her mouth; several spells being cast as one. Mystical words blended into patterns, taking hold of the very element of air and focusing her mana into a sharp point. 

Syndra shouted the last two words of power. A shockwave of power burst from her body. The air took hold of her frame as she bent her legs. With a leap, she shot forward like an arrow. Energy engulfed her as she became a blue spear of light. 

Rutkarr raised a perfect eyebrow as the blue spear of light flashed like a cannon shot. It cut through the air, the point gleaming just before it slammed into the high mages’ mana shield. 

Magical energies exploded and crackled as the large blue spear with Syndra in the middle of it surged at the point of contact. Syndra screamed as she poured every drop of power into her attack. The mana shield began to bend inwards. Small cracks began to form as the shadow elf used her force of will to try and break it. 

Rutkarr’s hands flashed with power as he held them up in arcane gestures. His focus shifted to the attack, pouring mana into his shield as Syndra tried to penetrate it. 



“You don’t have the mana and stamina to break my power, witch!” Rutkarr laughed. 

Syndra’s scream began to weaken, as did her power. The cracks remained in the mana shield, but her racing heart began to weaken. 

Mana thinned along the surge. Power drained away as she felt herself losing the battle between them. 

“No witch can stand up to the power of a High Mage. Die in obscurity,” Rutkarr sneered. 

Jon glanced up to see Syndra trying to penetrate the blue mana shield engulfing the tower top. Jon’s inner senses stretched out and touched their connection. It began to weaken as Syndra poured all of her power into the attack. 

 Syndra, have a little dragon power so we may end this once and for all. 

Jon felt his dragon spirit nod. He opened the connection further and golden power surged and shot up to the shadow elf. Invisible power slammed into Syndra’s heart and radiated out from her body. 

Syndra’s red eyes glowed hot as the point of her blue spear pushed harder. Cracks grew longer as the mana shield vibrated. 

Rutkarr’s sneer vanished as he poured mana into maintaining the shield. 

Cracks snaked up and surrounded the shield. Rutkarr grunted as he fought to maintain control. 

“I’m no witch. I’m a MAGE!” Syndra screamed. 

The mana shield shattered. Rutkarr’s eyes widened as the blue spear continued forward. Syndra smiled from within the spear of power, crossing the small distance in a blink. The tip of her power stabbed into his shoulder and pushed through. Blood spurted as Rutkarr moved back from the point in him. As Syndra moved closer as energy filled his right hand and he slammed the orb of power against the side of Syndra’s head. 



Magical energies exploded. Syndra kept her hard gaze on the high mage when energy crackled and struck the side of her face. 

Syndra screamed as arcing energy stabbed into her left eye and it exploded from the socket. 

Rutkarr smirked through the blinding pain. Syndra’s energy died and she was hovering before him, blood trickling down from her eye socket. 

“You can’t win,” Rutkarr stated simply. 

Syndra reared back a fist. Mana poured into her knuckles and formed into a sharp point. With an inhuman scream, she drove the tip of the mana blade into Rutkarr’s throat. 

Rutkarr’s eyes widened as blood poured down into his lungs. He gurgled as Syndra was before him, her remaining eye staring at him and watching him die. 

“I won,” Syndra grinned evilly. 

Rutkarr’s eyes rolled into his head and he fell into a heap. 

Syndra’s feet touched the stone floor of the tower. She looked down on the high mage with contempt. Pain flared and stabbed into her arm. A weight filled her chest as her eye widened in torment. The rhythm of her heart faltered. She gasped, trying to get a breath. The world around her began to swim. Arms and legs trembled and before she could cry out for her friends, darkness filled her vision and she collapsed. 

The connection slowly blinked and Jon looked up in fear. 

Syndra’s heart slowed and Jon tried to keep her alive. 

 Syndra! Don’t leave us! Don’t leave me. 

Lilly’s heart leapt in her chest as she watched Syndra collapse. 

“LINES! LINES!” the Captain shouted. 

Lilly, Zelda, and Cora grabbed hooks and ropes. With a wide swing, they threw the lines across the small distance. The metal hooks clanged against the edge of the stone tower. Lilly used the power of her dragon armor to pull. Zelda braced a webbed foot against the front bow of the airship and pulled. 

The damaged airship slowly pulled closer to the tower. Cora picked up hooks and threw them the short distance. 

Eryn walked forward carefully, her hands out and searching. She saw the glowing souls of Lilly, Zelda, and Cora and stepped through the darkness to them. 

The airship groaned before the bow touched the tower. Lilly and Zelda began securing the lines. Cora was about to leap over when Eryn called out from behind. 

“Take me with you!” the Cleric shouted. 

Cora reached over to the cleric and took her hand. The Cabin Mate gently pulled the cleric with her. The two stepped onto the very edge of the bow, Cora helping the blind cleric over the small space to a long drop. The two of them stepped onto the tower. 

Cora’s eyes stared down on Syndra in disbelief. The strong and difficult shadow elf lay like she was sleeping. Her dark features were pale as she remained motionless. 

Eyrn fell to her friend’s side. She called on her goddess and pressed her hands to the dying shadow elf. Dim light engulfed Eryn’s hands and she pushed the healing energy into the shadow elf. 

Eryn’s eyes widened, the goddess barely hearing her call and only giving a sliver of her normal healing power. 

“Goddess…” Eryn whispered as she felt the tenuous touch of her goddess. 

Lilly and Zelda stepped over and onto the tower floor. The First Mate looked down on Syndra, her heart breaking. 

“We have to keep going,” Lilly said darkly and stepped toward the entrance of the tower. 

Zelda looked up at her Captain, metal wings folding back as metal feet clinked across the stone roof of the tower. 



“Go with her. I’ll stay here with Syndra and make sure she survives,” Eryn said as her hands continued to glow. 

Shadows covered Zelda and Cora’s eyes. The pair turned and rushed to their Captain as she wrenched the door off the hinges and threw it aside. The three descended down the steps. 

Eryn prayed to the goddess Vala, begging for her healing power and a tear streaking down from the corner of her eye. 

On the street before the main keep, Jon and Amara charged the main doors. Imperial soldiers retreated and fired their weapons, trying to slow down the man and elf. 

Amara’s sword moved in quick parries, knocking away spell bolts. Jon’s legs pumped as lightning and ice shot past him with numerous near misses. 

“Close the doors!” Imperial elves shouted from inside. 

“No, we’re still out here,” an Imperial elf shouted as he fired his rifle in a panic. 

Jon’s body spun out of the way from the lightning bolt before lowering his center of gravity, aiming his pistol and pulling the trigger. 

A fireball blasted out, crossed the distance and struck the rifle, setting it to flame before exploding. The Imperial elf screamed as his hands were blackened and burnt. Jon rammed his fist into the screaming elf’s face and sent them crashing to the floor. 

Jon watched as elves pushed at the door to close and keeping the rest of their fellow soldiers out. The struggle between elves hit its zenith when Jon jumped. His body turned into a roundhouse and knocked away three elves trying to get into the keep. 

The doors were about to slam shut when Jon’s arm snaked in. 

Hit pistol gleamed in the small light before he pulled the trigger twice. 

Fiery explosions sent burning elves to the floor. Amara reached Jon’s side and they both slammed their shoulders into the doors, forcing them open. 



Spell bolts blasted down the corridor at them. Amara bent low and her sword flashed, parrying lightning bolts. Jon stepped to the side, reloaded and clicked the chamber back into place. 

Amara’s sword blurred, magical bolts reflecting and blasting against walls. Jon stepped back into view and aimed. 

Luck, skill, and senses blended into a perfect soup. Jon’s finger touched the trigger as Amara’s sword flashed. Jon felt the ebb and flow of battle as Amara moved and Imperial elves fired their weapons. He pulled the trigger and a firebolt blasted out of the barrel. Amara’s sword was already moving as Jon’ fire bolt shot past her and down the corridor. 

Jon aimed, pulled the trigger and re-aimed. Fireballs lit up the wide corridor. When they reached the soldiers at the end, explosions sent limbs and bodies in different directions. 

Amara and Jon began marching forward as screams echoed along the corridors. 


***

Lilly led the march down the spiraling stone staircase. The view before her eyes shifted, illuminating the darkness to allow her to see. 
Zelda was behind her Captain and Cora took the rear. They reached the bottom of the tower and stood before a thick, iron door. 

Lilly lifted an armored hand and the crew stopped in their tracks. 

“Jon and Amara will be fighting their way up. We don’t have time to wait for them. The three of us will take him on together. If luck is on our side, Jon and Amara will not be far behind.” 

Lilly’s dragon armored head turned and looked over her shoulder to Cora. “If Kymil will not surrender, he will be put down. Is that understood?” 

“Understood, Captain,” Cora said without hesitation. 

Lilly turned back to the iron door. A heaviness touched her heart as she reached forward and took hold of the handle. The door opened easily to her pull. Lilly led the march into the familiar antechamber before the High Seat of Hylore. 

Blue tapestries with white four-pointed stars covered the walls. 

Lanterns glowed with dim light. Shafts of sunlight beamed through stained-glass windows, blue and white hues painting the floor. 

The antechamber was immaculate and empty of soldiers. 

Flowers stood in vases on small tables. A dark blue carpet ran along the antechamber. The air was calm as a summer day. 

To the side, a pair of large double doors stood. They were made of thick, mahogany-like wood. Iron bands ran along the top and bottom of the majestic doors. 

Lilly, Zelda, and Cora stood before them. The Captain reached out with both armored hands and took hold of the handles. She pulled them, the doors easily opening and swinging to the sides. 

The dark blue rug continued into the circular chamber. Pillars ran along the edges of the large room. Their white and gray colors standing out against the cold gray walls. On the other side of the chamber, a large, stained-glass window nearly took up a wall. It had various shades of blue and a single, white, four-pointed star in the middle. Just below the beautiful glass window, a stone seat on a small dais stood. On the seat was a large, muscle-bound figure. 

Lilly, Zelda, and Cora stepped in, keeping their eyes on the figure. Shadows covered the giant elf’s features, but the light behind him showed the pointed cut of his short, forest green hair. He rested his chin on his wide knuckles. 

The shadows parted along his mouth to his white smile. 

“Welcome Captain Silk. It is an honor to finally meet you,” the giant elf said with a sinister edge. 



Thirteen

Lilly took a brave step forward, her First Mate and Cabin Mate at her sides. The moment they stepped into the chamber proper, magical chandeliers glowed to life high above them and along pillars. 

The large elf remained seated, his chin on his knuckles. The shadows pulled back at the light filling the chamber. A handsome face illuminated and the large elf kept his smile. 

Lilly drank in the elf’s features, comparing them to the rumors she often heard from survivors of his wrath. His head looked much like most of the Lufina family line, a rugged handsomeness filling in his features. Pointed ears graced the sides of his head. His hair was short, but flowed forward into a point like a spike. The light showed his forest green hair. 

A thick neck and shoulders bled down from his strong chin. His clothes were strained against his large muscles. His arms were thick and looked like iron links. His chest was robust. Even sitting down, he was barrel-chested. The muscles tapered down to strong legs. He was immense, barely fitting the large High Seat of Hylore. 

Lilly, Zelda, and Cora stopped in the middle of the round chamber, their hard gazes on the largest of the Lufina family. 

Chain links clinked and shifted to the side. Lilly turned and her eyes widened. Castellan sat in a simple chair by a small, simple wooden table. A plate of half-eaten food was on the table. The small clinking continued as Lilly spotted thick chains connected to the wrists, ankles and neck cuff. The chains followed down over him as he sat with a downward gaze. 

Lilly’s heart beat for her friend. Castellan was gaunt and haggard. Even with his downward gaze, long shadows filled the skin under his eyes. She had never seen him so thin in her entire life. He was a jolly and large elf. Now, he looked like a shell of what he was, beaten down and suffering. 



Lilly turned her gaze back to the large elf in the stone seat. The dragon armor’s maw opened and pulled back to reveal Lilly’s face and hard eyes. 

“Nice to see you in the flesh,” the large elf said simply before looking past the Captain. “Where is your little Urth man?” 

Lilly’s expression remained blank except for the fire in her eyes. 

“Kymil Lufina, you are to surrender and relinquish any control you may have had for Hylore and return it to the rightful leader, Castellan Lufina.” 

“Law of conquest says the island, city and surrounding waters belong to the victor. Since I led the attack and conquest, it all falls under my influence and power,” Kymil stated with a smirk. 

“You refuse to surrender?” Lilly asked with a heated edge. 

“I do,” Kymil said and slowly stood up. 

Lilly watched as the large, thick, and muscled elf stood to his full height. She eyed him, mentally noting he stood at least eight feet tall and nearly as wide. His body was almost perfectly proportioned, except for the immense shoulders. He looked more like a hulking monster from the depths of the sea than a sun elf. He was a foot taller than Zelda and much larger. 

Kymil stepped down the small dais and stood on the same level as the three elves before him, his height still dwarfing them by comparison. Thirty feet of empty space separated the large elf and Lilly’s crew. 

Zelda’s hand rested on her single-barrel pistol. Cora rested her hand on her six-chambered spell pistol. 

Kymil turned his attention to Cora, disappointment touching his eyes. “Sister, you have truly gone pirate. I’m pleased father is not here to see you in such a filthy fashion. Once I kill the sea elf and take Captain Silk prisoner, you will be fitted in elegant dresses and we can put this entire nightmare behind us.” 



“Brother, stop following our father’s madness. He will only get us all killed,” Cora said with a pleading edge. 

Kymil closed his eyes and shook his head. “You are mistaken. 

Father will save Aquris from itself. The Empire is the only thing keeping our world from turning into the company you keep. Order keeps us from turning into the animals in the sea.” 

The large elf opened his eyes and looked directly into Lilly’s eyes. “Besides, your Captain has already made up her mind. She intends to kill me.” 

“Not if you surrender,” Lilly growled. 

Kymil tut-tutted. “I’m sure the same offer was made to Thallan before his life ended. Yes, spies have already reported back to me what happened. His cold body is on your wonderous airship. I will confiscate the ship for the glory of the Empire and return Thallan back to our ancestral burial ground. He will be put properly to rest.” 

“Why are you stalling?” Lilly said with sharp eyes. 

Kymil smiled. “I’m waiting for your Urth man to arrive. He is interesting, a man from another realm with a dragon spirit. Father would very much like to meet him.” 

Kymil turned his attention to Cora. “Why sister, you could wed to him and truly bring him into our family. He would be welcomed. He is strong and lucky. He would further our influence and be a proper liaison to the Urth realm.” 

Cora shook her head, the fire in her eyes dimming. “Kymil, please surrender. You will be treated well. We can put a stop to our father and heal the Empire.” 

Kymil chuckled darkly. “The Empire is already healed. What remains is the lingering infection of a hopeless dream. Aquris will never be free because it cannot function with freedom. 

“If father and the rest of our family line is purged, there will be an absence of power. The absence must be filled and others will take to it as an opportunity. They will take care of their allies and friends before pushing back down on the populace across the thirteen seas once again. 

“This dream Captain Silk and others believe in is exactly that, a dream. It can never function in any realm.” 

Kymil’s smile bloomed again. “We understand that you were misled by Captain Silk. Father is willing to forgive and forget. Just come home. You will have anything you desire. He knows you didn’t want to wed him. He understands. Father will let you marry another, especially if it is the Urth man. He just wants you to be happy. We all do.” 

Cora’s eyes took on a serious edge. “That’s not what was told to me. Father wants me back, dead or alive.” 

Kymil nodded and his smile dimmed. “You have spoken to Rabyn. Our brother has shown weakness before and he shows it now. He allowed himself to be captured and lingers on the airship. 

He has not risen up to fight, either for the Empire or against it. Father was right all along about him. Rabyn is the weakest of us. He is weaker than even you. You had the strength, intelligence, and foresight to leave the palace for your own freedom. What has Rabyn done? He bows down like a commoner to whatever father wishes. 

Some would say that is loyalty, but we all know its weakness.” 

Cora’s eyes glistened. “Stop it. You were always so cruel. Rabyn is strong. He just doesn’t want to fight anymore. Father beat him to make him stronger. That was something he never wanted.” 

Kymil gave a grave nod. “True, but I don’t hear that passion for the rest of us. Father beat and tortured me more than any of our siblings, yet I do not hear you rising up to my defense.” 

The large elf’s muscles rippled with power for a second and a confident smile filled his face. 

“And now, I’m the strongest elf across all of Aquris. I have tapped into the power of my dragon spirit and the Body Sphere. I have bested many strong elves and creatures. I am undefeated in the arenas. I am a high general in our father’s navy and armies.” 

Kymil looked to Zelda and Lilly and let out an amused chuckle. 

“And now I’m being told to surrender to a pathetic sun elf who yearns for her parents and a sea elf with enough meat on her to barely fill my belly.” 

Kymil turned his attention to Cora. “And my dear sister. Tell me, when Jon killed Thallan, did you at least try to murder him for what he did?” 

A tear streaked down Cora’s cheek. “I forgave him. He made the toughest choice of all, killing a threat to me and my freedom.” 

Kymil gave a grave nod. “I’m happy to know you understand what it takes to be free. I cannot help but admire Jon. He did what most fear to think. Killing a Lufina, especially by a man from another realm is enough to declare war and take the Urth realm for ourselves.” 

A dark chuckle fell from Kymil’s lips. “But we know Thallan was unstable. His appetites were too bloody. Father realized this. Jon did what Father could not. That in itself is enough to give him pause and not take Jon’s life.” 

Cora’s eyes trembled. “Stop! Stop it! You sound mad just like our father.” 

“Not mad, awake,” Kymil said, his voice smooth as silk. 

Cora wiped away tears and lifted her chin in defiance. “Captain, I’m ready.” 

Lilly nodded. 

Kymil sighed. “I was hoping to have Jon and the Blademaster here as well, but it cannot be helped. Some lessons must be learned the hard way.” 

The gigantic elf pressed a closed fist into an open hand. Fingers pressed hard, cracking knuckles. He switched hands and cracked his knuckles along his other hand. 

“Don’t hold back,” Lilly ordered before the maw of the dragon armor head closed down and clamped into place. 

Zelda and Cora drew their pistols and aimed. 

Kymil’s eyes remained cool as he stood his ground. 

“Lilly,” Castellan said with a hoarse tone. “Run before it’s too late.” 

Lilly began stepping forward, fire engulfing her armored hands. 

“It’s already too late, for the Empire.” 

“Optimism is nothing more than hope for the foolish,” Kymil smirked evilly. 

Lilly’s eyes narrowed before her armored body burst forward in a blur. Kymil’s body shifted into a battle stance and braced himself. 

Lilly’s blur solidified as she stopped two feet before him and swung out fiery fists. 

Kymil’s hands blurred in quick succession, his unprotected arms parrying metal forearms. Fire blazed bright and streaked to Lilly’s blows. The two exchanged strikes and parries, shards of flames bursting in different directions. Kymil’s face was a mask of confidence as he made no real attempt to land a blow. 

Lilly’s eyes flashed with heat as her flaming claws made quick, stabbing strikes. Kymil’s body spun, turned, and dodged each incoming strike. 

Cora and Zelda stepped away from each other as Lilly continued trying to land a hit. The streams of flames followed her as she moved like a mechanical warrior. Kymil blocked an incoming attack with his forearm and the strike was so hard, Lilly’s metal arm vibrated from the blow. 

“You are skilled, but not a master,” Kymil said as he drew back a punch and rammed it into Lilly’s armored stomach. 



The very air vibrated from the blow, bending Lilly nearly in half. 

Despite the layers of armor and increased strength, the pulse of the strike caused her eyes to widen. Force flowed into her and Lilly slid back twenty feet. Metal toe-claws clamped down onto the stone floor, creating grooves as she slid to a halt. 

Cora and Zelda took the moment. Fingers fell on triggers and squeezed them. A single fireball blasted from Zelda’s single-barrel pistol. Cora continued to pull back on the trigger to her pistol, a stream of fireballs blasting out. 

Kymil’s body leapt and spun. He moved through the air as fireballs shot past him and exploded against the wall by the High Seat. Legs flashed out and he landed, not a mark on him. 

“Precise body control,” Kymil explained with a mocking tone. 

“Reload,” Lilly shouted. 

Zelda slid in a single spell shell into her pistol. Cora grabbed six shells and inserted them into her pistol in one move. Fire glowed along Lilly’s open hands. 

Kymil stood up straight. “Some students take longer to learn than others.” 

“Fire!” Lilly said as she aimed her clawed hands and unleashed two streams of fire. 

Cora and Zelda pulled on triggers. Fireballs blasted out and streaked across the chamber on either side of the fire streams. 

Kymil stood at the ready. When the streams and fireballs nearly reached him, he leapt straight up. Fireballs slammed into the wall, pillars and the High Seat. The stone and metal seat burnt and blackened. 

Lilly continued to aim her streams as Kymil spun and landed. 

Despite his large size, he bent low, making it harder to hit him. He blurred forward, his body ducking, turning and bending as streams of flames flowed over him. Lilly’s eyes widened as the large elf was nearly to her. 



Kymil smirked as his hand shot up and clamped down on a fiery claw. Fingers squeezed like a vice along Lilly’s left claw, metal bending to his power. 

“Captain! His power!” Discord managed to say before Lilly screamed. 

The armored metal claw buckled under Kymil’s strength. He closed his hand and metal crunched and crushed Lilly’s hand. The Captain’s screams shattered the air. She pulled back her right flaming fist and rammed it repeatedly into Kymil’s face. Two strikes landed, the hulking elf barely moving to her full-on strikes. He lifted his other hand and grabbed Lilly’s metal forearm. 

“Lesson two,” Kymil said as black soot covered his cheek. 

Metal began to groan as he squeezed. 

A roar from the side caused the large elf to turn to Zelda coming toward him. Rows of sharp teeth filled her mouth as she slammed her shoulder into him. Kymil let go of Lilly and stepped back. His head and body moved in quick blurs as Zelda’s webbed fists shot out. 

Lilly let out a moan as she collapsed to her knees. The sensation of blood spilling from her hand caused her to moan. 

“Open,” Lilly commanded the armor. 

“You won’t stand a chance,” Discord pleaded. 

“Open!” Lilly shouted at the top of her lungs. 

Metal plates disconnected and flowed together like a metallic river. They pulled away and flowed behind her. Layers of metal formed and soon, a solid red chair stood. 

Cora pointed her pistol at Kymil and Zelda as they fought. She glanced to the side to see Lilly staying on her knees and clutching her destroyed hand to her chest. 

Lilly looked down in agony as her mangled hand pulsed blood. 

Her fingers were bent in several directions and deep cuts dripped blood. Broken bones moved at the slightest breath and tormenting pain flowed. 

“Captain!” Cora said as she was to Lilly’s side. 

Lilly’s right hand fell to one of her pistols holstered along her thigh. “Keep… fighting.” 

Cora nodded and turned back to the battle. 

Zelda was unleashed. The sea elf and sun elf moved like titans. 

Blows landed and shockwaves touched the senses of everyone in the room. Kymil was smiling until he swung his fist and Zelda’s webbed fist struck his ribs. The blow was enough to send him sliding back and lift his arms up. Zelda was on him, her sharp teeth trying to bite down. 

“That is not an elven fighting technique,” Kymil said as his arms struggled to keep the sea elf at bay. 

“Jon taught me his dragon style,” Zelda grinned before she shifted her feet and grabbed the large elf by the waist. 

Kymil’s eyes widened as he was lifted up and slammed into a pillar. Zelda didn’t let go as she pulled to slam him into another pillar. 

Stone cracked and chipped as Kymil was lifted up and swung. 

Before he struck the other pillar, his leg kicked out and slammed against Zelda’s knee. Pain caused her knee to buckle and she let go. 

Kymil’s large form rolled into a ball in midair. He righted himself and stabbed out his legs. Boots struck the floor and he slid back a few feet. 

Zelda growled as she recovered. Her form began to grow bigger and wilder. Oval eyes turned completely black as muscles bulged. 

“Feeding time,” Zelda said and licked her lips with a pointed tongue. 

Zelda charged like a beast from the deepest point of the oceans. 

Kymil stood his ground until she was nearly on him. Claws flashed and a thick arm parried the sea elf’s forearm. Energy filled the air as Kymil pulled back and cocked his fist. The large fist shot forward in a blur, but Zelda was already spinning away. The punch missed. Kymil lifted an eyebrow as Zelda spun and lifted her thick leg. The sea elf grinned as her heel spun around and slammed into the side of Kymil’s head. 

The power of the blow was enough to send his face crashing to the stone floor, cracking it. 

Zelda lifted a clawed, webbed foot up, ready to smash Kymil’s head to paste. The large elf turned onto his back and his hands shot up, catching Zelda’s foot. The contact sent an airy shockwave through the room. 

“I see, it’s about leverage,” Kymil grinned, his face immaculate despite it being slammed into the stone floor. 

Zelda’s black eyes widened when Kymil used both of his hands and twisted her foot. Bones, muscles, and veins cracked and ripped from the elf’s power. Zelda grunted as her foot dangled uselessly. 

Kymil let go and slammed his hands against the floor. The power of the strike sent his body up and he cocked back a fist. Zelda tried to keep her balance for the counter attack when Kymil’s fist slammed into her stomach. Power rippled along her stomach and into her ribs, cracking all of them. 

Zelda screamed as the blow sent her flying back. She struck a pillar and cracked it. Her body slid down until she was slumped against it. Waves of pain and confusion filled her black gaze. In a blink, Kymil was to her with a fist pulled back. In the same moment, he drove his knuckles into her face, cracking her skull and pulverizing her face. 

Blood gushed from her caved in nose. Teeth cracked and shattered as the shock of the punch rippled along her face. Zelda made a wet sound that resembled a moan. 

Kymil pulled back his bloody fist and licked blood off his knuckles. “You taste delicious.” 



Kymil’s senses felt a vibration behind him. He turned his head to see a trembling fireball before it exploded. 

Flames struck his back and burned his jacket. The shockwave was enough to keep him on his knees and his hands slamming onto the floor. Kymil turned his gaze to Cora as she stood with a pistol in one hand and her fingers together with the other. 

“Die,” Cora said darkly as she snapped her fingers and pulled the trigger. 

Kymil’s muscles bulged before he pushed and launched himself into the air. A trembling fireball appeared as he floated up. The large elf drew back his hand and backhanded the fireball. The flaming ball was slapped from the air and exploded. 

Kymil’s body turned into a spin, fireball bolts missing him by inches. The chamber lit up with fire as Cora continued to pull the trigger until her pistol clicked empty. 

Kymil’s leg stabbed out and struck a pillar. The force was enough to propel him sideways, spin and land on his thick boots. 

“You have gained some abilities,” Kymil smiled. 

“Enough to defeat you!” Cora said as she tossed the pistol to the side. 

Flames erupted from her right hand and formed into a flaming axe. 

“Give me a good fight,” Kymil said and took a stance. 

Cora nodded and burst forward. One hand snapped as she leapt into the air, swinging her flaming axe. 

The fireball appeared and Kymil smacked it away. The explosion lit up the chamber as Cora came down with her fire axe swinging. 

Kymil shifted to the side, the flaming axe slicing an inch into the stone floor. 

Cora was silent as a tomb as she pressed her attack. She snapped her fingers and sliced with her flaming axe. Kymil moved and dodged every attack. His thick hand shot out, slapping fireballs away before they exploded. Puffs of black smoke and fire touched the air. Cora’s body moved like a dancer, flames nearly circling her as she pressed her attack. 

Kymil’s face was grim as he backed up, moving and dodging. 

Lilly used her teeth to rip off a piece of fabric from her shirt. With clumsy movement, she wrapped her hand and tied the fabric to her wrist. She bit down on one side and gave a muffled grunt as she tightened the wrap around her wrist. Mind and body dazzled by pain, she kept her destroyed hand to her chest as she grabbed her pistol, lifted it up and aimed. 

The Captain watched as Cora spun, twisted and somersaulted. 

Fire flowed with her as she tried to land a blow on the large, nimble elf. 

Kymil stepped back until his heel touched a pillar. He glanced back and looked up to see Cora’s eyes blaze with fire. She arced her fire axe over her head and down on Kymil’s blank expression. A seething heat filled her entire form as her axe aimed for the middle of her brother’s face. 

A thick hand shot up and grabbed the fire axe. 

Cora’s entire body shuddered to a halt as Kymil held onto the burning axe, his skin turning black. A small smile appeared as he looked his sister in the eyes. 

“You never had a chance,” Kymil said and pulled back his other arm. 

Cora’s eyes widened as Kymil backhanded her across her chest. 

Pain roared as her ribs cracked. Cora’s body flew backwards and hit the floor. It bounced and rolled and slid to a halt, moans rising up. 

Her flame axe disappeared and smoke lingered in the air. 

Lilly glanced to Cora before aiming her pistol at Kymil. 

The hulking elf stood straighter and looked at his blackened hand. 



“Many assume that any fights I’ve taken were purely physical. 

They thought magic used against me would have a greater advantage.” 

Lilly pulled back on the trigger. A lightning bolt blasted from the barrel and streaked across the room for Kymil’s head. 

Kymil lifted his blackened hand, palm out. Lightning struck it, cracking skin and small drops of blood appearing. 

“On the contrary, I have fought all, from monsters to mages. You don’t need much to win a fight. Determination and power are enough to overcome any odds.” 

Lilly’s finger remained on the trigger. She ignored the pain of her destroyed hand as she plotted her next shots. 

Kymil kept his hand out and smiled. The small cracks along his blackened hand began to seal. Black skin flaked off and was replaced with new skin. In a small moment, his hand looked brand new. 

Kymil lowered his hand and looked Lilly in the eyes. “You can unload every spell shell in your pistol and it won’t even leave a scar. 

Captain Silk, you’ve lost.” 

Lilly fought back her growing fear. Her pistol trembled as she continued to aim it at the hulking elf. 

Kymil’s gaze shifted to Zelda. The sea elf’s regeneration was slowing trying to pull her face back together. 

“First things first, I must tear apart the sea elf. She will make a grand victory meal…” Kymil nearly finished saying when the very air in the room filled with power. 

The large elf looked to the entrance to the chamber when air clamped down on his head, shoulders, arms, and legs. Mana surged as arcane words filled the air. Kymil’s eyes widened before an impossible force slammed down on him. Stone began to crack under his boots. Muscles bulged against the magical force of a mountain pressing down on him. Legs trembled as the air held him in place and pressed down with unyielding might. 

Lilly turned her head to see Syndra and Eryn stepping into the chamber. Eryn held up the shadow elf, her blind eyes wide. One of Syndra’s arms was around the cleric’s shoulder. Her other hand was up in an arcane gesture. Her remaining crimson eye glowed with power as the cleric’s hand glowed against the mage’s stomach. 

Kymil grunted as veins bulged against his muscles. He fought to stay standing as the pair of elves stopped advancing and stood by their captain. 

“You hurt my family. Now, you pay with your life,” Syndra said with a nearly otherworldly voice. 

Kymil’s grunts turned into a roar as pure magical power pushed down on him and held him in place. His eyes glowed red as his body regenerated against the crushing damage. Cracks appeared along his face as his roars grew louder. 

The chamber was blasted with power. Lilly kept her pistol aimed. 

Zelda’s face dripped with blood as it slowly regenerated. Cora tried to move, pain radiating along her chest. Castellan watched with glee in his eyes as Kymil was being crushed before him. 

Air and magic continued to press down on the hulking elf. His knee crashed down on the floor and more cracks appeared. The roars were deafening as the mage kept her focused gaze. 

Eryn’s power flowed into the mage, but she continued to sense Syndra’s heart. The strain grew with each passing second. Mana and faith burned as the two elves pushed everything they had into crushing Kymil. 

“There will be no prisoners today,” Syndra said with an evil smile. 

Kymil roared as blood trickled from the cracks in his face. 

Syndra readied to pour her lifeforce into the torrent of magic when her eyes widened. Pain radiated from her chest and down her arm. Her heart skipped beats and the pain grew to a blinding torment. 

“Syndra,” Eryn whispered as she felt Syndra’s heart weaken and slow. 

The mystical power in the air dimmed. Kymil’s roar faded as his strength pushed back at the power keeping him in place. 

Syndra tried to ignore it and fought to regain her focus. A pulse of pain filled her entire body. Concentration broken, she let out a weak moan and clutched at her chest. 

All magic died in the chamber as Syndra fell to her knees and Eryn fell with her. 

“Syndra, stay with us. Stay with me,” Eryn shouted as she poured healing energy into the shadow elf’s chest. 

Syndra’s remaining eye turned to Eryn with overwhelming fear. 

Her mouth gaped, as if trying to pull together words, but no sound came out. Pain subsided as weakness dragged her toward the darkness. 

Eryn looked at Syndra’s soul, seeing it weaken further and further, despite the healing energy flowing into the shadow elf’s body. 

“Vala, I need to heal her! I need to heal all of them! Please Vala, don’t desert me now. I need to heal my friends. I need…” Eryn shouted to the universe. 

Kymil slowly stood up. The cracks along his face and exposed skin began to meld back together. Blood faded away and in a few short moments, he was whole again. He looked to the chamber and stood with unfeeling eyes. Elves lay, bleeding, moaning and begging the universe to reverse what had been done. Kymil simply smiled. 

“I’m impressed. The shadow elf surprised me. But it seems in the end, it wasn’t enough,” Kymil’s voice drifting along the air with confident darkness. 


***


Imperial soldiers ran, their shouts and screams echoing through the corridors. Jon and Amara charged, side by side. Several brave elves rushed into the pair, only to be shot or sliced in half. 

Blood streaked across Amara’s face as she ran. Jon had bloody spots along his clothes. 

Jon glanced at his belt and saw that he was nearly out of rounds. In a blink, he holstered his pistol and drew his sword. 

From a side corridor, a squad of Imperials charged at the pair with swords. Jon and Amara moved like dancers, their arms and bodies moving with skill and grace. Hands were lopped off at wrists and screams filled the air. 

Heat poured through Jon as death and life flowed together into a play. Light glowed along his gaze, seeing bodies fall and others shouting for help. He glanced to Amara, the Blademaster moving like a machine. Her sword sliced effortlessly through soldiers. Flames ran along her sword, cutting and cauterizing some wounds. Bodies fell as the pair pushed on. 

Jon’s heart glowed in his chest as his dragon spirit laughed. The young man found himself smiling, mentally joining his dragon spirit as they delighted in falling enemies. His smile widened a little more as a crazed look filled his eyes. 

Two soldiers watched the man and Blademaster approach. One turned to run, the other fell to his knees and sobbed. 

Red touched Jon’s eyes, wanting to slice across the sobbing elf and throw his sword at the back of the fleeing one. It felt natural, cruel, and rewarding. It spoke to a simpler time where the best way to stop an enemy was to wipe them out so they could never return. A peace without a worry. A pleasant calm to chase away the storms. 

Jon raised his sword, ready to chop down the sobbing soldier when the world around him became crystal clear. 

 What… what am I doing? 



The soldier on his knees pleaded for his life as Jon was over him. Horror touched Jon’s eyes as he turned the sword and slammed the flat side against the sobbing soldier’s head. It sent the elf sideways and crashing to the floor, his sobs still rising up. 

Amara glanced at Jon and witnessed what he did. She pumped her legs and caught up to the fleeing soldier. She jumped and planted her boots against their back. The Imperial soldier fell forward and slammed their chest to the floor. Amara landed by him, whipped her boot out and slammed it into the side of his head. The soldier didn’t get up as Amara and Jon raced on down the corridor to a set of stairs. 

“Jon?” Amara said as she glanced at him and saw the horror in his eyes. 

“It’s… nothing,” He huffed as he pumped his legs. 

A glowing connection touched Jon’s heart as they reached the stairs and climbed them. Syndra’s pain touched him and he felt her heart weaken with every pulse. She cried out for him with tears in her eyes. 

“They’re dying,” Jon shouted with wide eyes. 

The pair reached the top floor and barreled down the corridor. 

Jon reached out to Syndra and she sobbed in the dark. The golden wings along his heart drew back in, a sign of disgust filling him. 

“We love her,” Jon whispered as he ran. 

The dragon along his spirit looked away and raised its snout in annoyance. 

“She’s strong,” Jon growled. 

“Jon, who are you talking to?” Amara huffed. 

“I feel them. We’re losing,” Jon said as the two were close to the antechamber to the High Seat of Hylore. 

Jon felt Syndra begin to fade and his heart clenched in his chest. 

Darkness began to slowly consume her as she cried into her hands. 



Jon and Amara skidded to a halt by the thick open doors. They stepped in, swords in hands. 

Horror painted Jon’s eyes as he stepped into the round chamber. 

Zelda was slumped against a pillar, her face dripping with blood. 

Eryn cried out to the heavens as Syndra lay on the floor, unmoving. 

Lilly sat with her pistol aimed into the chamber. Cora was on her back, moaning and trying to move. She coughed up blood as she struggled. 

On the other side of the chamber, a large, hulking elf stood with mangled clothes and a sinister smile across his lips. 

“Jon and the Blademaster, welcome!” Kymil said with an excited tone. 

Jon stepped further in and looked down on Lilly. His heart thudded in his chest as her left hand was mangled and wrapped in bloody cloth. 

“Jon, get us out of here,” Lilly seethed through the pain. 

Jon looked down on his love, seeing for the first time in their relationship, pure distilled fear in her eyes. 

Kymil shook his head. “No, escape is impossible.” 

Jon’s gaze shifted to the large elf, “Amara, help our crew.” 

Kymil smirked. “There is little she can do. The end has come.” 

Golden energy arced along Jon’s frame. His eyes glowed with golden light. Seeing the women he loved, broken and defeated, caused his heart to thud in his chest. Any sliver of fear he may have had was blasted away with golden light. 

Lilly looked up to Jon as he stepped forward, his body holding a tension she never witnessed before. 

“Jon… retreat,” said with a weak tone. 

Kymil watched as Jon approached. “Remember, our spirits weaken the other. Be that as it may, my strength and skills are more than a match for your scrawny self and pathetic power. 

“Surrender and everyone will be healed and taken prisoner. You will be escorted to the Emperor as royal guests, to discuss the future.” 

Jon’s eyes blazed as he approached. The runes along his back began to glow with power. 

“Jon, if you do not take my offer, there will be a harsh penalty,” 

Kymil said with a dark edge. 

“Jon… please,” Lilly said from behind him. 

Jon ignored her, a driving spike of pain and rage splitting him in half. The healing, nurturing side fell away. The dark, power hungry side rose up like a beast from the deepest pit. 

Kymil nodded. “We will have to continue this discussion when you are broken.” 

Jon’s body blazed with power and he blurred forward. Kymil’s hands flashed forward, grasping at faded blurs. Pain stabbed at one eye and the hulking elf stepped back. Jon’s body moved with quick and blurry strikes. 

Jon’s world became crystal clear as he moved. Weak spots glowed along his gaze as he moved like a contained tornado. Kymil’s large form moved with speed, strength, and skill, but Jon was faster. 

His finger points slammed into Kymil’s closed eye and pulled back. 

He didn’t slow down, his heel kicking out against the side of the monster elf’s knee. A chop to the throat was next and a jab to a temple. Kymil’s arms and hands moved, trying to grab Jon as he moved like a whispering phantom. 

Jon watched in instances, Kymil giving off small grunts as Jon landed strike after strike. 

 It doesn’t matter how big he is, all bodies have weak points. 

Jon flashed, moved, and bent his body in impossible angles. 

Kymil controlled his arms as he moved. His fingers barely touched Jon’s coat or arms before pain radiated from pinpoint jabs and attacks. 

Amara watched in disbelief as Jon was nothing more than a whirlwind around the large elf. Grunts rose up and the Blademaster stood at the ready, her sword out. 

“Amara… save Cora,” Lilly said weakly, blood filling the cloth around her destroyed hand and her face turning pale white. 

“Captain, I can’t,” Amara said as she stood her ground. 

“Save… her,” Lilly said in the barest of whispers as her eyes grew heavy. 

Amara looked to Cora as she struggled to get back up. The Blademaster sheathed her sword over her shoulder and rushed to the fallen elf’s side. She bent down and took hold of her. Cora cried out in pain as she clutched at her ribs. 

Jon continued to pummel the large elf. Kymil’s calm demeanor shifted to contained rage as he couldn’t grab Jon. Each strike caused the hulking elf to grunt. A sliver of weakness touched his leg and Jon slammed his heel into it once again, causing it to buckle. 

Kymil fell and his eyes blazed red. His knee slammed down and he roared. 

Jon was up, floating in the air with his hand cocked back. He focused on Kymil’s eye as the large elf roared. Fingers rolled back except for one. Jon pictured stabbing his finger deep into the elf’s eye and well into the socket. The image glowed in his mind as power and luck filled every cell of his body. 

 Death to the Empire! 

Jon’s finger shot forward like a bullet when a force of energy exploded from Kymil. It sounded like a heartbeat, magnified a thousandfold. The shockwave radiated from Kymil’s chest and when Jon was inches from delivering the crippling blow, the shock wave struck him. 



Jon’s finger broke in three places. The shockwave traveled up his arm, breaking the entire limb in three more places. When it struck his chest and torso, bones cracked. 

Jon’s body was flung up, blinding pain filling his wide eyes. A thick hand reached up and grabbed his leg. 

An evil smile appeared across Kymil’s lips before he swung Jon and slammed him down onto the stone floor. Pain exploded as Jon was pulled back up. Dozens of bones were broken and he didn’t understand why he was still alive. His body swung around once in the air and he was thrown. 

Jon’s tumbled through the air, limbs flailing. He slammed into a pillar and fell, blood painting the white stone. 

Jon landed with a crack, his body unmoving as he clung to life. 

Kymil stood up and rubbed at spots where Jon struck him along his head and face. “I don’t believe anyone had enough skill to hurt me so many times. If I didn’t use my heartbeat, I may have lost.” 

Amara held Cora to her as they tried to make for the door. The air shifted. Amara turned to see Kymil with his fist cocked. The massive fist shot forward like a cannon and struck the Blademaster in the back. 

Amara’s eyes widened as she was hurtled forward, her sword barely holding together against her back. If the blade was not there, the blow would have broken her spine. 

Amara crashed to the floor and slid to a halt. She lay, unmoving. 

Kymil looked down at Cora as she tried to crawl away. He reached down and took hold of her neck. Grim shadows painted his face as he lifted her up and walked back to the center of the room. 

Jon sat helpless and watched. Lilly was unconscious and slumped forward. Zelda was unmoving. Eryn cried with tears in her eyes, her glowing hand on Syndra. The shadow elf’s connection began to dim. Amara remained still as a corpse on the floor. 



Jon’s eyes slid to the side as Kymil moved to the center of the room with Cora in his hand. 

 We… have to… save her. We… have to… save all of them. 

Kymil lifted Cora up by her throat with his right hand. She held onto his wrist, choking and trying to talk. Tears and primal fear filled her eyes as she struggled. 

Kymil looked his sister in the eyes. His eyes gleamed and a tear slipped down his cheek. 

“Cora, my beautiful sister, it pains me for what must come next. 

You were always a bright spot in our lives, even when you were quiet. Our lives could have been so different if you just stayed home. 

You would have never wanted for anything. Even father would have bent to your rejection of the marriage if you tried hard enough.” 

Kymil’s eyes narrowed and shadows covered his eyes. “Instead, you fled. You joined pirates. You became the very thing the Empire despises.” 

Kymil sighed. “You broke our hearts. You broke father’s heart. 

You broke mine. You have been infected by these false hopes and dreams. And like all dreams, you must wake up.” 

Kymil glanced to Jon as he lay, “Remember this moment for the rest of your short life. Your actions and the actions of your Captain did this.” 

 Dragon, please… we must stop him. Please…

Kymil pulled back his left hand and straightened out his fingers. 

Cora gasped for air, looking her brother in the eyes and pleading with her soul. 

“Sleep well, dear sister,” Kymil whispered. 

The large elf’s hand stabbed straight into her chest. Cora’s eyes widened as Kymil’s fingers exploded out of her back, a spray of blood filling the air. 





“CORA!” Castellan screamed. 

Cora kept her gaze connected with her brother’s eyes. The struggle faded. Tears streamed down her cheeks. A low sigh escaped her lips. Life bled away as Cora stared. When the last drop of life slipped away, she went limp as Kymil held her in the air. 

A sob flowed up Kymil’s throat and he pulled back his bloody hand. 



Cora fell to the floor, lifeless and her eyes staring at nothing. 

“NO!” Eryn wailed. 

The last thing Jon saw was Cora staring up before darkness washed over him. 

A heartbeat pounded against his senses. 

Jon stood in the darkness. Across from him was a small, golden dragon. 

Jon bowed his head, defeat and deepening sorrow filling him. 

The dragon stepped closer and looked up to Jon’s eyes. 

“It’s over. We lost.” 

The dragon continued to stare up with expressionless serpent eyes. 

Death fluttered close. Jon wanted to reach out and take hold of its skeletal hand, the long journey over. 

A flame lit in his belly. Jon lifted his head to see a skeletal hand reaching out to him. He stared at it and the fire in his belly grew brighter. 

The golden dragon continued to look up at him. 

Jon’s sorrow spun into a storm. It grew and grew and grew. The fire in his belly rose up, turning the storm into a fiery hurricane. He stood, the luck dragon close by and staring up at him. 

Flames, wind, and power circled around him. It writhed like a massive serpent. It burned brighter than the sun and Jon’s body rippled with power. 

“No. I will not lay down. I will not die. I will not let this sin go unpunished! I AM JON SONG! I AM A DRAGON! I SHALL BURN

AWAY ALL WHO DEFY ME AND THOSE WHO HURT EVERYONE

I LOVE!” 

The dragon smirked before it grew bigger. Jon watched with seething, rage-filled eyes as the dragon grew as large as him. 



Golden scaled arms embraced him. Golden wings enclosed around them. Power roared and the storm bloomed into living chaos. 

In the chamber, Kymil stared down on Cora’s pale corpse. Tears ran down his cheeks as he didn’t blink. 

A small distance away, Jon’s eyes opened. Limbs trembled before he began to move. Blood dripped from open wounds along his body as he stood to his full height. Heat pulsed from his body in waves. 

Lilly stirred, barely lifting her head and looking to the side. Her heartbeat grew stronger as she watched Jon walk without a hint of pain along his expression. 

Zelda’s eyes opened, her face slowly returning to normal. She lifted her head and stared at Jon as he slowly walked across the room. 

Castellan gasped through his tears, seeing Jon walking along. 

The elf in chains nodded and wiped away tears. “Kill him, Jon. 

Kill him.” 

Kymil lifted his gaze and stared as Jon slowly walked toward him. “How? I broke nearly every bone in your body.” 

Jon’s ruptured wounds began to close. His gaze was icy and filled with burning daggers. 

Kymil faced Jon as he approached. “You forced my hand. I had to take my sister’s life because of the poison you and this evil crew filled her. Her blood is on your hands!” 

Jon remained silent. A golden aura flowed around him as he stepped closer, his body healed. 

Kymil shook his head. “I don’t care what father wants. I will bring your head back to him and throw it at his feet!” 

Kymil reared back a massive fist. Rage filled his eyes before his fist shot forward. Kymil’s expression was filled with a sea of cruelty when Jon’s hand shot up and caught the fist in mid-swing, stopping it and air blasting across the chamber. 

Kymil’s eyes widened as Jon’s hand vibrated, stopping the larger elf’s fist. 

“Death to the Empire,” Jon whispered before energy consumed him. 

Kymil tried to pull his hand away, unable to break free. Energy and Jon’s hand clutched to it, keeping him in place. 

Golden scales burst along Jon’s arm and hand. They pointed up and slammed down, interlocking with each other. Jon’s coat rippled and stretched. Points penetrated the fabric before the coat was ripped to shreds. Golden wings spread out and flexed. Jon’s blank face glowed golden before scales rippled into view. His body grew taller and leaner. Claws burst from fingertips and a tail uncoiled from his lower back and whipped up and down, cracking against the stone floor. 

“No! NO! No one has this power!” Kymil shouted. 

“I have this power,” Jon’s voice coming out dark and sardonic. 

Kymil roared as he broke Jon’s hold and reared back a fist. 

Golden light flashed and Kymil’s eyes bulged in his head. He looked down to see Jon’s scaled fist buried in the larger’ elf’s gut. 

“Bow to me, slave,” Jon hissed before pulling back his fist and slamming it down on Kymil’s shoulder. 

Power blasted the larger elf, forcing him down to his knees and cracking the floor. Stone shards shot into the air as Kymil fought to keep his wits. 

“You killed my lover. A soul for a soul,” Jon’s voice crackled with dark power. 

“I will not bend!” Kymil said and pushed with his legs. 

Castellan watched in disbelief as Kymil and the golden dragon that was Jon spun into a whirlwind of attacks. 



Kymil’s fists slammed into Jon’s golden, scaled hide, shockwaves exploding from each hit. Jon returned the strikes with his own, his scaled fists adding to the cacophony of power. The walls and soon the keep began to tremble to their terrible power. 

Amid the storm of chaos, Eryn kept her hand on Syndra’s chest. 

The shadow elf’s soul began to fade, barely visible in the darkness. 

“Vala… don’t leave me,” Eryn sobbed. 

The cleric felt the thin connection to her goddess. In her mind, she saw the cloaked figure of the goddess of love and lust. She bowed her head, turned and faded away. The connection blinked out and the healing glow around her hand died. 

Eryn’s blind eyes widened as shock penetrated her soul. 

Syndra’s last strand of life began to dwindle. 

Eryn’s eyes hardened. She glanced over to Jon and Kymil, fighting like a pair of titans. Heat burned and lashed out like a tsunami. 

Eryn lifted her gray eyes upwards and seethed with pain and loss. “VALA! I RENOUNCE YOU! I PLEDGE MY FAITH TO KANA, GODDESS OF THE PIRMAL SEAS! KANA, I GIVE MY FAITH TO

YOU, NOW AND ALWAYS!” 

A deluge of watery energy slammed into Eryn’s heart. It surged, filling her with renewed strength and power. The Cleric looked down as blood and energy pumped into her eyes. The darkness began to fade as life poured into her. The Cleric smiled as lines and shapes took form. Blue energy touched her eyes and filled them. Shapes took further definition. The darkness parted and for the first time, she stared down on Syndra with her own gaze. 

The blue energy receded from her new gaze, but power bubbled under her skin. 

“My friend, I will do more than save you,” Eryn smirked before her hands glowed with blue auras. 



Eryn stabbed her hands into Syndra’s chest. Her fingers phased into the dying shadow elf and touched her damaged heart. Eryn grinned with madness as her fingers worked, healing strands of energy knitting the damage and pumping life back into her. Nimble fingers worked as Eryn could see every detail. Her smile grew wider when the damage was burned away and Syndra’s heart was completely mended. Power flowed down her arms and blasted at the shadow elf’s heart. 

Blue energy rippled along the shadow elf’s form. Her empty eye socket filled with white. The white turned red as her eye completely healed. 

Syndra’s soul glowed brighter and brighter. Her eyes shot open and she gasped for sweet air. 

Eryn slowly stood up as she looked down on Syndra’s wide crimson eyes. “Stay here. I have to heal our family.” 

Eryn turned and walked over to Lilly. She knelt down and touched the Captain’s damaged hand. Bones, muscle, and blood flowed back into place. Fingers cracked and straightened. Muscles reached out for each other and mended. Blood pumped back into the hand. Lilly flexed her fingers and smiled at the Cleric’s ocean blue eyes. 

“Eryn?” Lilly said. 

“I’m feeling much better, Captain,” Eryn smiled. 

The air in the room became a series of shockwaves as Jon and Kymil exchanged blows. The pair slammed into a pillar and shattered it with their moving bodies. Kymil fought like a wild beast while Jon fought like a cold automaton. Each one landed blows, but it was Kymil who grunted in pain. 

Scaled fists slammed into the large elf. He felt his bones crack and break. Regeneration knitted his bones back together, only for them to break from another strike. 



Jon’s draconic face was a calm, blank mask, but his eyes held a god-like fury. 

Kymil redoubled his efforts, only for a scaled fist to strike his jaw and break it. The large elf’s body spun in the air before another scaled fist slammed into his chest and sent him crashing against a wall. 

Kymil wiped blood from the corner of his mouth as Jon slowly approached. “This wasn’t how it was supposed to end!” 

“Said like a feeble child in the dark,” Jon said with a mocking tone. 

Red energy surged into Kymil’s eyes. The hulking elf stood up and roared. Jon flashed forward, fist back and ready to end the elf’s life when a heartbeat filled the area. 

The shockwave blasted out, striking everyone. It slammed into Jon’s scaled form and sent him sliding back until his back struck the opposite wall. Lilly, Zelda, Syndra, Eryn and Castellan were knocked to the floor. The stained-glass window exploded outwards with shards of blue and white glass

Kymil darted to Cora’s corpse and snatched it up. He turned to the broken window. Powerful legs bent and he launched through the air and beyond the window. 

“Jon! He’s going for a portal ship on the water. It will be toward the backside of the island,” Castellan shouted and rubbed his head. 

Jon flexed his wings, turned to the window and jumped. 

Golden wings spread out as Jon looked around with serpent eyes. 

Kymil hopped over great distances, Cora in his arms. The hulking elf didn’t look back as he landed on a street and leapt high into the air again. Jon dove down, his gaze on the fleeing Lufina. 

Kymil’s legs bent forward and he slammed down onto the beach. 

Sand blasted up from the crater he created and he jumped again. 



Jon shot down like a spear, following the elf. 

In the small distance, a large ship with arcane symbols carved into it was anchored. Crewmembers and mages looked up to their General and the flying humanoid dragon behind them. 

Mages began rattling off incantations as they turned to a stone archway on the main deck of the ship. Mystical energy flowed and stabbed at the archway. A rippling portal glowed to life. Many soldiers and mages rushed to the shimmering portal and disappeared into it. 

Kymil landed on the deck, cracking it. He glanced over his shoulder to the flying dragon as he was nearly to him. Kymil’s form burst forward to the portal. 

Jon watched with serpent eyes as Kymil disappeared into the portal with Cora’s body in his arms. 

Jon dove for the portal, ready to follow when mana surged against his senses. He banked to the side and up as power roared along the ship and it exploded. 

Golden wings flapped as Jon stared down at the burning and sinking ship, shards of debris arcing and splashing into the ocean. 

He turned and flew back up to the keep. 

Lilly aimed her pistol at one of Castellan’s chains and pulled the trigger. A stone round struck and cracked it. Castellan pulled and the chain link broke. 

A shadow appeared at the destroyed window. Jon flew in and landed. The golden humanoid dragon fell to his knees. Steam rose up from his body as golden scales retreated back under his skin. 

Jon stayed on his knees as his body slowly returned to normal. 

A humanoid dragon rune burned into his right shoulder blade. 

The golden glow faded. Pain and loss flowed into Jon’s heart. 

Images of Cora filled his mind and he let out the saddest, deepest moan in his entire life. 



Lilly, Zelda, Syndra, Eryn, Amara, and Castellan surrounded him. 

For a brief moment, all their hearts beat together in sorrow. In the next moment, they knelt down and hugged Jon, tears filling all of their eyes in grieving loss. 





Fourteen

Once the pirate flag was placed at the top of the Tower of Hylore, the people of the island nation shouted in triumph. The remaining soldiers and officers who were beaten and bruised, were set upon by the populace. In some instances, prisoners were taken. 

In others, Imperial heads were cut from necks and placed in piles. 

The citizens of Hylore took pleasure and pain as they turned on the occupying Empire and treated them accordingly. 

Many small boats sailed out to the few remaining Imperial ships and boarded them. The crews and officers didn’t put up much of a fight, most of them badly injured from the airship’s cannons. The ships were claimed for Hylore and its private navy was formed. 

The sun moved across the sky as the island was retaken. As it dipped lower, music and songs rose up from sections of the city. 

People of all races, nations, and backgrounds, danced to the tune of freedom again. Wine and spirits flowed to happy smiles. Children left the confines of their homes and danced with the adults as freedom rang out across the entire island and the surrounding small islands. 

The afternoon slid into early evening, the sun hovering above the horizon. Lamps and lanterns were lit to keep the celebration going well into night. 

High on the top of the island nation, the main keep was abuzz with activity. An airship was moored to the tower, it’s sight and majesty causing many below to raise their drinks to the heroes of the day. 

Castellan tried to answer questions and sign papers as he was mobbed by scholars, bureaucrats, and staff who returned to the keep. The antechamber before the chamber of the High Seat was filled with bodies, everyone trying to get Castellan’s ears. 

“Yes, yes! Please, everyone, we will do what we can, but for now, I need everyone to do their best to restore our home to its former glory,” Castellan shouted over the crowd. 



Lilly, Zelda, Syndra, Eryn, Lusha, and Pyrah watched from the side as Castellan tried to wave everyone away. Some listened to him, turning and making their way back the way they came to take care of their duties. Others shouted louder to be heard and demanded what Castellan was going to do to prevent another occupation. 

Castellan rubbed his temples and closed his eyes. He weaved as he stood, weakness filling his form. 

Lilly stepped toward the small crowd and her voice boomed. 

“Castellan requires rest! Give him the evening and discussions can resume tomorrow,” Lilly said with authority. 

The crowd ignored her and continued to demand answers. 

The Captain pulled her pistol and loaded an air spell shell. She lifted it up and pulled the trigger. The pistol went off with a loud bang. 

The air spell struck the ceiling and did no damage except for some dust to fall. 

The crowd turned to the pirate Captain with wide eyes. A second later, they bolted in the opposite direction and were soon out of sight. 

Lilly approached Castellan. She held out her arm and he took it. 

The frail elf leaned on the captain and gave her a weak smile. 

“I need time to regain my strength and restore Hylore. 

Understandably, the occupation scared everyone. The last thing any citizen wants is for the Empire to come back and retake our home. 

They haven’t had a chance to say it, but I know deep down, they are grateful to you and your crew, as am I,” Castellan bowed his head. 

Lilly smiled at her friend. “We understand. I only hope we can stay for a time so we may repair our airship?” 

Castellan looked into Lilly’s eyes, smiled and nodded. “Stay as long as you like. Take anything you need. There will be no rush to see you all leave, not with the threat of the Empire returning. I will need time to contact allies. They disapproved of what happened, but were powerless to send any help. Now that we are liberated, many of them will send some ships to help keep Hylore and Free Waters neutral.” 

Castellan’s smile faded and shadows lengthened under his eyes. 

“It was truly terrible. Imperial soldiers often terrorized the populace. 

There were some executions on the streets. Kymil… dreadful Kymil, he enjoyed all of it. He kept everyone afraid. We lost a great deal to the occupation, including a piece of our souls. It will take time to gain it back.” 

Lilly gave a slow nod. 

Castellan looked to the crew and then back to Lilly, “Where is Jon? I can hear the people of Hylore beginning the celebration. He should be here with us.” 

“He told me he needed to walk and clear his head,” Lilly said. 

Castellan gave a grave nod. “We all need that. What happened to beautiful Cora will haunt my nightmares for a long time. She was the best of us from the royal family. Quiet, but creative, strong and beautiful.” 

A tear streaked down the frail elf’s cheek. “My uncle the Emperor has gone too far. The Empire stood for peace and prosperity for a long time, until his madness consumed him. I don’t believe anything Kymil said in the chamber before. He would lie just to think he was right. Many of them need to pay for what has happened to our world.” 

Castellan’s shoulders sank down as exhaustion filled his eyes. “I need to rest. One night of rest in a real bed will help bring clarity in the morning.” 

Lilly nodded. “I can have some of the crew with you, to guard you as you rest?” 

Castellan smiled. “No need. Some of my guards have returned and have retaken their posts. It was a relief to switch out Hylore citizens in the underground cells and replace them with Imperial bottom dwellers. Maybe with some time, the soldiers will come to their senses and renounce the Empire.” 

Lilly nodded. “We will see you to your room.” 

Castellan pulled his hand away and shook his head. “Thank you, my beautiful Lilly, but that will not be necessary. My room is just down the hall. I’m sure some of the staff have cleared it of Kymil’s wretched smell and food and drink will be waiting for me. 

“You, my dear, should pick out rooms here in the keep and go to your special Shullkar. We all loved Cora, but I saw his heart crack at what happened to Cora. Go to him and coax him to the celebration. 

It will help take his mind off the ugliness, even for a short time.” 

Castellan turned to Lilly and the crew. He bowed deeply. 

“We owe you much and I can never repay you for the risk all of you took. I hope some rest, wine and food will help in some small way.” 

Castellan stood up, turned and hobbled away. 

Lilly watched him with sad eyes before looking away. The pain was still there, burning at her heart. She didn’t witness the bloody act, but she remembered waking to Jon’s growing power and Cora lying lifeless on the floor. The pain flared and her eyes watered before she blinked it away. 

“Crew, tonight we will drink in Cora’s honor,” Lilly said solemnly. 

Heads nodded in grief. 

Lilly started walking and everyone followed her. 

Lusha stepped to her captain’s side. “Captain, I know things are difficult now, but I must speak to you about Jon.” 

Lilly nodded. “Talk to me as we make our way down to see him.” 

Lusha nodded. “It’s about his transformation. Jon took a book from the Library on Aza Thule. It was filled with information and some history about all of the different dragons. As far as I could discern and from what I read in the Library, this ability Jon showed is unprecedented.” 

Lilly listened as they walked. 

Lusha continued, “Those gifted with dragon spirits may activate thirteen runes, or abilities, unique to each dragon species. I’ve seen the runes and none of them appear as the one Jon gained during the fight. All ability runes run along the spine. Jon’s new one appeared on his right shoulder blade.” 

The scholar looked down as she walked. “Something has changed. Jon isn’t just gaining abilities. He’s becoming something more. There is no record of such an event happening. Beings with dragon spirits appear throughout history, but not one has changed into a dragon-like being. 

“Kymil will tell the Emperor. From what we know, Emperor Lufina will want to know more to feed his obsession. I don’t believe I have to say it out loud, but he will direct his power to capture or slay Jon as soon as possible.” 

Lilly lifted her chin. “Let him send his navies and his best warriors, we will beat them all.” 

Lusha’s heart dropped in her chest and reluctantly nodded. The crew were just about to the stairs when a voice rose up from behind. 

“Captain Silk,” the voice came out low and smooth. 

Everyone turned around. Eyes widened from the crew and hands fell to weapons. Lilly simply stared with tired eyes. 

Rabyn stood at the opposite end of the hall. He walked slowly toward the group, his hands at his sides and his gaze ice cold. 

Pyrah pulled a pistol and aimed. “How did you escape the brig!” 

Rabyn slowed his step as he approached. “The cell could never hold me for long. Water and ice can wear away the strongest stone to sand.” 



Rabyn turned his attention to Captain Silk. “I felt… a deep loss. 

Like my heart was broken and a piece was taken away. Where is my sister?” 

Lilly looked down. “Kymil killed her and took her body as he fled.” 

Rabyn’s eyes shined in the lantern light. A tear formed and streaked down his cold cheek before it turned to ice. It cracked and floated away. 

Rabyn stepped closer, the crew watching him. The general stood before Lilly. For a long moment, the two stared into each other’s eyes. In the next moment, Rabyn knelt down to one knee and bowed his head. 

“Captain Silk, I wish to join your crew. I renounce my affiliation to the Empire and everything it stands for. I seek to join you, free Aquris and bring justice for Cora’s death,” Rabyn said with divine confidence. 

Lilly looked away. “Thank you, Rabyn, but it will be something we have to discuss. For now, you’re still our prisoner. Maybe with time, we can revisit your request.” 

“I… understand,” Rabyn said, still on his knee. 

Lilly sighed. “Return to your cell. Pyrah, after we see Jon, bring a bottle of wine and some food to Rabyn. He lost his sister. We all lost our sister. He should not be exempt from drowning his sorrows with the rest of us.” 

“Aye, Captain,” Pyrah said and re-holstered her pistol. 

Lilly looked up at everyone gathered as Rabyn stood up. “Let’s hurry. I want to see the sunset with Jon.” 


***

Amara sat on a knee-high stone divider. It separated the sandy beach from the stone road. She looked out across the sand to Jon sitting on the sand, close to the lapping tides. 


Past him, the gigantic deep one lingered in the water. Debbie stared down at Jon with large, oval eyes. Her eyes blinked as the bulk of her body was underwater. Her torso, arms, and head were above water. The occasional tentacle rose up from the water and slipped back down. Behind her, the sun touched the horizon and the sky filled with pink and yellow light. 

Debbie lifted her hand and with a single finger, stroked Jon’s head. 

“Debbie, stop,” Jon said simply. 

On the stone divide, Amara smiled as the giant deep one almost looked sad for Jon and was trying to cheer him up. 

Jon sat, his gaze on the small waves as they foamed against the wet sand. Thoughts and heartache drifted along his soul. The dragon along his spirit slept, like it had eaten a full meal and retired for the night. Despite Debbie before him and Amara behind him, he felt alone. 

 Cora, I’m sorry I wasn’t strong enough to stop your brother. I am truly sorry. 

Debbie made a sad noise and gently touched Jon’s head again. 

“Debbie, stop!” Jon growled loudly. 

The deep one pulled back her hand like she was burned. She made a long, sad moan. The giant creature slipped back into the water. Slowly she sank below the surface, except for her head from the eyes up. She blinked and watched Jon as she stayed right where she was. 

Jon looked to her and sighed. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure you understand, but I lost someone very special to me. We all lost someone special.” 

Debbie stayed in the water, her gaze remaining on the small man on the beach. 



Amara’s pointed ears twitched as she heard the Captain and crew approach. Lilly stepped over the divide, her hand touching the Blademaster’s shoulder before walking on the sand. The rest of the crew sat down next to Amara, all of them staring at Lilly, Jon, and the top part of Debbie’s elongated head. 

“How long has he been here?” Zelda asked, her face and body regenerated back to normal. 

“Hours,” Amara replied. 

Syndra and Eryn sat side by side, holding each other’s hand. 

The shadow elf looked to Jon, her heart heavy in her chest, but also beating with new strength and new life. 

Eryn stared out, taking in the beauty of her first sunset. Despite the edges of pain and loss, she felt alive. She squeezed Syndra’s hand and the shadow elf squeezed it back. 

“I think we all need some drinks. Pyrah, will you accompany me to fetch some?” Lusha said. 

Pyrah nodded. “Anything to numb the pain, even for a little while.” 

On the sand, Lilly approached Jon. She walked up to him and stood beside him. The sun elf sank down and looked out to the water and the setting sun. She leaned her head on Jon’s shoulder. He reached out and took her hand into his. The couple watched as the Aquris sun was nearly halfway set behind the horizon. 

A breeze flowed over them as the sounds of music and laughter rose up from the city behind them. 

“We all feel her loss,” Lilly said in a small voice. 

Jon nodded. 

Lilly looked away. “I don’t know what to say. I never lost a crewmember before. I never lost a lover and friend before. I always knew there would be sacrifices. I didn’t know she would be the first and the most painful.” 



Jon remained silent. 

Lilly looked to Jon with wet eyes. “We have to be strong, for her. 

We have to continue our mission. We must…” tears streaked down the Captain’s cheeks. 

Jon turned to Lilly with warm eyes and a smile. His demeanor was relaxed as the setting sun painted the side of his face with golden light. 

“I know. That is why we need our rest,” Jon said simply. 

Lilly blinked as she stared into Jon’s serene eyes. 

Jon squeezed Lilly’s hand again. 

“Captain, we’re going to regather our strength, repair our ship and grab as many weapons and supplies as we can carry.” 

Jon’s eyes gleamed in the dimming sunlight, a new fire burning brighter and brighter. 

“We’re going to set a course for the heart of the Empire. We’re going to break their forces, shatter their power and bring an end to their nightmare, once and for all.” 

Lilly’s eyes and face lit up. A small smile bloomed as she stared at Jon’s uncompromising confidence. 

“Yes, we will,” Lilly smiled. 

The two lovers leaned in close, their lips meeting. Heat, pain, sorrow, and love coiled around them as they kissed passionately. 

The last bit of sun disappeared behind the horizon. A flash of light filled the heavens. Stars twinkled to life as night’s cloak slowly covered the world. 

Two souls burned bright as the celebration continued to ring out across the liberated city island of Hylore. 



 ~Fin~
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